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Culture Fiction 1

Within the Steel Orb

The car pulled up on the dark cobblestones and
stopped by the darker castle. The vehicle was silver-grey,
low to the ground, and sleek. A—let us call him a man—
opened the driver's door on the right, and stood up, tall,
dark, clad in a robe the color of the sky at midnight.
Around the car he went, opened the door for his
passenger, and once the passenger stepped out, made one
swift motion and had two bags on his shoulder. The bags
were large, but he moved as if he were accustomed to
carrying far heavier fare. It was starlight out, and the
moon was visible as moonlight rippled across a pool.

The guest reached for the bags. "Those are heavy. Let
me—"

The host smiled darkly. "Do not worry about the
weight of your bags."

The host opened a solid greyblack door, of unearthly
smoothness, and walked swiftly down a granite hallway,
allowing his guest to follow. "You've had a long day. Let
me get you something to drink." He turned a door, poured
something into two iridescent titanium mugs, and turned
through another corridor and opened a door on its side.
Inside the room were two deep armchairs and a low table.

"This is my first time traveling between worlds—how
am I to address you?"
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The host smiled. "Why do you wish to know more of
my name? It is enough for you to call me Oinos. Please
enjoy our welcome."

The guest sipped his drink. "Cider?"

The host said, "You may call it that; it is a juice, which
has not had artificial things done to make it taste like it
just came out of its fruit regardless of how much it should
have aged by the time you taste it. It is juice where time
has been allowed to do its work." He was holding a steel
orb. "You are welcome here, Art." Then—he barely seemed
to move—there was a spark, and Oinos pulled a candle
from the wall and set it on the table.

Art said, "Why not a fluorescent light to really light the
room up?"

The host said, "For the same reason that you either do
not offer your guests mocha at all, or else give them real
mocha and not a mix of hot water, instant coffee, and hot
cocoa powder. In our world, we can turn the room bright
as day any time, but we do not often do so."

"Aah. We have a lot to learn from you about getting
back to nature."

"Really? What do you mean by 'getting back to
nature'? What do you do to try to 'get back to nature'?"

"Um, I don't know what to really do. Maybe try to be
in touch with the trees, not being cooped up inside all the
time, if I were doing a better job of it..."

"If that is getting back in touch with nature, then we
pay little attention to getting in touch with nature. And
nature, as we understand it, is about something
fundamentally beyond dancing on hills or sitting and
watching waves. I don't criticize you if you do them, but
there is really something more. And I can talk with you
about drinking juice without touching the natural
processes that make cider or what have you, and I can talk
with you about natural cycles and why we don't have
imitation daylight any time it would seem convenient. But
I would like you to walk away with something more, and
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more interesting, than how we keep technology from being
too disruptive to natural processes. That isn't really the
point. It's almost what you might call a side effect."

"But you do an awfully impressive job of putting
technology in its place and not getting too involved with
it."

Oinos said, "Have you had enough chance to stretch
out and rest and quench your thirst? Would you like to see
something?"

"Yes."

Oinos stood, and led the way down some stairs to a
room that seemed to be filled with odd devices. He pushed
some things aside, then walked up to a device with a
square in the center, and pushed one side. Chains and
gears moved, and another square replaced it.

"This is my workshop, with various items that I have
worked on. You can come over here and play with this
little labyrinth; it's not completely working, but you can
explore it if you take the time to figure it out. Come on
over. It's what I've been working on most recently."

Art looked around, somewhat amazed, and walked
over to the 'labyrinth.’'

Oinos said, "In your world, in classical Greek, the
same word, 'techne,' means both 'art' and 'technology.'
You misunderstand my kindred if you think we aren't
especially interested in technology; we have a great
interest in technology, as with other kinds of art. But just
as you can travel a long distance to see the Mona Lisa
without needing a mass-produced Mona Lisa to hang in
your bathroom, we enjoy and appreciate technologies
without making them conveniences we need to have
available every single day."

Art pressed a square and the labyrinth shifted. "Have I
come here to see technologies?"

Oinos paused. "I would not advise it. You see our
technologies, or how we use them, because that is what
you are most ready to see. Visitors from some other worlds
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hardly notice them, even if they are astonished when they
are pointed out."

Art said, "Then why don't we go back to the other
room?"

Oinos turned. "Excellent." They went back, and Art sat
down in his chair.

Art, after a long pause, said, "I still find it puzzling
why, if you appreciate technology, you don't want to have
more of it."

Oinos said, "Why do you find it so puzzling?"

"Technology does seem to add a lot to the body."

"That is a very misleading way to put it. The effect of
most technologies that you think of as adding to the body
is in fact to undercut the body. The technologies that you
call 'space-conquering' might be appropriately called
'body-conquering."

"So the telephone is a body-conquering device? Does it
make my body less real?"

"Once upon a time, long ago from your perspective,
news and information could not really travel faster than a
person could travel. If you were talking with a person, that
person had to be pretty close, and it was awkward and
inconvenient to communicate with those who were far
away. That meant that the people you talked with were
probably people from your local community."

"So you were deprived of easy access to people far
away?"

"Let me put it this way. It mattered where you were,
meaning where your body was. Now, on the telephone, or
instant messages, or the web, nothing and no one is really
anywhere, and that means profound things for what
communities are. And are not. You may have read about
'close-knit rural communities' which have become
something exotic and esoteric to most of your world's city
dwellers... but when space conquering technologies had
not come in, and another space-conquering technology,
modern roads allowing easy moving so that people would



Culture Fiction 5

have to say goodbye to face-to-face friendships every few
years... It's a very different way of relating. A close-knit
rural community is exotic to you because it is a body-
based community in ways that tend not to happen when
people make heavy use of body-conquering, or space-
conquering, or whatever you want to call them,
technologies."

"But isn't there more than a lack of technologies to
close-knit communities?"

"Yes, indeed... but... spiritual discipline is about much
more than the body, but a lot of spiritual discipline can
only shape people when people are running into the body's
limitations. The disciplines—worship, prayer, fasting,
silence, almsgiving, and so on—only mean something if
there are bodily limits you are bumping into. If you can
take a pill that takes away your body's discomfort in
fasting, or standing through worship, then the body-
conquering technology of that pill has cut you off from the
spiritual benefit of that practice."

"Aren't spiritual practices about more than the body?"

"Yes indeed, but you won't get there if you have
something less than the body."

Art sat back. "I'd be surprised if you're not a real
scientist. I imagine that in your world you know things
that our scientists will not know for centuries."

Oinos sat back and sat still for a time, closing his eyes.
Then he opened his eyes and said, "What have you learned
from science?"

"I've spent a lot of time lately, wondering what
Einstein's theory of relativity means for us today: even the
'hard' sciences are relative, and what 'reality’ is, depends
greatly on your own perspective. Even in the hardest
sciences, it is fundamentally mistaken to be looking for
absolute truth."

Oinos leaned forward, paused, and then tapped the
table four different places. In front of Art appeared a
gridlike object which Art recognized with a start as a
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scientific calculator like his son's. "Very well. Let me ask
you a question. Relative to your frame of reference, an
object of one kilogram rest mass is moving away from you
at a speed of one tenth the speed of light. What, from your
present frame of reference, is its effective mass?"

Art hesitated, and began to sit up.

Oinos said, "If you'd prefer, the table can be set to
function as any major brand of calculator you're familiar
with. Or would you prefer a computer with Matlab or
Mathematica? The remainder of the table's surface can be
used to browse the appropriate manuals."”

Art shrunk slightly towards his chair.

Oinos said, "I'll give you hints. In the theory of
relativity, objects can have an effective mass of above their
rest mass, but never below it. Furthermore, most
calculations of this type tend to have anything that
changes, change by a factor of the inverse of the square
root of the quantity: one minus the square of the object's
speed divided by the square of the speed of light. Do you
need me to explain the buttons on the calculator?"

Art shrunk into his chair. "I don't know all of those
technical details, but I have spent a lot of time thinking
about relativity."

Oinos said, "If you are unable to answer that question
before I started dropping hints, let alone after I gave hints,
you should not pose as having contemplated what
relativity means for us today. I'm not trying to humiliate
you. But the first question I asked is the kind of question a
teacher would put on a quiz to see if students were awake
and not playing video games for most of the first lecture. I
know it's fashionable in your world to drop Einstein's
name as someone you have deeply pondered. It is also
extraordinarily silly. I have noticed that scientists who
have a good understanding of relativity often work without
presenting themselves as having these deep ponderings
about what Einstein means for them today. Trying to
deeply ponder Einstein without learning even the basics of
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relativistic physics is like trying to write the next Nobel
prize-winning German novel without being bothered to
learn even them most rudimentary German vocabulary
and grammar."

"But don't you think that relativity makes a big
difference?"

"On a poetic level, I think it is an interesting
development in your world's history for a breakthrough in
science, Einstein's theory of relativity, to say that what is
absolute is not time, but light. Space and time bend before
light. There is a poetic beauty to Einstein making an
unprecedented absolute out of light. But let us leave poetic
appreciation of Einstein's theory aside.

"You might be interested to know that the differences
predicted by Einstein's theory of relativity are so minute
that decades passed between Einstein making the theory
of relativity and people being able to use a sensitive
enough clock to measure the minute difference of the so-
called 'twins paradox' by bringing an atomic clock on an
airplane. The answer to the problem I gave you is that for
a tenth the speed of light—which is faster than you can
imagine, and well over a thousand times the top speed of
the fastest supersonic vehicle your world will ever make—
is one half of one percent. It's a disappointingly small
increase for a rather astounding speed. If the supersonic
Skylon is ever built, would you care to guess the increase
in effective mass as it travels at an astounding Mach 5.5?"

"Um, I don't know..."

"Can you guess? Half its mass? The mass of a car? Or
just the mass of a normal-sized adult?"

"Is this a trick question? Fifty pounds?"

"The effective mass increases above the rest mass, for
that massive vehicle running at about five times the speed
of sound and almost twice the top speed of the SR-71
Blackbird, is something like the mass of a mosquito."

"A mosquito? You're joking, right?"

"No. It's an underwhelming, microscopic difference
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for what relativity says when the rumor mill has it that
Einstein taught us that hard sciences are as fuzzy as
anything else... or that perhaps, in Star Wars terms, 'Luke,
you're going to find that many of the truths we cling to
depend greatly on your own point of view.' Under
Einstein, you will in fact not find that many of the
observations that we cling to, depend greatly on your own
frame of reference. You have to be doing something pretty
exotic to have relativity make any measurable difference
from the older physics at all.”

"Would you explain relativity to me so that I can
discuss its implications?"

"I really think there might be more productive ways to
use your visit."

"But you have a scientist's understanding of
relativity."

"I am not sure I'd say that."

"Why? You seem to understand relativity a lot more
like a scientist than I do."

"Let's talk about biology for a moment. Do you
remember the theory of spontaneous generation? You
know, the theory that life just emerges from appropriate
material?"

"I think so."

"But your world's scientists haven't believed in
spontaneous generation since over a century before you
were born. Why would you be taught that theory—I'm
assuming you learned this in a science class and not
digging into history?"

"My science course explained the theory in covering
historical background, even though scientists no longer
believe that bread spontaneously generates mold."

"Let me ask what may seem like a non-sequitur. I
assume you're familiar with people who are working to get
even more of religion taken out of public schools?"

"Yes."

"They are very concerned about official prayers at
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school events, right? About having schools endorse even
the occasional religious practice?"

"Yes."

"Ok. Let me ask what may seem like a strange
question. Have these 'separation of Church and state'
advocates also advocated that geometry be taken out of the
classroom?"

Art closed his eyes, and then looked at Oinos as if he
had two heads. "It seems you don't know everything about
my world."

"I don't. But please understand that geometry did not
originate as a secular technical practice. You migth have
heard this mentioned. Geometry began its life as a 'sacred
science,' or a religious practice, and to its founders the
idea that geometry does not have religious content would
have struck them as worse than saying that prayer does
not have religious content."

"OK, I think I remember that being mentioned. So to
speak, my math teacher taught about geometry the 'sacred
science' the way that my biology teacher taught about the
past theory of spontaneous generation."

Oinos focused his eyes on Art. "In our schools, and in
our training, physics, biology, and chemistry are "taught'
as 'secular sciences' the same way, in your school,
spontaneous generation is taught as 'past science', or even
better, the 'sacred science' of geometry is 'taught' in the
course of getting on to a modern understanding of
geometry."

Art said, "So the idea that the terrain we call 'biology’
is to you—"

Oinos continued: "As much something peered at
through a glass bell as the idea that the terrain of regular
polygons belongs to a secularized mathematics."

"What is a sacred science?"

Oinos sat back. "If a science is about understanding
something as self-contained whose explanations do not
involve God, and it is an attempt to understand as physics
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understand, and the scientist understands as a detached
observer, looking in through a window, then you have a
secular science—the kind that reeks of the occult to us. Or
that may sound strange, because in your world people
proclaiming sacred sciences are proclaiming the occult.
But let me deal with that later. A sacred science does not
try to understand objects as something that can be
explained without reference to God. A sacred science is
first and foremost about God, not about objects. When it
understands objects, it understands them out of God, and
tries to see God shining through them. A sacred science
has its home base in the understanding of God, not of
inanimate matter, and its understanding of things bears
the imprint of God. If you want the nature of its knowing
in an image, do not think of someone looking in and
observing, detached, through a window, but someone
drinking something in."

"Is everything a sacred science to you? And what is a
sacred science? Astrology?"

"Something like that, except that I use the term 'sacred
science' by way of accommodation. Our own term is one
that has no good translation in your language. But let us
turn to the stars."”

"Astrology is right in this: a star is more than a ball of
plasma. Even in the Bible there is not always such a
distinction between the ranks of angels and the stars as
someone raised on materialist science might think." He
rose, and began to walk, gesturing for Art to follow him. In
the passage, they turned and entered a door. Oinos lit a
lamp next to an icon on the wall.

The icon looked like starlight. It showed angels
praying at the left, and then the studded sapphiric canopy
of the night sky behind a land with herbs shooting from
the earth, and on the right an immense Man—if he was a
Man—standing, his hand raised in benediction. All around
the sapphire dome were some majestic figures, soaring
aloft in two of their six wings. Art paused to drink it in.
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"What are those symbols?"

"They are Greek letters. You are looking at an icon of
the creation of the stars, but the text is not the text for that
day; it is from another book, telling of the angels
thunderously shouting for joy when the stars were created.
So the stars are connected with the angels."

"Is this astrology?"

"No, because the stars and angels both point to God.
The influences in astrology point beyond matter to
something else, but they do not point far enough beyond
themselves. If you can use something to make a forecast
that way, it doesn't point far enough beyond itself."

"Why not?"

"One definition to distinguish religion from magic—
one used by anthropologists—is that religion is trying to
come into contact with the divine, and magic is trying to
control the divine. God cannot be controlled, and there is
something of control in trying to foretell a future that God
holds in mystery. A real God cannot be pried into by a
skill. Astrology departs from a science that can only see
stars as so much plasma, but it doesn't go far enough to
lead people to look into the stars and see a shadow of their
Creator. To be a sacred science, it is not enough to point to
something more than matter as secular science
understands it; as the term is used in our language, one
can only be a sacred science by pointing to God."

"Then what is a sacred science? Which branches of
learning as you break them up? Can they even be
translated into my language?"

"You seem to think that if astrology is not a sacred
science then sacred sciences must be something much
more hidden. Not so. Farming is a sacred science, as is
hunting, or inventing, or writing. When a monk makes
incense, it is not about how much incense he can make per
unit of time; his making incense is the active part of living
contemplatively, and his prayer shows itself in physical
labor. His act is more than material production; it is a
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sacred science, or sacred art or sacred endeavor, and what
goes into and what comes out of the activity is prayer. Nor
is it simply a matter that he is praying while he acts; his
prayers matter for the incense. There are many lands from
your world's Desert Fathers to Mexico in your own day
where people have a sense that it matters what state
people cook in, and that cooking with love puts something
into a dish that no money can buy. Perhaps you will not
look at me askance when I say that not only monks in their
monasteries exotically making incense for worship are
performing a sacred science, but cooking, for people who
may be low on the totem pole and who are not considered
exotic, as much as for anyone else, can and should be a
sacred science. Like the great work that will stay up with a
sick child all night."

"Hmm..." Art said, and then finished his tankard.
"Have you traveled much?"

"I have not reached one in five of the galaxies with
inhabited worlds. I can introduce you to people who have
some traveling experience, but I am not an experienced
traveler. Still, I have met sites worth visiting. I have met,
learned, worshiped. Traveling in this castle I have drunk
the blood of gems. There are worlds where there is nothing
to see, for all is music, and song does everything that
words do for you. I have beheld a star as it formed, and I
have been part of an invention that moves forward as a
thousand races in their laboratories add their devices. I
have read books, and what is more I have spoken with
members of different worlds and races. There seems to be
no shortage of wonders, and I have even been to your own
world, with people who write fantasy that continues to
astonish us—"

"My son-in-law is big into fantasy—he got me to see a
Lord of the whatever-it-was movie—but I don't fancy them
much myself."

"We know about Tolkein, but he is not considered a
source of astonishing fantasy to us."
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"Um..." Art took a long time to recall a name, and
Oinos waited patiently. "Lewis?"

"If you're looking for names you would have heard of,
Voltaire and Jung are two of the fantasy authors we
consider essential. Tolkein and Lewis are merely
imaginative. It is Voltaire and Jung who are truly fantasy
authors. But there are innumerable others in your world."

Art said, "Um... what do you mean by 'fantasy
author'?"

Oinos turned. "I'm sorry; there is a discrepancy
between how your language uses 'fantasy author' and ours.
We have two separate words that your 'fantasy’ translates,
and the words stand for very different concepts. One refers
to works of imagination that are set in another world that
is not confused with reality. The other refers to a
fundamental confusion that can cost a terrible price. Our
world does not produce fiction; we do appreciate the
fiction of other worlds, but we do not draw a particularly
strong line between fiction where only the characters and
events are imagined, and fiction where the whole world is
imagined. But we do pay considerable attention to the
second kind of fantasy, and our study of fantasy authors is
not a study of imagination but a study of works that lead
people into unreality. 'Fantasy author' is one of the more
important terms in understanding your world and its
history."

Art failed to conceal his reaction.

"Or perhaps I was being too blunt. But, unfashionable
as it may be, there is such a thing as evil in your world, and
the ways in which people live, including what they believe,
has something to do with it. Not everything, but
something."

Oinos waited for a time. Then, when Art remained
silent, he said, "Come with me. I have something to show
you." He opened a door on the other side of the room, and
went into the next room. The room was lit by diffuse
moonlight, and there was a ledge around the room and
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water which Oinos stirred with his hand to light a
phosphorescent glow. When Art had stepped in, Oinos
stepped up, balancing on a steel cable, and stood silent for
a while. "Is there anything here that you can focus on?"

"What do you mean?"

"Step up on this cable and take my hand."

"What if I fall into the water?"

Art tried to balance, but it seemed even more difficult
in the dark. For a while, he tried to keep his balance with
Oinos's help, but he seemed barely up. He
overcompensated twice in opposite directions, began
flying into the water, and was stopped at last by Oinos's
grip, strong as steel, on his arm.

"I can't do this," Art said.

"Very well." Oinos opened a door on the other side of
the room, and slowly led him out. As they walked, Oinos
started up a spiral staircase and sat down to rest after Art
reached the top. Then Art looked up at the sky, and down
to see what looked like a telescope.

"What is it?"

"A telescope, not too different from those of your
world."

Oinos stood up, looked at it, and began some
adjustments. Then he called Art over, and said, "Do you
see that body?"

"What is it?"

"A small moon."

Oinos said, "I want you to look at it as closely as you
can," and then pulled something on the telescope.

"It's moving out of sight."

"That's right; I just deactivated the tracking feature.
You should be able to feel handles; you can move the
telescope with them."

"Why do I need to move the telescope? Is the moon
moving?"

"This planet is rotating: what the telescope sees will
change as it rotates with the planet, and on a telescope you
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can see the rotation."

Art moved the handles and found that it seemed either
not to move at all or else move a lot when he put pressure
on it.

Art said, "This is a hard telescope to control."”

Oinos said, "The telescope is worth controlling."”

"Can you turn the tracking back on?"

Oinos merely repeated, "The telescope is worth
controlling."

The celestial body had moved out of view. Art made
several movements, barely passed over the moon, and
then found it. He tried to see what he could, then give a
relatively violent shove when the moon reached the edge
of his field of view, and see if he could observe the body
that way. After several tries, he began to get the object
consistently in view... and found that he was seeing the
same things about it, not being settled enough between
jolts to really focus on what was there.

Art tried to make a smooth, slow movement with his
body, and found that a much taller order than it sounded.
His movement, which he could have sworn was gentle and
smooth, produced what seemed like erratic movement,
and it was only with greatest difficulty that he held the
moon in view.

"Is this badly lubricated? Or do you have lubrication in
this world?"

"We do, on some of our less precise machines. This
telescope is massive, but it's not something that moves
roughly when it is pushed smoothly; the joints move so
smoothly that putting oil or other lubricants that are
familiar to you would make them move much more
roughly."

"Then why is it moving roughly every time I push it
smoothly?"

"Maybe you aren't pushing it as smoothly as you think
you are?"

Art pushed back his irritation, and then found the
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moon again. And found, to his dismay, that when the
telescope jerked, he had moved the slightest amount
unevenly.

Art pushed observation of the moon to the back of his
mind. He wanted to move the telescope smoothly enough
that he wouldn't have to keep finding the moon again.
After a while, he found that this was less difficult than he
thought, and tried for something harder: keeping the
moon in the center of what he could see in the telescope.

He found, after a while, that he could keep the moon
in the center if he tried, and for periods was able to
manage something even harder: keeping the moon from
moving, or perhaps just moving slowly. And then, after a
time, he found himself concentrating through the
telescope on taking in the beauty of the moon.

It was breathtaking, and Art later could never
remember a time he had looked on something with quite
that fascination.

Then Art realized he was exhausted, and began to sit
down; Oinos pulled him to a bench.

After closing his eyes for a while, Art said, "This was a
magnificent break from your teaching."

"A break from teaching? What would you mean?"

Art sat, opened his mouth, and then closed it. After a
while, he said, "I was thinking about what you said about
fantasy authors... do you think there is anything that can
help?"

Oinos said, "Let me show you." He led Art into a long
corridor with smooth walls and a round arch at top. A faint
blue glow followed them, vanishing at the edges. Art said,
"Do you think it will be long before our world has full
artificial intelligence?"

Oinos said, "Hmm... Programming artificial
intelligence on a computer is not that much more complex
than getting a stone to lay an egg."

Art said, "But our scientists are making progress. Your
advanced world has artificial intelligence, right?"
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Oinos said, "Why on earth would we be able to do
that? Why would that even be a goal?"

"You have computers, right?"

"Yes, indeed; the table that I used to call up a scientific
calculator works on the same principle as your world's
computers. I could almost say that inventing a new kind of
computer is a rite of passage among serious inventors, or
at least that's the closest term your world would have."

"And your computer science is pretty advanced, right?
Much more advanced than ours?"

"We know things that the trajectory of computer
science in your world will never reach because it is not
pointed in the right direction." Oinos tapped the wall and
arcs of pale blue light spun out.

"Then you should be well beyond the point of making
artificial intelligence."

"Why on a million, million worlds should we ever be
able to do that? Or even think that is something we could
accomplish?"

"Well, if I can be obvious, the brain is a computer, and
the mind is its software."

"Is it?"

"What else could the mind be?"

"What else could the mind be? What about an altar at
which to worship? A workshop? A bridge between Heaven
and earth, a meeting place where eternity meets time? A
treasury in which to gather riches? A spark of divine fire?
Aline in a strong grid? A river, ever flowing, ever full? A
tree reaching to Heaven while its roots grasp the earth? A
mountain made immovable for the greatest storm? A
home in which to live and a ship by which to sail? A
constellation of stars? A temple that sanctifies the earth? A
force to draw things in? A captain directing a starship or a
voyager who can travel without? A diamond forged over
aeons from of old? A perpetual motion machine that is
simply impossible but functions anyway? A faithful
manuscript by which an ancient book passes on? A
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showcase of holy icons? A mirror, clear or clouded? A
wind which can never be pinned down? A haunting
moment? A home with which to welcome others, and a
mouth with which to kiss? A strand of a web? An acrobat
balancing for his whole life long on a slender crystalline
prism between two chasms? A protecting veil and a
concealing mist? An eye to glimpse the uncreated Light as
the world moves on its way? A rift yawning into the depths
of the earth? A kairometer, both primeval and young? A—"

"All right, all right! I get the idea, and that's some
pretty lovely poetry. (What's a kairometer?) These are all
very beautiful metaphors for the mind, but I am interested
in what the mind is literally."

"Then it might interest you to hear that your world's
computer is also a metaphor for the mind. A good and
poetic metaphor, perhaps, but a metaphor, and one that is
better to balance with other complementary metaphors. It
is the habit of some in your world to understand the
human mind through the metaphor of the latest
technology for you to be infatuated with. Today, the mind
is a computer, or something like that. Before you had the
computer, 'You're just wired that way' because the brain or
the mind or whatever is a wired-up telephone exchange,
the telephone exchange being your previous object of
technological infatuation, before the computer.
Admittedly, 'the mind is a computer' is an attractive
metaphor. But there is some fundamental confusion in
taking that metaphor literally and assuming that, since the
mind is a computer, all you have to do is make some more
progress with technology and research and you can give a
computer an intelligent mind."

"I know that computers don't have emotions yet, but
they seem to have rationality down cold."

"Do they?"

"Are you actually going to tell me that computers, with
their math and logic, aren't rational?"

"Let me ask you a question. Would you say that the
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thing you can hold, a thing that you call a book, can make
an argument?"

"Yes; I've seen some pretty good ones."

"Really? How do paper and ink think out their
position?"

Art hesitated, and said, "Um, if you're going to
nitpick..."

"I'm not nitpicking. A book is a tool of intelligent
communication, and they are part of how people read
author's stories, or explanation of how to do things, or
poetry, or ideas. But the physical thing is not thereby
intelligent. However much you think of a book as making
an argument, the book is incapable of knowing what an
argument is, and for that matter the paper and ink have no
idea of whether they contain the world's best classic, or
something mediocre, or incoherent accusations that world
leaders are secretly planning to turn your world to dog
drool, or randomly generated material that is absolute
gibberish. The book may be meaningful to you, but the
paper with ink on it is not the sort of thing that can
understand what you recognize through the book.

"This might ordinarily be nitpicking, but it says
something important about computers. One of the most
difficult things for computer science instructors in your
world to pound through people's heads is that a computer
does not get the gist of what you are asking it to do and
overlook minor mistakes, because the computer has no
sense of what you are doing and no way to discern what
were trying to get it to do from a mistake where you wrote
in a bug by telling it to do something slightly different
from what you meant. The computer has no sense that a
programmer meant anything. A computer follows
instructions, one after another, whether or not they make
sense, and indeed without being able to wonder whether
they make sense. To you, a program may be a tool that acts
as an electronic shopping cart to let you order things
through the web, but the web server no more understands
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that it is being used as a web server than a humor book
understands that it is meant to make people laugh. Now
most or all of the books you see are meant to say
something—there's not much market for a paperback
volume filled with random gibberish—but a computer
can't understand that it is running a program written for a
purpose any more than a book can understand that the ink
on its pages is intended for people to read."

Art said, "You don't think artificial intelligence is
making real progress? They seem to keep making new
achievements."

Oinos said, "The rhetoric of 'We're making real
breakthroughs now; we're on the verge of full artificial
intelligence, and with what we're achieving, full artificial
intelligence is just around the corner' is not new: people
have been saying that full artificial intelligence is just
around the corner since before you were born. But
breeding a better and better kind of apple tree is not
progress towards growing oranges. Computer science,
and not just artificial intelligence, has gotten good at
getting computers to function better as computers. But
human intelligence is something else... and it is
profoundly missing the point to only realize that the
computer is missing a crucial ingredient of the most
computer-like activity of human rational analysis. Even if
asking a computer to recognize a program's purpose
reflects a fundamental error—you're barking up the wrong
telephone pole. Some people from your world say that
when you have a hammer, everything begins to look like a
nail. The most interesting thing about the mind is not that
it can do something more complete when it pounds in
computer-style nails. It's something else entirely."

"But what?"

"When things are going well, the 'computer’' that
performs calculating analysis is like your moon: a satellite,
that reflects light from something greater. Its light is
useful, but there is something more to be had. The sun, as
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it were, is that the mind is like an altar, or even something
better. It takes long struggles and work, but you need to
understand that the heart of the mind is at once practical
and spiritual, and that its greatest fruit comes not in
speech but in silence."

Art was silent for a long time.

Oinos stopped, tapped a wall once, and waited as an
opening appeared in the black stone. Inside an alcove was
a small piece of rough hewn obsidian; Oinos reached in,
took it, and turned it to reveal another side, finely
machined, with a series of concentric ridged grooves
centered around a tiny niche. "You asked what a
kairometer was, and this is a kairometer, although it
would take you some time to understand exactly what it
is."

"Is it one of the other types of computers in your
world?"

"Yes. I would call it information technology, although
not like the information technology you know. It is
something people come back to, something by which
people get something more than they had, but it does this
not so much according to its current state as to our state in
the moment we are using it. It does not change." Oinos
placed the object in Art's hands.

Art slowly turned it. "Will our world have anything
like this?"

Oinos took the kairometer back and returned it to its
niche; when he withdrew his hand, the opening closed
with a faint whine. "I will leave you to find that yourself."

Oinos began walking, and they soon reached the end
of the corridor. Art followed Oinos through the doorway at
the end and gasped.

Through the doorway was something that left Art
trying to figure out whether or not it was a room. It was a
massive place, lit by a crystalline blue light. As Art looked
around, he began to make sense of his surroundings: there
were some bright things, lower down, in an immense room
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with rounded arches and a dome at the top, made of pure
glass. Starlight streamed in. Art stepped through the
doorway and sunk down a couple of inches.

Oinos stooped for a moment, and then said, "Take off
your shoes. They are not needed here." Art did so, and
found that he was walking on a floor of velveteen softness.
In the far heart of the room a thin plume of smoke arose.
Art could not tell whether he smelled a fragrance, but he
realized there was a piercing chant. Art asked, "What is the
chant saying?"

Oinos did not answer.

What was the occasion? Art continued to look, to
listen, and began trying to drink it in. It almost sounded as
if they were preparing to receive a person of considerable
importance. There was majesty in the air.

Oinos seemed to have slipped away.

Art turned and saw an icon behind him, hanging on
the glass. There was something about it he couldn't
describe. The icon was dark, and the colors were bright,
almost luminous. A man lay dreaming at the bottom, and
something reached up to a light hidden in the clouds—was
it aladder? Art told himself the artistic effect was
impressive, but there was something that seemed amiss in
that way of looking at it.

What bothered him about saying the icon had good
artistic effect? Was the artistry bad? That didn't seem to be
it. He looked at a couple of areas of artistic technique, but
it was difficult to do so; such analysis felt like a foreign
intrusion. He thought about his mood, but that seemed to
be the wrong place to look, and almost the same kind of
intrusion. There seemed to be something shining through
the icon; looking at it was like other things he had done in
this world, only moreso. He was looking through the icon
and not around it, but... Art had some sense of what it was,
but it was not something he could fit into words.

After being absorbed in the icon, Art looked around.
There must have been hundreds of icons around, and
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lights, and people; he saw what seemed like a sparse
number of people—of Oinos's kind—spread out through
the vast space. There was a chant of some kind that
changed from time to time, but seemed to somehow be
part of the same flow. Things seemed to move very slowly
—or move in a different time, as if clock time were turned
on its side, or perhaps as if he had known clock time as it
was turned on its side and now it was right side up—but
Art never had the sense of nothing going on. There seemed
to always be something more going on than he could
grasp.

Art shifted about, having stood for what seemed like
too long, sat down for a time, and stood up. The place
seemed chaotic, in a way cluttered, yet when he looked at
the "clutter," there was something shining through, clean
as ice, majestic as starlight, resonant as silence, full of life
as the power beneath the surface of a river, and ordered
with an order that no rectangular grid could match. He did
not understand any of the details of the brilliant dazzling
darkness... but they spoke to him none the less.

After long hours of listening to the chant, Art realized
with a start that the fingers of dawn had stolen all around
him, and he saw stone and verdant forest about the glass
walls until the sunlight began to blaze. He thought, he
though he could understand the song even as its words
remained beyond his reach, and he wished the light would
grow stronger so he could see more. There was a
crescendo all about him, and—

Oinos was before him. Perhaps for some time.

"I almost understand it," Art said. "I have started to
taste this world."

Oinos bowed deeply. "It is time for you to leave."
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The Watch

Metacult: So, Pater, I was thinking—wait a minute; I
hear someone scratching at the door.

Janra: Hi, Vespucci. How are you?

Vespucci: Doing well. Take a seat.

Janra: Where?

Vespucci: Anywhere.

Janra: Anywhere?

Vespucci: Anywhere...
Off! Off! Get off my lap! Only my wife is allowed to
sit there. You know that. Anyways, the Radical

Gadgets catalogue came in today...

Janra: By the way, I phoned the company today. I think I
can get some World War II vintage mechanical—

Vespucci: Don't even think about it. If you—
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Pater: Easy, brothers. As you were saying?

Vespucci: As I was saying... Radical Gadgets has the
most interesting tools. The cover product this month
was an e-mail filtering package that uses Bayesian
filtering techniques to block unwanted messages.

Janra: That's original! I checked Freshmeat today, and I
think they only have half a dozen well-known anti-
spam packages, not counting lesser products and
tools that have just been released. Does Radical
Gadgets always find products this original?

Vespucci: But it is original. And it's not an anti-spam
package. It has nothing to do with spam.

Pater: Huh?

Vespucci: Let me explain. You know that Bayesian
filtering looks at a message and uses statistics to
guess what category it belongs to, right?

Pater: Yes; go on.

Vespucci: But that will work whether you use it for
incoming or outgoing e-mails. Most people use the
filtering techniques on incoming e-mails, to try and
reduce the fire hose of spam coming in. But you
don't have to stop there. You can also filter outgoing
e-mails.

Pater: Why would I want to filter the e-mails I send out?
Vespucci: You've never sent a flame? Come on; I

remember a couple of times that you flamed me over
something minor, and sent a very embarrassed
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apology when I waited two weeks and simply sent it
back, and asked you to read it aloud, and tell me
whether that's what you want me to hear from you.
And it's not just you. When you're talking with a
person face to face, there are two eyes looking at you
and reminding you that a person hears every cutting
word you say. That doesn't stop conflicts, but it does
mitigate some of the abrasive things we're tempted
to say. On a computer, it seems like there's just a
keyboard and pixels—no person you can actually
hurt. So people hit harder, and you have incredible
flamewars, often between people who conduct
themselves like responsible adults when they're
talking to someone face to face. It's possible to learn
discipline, of course, and conduct yourself maturely,
but all too many people don't realise there's a
discipline you have to learn even if you're mature.

And so instead of just assuming that the only bad e-
mails are offensive messages from people who've
never seen you, telling you that part of your body
isn't big enough and you need to buy their snake oil,
or that you're impotent, or that you're not man
enough for a relationship with a real woman and will
have to content yourself with pixels on a screen—
apart from these, there are offensive messages that
you send out and then wish you could somehow take
back and delete.

And this program does just that. Once you've trained
it on your sent mail folder, it watches messages you
send out, and uses the same Bayesian technology
that's so powerful in identifying spam, and identifies
when you're writing something you'll regret later.
Then it saves it, quarantining it in a separate folder
until you come to your senses and delete it.
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Pater: That's... um, I'm going to go to their computer and
order it from their website. Please excuse me for a
moment. I really need to—

Metacult: Sit down, Pater. You're not going to e-mail out
any flames while we're here talking.

Vespucci: Hmm... um, I hadn't meant to have a big
discussion about the anti-flame software. There
were several things that caught my attention, but
what caught my eye most was a watch that keeps
exceptionally accurate time.

Pater: Huh? Who would need a more accurate way to
keep time? Most cultures find an hour to be a short
time, and a cheap digital watch keeps more accurate
time than a $5000 Rolex, because our watches are
too accurate already. It would be awfully hard to
explain our to-the-second accuracy to an aboriginal
—I can't see why, besides pride that wants a
possession to boast about, someone would benefit
from a more accurate watch.

Vespucci: Oh, but there is benefit—worth paying $5,000
for a digital watch. Even worth having to change the
batteries too often.

Pater: How?

Vespucci: The watch doesn't just have an oscillating
quartz crystal; it has an array of sensors in the
watchband that measure skin temperature and
conductivity, pulse, even a clever estimate of blood
pressure, and feeds all of these into an embedded
chip with some extraordinarily clever software.
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This software takes these data and gets a picture of
the person's emotional state. You know how time
flies when you're having fun?

Pater: Didn't Einstein explain his theory of relativity by
saying, "When a man sits with a pretty girl for an
hour, it seems like a minute. But let him sit on a hot
stove for a minute—and it's longer than any hour.
That's relativity."

Vespucci: Um... that has nothing to do with the theory of
relativity, and I'm not interested in discussing
Einstein's spacetime now. If Einstein said that, he
probably had a merry twinkle in his eye. But...

Come to think about it, that is a pretty good picture.
The watch estimates your emotional state for one
purpose: it keeps track of how long time seems to be
passing. It has a normal timer that can count forty
minutes until dinnertime, but it can also tell you
how long the wait will feel like. And that's something
no other watch can do.

Metacult: So it deals with subjective time? I read a book
once which was trying to argue that time could be
understood as something besides the number a
machine has counted to. It talked about how a small
child will ask Mom how long she's leaving for, and
Mom's answer—she's really trying to avoid feeling
guilty about leaving the child alone—are singularly
unhelpful for a child trying to figure out how much
perceived time must be endured before Mom
returns.

Vespucci: Yes, and the minute-hour quote captures that.
All watches tell what time it is from a machine's
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perspective. This is the only watch that tells time
from a human perspective.

Metacult: Wonderful. What does it take into account
besides clock ticks and the person's emotional state?

Vespucci: Huh? What else contributes to our experience
of time besides the physical time and our
psychological state?

Pater: Your question betrays nominalism. The way you've
framed things shuts out the true answer.

Vespucci: We're entering the third millenium; I don't see
why you're dragging in a controversy from medieval
times.

Janra: Mmmph. Excuse me. I think I need a glass of
water.

Metacult: Sit down, Janra. And don't look at me like that.
I'm going let you answer that.

Janra: Certainly. Here are the steps to hunt a bear: First,
fire your gun. Second, aim your gun. Third, locate a
bear. Fourth, buy a gun.

Metacult: Try again.

Janra: Clothing to wear in winter: a heavy coat, then on
top of that a good sweater or two, then two shirts
and two pair of pants, then underwear, with woolen

socks over your boots.

Metacult: Please be serious.
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Janra: I am being serious.

Metacult: Then be mundane.

Janra: Oh. That's another matter entirely.

Your entire approach is backwards and inside-out,
as backwards as trying to shoot a bear before you
have a gun, and as inside-out as wearing your
anorak next to your skin.

How? Let me respond to your second comment. If I
said, in the most reverent of tones, "We're standing
at the forty-second latitude and eighty-seventh
longitude," you'd think I was making a mountain out
of a molehill: yes, we're at a particular latitude and
longitude, but what does that have to do with the
price of eggs in China? It's true, but what does that
have to do with anything we're discussing? Yet
people say, "We're entering the third millenium" as
if it is this great statement of far-reaching
consequences, the sort of thing that should settle a
matter. As you yourself did.

People in the Middle Ages often did not know what
year it was, or even what century, any more than
people today know what latitude and longitude we're
at—quick—do you know what latitude and longitude
you're at? The reason is that we think the past is
under a glass bell, where we humans are living our
lives while those odd and quaint creatures under the
bell are not the same as us. And it doesn't need to be
that way. For a long time after Shakespeare's death,
when people put on Shakespeare, they didn't try to
reconstruct period accurate costumes. Why? Did
they not know that Shakespeare lived long before
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them? Perhaps, but they also recognised that
Shakespeare was a human who worked with human
problems and wrote human drama, and that the
reason his plays are worth performing is not because
they're old but because they're timelessly human.
And we forget this when we take great care to dress
actors in funny costumes that tell people that this is
something quaint from long ago and far away.

You know that many of your physical possessions
that make up the physical world come from far
away: when you buy something at Target, and make
no effort to find treasures from faroff land, you buy a
lamp that was made in China or underpants that
were made in Mexico. You know that the whole
world is interconnected, so even if you don't go
hunting off for exotic imports, a great many of the
things you buy were made far away.

You can as much live without ideas from bygone
ages as you can live in a house you built with your
own hands—or for that matter, be born in a house
you built with your own hands. That isn't how things
work. Nominalism is one of innumerable ideas that
has survived, just as the custom of using pots and
pans has survived.

Vespuceci: If it's one of innumerable ideas, why pay it that
much attention?

Janra: Because I can count on my fingers the number of
conceptual revolutions that are more important
today than nominalism. Trying to understand how
people think today without looking at nominalism is
like trying to look at a summer meadow without
seeing plants. There are other important ideas, but
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this one makes the short list.

Vespucci: Then why have I not heard more about
nominalism, when I hear people talking about
postmodernism, for instance, or modernism? And
what is nominalism to begin with?

Janra: For the same reason a fish won't tell you about
water. Modernism and postmodernism are both
nominalism writ large; nominalism is a seed, whose
flower is modernism, and whose fruit is
postmodernism.

Vespucci: Hmm. I hear the distinct accent of a person
laboring in the prison of one idea.

Janra: Bear with me. Nominalism may be seen as the
lock on a prison: we need to pay close attention to
the lock to see if there's any way to open it. Then, if
we can get out, let us see if there are not many more
ideas available after we have paid proper attention
to nominalism.

Now what is nominalism? In a sentence,
nominalism says, "There's nothing out there; it's all
in your head." A nominalist doesn't literally mean
"nothing" is outside our heads; you can't put on a
watch and say, "I refute nominalism thus."

Vespucci: But it was a non sequitur when—

Janra: Yes, I know, I know. Another tangent. But let's
forget about saying that matter is just in people's
heads and not something external to mind. As I was
saying, you can't put on a watch and say, "I refute
nominalism thus." But if we really follow nominalist
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logic, you can't put on a watch. You can have nerve
impulses that result in the motion of some
elementary particles, but a watch is a tool-to-tell-
time-which-you-wear-on-your-wrist, and a tool-to-
tell-time-which-you-wear-on-your-wrist does not
and cannot exist in nature. All the meaning that
makes those atoms a watch can only exist in minds,
and for the same reason what-we-call-a-watch can't
have the time displayed on its face. It can have
elementary particles that are placed like so and
interact with light just so, but the meaning that can
read a time in that configuration isn't at all in the
atoms themselves; it's in your head. This is clarified
in a distinction between "brute fact" and "social
reality:" brute fact is what exists outside of minds
and social reality can only exist in minds, and almost
anything humans value consists of a small amount
of brute fact and a large portion of social reality—
larger than most people would guess. Everything is
either brute fact or social reality.

Pater: Is the boundary between brute fact and social
reality a brute fact or a social reality?

Metacult: Shut up.

Janra: Imagine three umpires at a baseball game: the
first says, "I calls 'em as they are." The second says,
"I calls 'em as I sees them." But the third says,
"Some's strikes, and some's balls, but they ain't
nothing 'til I calls 'em."

With apologies to Kronecker, God created cold
matter. All else is the work of man.

Pater: Whoa. Is the basic faculty that lets man create
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social reality derived from brute fact or social
reality?

Janra: Shut up.

Now I have been showing what happens when you
push nominalism a good deal further than non-
scholars are likely to do. But in fact nominalism has
been seeping into our consciousness for centuries,
so that we might not find the claim that nature is
beautiful to be a mistake, but we see with nominalist
eyes and hear with nominalist ears. Most of people
across most of time have understood and
experienced symbols very different from how a
nominalist would.

If we assume that matter is basically something cold
and dead, devoid of spiritual properties, then of
course a symbol can only exist in the mind, a mental
connection between two things that are not
connected by nature. Any similarity is in the eye of
the beholder, or if not that, is at least a coincidence
that isn't grounded on anything deeper. There is no
organic connection.

But if we look at how people have understood
symbols, their understanding has to do with a view
of reality where a great many things are real, where
a symbol bespeaks a real and spiritual connection.
The crowning jewel of this understanding of symbol
was the claim that man is the image of God. When
Christians talked about man being the image of God,
they were not talking about what we would
understand by a photograph or a painting, where
pigments are arranged in such a way that an
observer can tell they were meant to look like God;
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they meant a real and organic connection that went
far beyond a mere representation of God; they
meant that we were what you would think a kind of
magical statue which not only represented God, but
embodied his actual presence: God's presence
operates in us in a real way, and every breath we
breathe is the breath of God.

Now the reason we began discussing nominalism
was that you said something, and I said, "That
question betrays nominalism." Do you remember
what you said?

Vespucci: No.

Janra: We were discussing what I consider to be a very
interesting watch, and you asked what could
contribute to our experience of time besides what an
ordinary watch tells, and our emotional state.

That question betrays nominalism. You were in
essence asking what could interest us in time
besides the brute fact of what most watches tell, and
the social, or at least mental, reality of our emotional
state.

But there's a world of other things out there.
Vespucci: But what else is there?
Metacult: Hmm. I think we need to work a bit harder to
help you look at what you believe. You've been

keeping up on superstring theory, right?

Vespuceci: Yes. I loved the explanations I could get of
relativity, and I love how scientists can turn our
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commonsense notions upside down.

Metacult: Do you know any classical, Newtonian
physics?

Vespucci: I did in high school. I've forgotten most of it
now, but I don't remember it being nearly as
exciting: a lot of math to go through to get at
common sense.

Metacult: May I instead suggest that your common sense
is a nonmathematical version of Newtonian physics?

Newton's physics was big on grids: everything was
placed on a grid of absolute space, and absolute
time. And it connected rooms the wrong way:
different places are on the same meaningless grid,
but they're not connected besides the grid.

To the medieval mind, it wasn't so. Each space was
its own little world as far as Newton was concerned.
But they were connected spiritually. There is an icon
of two saints from different centuries talking, and
the medieval mind was comfortable with this
because it saw things other than "but they're from
other parts of the spacetime grid!"

Vespucci: But what does this have to do with time? It
seems to me you're going off on a tangent.

Metacult: Ok, back to time. Time isn't just a grid adorned
by emotions. It's spiritually connected. You yourself
are not self-contained.

Pater: And there's liturgical time. One of the things that
shocked me was that people seem to have no time. It
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helped me to appreciate the colorful time I had
breathed. I was stunned when people experienced
time as torture. I experienced it as a sacrament, a
channel of God's grace.

From other conversations, I get the impression that
the liturgical year isn't real to you: one source of
holidays among others. But it is real: interlocking
cycles of day, week, year, so that you are breathing
in this rhythm and are given something to live in
each moment. Sometimes you're feasting;
sometimes you're fasting; often you're given
something to meditate on.

Vespucci: So the watch would do a more complete job if
its little computer were programmed to keep track of
the liturgical cycles? I think the engineers could do
that.

Pater: Errmmmmm...

Metacult: I think what he means, but cannot articulate, is
that what a computer could make of the liturgical
cycles are not the place that makes liturgical time.
They are more of a doorway into the place, into a
room that the Spirit blows. If the watch were to keep
track of that, it would have to have, not more
sophisticated computer programming, but
something else altogether, something sensitive to
spiritual realities.

Pater: And that's just what a scientific computer, even a
very small one, cannot do. Science works on
nominalism. It's brought a lot of good stuff, but it
can't perceive or work with spiritual qualities, any
more than a pair of binoculars will improve your
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hearing. And that's fine when you recognise that
spiritual qualities are left out, but the temptation is
to say, "Because science is so powerful, it sees
everything that's real." And a watch designed by
scientific engineering can do scientific things, but if
it were to try and see liturgical time from the inside,
it would inevitably kill what breathes in it.

Janra: So if we were to imagine a watch that keeps track
of time, true time, it would need not only sensors
and a miniature computer, and a time-keeping
quartz crystal, but something attuned to spiritual
realities.

Pater: If that were possible. In my culture, we never wear
watches. The best watch would be no watch, or
perhaps a rock on a wristband, where if you go to it
looking for trivia, it doesn't give what you're looking
for—and in so doing, reminds you of something
important, that you need to look elsewhere.

Janra: What about a watch that had a rock alongside the
things we've just described?

Pater: Ermmm...

Janra: And what would men's and women's models look
like? Would the rocks be respectively rough and
smooth?

Metacult: Actually, men's and women's experience of
time differs significantly, so if you had a watch with
a truer way of telling time, there would be a much
bigger difference than men's watches being heftier
and women's watches being slender.
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Janra: How?

Metacult: I remember one time when you were talking
with a new mother, and whenever the baby needed
care, you stopped talking so that Mom could pay
attention to her new son. It was a thoughtful
gesture, and one that wasn't needed.

Janra: Why not? I'd have wanted to be allowed to give the
child my full attention.

Metacult: I know. So would most good men. A man's
particular strength is to devote his full attention to a
task. A woman's particular strength is to lightly
balance several tasks, giving genuine attention to
each. That mother was perfectly able to give
attention to her son and listen to you at the same
time. That's why she looked at you, slightly puzzled
and with an attention that says, "I'm listening,"
when you stopped talking.

And there are other differences as well. If there is a
situation that colors a man's understanding of time,
it is a brief period of intense pressure. A woman's
understanding of time more has the hue of a longer
period that requires sustained attention. And even
that misses something. The difference between a
man's experience of time and a woman's is not so
much like a difference between numbers as a
difference between two colors, or sounds, or scents.
It's a qualitative difference, and one that is not
appreciated—usually people feel in their heart,
"She's treating time the same way I do, but doing an
unexplainably bad job of it."

Vespuceci: I forgot to tell you, the watch also asks when
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you were born.
Pater: Why? To remind you if you forget your birthday?

Vespucci: I'm surprised, Pater. It's so it can keep track of
your age. You experience time differently as you
grow. What seems like an hour when you're five only
seems like half an hour when you're ten, or fifteen
minutes when you're twenty, or five minutes when
you're sixty. Time seems to go faster and faster as
you grow: there's one change between when you're a
child and an adult, and senior citizens say that every
fifteen minutes it's breakfast. The quality and pace
of time change as you age, which is why young
people think youth lasts forever and the rest of us
think it vanishes. They say that once you're over the
hill, you begin to pick up speed.

Pater: What does "over the hill" mean?
Vespucci: Um...

Metacult: He really doesn't understand. To him, aging is
about maturing and growing, not only for children,
but adults as well. He values his youth as a cherished
memory, but he's enjoying his growth and looking
forward eagerly to the joy awaiting him in Heaven.
He doesn't understand your self-depracating humor
that speaks as if aging were a weakness or a moral
failing.

Vespucci: Ok.
Metacult: Which reminds me. One of the ways my

experience of time has changed as I have grown has
been to recognize that time flows faster and faster.
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For some people, this is a reason to try way too hard
to be healthy—taking care of their bodies, not
because their bodies should be taken care of, but to
try and postpone the inevitable. But I'm looking
forward to the Heaven that's getting closer and
closer, and I am delighted by a glimpse into the
perspective of a God who created time and to whom
all times are both soon and now.

But the other major change is more internal, more a
matter of discipline. I used to live in hurry, to always
walk quickly and love to play video games quickly.

Then I set foot in Malaysia, and something changed.

There was a difference, which I imperfectly
characterized as life being lived more slowly in
Malaysia. Which is true, or was for me, but is
somewhat beside the point. And I experienced the
joy of living more slowly. You know how I've thought
that it takes humility to enjoy even pride, and
chastity to enjoy even lust. At that point I would
have added to those two that it takes slowness to
enjoy even haste.

Vespucci: So you tried to be as slow as you had been
quick?

Metacult: Yes. I observed that I had been obsessed with
time under the tyranny of the clock, and so I tried to
abolish time by being slow. Which isn't right;
besides chronos, the time a clock can measure, there
is kairos, relational or task-oriented or creating
time, where you are absorbed in another person or a
task, and there time is a glimmer of eternity. And I
was interested in the idea of living time as the
beginning of an eternal glory, which Pater
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understands much better than I ever will. First I
tried to negate time and live as something less-than-
temporal, and I am slowly realizing that instead it
means embracing time and entering something
more-than-temporal.

In liturgical time—and Pater could say much more
about this than I—it flows. Here it moves quickly,
there it moves slowly, and there it spins in eddies. It
isn't just the speed that flows; it's the color, if you
will. Just as the priest is the crowning jewel of the
priesthood every person is called for, so the touch of
Heaven as we worship is the crowning jewel of what
time is meant to be.

And I had also been realizing that I had sought to
escape time, and not cherish it as God's good
creature. Most recently, I am trying to... There's a
famous quote by Oliver Wendell Holmes, saying, "I
wouldn't give a fig for the simplicity on this side of
complexity, but I'd give my life for the simplicity on
the other side of complexity." Now I'm looking for a
time that is on the other side of complexity: not the
mundane ordinariness of disfigured time, but a
beautiful ordinariness on the other side of this
complexity we've been discussing.

Vespucci: How do you think that will work?

Metacult: I don't know. Part of it has to do with the
metaculture you used for my nickname. I don't
simply breathe in my culture and ask "How else
could it be?", but am in the odd position of being
able to step into cultures but never be absolutely at
home. And have part of me that doesn't fit. That's
not quite right; I do connect, partly in a way that is
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basically human, and partly in a way that is—
Janra: Don't try to explain. That would take an hour.

Metacult: At any rate, a fair number of people talk about
living counterculturally, and one way you can live
counterculturally is let live time as a blessing rather
than a curse. People who say technology determines
our lives are almost right, and that almost makes a
world of difference if you're willing to live
counterculturally. The pressure on us to live in hurry
is not a pressure that no one can escape. Itis a
pressure that few try to escape in the right way—but
you can, if you try and go about it the right way.

But quite a lot of the rest of it has to do with very
basic parts of the Christian life. God wants us to seek
him first, and when we do, he knows full well what
else we need. "Seek first the Kingdom of God, and all
these things will be given to you as well." includes a
life where time unfolds as a rainbow or a river,
something of both color and flow, like the year with
its beauty in due season.

Vespucci: Do you see time as a line or a circle?
Something that keeps moving in a direction, or
something that does the same thing over and over
again?

Metacult: Both, of course. God is revealing himself in
history and transforming it to his ends. And there is
decay; decay follows a line down. In our lives, we are
progressing towards Heaven or Hell, and in each
day... here we meet the cycles, but if we live well, the
cycles in our lives aren't just an aimless meandering,
but like a man who keeps running through a ditch,
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digging. In one way, he's going to the same places
again and again, but in another way, he's going
deeper—and he may meet both the earth's warmth
in winter (or coolness in summer), and the water of
life. The line moves through circles.

Janra: So what would make the perfect watch?

Vespucci: Are there any we haven't covered?

Metacult: Umm... we've looked at one big change from a

normal watch—instead of adding a calculator, that
Radical Gadgets catalogue had a watch that tries to
tell a more human time by taking your age and
emotional state into account as well as what most
watches tell. That was sort of a Pandora's box. I
think we could all agree that that watch was leagues
more human than any normal watch... and it was
just human enough to reveal how un-human
watches are.

Vespucci: How?

Metacult: When the only kind of watch kept track of

seconds, it was easy enough to think that time was
simply what a watch told. But when one watch
started to pay attention to how you feel...

It was kind of like when you've been in the freezing
outdoors for a long time, so long that it still hurts a
little, but you can almost ignore it. Then you come
inside, and THEN it stings. It's not until you enter a
genuinely warm room that you realize how cold and
numb you really are.

The watch in that catalogue was just human enough
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to reveal how un-human watches, and the time that
they tell, are. It did what no other watch could. It's
enough of a success to be a spectacular failure.
Someone brought up liturgical time, which led to the
suggestion that the watch be programmed to keep
track of liturgical time. And then we stumbled into a
hole with no bottom. Why can't a computer keep
track of liturgical time? Well, you see, the Spirit does
more than just follow calculations... A watch would
need far more than better electronics to do that, far
more than scientific engineering can provide.
Although I did like the suggestion of adding a rock.
Even if I don't see how to make a rock sensitive to
women's time and men's time. Or rather, what to do
to appropriately respect the difference.

Vespucci: Janra, what you said about nominalism
interests me. Could you give a more complete
explanation?

Janra: I'd love to, but I need to be somewhere next
month.

Vespucci: Please be serious.
Janra: I am being serious.
Vespucci: Then be mundane.

Metacult: He is being mundane. If you'd like a good
introduction, read Philip Sherrard's The Rape of
Man and Nature: An Enquiry Into the Origins &
Consequences of Modern Science. In it, Sherrard
says almost nothing about time and everything
about the things time is connected to. I think it goes
overboard, but if you read it and pay attention to the
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haunting beauty that keeps coming up, then you'll
learn something about being human—and living in
human time. It doesn't use the word 'nominalism’
very much, but it says quite a lot about it.

Vespucci: Are there any other things you've all left out?

Metacult: Only about two billion. I've talked about kairos
as an absorbed time instead of a time when you're
watching the clock. What I haven't talked about as
kairos as a divinely appointed time, where you are in
a divinely orchestrated dance, and you are free, and
yet your movements are part of the divine plan. We
are human, not by "just" being human, but by
allowing the divine to operate in us; it is the divine,
not the human, that we need most to be human. I
haven't discussed that. We haven't discussed, in
connection with nominalism, how there is a spiritual
place in us where we meet God, and we have the
ability to reason from what we see, and in tandem
with nominalism we have become impoverished
when both functions are dumped on the reasoning
ability and we don't know where we can meet God,
where our minds connect with the very Reason that
is God himself. It makes a difference whether we
experience time through both our reasoning ability
and this spiritual meeting-place, or through our
reasoning ability alone.

I also haven't talked about turning back the clock.
When people rightly or wrongly believe there is a
golden age they've lost, and try to re-create it, they
end up severing connections with the recent past
and even the golden age.

Vespucci: How does that work?
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Metacult: I'm not exactly sure.

My guess is that a living culture has a way of not
being ambiguous. It gives corrections when you
make false assumptions about it; that's why people
experience culture shock. People trying to re-create
a past golden age need never experience culture
shock; if you make a false assumption about the
golden age, the golden age won't correct you. So the
golden age appears to be whatever you want, and
people who aren't satisfied with the present, and
want to re-create past glory, end up pushing a
fantasy that is different both from the present and
the past. The Renaissance and Enlightenment neo-
classicism both tried to re-create the glory of
classical antiquity and are both notable as
departures from the past. People who aren't trying
to re-create the past can preserve it, saying, "Be
gentle with this tradition. It was not inherited from
your parents; it is borrowed from your children."
People eager to restore past glory all too often, if not
sever, severely damage the link between past and
future.

I also haven't talked about keeping up with the
Trumps, and your unadvertised way to say "No!" to
the tyranny of the urgent. I haven't even talked
about—

Janra: Stop! Stop. You're going way overboard. He got
your point. In fact, I think he got your point half an
hour ago. He—

Pater: Could I interrupt for a moment?

Janra: Certainly. What is it?
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Pater: I know this is going to sound REALLY strange, but
I want a watch.

Vespucci, Janra, Metacult: Huh?
Pater: You heard me.
Janra: But why?

Pater: I know this is going to sound strange, but I want
one.

To you a watch represents all sorts of problems, and
I don't wonder if you're dumping too much on it. But
that's another issue. I don't have the ticking clock in
me that you do. There's an issue of sensitivity—I
know you hate watches and probably planners, but I
burn people by being late and forgetting that just an
hour's delay to me is not "just" an hour to them.

Is it really impossible to make a watch that can
represent liturgical time, or even hollow out a space
liturgical time can abide in? I thought it was possible
now to make a watch that will keep track of sunrise
and sunset. Scientific engineering can't do some
things, but could there be another kind of
engineering? I suppose that "even" that technical
marvel in your catalogue, the watch that knows how
long something feels like, would make an awfully
neat conversation piece.

Metacult: I think I may know of just the thing for you.
This watch is a sort of hybrid. Part of it is traditional

electronic—something that tells hours, minutes, and
seconds, that displays the date, and has a timer,
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alarm, and a stopwatch accurate to the nearest

hundredth of a second—and for that matter it's
water resistant to two hundred meters. It's a bit
battered—which adds to its masculine look.

But that's not the interesting part. The interesting
part has an exquisite sensitivity to liturgical rhythm,
such as purely electronic gadgetry could never
deliver. And it is a connected time, a part of the
Great Dance that moves not according to the
wearer's emotions alone but what the Great
Choreographer orchestrates. It moves in beautiful
ordered time. And there is more. It can enter
another person's or place's time, and fit. Among
other things.

Pater: This is great! Where can I get one?
Metacult: Just a second while I take off my watch...

here's the littlest part. The rest is already inside your
heart.
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The Sign of the Grail

George had finally gotten through the first week at
Calix College, and the chaos was subsiding. Bored for a
minute, and too exhausted from the busy work to start
researching something, he sat down, tried to remember
something strange that he meant to investigate, and tried
some more.

When he finally gave up and tried to think about what
else he could do, he remembered a book he had seen in his
closet, perhaps left over by a previous resident. He pulled
out a fan and a lamp that were placed on it, and pulled out
a large book. The entire leather cover had only eleven
letters, and the dark leather showed signs of wear but
seemed to be in remarkably good condition. The golden
calligraphy formed a single word: Brocéliande. All across
the front lay dark, intricate leather scrollwork.

What was "Brocéliande?" After looking at the leather
and goldwork a short while, George opened Brocéliande
and read:

The knight and the hermit wept and kissed
together, and the hermit did ask, "Sir knight, wete
thou what the Sign of the Grail be?"

The knight said, "Is that one of the Secrets of the
Grail?"
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"If it be one of the Secrets of the Grail, that is
neither for thee to ask nor to know. The Secrets of
the Grail are very different from what thou mightest
imagine in thine heart, and no man will get them by
looking for secrets. But knowest thou what the Sign
of the Grail be?"

"I never heard of it, nor do I know it."

"Thou wete it better than thou knowest, though
thou wouldst wete better still if thou knewest that
thou wete."

"That be perplexed, and travail sore to
understand.”

The hermit said, "Knowest thou the Sign of the
Cross?"

"I am a Christian and I know it. It is no secret
amongst Christians."

"Then know well that the sacred kiss, the kiss of
the mass, even if it be given and received but once
per year, is the Sign of the Grail."

"How is that? What makes it such as I have never
heard?"

"I know that not in its fullness. Nor could I count
reasons even knew I the fullness of truth. But makest
thou the Sign of the Cross when thou art alone?"

"Often, good hermit; what Christian does not?"

"Canst thou make the Sign of the Grail upon
another Christian when thou art alone?"

George's cell phone rang, and he closed the book and
ran to hear the call better. When he came back, though he
spent an hour searching, he could not find his place in the
heavy book. He turned outside.

There were a lot of people, but what he saw was the
castle-like stonework of the campus, the timeworn statues,
and finally the great wood with its paths, streams, and
meadows. He got lost several times, but not truly lost, as
he was exploring and finding interesting places no less
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when he lost his sense of direction. The next time he found
his way, he went to the cafeteria and sat down at a table,
part listening and part sifting through thoughts.

When he got home, his mind was hungry again, and
he opened Brocéliande to the middle:

Merlin howled.

"Lord of Heaven and Earth, I have everything I
want, or rather everything I fled to. I have left the city
and the company of men, and am become as a wild
beast, living on grass and nuts.

"Is this because of whose son I am? Some say I
have powers from my father, serving the Light only
because the prayers spoken when some learned of
that dread project. Yet here outside of castle and city
I have learned things hidden from most men. I can
conjure up a castle from the air, but not enter and
live in one: I live in the wood as a man quite mad."

Then he looked around. The trees were a verdant
green, yet he found apples. Presently he came to the
fountain of Brocéliande; he rang not the bell but
drew deep and drank a draught. The forest were his
labyrinth and his lair.

A hawk came and set him on the branch close up.

Merlin said to it, "Yet I can speak with thee: no
element is a stranger to me."

A sound of footsteps sounded, and Merlin ran
not away.

Merlin his sister Ganeida laid a hand on Merlin
his arm. "Come, Merlin. This is unworthy. I have
brought thee food for a journey: King Arthur
summoneth thee to his court."

Merlin beheld the wood called Brocéliande. He
beheld its holly, its ivy, its trees shaken by storm and
wind. He thought of the animals. And there was
something about this forest that drew him: it seemed
larger on the inside than the outside, and there was
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something alway that seemed shining through it, like
faint and haunting music which he had by struggles
learned to catch as he withdrew from castles and the
world of men.

Then Ganieda did start to sing a different song, a
plain and simple folk tune, and Merlin his heart
settled, and he did walk with his sister.

George slowly closed the book.

He imagined the scene; there was something about
Merlin that haunted and eluded him. There was—

There was a knock on the door.

He opened it. It was one of the people from dinner.

"Do you want to see a movie?"

"What movie?"

"We're still deciding. But there are a few of us going to
the theater."

George thought for a moment. Up until that point he
thought he didn't want to read more of the book for now.
When he declined the invitation, there was a fleeting
insight which he forgot the next moment.

The next day in class, the figure of Merlin had a
stronger grip on his imagination.

If George had less energy, his classes might have
suffered more. As it was, he was getting by, and he slowly
began to realize that there was something more that
gripped him than horses, swords, and armor. He kept
opening more to see the beautiful fantasy, so different
from his world. At one point he turned the page:

Then Queen Guinevere did sigh and wept sore.

A lady asked, "Milady, what is it?"

"This Grail cometh even now. Is it accursed?

"The Round Table shattered sore hard and
knights return with strange tales. Such a holy thing
this Grail is called, yet when it cometh the rich Grail
yet burneth like fire. Already King Arthur his work is
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unraveling.
"Will it even take from me my Sir Lancelot? Or
can I take even my Lancelot from the Holy Grail?"

There was something in the back of George's mind. He
sat back, thinking, and then closed the book to make a
brief visit to the unspoilt beauty of the wood.

When he went in, he noticed a great beech tree, lying,
weeping. It seemed that there was something trying to get
out of the verdure. There were ferns and moss around, and
he walked and walked. The path took many turns, and
George began to realize several things. First, it was dark.
Second, he was lost. Third, a chill was setting in. Fourth,
he could not see even the stars.

Before long he was running in heavy, icy rain,
branches lashing, until a branch hitting his chest winded
him. He sat down in stinging pain and regained his breath,
then felt around and crawled beneath an outcropping.
Here the rain at least would not get to him any more. He
spent the night in waking shock at what this great pristine
nature, unsullied by human contamination, was really
like: the forest seemed to be without reason or order right
down to the awkward surface of the rock that he was
painfully lying on. Long-forgotten fears returned: when a
little light broke through the clouds, were those things he
saw rocks, fallen trees, or goblins? He spent a long time
shivering, and when the sun rose, he thirsted for light, and
got up, only half awake, and followed it until he came to
the edge of the forest and saw the castle-inspired buildings
of the college. A short while later he was warming up with
a welcome blanket and the welcome sound of voices in
conversation.

Something was eating away at the back of George's
mind.

Perhaps because of his weariness, his attention in
class was chiefly on the flicker of the fluorescent light and
how the buildings, which on the outside were so evocative
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of castles, were so modern on the inside. The one thing
that caught his mind was a set of comments about either
how we must be individuals and do our own thing or else
we are all community and individuality is an illusion. He
wanted to be haunted and meet hints of a larger world,
and others' passionately held opinions seemed like they
were taken from Newsweek and USA Today.

What was on TV? He stopped in the lobby and saw a
show with a medieval set, very carefully done to convey a
medieval flavor, and watched until a heroine looked at a
magical apparition in a full-length mirror and said, "I am
having... a biochemical reaction!" He could not explain
what failed to confront him, but he walked out. It was
Freya's Day, commonly shortened to "Friday." When he
learned how the days of the week were named, for Norse
gods or celestial bodies—namely, Sun's Day, Moon's Day,
Tiw's Day, Wotan's Day, Thor's Day, Freya's Day, and
Saturn's Day—something seemingly pedestrian met him
with a touch of a larger world. Now, it seemed, things that
looked like they could tell of a larger world confronted him
with the utterly pedestrian?

His homework did not take long.

Then, amidst Bon Jovi blaring through the hall,
George began read. What he was reading seemed to affect
him more like a song would than a story: a lullabye almost.
He read of Arthur walking into battle, carrying an icon of
the Virgin above him. There were mighty blows, armies
with their mounted shock troops, great knights clothed in
chainmail hauberks astride elephantine destriers, and in
the center Arthur holding what seemed to be a story
within a story, an icon that opened out onto something
larger, and yet something he could not see in his mind's
eye.

Then at another place he read as Arthur crossed land
and sea and placed his sword on the ground and claimed a
second Britain, and then gave of his knights, his brothers,
and his substance to make a place like Great Britain, with
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forests and orchards, fields and towns, until he had given
what he could of his spirit to make a Little Britain.

George looked through and began to see things
weaving in and out: an intensity, a concentration, and not
just that he was entering another time but he was entering
another time, though he could not tell how it was
different: he only sensed that time moved differently, and
that his watch told something very different.

Then all of this seemed to crystallize as a grievously
wounded Sir Lancelot came to an hospitable knight and
Elaine his daughter spent endless time healing his
wounds. Love so overwhelmed her that she poured herself
out with such intensity that when Lancelot left for the only
woman he could love, her body emptied of spirit and life
floated on a bier in a boat until Arthur's court wept at the
most piteous tale of her love. George found himself
wishing he could weep.

—over hill, over dale until the night was black,
and neither candle nor star pierced it. The great
knight his destrier shook the earth. The great knight
was clad in a double coat of mail and the shaft of his
greater spear was as a weaver's beam. Then he did
stop to dismount and his own steps shook the earth.

Before him was a chalice of purest gold, radiant
with light—radiant as the day. He walked before it,
his steps shook the earth, and he stood taller than
ever he did stand, until his hand grasped it.

The light blazed brighter and a voice in the air
spake, "Lancelot, Lancelot, why mockest thou me?"
The light blazed, and Sir Lancelot fell against the
ground in tremors, and his horse fled far away in
terror.

Then Sir Lancelot spake a question which I will
not tell you.

The voice answered with words not lawful for
man to write, and the pure gold chalice vanished and
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the light with it.

The knight wist not why he ran, and later he
awoke him in a strange place where there were
neither man nor beast in sight.

George closed the book. He had been reading for a
long time, he told himself. What was there to do?

He looked around the school website for clubs and
organizations, and none of the many things people were
doing caught his eye. He walked around the campus,
looking at the buildings. He went to the library and
wandered around the bookshelves, and picked up a few
items but set them down. Then he returned to his room
and sat down for a while.

He was bored for the rest of the day.

That night, as he dreamed, he saw a castle, and walked
into it. Whenever he looked at his body, he saw what
looked like his ordinary clothing, and yet he believed he
was wearing armor. He walked through hallways,
chambers, the great hall, even dungeons, trying to see
what he was searching for. At last he was in a room where
he heard people, and smelt something ineffable. He caught
a glimpse of a chalice that he could not see, yet he sensed
its silhouette, bathed in indescribable light on either side,
and he saw light rising above its core. But he never
succeeded in seeing it.

He awoke from the strain to see it. He heard birdsong,
and the fingers of the light of the dawn were brushing
against his face.

Something crystallized in George's mind, and he did
not need to tell himself, "I am on a quest."

The next day he went into the city to look around in
the medieval institute, and tried to see what was there. He
managed to walk at a brisk pace, almost run, through the
museum, and was nervous over whether he would get out
by the time he had to leave to catch dinner. Nothing
caught his eye; nothing seemed interesting; everything
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seemed good only for a glimpse.

There was something eating at him.

During the next week, George discovered online
reproduction sword dealers and looked at the perfectly
machined character of the many closeup images available
online. He didn't buy anything, but after the week thinking
and failing to find other places, George returned to the
museum. Maybe there was something he had missed.

He stopped at the first sword.

The sword, or what was left of it, looked like it had
been eaten by worms, if that were possible. The deeply
pitted surface intrigued him; it had all the surface of the
complexity of a rock, and he thought that if he could take a
magnifying glass or a zoomed-in camera lens to this or
that part, it could pass for the intricate surface of a
volcanic rock.

The handle didn't look right at all. It was a thin square
rod connecting a thick blade and a thicker pommel, and
seemed the very definition of "ergonomically incorrect," as
if it had been designed to gouge the wearer's hand or
generate blisters. It held for George something of the
fascination of a car wreck. Why on earth had the museum
put such a poor-quality specimen on display?

Then he read the rather large plaque.

The plaque read:

This sword was excavated in what is now

Cornwall in Great Britain and dates to the 5th or 6th
century AD. It is considered to be remarkably well-
preserved, being one of few such finds to be straight
and in one solid piece, the metal part lacking only a
handguard, and is one of this museum's prized
holdings and one of the most valuable gifts from an
anonymous donor. The handle, of which only the
metal tang remains, was probably wood or possibly
other organic materials.
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Think for a moment about the time and place
this sword would have come from. Everything was
made by hand, and there was little wealth: owning a
sword would have been like owning a car today.
Microscopic examination suggests that this sword
was made for someone wealthy, as there are tiny
fragments of gold embedded in the blade.

What was life like when nothing was made by
machines or mass-produced and therefore things
were more expensive and there was less you could
buy? What was life when you could not travel faster
than a horse and what we today call information
could not travel faster than people? What would your
life have been like when you would have probably
been born, lived, and died within a few miles of the
same spot? Life was hard.

But then look at the other side of the coin: can
you think of anything people then would have had
that you do not have today?

George looked at the sword, and tried to imagine it
whole. At least he could tell what shape it suggested. And
he tried to think about what the placard said, with none of
the technologies he was used to. What would one do?
Practice at swordplay? Wander in the forest?

George saw in his mind's eye Sir Lancelot kneeling on
one knee, his sword point in earth, his sword pointing
down, taking an oath. Then George looked over the sword
again and it looked like Lancelot's sword: he imagined Sir
Lancelot—or was it George?—laying his right hand on the
sword and taking a mighty oath, and for a moment the
sword in the museum took its full cruciform shape. And
then as his eyes traced over the contours of the sword, it
looked almost a relic, and he saw now one thing, now
another: one scene from Brocéliande gave way to another,
and something tugged at his heart.

He tried to imagine a great feast given by King Arthur
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to his nobles. There was something of that feast right in
front of him, and it seemed to suggest an unfolding
pageant. Knights and ladies dined with uproarious
laughter, while minstrels sung enchanting ballads, and—

George realized someone was tapping on his shoulder.
"Sir? Excuse me, but it's time for you to leave."

George turned and saw a security guard, and in
puzzlement asked her, "Why? Have I done something
wrong?"

She smiled and said, "You haven't done anything
wrong, but I'm sorry, the museum is now closing. Come
back another day!"

George looked out a window and saw that the daylight
had completely fled. He realized he was very hungry.

He left after briefly saying, "Thank-you."

When he arrived home he was even hungrier, but even
before he began eating he began looking through the same
sites, selling swords.

None of them looked real to him.

After eating part of his meal, George opened
Brocéliande, flipping from place to place until an
illustration caught his eye. He read:

Merlin walked about in the clearing on the Isle of
Avalon. To his right was the castle, and to his left was
the forest. Amidst the birdsong a brook babbled, and
a faint fragrance of frankincense flowed.

Sir Galahad walked out of the castle portal, and
he bore a basket of bread.

Then Galahad asked Merlin about his secrets and
ways, of what he could do and his lore, of his calling
forth from the wood what a man anchored in the
castle could never call forth. And Galahad enquired,
and Merlin answered, and Galahad enquired of
Merlin if Merlin knew words that were more words
than our words and more mystically real than the
British tongue, and then the High Latin tongue, and
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then the tongue of Old Atlantis. And then Galahad
asked after anything beyond Atlantis, and Merlin's
inexhaustible fount ran dry.

Then Sir Galahad asked Merlin of his wood, of
the stones and herbs, and the trees and birds, and the
adder and the dragon, the gryphon and the lion, and
the unicorn whom only a virgin may touch. And
Merlin spake to him him of the pelican, piercing her
bosom that her young may feed, and the wonders,
virtues, and interpretation of each creature, until
Galahad asked of the dragon's head for which Uther
had been called Uther Pendragon, and every
Pendragon after him bore the title of King and
Pendragon. Merlin wot the virtue of the dragon's
body, but of the dragon's head he wot nothing, and
Sir Galahad spake that it was better that Merlin wist
not.

Then Sir Galahad did ask Merlin after things of
which he knew him nothing, of what was the weight
of fire, and of what is the end of natural philosophy
without magic art, and what is a man if he enters not
in the castle, and "Whom doth the Grail serve?", and
of how many layers the Grail hath. And Merlin did
avow that of these he wist not none.

Then Merlin asked, "How is it that you are wise
to ask after these all?"

Then Galahad spake of a soft voice in Merlin his
ear and anon Merlin ran into the wood, bearing
bread from the castle.

George was tired, and he wished he could read more.

But he absently closed the book, threw away what was left
of his hamburgers and fries, and crawled into bed. It
seemed but a moment that he was dreaming.

George found himself on the enchanted Isle of Avalon,

and it seemed that the Grail Castle was not far off.

George was in the castle, and explored room after
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room, entranced. Then he opened a heavy wooden door
and found himself facing the museum exhibit, and he

knew he was seeing the same 5%-6t century sword from
the Celtic lands, only it looked exactly like a wall hanger

sword he had seen online, a replica of a 13t century
Provencale longsword that was mass produced, bore no
artisan's fingerprints, and would split if it struck a bale of
hay. He tried to make it look like the real surface, ever so
real, that he had seen, but machined steel never changed.

Then George looked at the plaque, and every letter,
every word, every sentence was something he could read
but the whole thing made no sense. Then the plaque grew
larger and larger, until the words and even letters grew
undecipherable, and he heard what he knew were a
dragon's footprints and smelled the stench of acrid smoke.
George went through room and passage until the noises
grew louder, and chanced to glance at a pool and see his
reflection.

He could never remember what his body looked like,
but his head was unmistakably the head of a dragon.

George sat bolt upright on his bunk, awake in a cold
sweat, and hit his head on the ceiling.

The next day, George went to the medieval history
library that was almost at the center of the campus,
housed in a white limestone tower with one timeworn
spire, and intricately woven with passages like rabbit
holes. The librarian was nowhere in sight, and owing to his
eccentricities the library still had only a paper card
catalog, emanating a strange, musty aroma. George
started to walk towards it, before deciding to wander
around the shelves and get a feel for things medieval. The
medieval history librarian was rumored to be somewhat
eccentric, and insisted on a paper card catalog with no
computers provided, which many of the students said
might as well have been medieval.

His first read traced the development of symbol from
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something that could not give rise to science to something
that apparently paved the way in that a symbol and what it
refers to were no longer seen as connected. It seemed hard
to follow, some where the argument was obscure and even
more when he followed the reasoning: he grasped it and
grasped it not. As he read, he read of the cultivation of
cabbages and tales of kings, and whether grotesques could
let pigs have wings. He read of boys doing the work of men
and men who acted like boys, of children who asked for
bread and their fathers would give them stones in their
bread, of careful historians ages before the great discovery
of history and classicists preserving the ancient life after
the ancient life met its demise, of strange things that
turned familiar and yet familiar things turned strange, of
time becoming something a clock could measure, of those
who forged, those who plagiarized, and arguments today
why no medieval author should be accused of plagiarism
for what he copied, and yet he read of a world where few
died of old age and minor cuts and illnesses could kill. He
read of the problem of underpopulation, the challenge of
having enough births, and untold suffering when there
were not enough people.

Yet to speak this way is deceptive, because all these
wonders and more were made pedestrian. The more he
studied, the fewer wonders he met, or at least the fewer
wonders he could find, and the more he met a catalog of
details. He read the chronicles of kings and those seeking
what could be recovered through them, and however much
he read King Arthur was not mentioned once. Though he
spent weeks searching in the library, the haunting beauty
of Brocéliande had been rare to begin with and now he wot
of it not none.

And the fruitless search for the history of Arthur led
him to knock on the librarian's door.

"I'm in a bad mood. Leave me alone!"

"Please."

"You can come in if you must, but you would be better
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off leaving."

"I've looked all over and found neither hide nor hair of
a book on King Arthur. Does this library have nothing on
him?"

"King Arthur? No, not this part of the library; look in
the appropriate sections on the electronic card catalog in
the regular library."

"But I want to know the history of Arthur."

"The history of King Arthur?!? What can you possibly
mean?"

"I had been reading about King Arthur outside the
library."

"The general library has a number of the original
sources, along with more literary criticism than one
person can possibly read, and what little the history of
literature knows about more and less obscure authors.
And our literature department has several renowned
scholars on Arthurian literature. But why are you trying to
find King Arthur in a medieval history library? That's as
silly as looking for the history of the animals in Aesop's
fables."

"You don't believe in Arthur?"

"No, I don't. Though I could be wrong. A lot of
scholars, wrong as they may be, believe there was an

Arthur around the 6™ century, a warrior owning a horse,
though the consensus is that he was not a king. These—"

"So Arthur was a knight and not a king?!?"

"No, he wasn't a knight. He couldn't have been. If
there ever was such a person."

"But you said he had a horse and—"

"You're making a basic historical mistake if you're
imagining a warrior then, even one with a horse, as a
'knight'. It would like a historian five or six centuries from
now studying our technology, and knowing that Saint
Thomas Aquinas was an author, imagining him doing
Google searches and composing, in Latin of course, on his
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computer's word processor.

"Warriors owned horses, but stirrups hadn't reached
Arthur's supposed land, and without a stirrup it is almost
impossible to fight while mounted. A horse was a taxi to
get a warrior to battle to fight on foot like everybody else,
and nothing more. A warrior with a horse was a warrior
with a better taxi to get to the scene of battle. A knight, on
the most material level, is an almost invincible mounted
shock troop compared to the defenseless-as-children so-
called 'infantry.' And then you have the ideal, almost the
mythos, of chivalry that developed about these mighty
brutal warriors.

"The Arthurian legends were never even close to
history to begin with, even if they hadn't grown barnacles
on top of barnacles, like... a bestseller with too many
spinoffs. All the versions have their own anachronisms, or
rather the earlier versions are nothing like anachronisms,
projecting a legendary past for the kind of knight that was
then becoming fashionable. You have a late medieval Sir
Thomas Mallory fitting knights with plate armor that

would have been as anachronous for an Arthur of the 5th

or 6 century to wear as it would have been for a knight of
Mallory's day to be equipped with today's Kevlar version of
a bulletproof vest.

"I don't think it's a particularly big deal for there to be
anachronisms; the idea that anachronism is a problem is a
complete anachronism in evaluating medieval literature;
saying that Chrétien de Troyes built an anachronous social
ideal is as silly as complaining that the accounts of animals
in a medieval bestiary are not doing the same job in the
same way as a scientific biology textbook. Of course they
aren't, but you're being equally silly to read a medieval
bestiary as something that should be empirical scientific
biology.

"Of course, getting back to anachronism, Mallory has
guns which—"
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"Guns?!? Machine guns? Handguns? Rifles?" George
said.

"Nothing fancy, just early cannon, not a modern
assault rifle. But there are none the less guns in the pivotal
late medieval version of the story, which had Arthur's son
and nephew, Mordred, besieging—"

"Which one was Mordred, and what was the other
one's name?" George said.

""Which one'? What do you mean..." The librarian
said, pausing. "Aah, you get it. For that matter, the stories
tend to include endless nobles whose family tree is, like a
good nobility family tree, more of a family braid, and—"

It was around then that the conversation became
something that George remembered with the confused
memory of a dream. He knew that the librarian had
explained something, but the closest he could come to
remembering it was a discussion of how networked
computers as the next generation of computing
contributed to a unique medieval synthesis, or what
actually seemed to make more sense of the shape of that
"memory," the sound of an elephant repeatedly ramming
stone walls.

What he remembered next was walking—walking
through the library, walking around campus, walking
through the forest, and then...

Had he been asked, he might have been collected
enough to say that this was the first time in a long while he
was not on a quest.

What was he doing now?

Was he doing anything?

Where was George?

He was lost, although that didn't register on his mind.
Or perhaps he wasn't lost, if "lost" means not only that you
don't know where you are, but that you wish you knew.

George was in the city somewhere, if that was where
he was. A great forest of steel, glass, and brick. Some was
adorned by graffiti, other bits by ugly paint. This was
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definitely not the castle to him, but the wild wood, much
more the wild wood than what was merely a place with
many trees and few buildings. What made the wood a
wood and not like a castle, anyway?

George looked around. In front of him was a boarded-
up restaurant. The sign said, "Closed for minor
renovations. REOPENING SOON." Its paint looked
chipped and timeworn, and from what he could see
looking in the dirty windows, it was dusty inside. What,
exactly, did the menu say? George could see the menu, and
some pictures of what was probably supposed to be food,
but even though he was on the edge of hunger, the hazy
blurs did nothing to make his mouth water.

George walked a good distance further, and saw the
bright colors of a store, and heard music playing. He
wandered in.

Inside, the store was bustling with activity. Just inside,
there was a demonstration of electronic puppies: an
employee was showing the puppy off. On a whim, George
walked over.

The young woman was saying words commands which
the puppy sometimes did not respond to. She handed it to
children to pet, who responded with exuberant warmth.
But the more George watched the scene, the more the
whole scene seemed off-kilter.

The puppies were cute, but there seemed to be
something much less cute when they moved. What was it?
The puppy's animation seemed neither like a cute stuffed
animal nor like a toy robot. It seemed like a robot in a
puppy costume, but the effect was... almost vampiric.

Then George looked at the employee again. She was
quite attractive, but her smile and the exaggerated energy
for her role... reminded George of makeup almost covering
dark circles under someone's eyes.

He ducked into an aisle. Below were not only
unflavored dental floss and mint floss, but many different
kinds of floss in all different colors, thicknesses, and
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several different flavors. But the choices in the actual floss
were dwarfed by the choices in the cases: purple-and-pink
containers of floss for preteen girls, larger rough-looking
containers made of dark stonelike plastic for a man's man,
and sundry groups—including trainers for babies who
were still teething. George saw a sign above a display that
said, "We bring you the freedom TO CHOOSE!"

He tried not to think about sledgehammers. He tried.

George was looking for a reason to stay in the store.
There was eye-catching color everywhere, and he saw a
section of posters, and started flipping through art posters,
looking for something to buy, until he saw the sign above
the posters. It said, "Priceless masterpieces from the
greatest museums of the world, conveniently made
available to you in American standard poster size and
format, for only $4.99 each."

Somehow the store's showmanlike displays seemed a
bit hollow. George left.

George wandered out, something not quite clicking in
his mind. He knocked on the building next door, and a
voice said, "Just a minute; come in." He opened the door
and saw a sight in shadows. A man was heading out a
door. "As soon as I've finished taking out the trash and
washed my hands, I can help you."

A short while later, the man emerged. "Hi. I'm Fr.
Elijah." He extended his hand, his head and hands
standing out against the darkness and his dark robe, and
shook George's hand. George said, "I'm George."

"What can I do for you?"

George stopped, and thought. He said, "I was just
looking around while I was waiting for my thoughts to
clear."

Fr. Elijah said, "Are you a student?"

George said, "Yes."

Fr. Elijah said nothing, but it did not seem he needed
to say anything just then. George was growing calm.

"May I offer you something to drink? I was just going
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to make tea, and I don't have a full range of soft drinks,
but there should be something worth drinking. There's a
pitcher of ice-cold water if you don't care for an old man's
coffee or tea."

George said "Yes."

"Wonderful. Come with me." The two began walking,
and they sat down.

George looked at him.

Fr. Elijah said, "Please sit down," motioning to an
armchair. "Did you want coffee, water, or tea? I have
cookies. Oh, and there's milk too."

George smiled. "Could I have a chalice of milk?"

Fr. Elijah turned to get the cookies, a cup and some
milk.

George said, "I meant to say a cup of milk. Sorry, I was
trying to be a little more serious."

Fr. Elijah said, "You can explain, or not explain. It's
your choice. But I think you were being serious. Just not
the way you expected. But we can change the subject. Do
you have a favorite book? Or has anything interesting
happened to you lately? I can at least listen to you."

George said, "I was just at the store nearby."

Fr. Elijah asked, "What do you think of it?"

George said, "Are you sure you won't be offended?"

Fr. Elijah said, "One of the things I have found in my
work is that people can be very considerate about not
being offensive, but sometimes I have something valuable
to learn with things people think might offend me."

"Ever wonder about the direction our society has
headed? Or see something that left you wishing you could
still wonder about that?"

"A lot of people do."

"I was already having a bad day when I wandered into
a store, and just when I thought things couldn't get any
more crass, they got more crass. I've just been invited to
buy an identity with the help of a market-segment dental
floss container."
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"You're a man after my own heart. I've heard that the
store manager has some pretty impressive connections.
I've heard that if none of the dental floss containers in the
store suit the identity you want to have, and you ask the
manager, he can get your choice of floss in a custom
container made by a sculptor to meet your whims!"

"But isn't there more to life than that?"

"I certainly hope so! Oh, and did I mention that I've
found that store an excellent place for important shopping
for April Fools' Day? I'm hoping to get my godson horribly
artificial sugary-sweet tasting lacy pink floss in a container
covered by red and white hearts and words like 'Oochie-
pooh.' He'll hit the roof! On second thought, he'll be
expecting such a gift... I should probably give it to him on
what you'd consider August 12."

"Why? What's special about August 12?"

"That's a bit of a labyrinth to sort out. Some Orthodox
keep the old Julian calendar, while some keep the 'new'
civil calendar, which means that those who preserve the
old calendar, even if we manage not to go off in right field,
are thirteen days 'late’ for saints' days, celebrating July 30,
the Feast of Saint Valentine, on what you'd consider
August 12. What you call Valentine's Day is the Western
celebration of the saint we celebrate on another day, and
it's a bit of a Western borrowing to use it for pseudo-
romantic purposes to pick on my godson, as that saint's
feast did not pick up all the Western romantic
connotations; Saint Valentine's story is a typical story of a
bishop who strengthened people against paganism and
was martyred eventually. Every day is a feast of some sort,
and every feast—that is, every day—has several saints to
celebrate... but I'm going on and on. Have I confused you
yet?"

"Um, 'right field'? What does that mean?"

"Oops, sorry, personal expression. In the West people
go out in left field and go loony liberal. In Orthodoxy,
people go out in right field and go loony conservative.
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Some of the stuff I've been told would make me at least
laugh if I didn't want to cry so badly. Sorry, I'm rambling,
and I was trying to hear you out when it looked like you've
had a rough day, right up to a store telling you there was
nothing more to hope for in life than things like dental
floss with a container designed for your market segment.
Let me let you change the subject."

"Um, you're probably wondering why I said, 'chalice of
milk."

"I would be interested in hearing that, but only if you
want to tell. I have a guess, but I really don't want you to
feel obligated to say something you'd rather not."

"What is your guess?"

"That you said 'chalice of milk' for an interesting
reason that probably has an interesting connection to
what, in life, you hope goes beyond the trivialities you
were pushed into at that store. A chalice, whatever that
means to you, is something deeper and richer."

George opened his mouth, then closed it for a
moment, and said, "Does a chalice mean anything to you?"

"Oh, yes. A chalice means quite a lot to me."

"What does it mean to you?"

"George, have you ever seen a chalice?"

"No, but it's pretty important in something I've read."

"Would you like to see a chalice?"

"The chalice I've read about was made of purest gold.
I'd imagine that if you have a fancy wine glass, maybe lead
crystal, it would look poorer than what I'd imagine, and
there are some things that are big enough that I'd rather
not imagine."

"Well, there are some things that are bigger than can
be seen, and that includes a chalice. But the chalice I have
—I can't show it to you now—has the glint of gold, which
has more layers than I can explain or know."

"Is there a time you can show it to me?"

"Yes, come during the Divine Liturgy, and you can see
the chalice from which I serve the Eucharist. I can't



72 C.J.S. Hayward

explain—I know this offends some people, and I will
understand if you are offended—that it would not be good
for me to give you the Eucharist if you are not Orthodox.
But you can see the chalice as it holds a treasure infinitely
more valuable than its goldwork."

"What is that?"

"The Eucharist."

"Isn't that just a symbol?"

"Hmm, there are six hundred ways to respond to that.
I can get into some of the intricacies later. If you want. Or
we need never talk about it. But...

"Saying the Eucharist is 'just a symbol' is as silly as
saying that the Eucharist is 'just the body and blood of
Christ'. What else do you want it to be—a designer
container of dental floss?"

George's laugh was interrupted by a knock at a door.
Fr. Elijah looked at his watch, and his face fell. He said,
"Just when the conversation was getting interesting! I'm
sorry; I have an appointment."

George said, "Well, I won't take any more of your
time; I'll come on Sunday. What time?"

"The Divine Liturgy starts at 9:00 Sunday morning;
I'm sorry, that isn't a very good time for college students.
Arriving five minutes late isn't a big deal. Most of the
professors of campus can give you directions to my parish,
the Church of the Holy Trinity. And bother that I have to
end our talk!"

"That's OK. Do you have some literature that you want
to give me? Where are your pamphlets?"

"Hmm, that would take some time to explain, and I
can explain later if you want. But I don't have any
pamphlets. If you want a book I can go to the library and
you can borrow one. But Orthodox people don't usually
feel obligated to stuff your pockets with as much paper as
we can and leave you walking away feeling guilty that you
dread the prospect of reading it. Come back; I enjoyed
talking with you, and if you want I can get something from
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the library. But only if you want. Please excuse me." Fr.
Elijah stood up and bowed slightly, but reverently, to
George as they shook hands.

"Coming!" Fr. Elijah said. "I'm sorry; I was just trying
to wrap up a conversation. Please come in. It's been a long
time since I've seen you, and I've been looking forward to
it."

George stepped out, and walked out. He stopped by a
window to look into the Church building again.

He could tell nothing that looked to him like a chalice,
but everywhere was the glint of gold.

George wandered back with a spring in his step.

He returned home and opened Brocéliande, and read:

Blaise turned at a slow step. "Why callest thou
thyself empty? Hast thou none, my son?"

Merlin answered him. "Forgive me, my master,
my lord."

The wind was deadly still.

Blaise turned even more fully. "What is it, my
pupil ?"

Merlin reached out his hand. A mighty wind
blew, such as openeth doors that be closed and
closeth doors that be open.

An apple tree shook of a violence and apples met
their place on the humble earth, all apples did so
which fell, save one which Merlin his hand did close
upon it.

The wind blew and blew, stronger and stronger it
blew, and Blaise looked upon Merlin, and spake:
"Flyest thou now, my hawk?"

Merlin his chaste teeth closed in on the apple,
and the great and mighty wind closed a door against
the stone and hushed to become a soft murmuring
breeze, as a still small voice.

Merlin looked upon his master. "Though the
Grail remain a secret and a secret remain the Grail,
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men shall know it even under its cloak of samite most
red. When a man shall grasp the secret of the Grail
then shall he grasp the mystery of the Trinity."

Blaise looked upon his servant. "And who shall
be in that grasp?"

Merlin spake softly. "My lord, I wit me not."

Blaise said, "My lord, it is well with thee."

Merlin abode in a quiet still spirit.

The hours and days passed quickly, until it was
Sunday and George left a little early and arrived at the
Church of the Holy Trinity early, looked at his watch and
saw 8:53 AM.

He stepped inside and found things suddenly cool.
There was a dazzling darkness, with pure candlelight and
lamplight glittering off of gold, with fragrances of smoke
and beeswax and incense. There was a soft chanting, and
the funny thing was that it was hard to say whether the
Church seemed full or empty. He saw few people, even for
the small space, but he had rather a sense that the place
was full of worshipers, mostly unseen. He could feel glory,
almost as a weight.

There seemed to be a continuous faint commotion as
people entered, went to the front, doing something he
could not tell, and walked around. He stood as most
people were standing, although some were sitting and
people seemed to bow or move their hands. It is not
exactly that George did not feel conspicuous as to how he
was standing out, as that that was not quite the greatest
way he felt conspicuous.

How did he feel conspicuous? George found no answer
he liked. The whole situation seemed foreign to him, and
for the first time it did not seem so much that he was
examining something but that something, or someone,
was examining him and judging him.

Something happened. Or rather, this time the
something that happened meant that people were sitting
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down, in pews around the edges or on the floor, and the
chant had become ordinary speech. Fr. Elijah said,

In the Name of the Father, of the Son, and of the
Holy Ghost. Amen.

Last week after Liturgy, little John came up to
me and said, "Fr. Elijah, I have a question." "What, I
asked." "I saw Indiana Jones and the Raiders of the
Lost Ark Friday and it was really, really cool! Could
you tell me all about the Ark?" So I paused in
thought, and exercised a spiritual father's
prerogative. I said, "You know what? That's a good
question. Let me think a bit and I'll answer that
question in my homily." And when his father said,
"But weren't you going to—" I said, "Don't worry
about that. I'll blame the homily on him, and if
people find it duller than a worn-out butter knife,
they can call you at work and complain." And finally
I got him to crack a faint smile.

So this is the homily I'm blaming on him. First of
all, the Ark of the Covenant is a spiritual treasure,
and is spiritually understood. It is not lost, but it is
found in a much deeper way than some expect. For it
is both a what and, more deeply, a who. You can look
up in fact where it is, and the amazing thing is that it
is still guarded as a relic rather than treated simply as
something that merely belongs in a museum, and the
hidden Ark is in fact greater than if it were displayed
in a showcase. It is one of many treasures the Church
guards, and it is at the Church of our Lady Mary gof
Zion in the Ethiopian city of Axum. I've been there,
even if I could not see the Ark. But the Ark which
holds the bread from Heaven and the tablets on
which the Ten Commandments were inscribed is in
the shadow of the Ark to whom we sing, "Rejoice, O
Volume wherein the Word was inscribed" and whose
womb is a garden of spiritual treasures, "more
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spacious than the Heavens" as we say, by whom we
are given the greater and in fact greatest Bread from
Heaven. When we read of the Ark coming to King
David and of the Theotokos or Mother of God coming
to Lady Elizabeth, there are some surprising parallels
which seem stunning until we recognize that that is
just how Luke might be telling us that the Theotokos
is someone to whom the Ark hints. There is a
profound connection to the Arthurian legends, in
which the Sir Galahad is granted to see into the Holy
Grail and beholds a wonder beyond the power of
words to tell. And it is in fact a misunderstanding on
a number of levels to think that that rich Grail is
confined to—

If George were sitting on a chair, he might have fallen

off it. He was, fortunately, sitting on the floor. When he
caught himself enough to follow the words, he listened
closely:

...these other images. It was from the virgin earth
that the first Adam, by whom we all live natural life,
was taken. It was from the parched earth of the
Virgin Theotokos that the last Adam, by whom we
are called to the divine life, was given. And still this is
not to tell how the first Adam, wanting to become
God, lost his divinity, until God became the Last
Adam, raising up Adam that all of us who bear
Adam's likeness might become divine, bearing the
likeness of God. Death entered when we took and ate
the fruit from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and
Evil, and now everlasting begins when we obey the
summons to take and eat the Fruit from the Tree of
Life.

Is it possible to call Mary Magdalene the Holy
Grail? Yes and amen. We can call Mary Magdalene
the Holy Grail in a very deep sense. She spoke before



Culture Fiction 77

the Emperor, and that incident is why after all these
years Christians still color Easter eggs, red eggs for
the Orthodox Church as the were for Mary
Magdalene, when she presented a red egg to the
Emperor, perhaps miraculously. There are only a few
dozen people the Church has ever honored more. She
bears the rank of "Equal to the Apostles," and an
angel told her the mysterious news of the
Resurrection, and it was she who told the Apostles
who in turn would be sent ("Apostle" means "Sent
One") to the uttermost ends of the earth.

The Holy Grail is that vessel which first held the
blood of Christ, and it is the shadow of that symbol in
which the body and blood of Christ become real so
that they can transform us. The Eucharist is
misunderstood through the question of just what
happens when the priest consecrates the gift, because
the entire point of the transformation of the gifts is
the transformation of the faithful so that we can be
the Body of Christ and have the divine blood, the
royal bloodline, the divine life coursing through our
veins. God the Father the Father for whom every
fatherhood in Heaven and earth is named. Father,
Son, and Holy Spirit are each the King for whom
every kingdom is named, so that the Kingdom of
Heaven is more, not less, of a Kingdom than the
kingdoms we can study on earth.

In the third prayer before communion, we are
invited to pray, "O Thou Who by the coming of the
Comforter, the Spirit, didst make thy sacred disciples
precious vessels, declare me also to be a receptacle of
his coming." Mary Magdalene bears powerful witness
to what a disciple can be if she becomes a humble
earthen vessel in which there is another coming of
Christ. She became the Holy Grail, as does every one
of us transformed by the power of Christ's body and
blood. If you only ask questions about the
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transformation of bread and wine, the Holy Grail is
merely a what... but if you recognize the larger
transformation that has the smaller transformation
as a microcosm, the Holy Grail can also be a who:
you and I.

It would take much longer to even begin to speak
of that nobility of which you will only find the trace
and shadow if you study royalty and their bloodlines.
I have spoken enough.

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

George was at once attracted, entranced, repulsed,
and terrified. It seemed like more than he had dared to
dream was proclaimed as truth, but that this meant he was
no longer dealing with his choice of fantasy, but perhaps
with reality itself. The chanting resumed. There was a
procession, and what was in it? Ornate candles, a golden
spoon and something that looked like a miniature golden
lance, something covered with a cloth but that from its
base might have been an intricately worked golden goblet,
a cross that seemed to be glory itself, and other things he
could not name. It was not long before George heard, "The
holy things are for those who are holy," and the reply—was
it a correction?—immediately followed: "One is holy. One
is Lord, Jesus Christ, to the glory of God the Father.
Amen."

George wanted to squirm when he heard the former,
and when he heard the latter, he headed for the door. The
spiritual weight he had been feeling seemed more intense;
or rather, it seemed something he couldn't bear even
though he hoped it would continue. He felt, just for a
moment that this was more than him having an
experience, but he failed to put his finger on what more it
might be.

Once outside, he tried to calmly walk home, but found
himself running.
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George found himself walking, but in completely
unfamiliar surroundings. He spent a good deal of time
wandering until he recognized a major road, and walked
alongside it until he returned home, hungry and parched.

He opened Brocéliande for a moment, but did not feel
much like reading it. George went to check his email,
began looking through his spam folder—to see if anything
important got through, he told himself—and found himself
wandering around the seedier side of the net.

In the days that followed, people seemed to be getting
in his way, his homework was more of a waste of time, and
somehow Brocéliande no longer seemed interesting.

Friday, George missed dinner and went, hungry, to a
crowded store where a white-haired man stood right
between him and the food he wanted... not only blocking
the aisle with his cart, but adding a third 12-pack of soda
to the bottom of his cart... and seeming to take forever to
perform such a simple task.

After waiting what seemed too long, George refrained
from saying "Gramps," but found himself hissing through
his teeth, "Do you need help getting that onto your cart?"

The white-haired man turned around in surprise, and
then said, "Certainly, George, how are you?"

George stopped.

It was Fr. Elijah.

"Can, um, I help you get that in your cart?"

"Thank you, George, and I would appreciate if you
would help me choose another one. Do you have a favorite
soda?"

"This may sound silly, but Grape Crush. Why?"

"Help me find a 12-pack of it. I realized after you came
that it was kind of silly for me to inviting people like you
inside and not having any soda for them, and I've been
procrastinating ever since. Aah, I think I see them over
there. Could you put that under your cart?"

George began walking over to the Grape Crush.

Fr. Elijah asked, less perfunctorily, "How are you,
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George?" and reached out his hand. At least George
thought Fr. Elijjah was reaching out his hand, but it was as
if Fr. Elijah was standing on the other side of an abyss of
defilement, and holding out a live coal.

Fr. Elijah shook George's hand.

George tried to find his footing on shifting ground,
and managed to ask, "Fr. Elijah, how are you going to get
that soda out to your car?"

"Usually someone from the store helps me put things
in my trunk or something; I've never found a grocery store
to be a place where nothing is provided."

The chasm yawned; George felt as if he were clothed in
filthy rags.

"Um, and at home?"

"The Lord always provides something. Sorry, that
sounded super spiritual. Usually it's not too long before
someone strong comes by and can carry things."

George tried to smile. "I'm fine. How are you?"

Fr. Elijah made no answer with words. He smiled a
welcoming smile, and somehow the store began to remind
him of Fr. Elijah's office.

George kept waiting for Fr. Elijah to say something
more, to answer, but Fr. Elijjah remained silent. There
seemed to be a warmth about him, as well as something he
feared would burn his defilement, but Fr. Elijah remained
silent, and pushed his cart, which had a small armload of
groceries and a heavy weight of soda cases, to the register.

"I can help you load things into your car, Fr. Elijah."

Fr. Elijah turned with warmth. Gratitude was almost
visible in his features, but he remained strangely silent.

George momentarily remembered to grab a sandwich,
then returned to Fr. Elijah in line.

George began to wonder why Fr. Elijah was not
speaking to him. Or rather, that was the wrong way to put
it. George could not accuse Fr. Elijah of being inattentive,
but why was he silent?

George began to think about what he had been doing,
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and trying not to, to think of something else, to think of
something else to talk about. But images returned to his
mind, and a desire to—he certainly couldn't mention that.

Where were they? Fr. Elijah had just pushed the cart
to his car, and slowly fumbled with his keys to unlock his
trunk. George thought with a shudder about what it would
be like to an old man to load cases of soda, even 12-packs.

"I can help you unload the soda at your house."

Fr. Elijah turned and made the slightest bow.

Once inside the car, George made a few nervous
remarks about the weather. Fr. Elijah simply turned with
what must have been a fatherly smile, but said nothing.

George did not consider himself strong, but it was only
a few minutes for him to get the handful of cases of soda
tucked into a slightly messy closet.

Once back in the car, Fr. Elijah seemed to arrive
almost immediately at the dorm.

George said, "Now I remember. I wouldn't ask for
another ride back, but I should have asked to borrow a
book from your library."

Fr. Elijah turned. "Should you?"

George said, "What do you mean, should I? Are you
mad at me? Didn't you tell me that I could borrow any
book in your library if you wanted?"

Fr. Elijah said, "For all I am concerned now, you may
borrow the whole library, if you want to. Or keep it, if you
want."

"Then why don't you want me borrowing a book now?"

"I have many good books you could read, but right
now, you don't really want one of my books."

"What do you mean?"

"If you genuinely want to borrow a book, I will gladly
talk with you and suggest what I think would be your
deepest joy. But why are you asking me for a book now?"

"I thought it would be polite to..."

Fr. Elijah waited an interminable moment and said,
"Something is eating you."
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George said, "You have no right to—"

Fr. Elijah said, "I have no right to this discussion, and
neither do you. Thinking in terms of rights is a way to miss
the glory we were made for. But let us stop looking at
rights and start looking at what is beneficial. You don't
have to answer, but are you happy now?"

George waited, and waited, and waited for an escape
route to open up. Then he said, and the saying seemed like
he was passing through white-hot ice, "I've been looking at

Fr. Elijah said, "Stop, You've said enough."

George said, "But how did you know?"

Fr. Elijah sighed, and for a moment looked like he
wanted to weep. "George, I would like to say something
deep and mysterious about some special insight I have
into people's souls, but that is not it. I am a father, a
confessor, and one of the biggest sins I hear in confession
—'biggest' not because it is unforgivable; Jesus was always
ready, more than ready, to forgive this kind of sin, but
'biggest' because it keeps coming up and causing misery, is
the sort of sin you've been struggling with. I count myself
very fortunate that I grew up in an age when you could
have all the basic utilities without getting all sorts of vile
invitations coming whether you want them or not, and I
am glad that I do not feel obligated to purchase some
nasty pills because I'm not a real man unless I have the
same drives I had at the age of eighteen. What a miserably
small and constricted caricature of manhood! I count
myself a real man, much more because I have not suffered
what tends to become such a dreary dissipation and
deflation of any real manhood."

George said, "You're not mad?"

Fr. Elijah raised his hand, moved it up and down and
side to side, and said, "I am blessing you, priceless son."

George said, "How can I be free of this?"

Fr. Elijah said, "Come with me. Get back in the car.”

They drove for a few more minutes, neither one
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needing to say anything, until George noticed with alarm
the shape of the hospital.

George said, "Where are we going?"

Fr. Elijah said, "To the emergency room."

George looked around in panic. "I don't have money
for—"

"Relax. None of the treatment you will be receiving
will generate bills."

"What on earth are you—"

"I'm not telling you. Just come with me."

They walked through a side door, George's heart
pounding, and George noticed two people approaching
immediately.

Fr. Elijah turned momentarily, saying, "Buenos
noches, Senioras," and motioned with his hand for them to
follow him.

As they and George followed, Fr. Elijah said, "Because
of the triage in an emergency room, and because mere
seconds are a matter of life and death in treating really
severe injuries, people with relatively 'minor' injuries that
still need medical attention can wait for an interminable
amount of time."

Fr. Elijah suddenly stopped. George saw a boy with
skinned knees, whose mother was slowly working through
paperwork. Fr. Elijah said, "Take away his pain."

George looked at him, halfway to being dumbfounded.
"What?"

Fr. Elijah said, "You heard me." Then he turned and
left, so that George saw only Fr. Elijah's back and heard
from him only broken Spanish.

George felt grateful that at least he wasn't too easily
grossed out. He could look at lacerated flesh and eat if he
needed to. George sat next to the boy, smelled an
overwhelming odor from his blood, and suddenly felt sick
to his stomach.

George tried to refrain from swearing about what Fr.
Elijah could possibly have meant. Badger the hospital into
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giving anaesthesia sooner? Kiss it and make it better? Use
some psychic power he didn't have? Find a switch on the
back of the kid's neck and reboot him?

For a while, nothing happened, until the boy stopped
sobbing, and looked at him, a little bit puzzled.

George said, "Hi, I'm George."

The boy said, "Mr. George."

George tried to think of something to say. He said,
"What do you get when you cross an elephant with a
kangaroo?"

"What?"

"Really big holes all over Australia."

The boy looked at him, but showed no hint of a smile.

"Do you not get it?" George asked.

The boy said, very quietly, "No."

"An elephant has a lot of weight, and a kangaroo
bounces up and down. If you put 'weight' and 'bouncy’
together, then you get something that, when it bounces, is
so heavy it makes big holes in the ground."

The boy said nothing until George added, "That's what
makes it funny."

The boy made himself laugh loudly, and just as soon
winced in pain.

George tried to think of what to do. After a while, he
asked, "What's your favorite color?"

When the boy said nothing, George looked at his face
and was surprised at the pain he saw.

"What is your name?"

"My name is Tommy."

George thought about what to say. He began to tell a
story. He told of things he had done as a boy, and funny
things that had happened (the boy didn't laugh), and
asked questions which met with incomprehension. And
this went on and on and on.

George wondered why he was having so much fun.

Then George looked at Tommy.

When was the last time George had even begun to do
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something for someone else?

George realized three things. First, he had stopped
talking. Second, a hand was holding tightly to his sleeve.
Third, there was something he was trying very hard not to
think about.

George looked, and Tommy asked, "Mister, are you a
knight? I want to be a knight when I grow up."

George had never before felt such shame that he
wished the earth would swallow him up.

"Mister?"

"No, I am not a knight."

"You seem like a knight."

"Why?"

"You just do. Do you know anything about knights?"

"I've been reading a book."

"What's it called?"

"Brocéliande."

"Tell me the story of Brookie-Land."

"I can't."

"Why?"

"Because I haven't read all of it."

"What have you read?"

George closed his eyes. All he could remember now
was a flurry of images, but when he tried to put them
together nothing worked.

George was interrupted. "Do you have a suit of
armor?"

Immediately, and without thought, George said,
"What kind of armor? I mean, is it chain mail, like a steel,
I mean iron, sweater, or is it the later plate armor that gets
into the later depictions? Because if there were a King
Arthur, he would—"

"Did King Arthur know powerful Merlin? Because
Merlin could—"

"I've read a lot about Merlin—he could build a castle
just with his magic. And it apparently matters whose son
he is, but I couldn't—"
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"I want you to show me—"

A voice cut in. "Tommy!"

"Yes?" the boy said.

"The doctor is ready to see you... Sir, I'm sorry to
interrupt, but—"

"Why does the doctor want to see me?"

"Because she wants to stitch up your knees, Silly
Sweetie. Let the nurses roll you away. I'm glad—"

Tommy looked in puzzlement at his knees, saw how
badly lacerated they were, and began screaming in pain.

There was a minor commotion as the nurses took
Tommy in to be stitched up, or so George would later
guess; he could never remember the moment. He only
remembered walking around the emergency room, dazed.

Truth be told, though, George felt wonderful. He
faintly noticed hearing Fr. Elijah's voice, saying something
in Spanish, and joined a group of people among whom he
felt immediate welcome. Then the woman who was on the
bed was taken in, and Fr. Elijah, and to his own surprise,
George, bid farewell to the other members of the group.

George and Fr. Elijah were both silent for a long time
in the car.

Fr. Elijah broke the silence.

"Would it be helpful to talk with me about anything?"

"I have to choose just one?"

"No, you can ask as many questions as you want."

"Besides what I started to tell you—"

"Yes?"

"When I was talking with that boy, I mean Tommy, the
boy you introduced me to, [—I'm not sure I would have
said exactly this, but I've been spending a lot of time
reading Brocéliande and no time choosing to be with other
people... would you keep that book for me, at least for a
time?"

"I certainly could, but let's look at our option. You
sound less than fully convinced."

"I don't want to give it up."”
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"Well, yes, I wouldn't want to give it up either. But is
that it?"

"No... I'm really puzzled. Just when I thought I had
managed to stop thinking about never-never land and
start thinking about Tommy, the kid asked me about never
—I mean, he said that he wanted to grow up to be a knight,
and he asked me if I was a knight. Which I am not."

"That's very mature of you..."

"And?"

"What would you imagine yourself doing as the right
thing?"

"Getting away from that silly desire and be with other
people instead."

"Hmm."

"Hmm what?"

"Have you ever read C.S. Lewis's "The Weight of
Glory'?"

"No."

"Ok, I want to stop by my office before I drop you off
at home, because I'm going to go against my word and give
you literature to read. Although I only want you to read a
few pages' essay out of the book, unless you want to read
more essays—is this OK?—"

"I suppose."

"Because C.S. Lewis talked about the idea of
unselfishness as a virtue, and said that there's something
pitiable about letting unselfishness be the center of
goodness instead of the divine love. Or something like
that. And the reason I remembered that is that somewhere
connected with this is this terrible fear that people have
that their desires are too strong, and maybe their desires
are too much in need of being deepened and layered,
except I think he only said, 'too weak.' Today I would add:
in a much deeper way that you can remedy by dangerous
pills in your spam.

"Maybe you don't need to get rid of that book at all...
maybe you should lend it to me for a time, and let me
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enjoy it, but maybe not even that is necessary."

"Why?"

"My guess is that if you read enough in that book—or
at least the ones I've read—you may notice a pattern. The
knight goes to the company of the castle and then plunges
into the woodland for adventure and quests, and you need
a rhythm of both to make a good story. Or a good knight."

"I fail to see how I could become a knight, or how
knighthood applies to me."

"Hmm..."

"Hmm what?"

"Maybe that's a can of worms we can open another
time... For now, I will say that the reason the stories have
knights doing that is not because the knights wore armor
and rode horses, but because the people telling the stories
were telling the stories of men. Who need both castle and
wood. Keep reading Brocéliande, and push it further. Push
it to the point that your college and your city are to you
what the castle was to the knight. Or even so that you don't
see the difference. And alongside your trek into the
enchanted wood, meet people. I would suggest that you
find a way to connect with people, and work with it over
time. If I may offer a prescription—"

"Prescription?"”

"A priest is meant to be a spiritual physician, or at
least that is what Orthodox understand. And part of the
priest's job is to prescribe something. If you're willing."

"I'll at least listen."

"First, I want you to spend some of your time with
other people. Not all."

"Doing what?"

"That's something you need to decide, and even if I
can offer feedback to you, I would not make that decision
for you. You need to have a think about it.

"Second, something for you to at least consider...
Come to me for confession. I cannot give the sacrament I
give to Orthodox, but I can bless you. Which isn't the
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immediate reason I mention it. Even if I were not to bless
you, and even if Christ were not listening to your
confession, there would still be power in owning up to
what you have done. It gives power in the struggle.

"Third, do you access the Internet through a cable or
through wireless?"

"An ethernet cable. I don't have a laptop, and I've
heard that the wireless network on campus is worth its
weight in drool."

"Do you have a USB key?"

"Yes."

"Then give me your Ethernet cable."”

"What kind of Luddite—"

"I'm not being a Luddite. I'm offering a prescription
for you... There are different prescriptions offered for the
needs of different people.”

"So for some people it is beneficial to visit—"

"For me it has been. When I was trying to figure out
what was going on, I went to a couple's house, and with
their permission started looking through the pictures in
their spam folder until I'd had more than enough. And I
wept for a long time; I suddenly understood something I
didn't understand about what I was hearing in confession.
I still pray for the people photographed and those looking
at the photograph, and some of the women's faces still
haunt me—"

"The faces haunt you?"

"Yes. Understand that at my age, some temptations
are weaker... but I looked at those faces and saw that each
one was somebody's daughter, or maybe somebody's son,
and my understanding is that it's nothing pleasant to pose
for those pictures. At least the faces I saw reminded me of
an airline stewardess trying really hard to smile peacefully
to someone who is being abrasive and offensive. But as I
was saying, I count my hour of looking to be of the greatest
spiritual benefit. But it would not benefit you, and it is my
judgment that in your case a little of what programmers
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call a 'net vacation'—though I invite you to use lab and
library computers—could help you in—"

"Do you know what it's like to give up the convenience
of computers in your room?"

"Do you know what it's like to ride a horse instead of a
car for a short time? I do..."

"But riding a horse is at least... like... um... it's more
like Arthur's world, isn't it?"

"If you want to look at it that way, you're welcome
to..." Fr. Elijah stopped the car and stepped out, saying,
"Please excuse me for a moment." The shuffling seemed to
drag on, and Fr. Elijah stepped out with a book and got
back in the car. "Oh, and I almost forgot. Please don't
make this a matter of 'T won't do such-and-such or even
think about it,' because trying not to think about a
temptation is a losing game. I am inviting you to a trek
from castle to wood, and wood to castle, with both feeding
into a balance. Here is the book with "The Weight of Glory'
and other essays. Now..."

Calix College was in sight almost immediately, and Fr.
Elijah waited outside George's dorm for what became a
surprisingly long time... he wondered if he should go up
and see if George had changed his mind, and—

George walked out and handed him a cable in the
dark. It was thick and stiff.

"I thought Ethernet cables weren't this thick and stiff."

"It's my power cable. I put stuff I need on my USB
key."

"Good man."

"Goodbye."

"Goodbye, and George, one other thing..."

"Yes?"

"There is no better time to be in a Church than when
you know how unworthy you are."

"Um..."

"What?"

"I appreciate how much you're stretching, but..."
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"George, I want to ask you something."

"I've been serving the Divine Liturgy for thirty-eight
years now. How long have I been worthy to do so?"

"Is this a trick question? All thirty-eight?"

"It is indeed a trick question, but the answer is not
"thirty-eight.' I have never been worthy to serve the Divine
Liturgy, nor have I ever been worthy to receive
communion, nor have I ever been worthy to pray at
Church, or anywhere else. We can talk about this if you
like, but am not just being polite when I say that there is
no better time to enter the Church than when you know
yourself unworthy. Maybe we can talk later about what
trumps unworthiness. For now, I wish you good night, and
I would be delighted to see you join and adorn our
company on Sunday."

George climbed up in his room and sat in his
armchair, and it felt like a throne. He was exhausted—and
on the other side of shame. He began dutifully opening the
C.S. Lewis book, glanced at the title, then tossed it aside. It
was not what he really wanted. He picked up Brocéliande,
wiped the dust off the cover with his hand, and opened to
its middle, to its heart. George read:

rode until he saw a river, and in the river a boat, and
in the boat a man.

The man was clad all in black, and exceeding
simple he appeared. At his side was a spear, and was
a basket full of oysters filled.

"I ask your pardon that I cannot stand. For the
same cause I can not hunt, for I am wounded
through the thighs. I do what I might, and fish to
share with others."

The knight rode on, Sir Perceval he hyght, until
he came upon a castle. And in that castle he met a
welcome rich, before a King all in sable clad round,
and a sash of purple royal girt about his head, and
full majestic he looked.

Then in walked a youth, bearing a sword full
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straight, for it were not falchion neither scimitar, but
a naked sword with a blade of gold, bright as light,
straight as light, light as light. The very base of that
sword were gem work, of ivory made and with
sapphires encrusted. And the boy was girt tightly
with a baldric and put the sword in its place. In
utmost decorum the sword hung at his side.

The boy placed what he shouldered at the feet of
the King.

Spake the King: "I ask your forgiveness that I do
not rise. Partake of my feast."

Simpler fare was never adorned by such wealth
of wisdom. The body was nourished, and ever more
spirit in the fare that was read.

Anon processed one man holding a candelabra of
purest gold with seven candles, anon another, anon a
maiden mother holding a Grail, it was such a holy
thing! Anon a lance that ever bore three drops of
blood. And ever Perceval wondered, and never
Perceval spake, though it passed many a time. With a
war inside him Sir Perceval kept him his peace. Anon
the King spake, "See thou mine only food," and anon
came the Grail holding not a stone neither a snake
but a single wheaten host, afloat as a pearl in a sea of
wine, red as blood. And never the King ate he none
else.

Here a page was ripped out from Brocéliande, with
yellowed marks where once tape failed to mend what was
torn.

The damsel arose from her weeping. "Perceval!
Perceval! Why askedst thou not thine enquiry?"

George soon fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.
Saturday he rested him all the day long: barely he
stirred.
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In his dream, George heard a song.

All was in darkness.

The song it came out of a mist, like as a mist, melodic,
mysterious, piercing, like as a prayer, mighty, haunting,
subtle, token of home and a trace of a deep place. How
long this continued he wot not.

The one high, lilting voice, tinged with starlight,
became two, three, many, woven in and out as a braid of
three strands, or five, or ten, as a Celtic knot ever turning
in and out. And as it wove in and out, it was as the waters
of a lake, of an ocean, of a sea, and George swam in them.
George was ever thirsty, and ever he swam. He swam in an
ever-rippling reflection of the Heavens at midnight, a sea
of unending midnight blue and living sapphire.

George's feet sunk and he walked on the noiseless
loam. Up about him sprung blades of grass and he walked
into a forest growing of emerald and jade atop pillars of
sculpted earth. Anon he walked slowly and slowly he saw a
farm with the green grass of wheat growing of the fertile
fecund field.

Upon a ruins he came, a soft, silent place where a
castle still lingered and the verdant moss grew. Then
through a city he walked, a city alive and vibrant in its
stones, though its streets were a for a moment at a rest
from its men. And in that city, he walked into the Church
his heart, and found a tome opened upon a wooden stand
entwined by vines.

George looked for a moment at the volume, and for a
moment he saw letters of sable inscribed in a field argent.
Then the words shifted, grew older, deepened into the
depth of a root and the play of quicksilver. The script
changed, the words spoke from afar, and became one word
whose letters were hidden as behind a veil, one word
inscribed at once in ciphers of luminous gold and
congealed light that filled the book and shone all around it
until—

George was awake, bright awake, wide awake, looking
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at a window the color of sunrise.

He arose to greet the coming of the dawn.

George went to Church and arrived almost an hour
earlier than the 9:00 Fr. Elijah had given, and found to his
surprise that although there were few other people, things
had already begun. The fragrance of frankincense flowed
and gold glittered, and he caught a word here and a phrase
there—"Volume wherein the Word was inscribed," "Holy
God, Holy Mighty, Holy Immortal," "Blessed is the
Kingdom," "Lord have mercy." Then he heard a phrase he
had heard innumerable times in other contexts. A
shibboleth later taken from the New Testament, "The just
shall live by faith," completely broke the illusion. George
had had plenty of time to get sick of words he knew too
well, or so it appeared to George. Yes, he was glad people
understood them, but wasn't there more to understand
than that? Even if they were both straightforward and
important...

The homily began.

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

One of the surprises in the Divine Comedy—to a
few people at least—is that the Pope is in Hell. Or at
least it's a surprise to people who know Dante was a
devoted Catholic but don't recognize how good
Patriarch John Paul and Patriarch Benedict have
been; there have been some moments Catholics
aren't proud of, and while Luther doesn't speak for
Catholics today, he did put his finger on a lot of
things that bothered people then. Now I remember
an exasperated Catholic friend asking, "Don't some
Protestants know anything else about the Catholic
Church besides the problems we had in the sixteenth
century?" And when Luther made a centerpiece out
of what the Bible said about those who are righteous
or just, "The just shall live by faith," which was in the
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Bible's readings today, he changed it, chiefly by using
it as a battle axe to attack his opponents and even
things he didn't like in Scripture.

It's a little hard to see how Luther changed Paul,
since in Paul the words are also a battle axe against
legalistic opponents. Or at least it's hard to see
directly. Paul, too, is quoting, and I'd like to say
exactly what Paul is quoting.

In one of the minor prophets, Habakkuk, the
prophet calls out to the Lord and decries the
wickedness of those who should be worshiping the
Lord. The Lord's response is to say that he's sending
in the Babylonians to conquer, and if you want to see
some really gruesome archaeological findings, look
up what it meant for the Babylonians or Chaldeans to
conquer a people. I'm not saying what they did to the
people they conquered because I don't want to leave
you trying to get disturbing images out of your
minds, but this was a terrible doomsday prophecy.

The prophet answered the Lord in anguish and
asked how a God whose eyes were too pure to look on
evil could possibly punish his wicked people by the
much more wicked Babylonians. And the Lord's
response is very mysterious: "The just shall live by
faith."

Let me ask you a question: How is this an answer
to what the prophet asked the Lord? Answer: It isn't.
It's a refusal to answer. The same thing could have
been said by saying, "I AM the Lord, and my
thoughts are not your thoughts, nor are my ways
your ways. Il AM WHO I AM and I will do what I will
do, and I am sovereign in this. I choose not to tell you
how, in my righteousness, I choose to let my wicked
children be punished by the gruesomely wicked
Babylonians. Only know this: even in these
conditions, the just shall live by faith."

The words "The just shall live by faith" are an
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enigma, a shroud, and a protecting veil. To use them
as Paul did is a legitimate use of authority, an
authority that can only be understood from the
inside, but these words remain a protecting veil even
as they take on a more active role in the New
Testament. The New Testament assumes the Old
Testament even as the New Testament unlocks the
Old Testament.

Paul does not say, "The just shall live by sight,"
even as he invokes the words, "The just shall live by
faith."

Here's something to ponder: The righteous shall
walk by faith even in their understanding of the
words, "The just shall live by faith."

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

George was awash and realized with a start that he
was not knocked off his feet, gasping for air. He felt a light,
joyful fluidity and wondered what was coming next. This
time he realized he was sure he saw a chalice; the liturgy
seemed to go a little more smoothly and quickly.

As soon as he was free, Fr. Elijah came up to him.
"Good to see you, George. How are you?"

George said, "Delighted... but I'm sorry, I haven't read
"The Weight of Glory' for you yet."

Fr. Elijah said, "Good man... no, I'm not being
sarcastic. Put first things first, and read it when you have
leisure. How did you find the homily?"

George said, "It was excellent... by the way, it was
really for me that you preached last week's homily, right?
You seemed to be going a good bit out of your way."

"It was really for you, as it was also really for others
for reasons you do not know."

"But weren't you getting off track?"

"George, I have a great deal of responsibility,
concerns, and duties as a priest. But I have a great deal of
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freedom, too. I can, if you want, draw on King Arthur and
his court every service I preach at from now until
Christmas."

"How much do you mean, I mean literally? One or
two? Four or five?"

"Huh? 'Literally'? Um, there is a temptation in the
West to devote entirely too much time to what is literal. I
was exaggerating when I said every service from now until
Chrismas... but, if you want, I'd be perfectly happy to do
that literally, for every service you're here." Fr. Elijah
extended his had. "Deal?"

George paused in thought a moment. "Um, you've said
that I could take all the books in your library and keep
them if I want. I know you were exaggerating, but..."

"Yes, I was. But I am not exaggerating when I say that
you can take them if you want."

"Don't you love books?"

"Immensely, but not as much as I want to love people!
They're just possessions, and there are much greater
treasures in my life than a good book, even though books
can be quite good. Can we agree that I'll preach on
something in Arthurian literature every liturgy I preach at
until Christmas?"

"What if I'm not here?"

"We can make it part of the deal that I'll only preach
on that topic if you're here."

George hesitated, and then shook his hand. "Deal."”

Fr. Elijah smiled. "Some people have said my best
homilies and best surprises have come from this kind of
rash vow."

George started to walk away, and then stopped.

Fr. Elijah said, "Is something on your mind?"

George said, "What if other people don't like you
preaching on something so odd? What will you do if
people complain?"

Fr. Elijah said, "Then I can give them your cell phone
number and have them call you at all hours of the day and
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night to grouse at you for foisting such a terrible proposal
on me. Now get some coffee. Go! Shoo!"

After getting home, George did his laundry, looked to
see if anyone was hanging out in the lounge (everybody
was gone), and played games in the computer lab. It was a
nice break.

The next day in math class, the teacher drew a grid on
the board, drew dots where the lines crossed, erased
everything but the dots, and set the chalk down. "Today I'd
like to show a game. I'm handing out graph paper; draw
dots where the lines cross. We're going to have two people
taking turns drawing lines between dots that are next to
each other. If you draw a line that completes a little
square, you get a point. I'd like a couple of students to
come up and play on the board." After a game, there was a
momentary shuffle, and George found himself playing
against the kid next to him. This continued for longer than
he expected, and George began to piece together patterns
of what would let his opponent score points, then what
laid the groundwork for scoring points...

The teacher said, "Have any of you noticed things you
want to avoid in this game? Why do these things lead to
you giving points to your opponent when you don't want
to, or scoring points yourself? This kind of observation is
at the heart of a branch of mathematics called
'combinatorics." And almost any kind of game a computer
can play—I'm not talking about tennis—is something that
computers can only play through combinatorics. I'd like to
show you some more 'mathematical’ examples of problems
with things we call 'graphs' where a lot of those same kinds
of things are—"

She continued giving problems and showing the kinds
of thought in those problems.

George felt a spark of recognition—the same thing that
attracted him to puzzles. Or was it something deeper?
Many "twenty questions" puzzles only depended on
identifying an unusual usage of common words, "53
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bicycles" referring to "Bicycle" brand playing cards rather
than any kind of vehicle, and so on and so forth. Some of
what the teacher was showing seemed deeper...

...and for the first time in his life, the ring of a buzzer
left George realizing he was spellbound in a math class. It
set his mind thinking.

In English class, he winced, as just as before-class
chatter seemed about to end, one of the other students
said, "A man gets up in the morning, looks out his window,
and sees the sun rising in the West. Why?"

George was not in particular looking forward to a
discussion of literature he wasn't interested in, but he
wanted even less to hear people blundering about another
"twenty questions” problem, and cut in, "Because the
earth's magnetic poles, we suppose, were fluctuating, and
so the direction the sun was rising from was momentarily
the magnetic West."

The teacher laughed. "That isn't the answer, is it?"

The student who had posed the question said, "Um... it
is..."

The professor said, "So we are to imagine someone
going to a gas station, saying, 'Which way is East?', and the
attendant responding with, 'Just a sec, lemme check... I
know usually this way is East, but with the Earth's
magnetic fluctuations, who knows?' You know that in a lot
of literature, East and West are less like numbers than like
colors?"

"Um... How could a direction be like a number or a
color?"

"There's colorful difference and colorless difference. If
I tell you there are 57 pens in my desk, I haven't said
anything very colorful that tells much about pens, or about
my desk. But if I tell you a rose is a delicate pink, I've told
you something about what it's like, what it's like, to
experience a rose."

"So what color is East, then? Camouflage green?"

"East isn't a color, but it's like a color where
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camouflage green and fiery red are different. In both
Greek and Russian, people use the same word for 'East’
and 'sunrise'... and if you're really into etymology, English
does this too, only we don't realize it any more. 'East’ in
English originally means 'sunrise,' as 'Easter' comes from
the Anglo-Saxon name of a goddess of light and spring.
Such terrible things the Orthodox miss out on by their
quaint use of 'Pascha.' For us, the 'big' direction, the one
which has the longest arrow or the biggest letter, the one
all other directions are arranged around, is North; in
Hebrew, it's East. There is a reason many churches are
arranged East-West and we often worship towards the
East, and that has meant something for the U.S... Would
you agree that we are part of the West?"

"So our land is the worst land?" George said.

"Well, if you read enough Orthodox nut jobs, yes...
particularly if this land is their home. But U.S. land, or
part of it at least, is called utter East... the one U.S. state
where Orthodoxy isn't edgy, exotic, fruitcake or 'other," is
Alaska, where there has been a native Orthodox presence,
strong today, for over two hundred years. You know how,
in The Voyage of the Dawn Treader, C.S. Lewis has a
wood nymph speak an oracle that has drawn Sir
Reepicheep all his life?

"Where sky and water meet,
Where the waves grow sweet,
Doubt not, Reepicheep,

To find all you seek,

There is the utter East.

"There's something big you'll miss about the holy land
of Alaska if you just think of it as fully a state, but just one
more state, just like every other state. It's the only state, if
'state’ is an adequate term, with a still-working mechanical
clock on the outside of a public building that was made by
an Orthodox saint. Among other things.
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"And the idea of holy land that you would want you to
travel to feeds into things, even in Protestant literature
like Pilgrim's Progress, which you will misunderstand if
you treat the pilgrimage as just there as a metaphor for
spiritual process. I have found it very interesting to look at
what people classify as "just part of the allegory,' even
though we will read no simpler allegory among the
readings for this class. Now in reading for today, have any
of you had an experience like Pilgrim's wakeup call at the
beginning of Bunyan?"

George's head was swimming,.

Why were his classes so dull before this week? He
remembered previous math lessons which, in various
ways, failed to give him puzzle solving, and in annoyance,
turned to previous English lessons, when—

—why hadn't he paid attention? Or, more accurately,
when George had paid attention, why hadn't he let it be
interesting?

Philosophy also turned out to be interesting; the
professor began the unit on medieval philosophy by
asking, "How many angels can dance on the head of a
pin?", eliciting various forms of derision, then asking
people what they were deriding, began asking "How many
of you can touch the head of the same pin at once?",
produced a pin, and after students made various jostling
efforts, asked whether a pin could accommodate a finite or
infinite number of angels.

This was used to a class discussion about the nature of
matter and spirit and whether angels dancing on the head
of a pin would push each other away the way human
bodies would... and at the end of class the professor began
asking if people wanted to talk about how unfortunate it
was that medieval philosophers had to use the poetic
image of angels dancing on the head of a pin where others
would have used the colorless language of analytic
philosophy.

In chemistry, the professor did nothing in particular to
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make things interesting. George still enjoyed the lecture as
it built to a discussion of isotope distributions as used to
compute average molecular weights.

George was quite surprised when the weekend
approached, spent the weekend playing card games, and
wondered at how quickly Sunday came.

On Sunday, George entered the strange world of the
Church building. It seemed more, not less, strange, but
things began to make sense. "In the Name of the Father,
and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen." was
something he noticed often, and he, if not understanding,
was at least comfortable with the continual hubbub as
people seemed to be moving about, sometimes to the
front.

As the service passed, he found his eyes returning to,
and then fixed on, an icon that showed three ?angels?
sitting around a stone table. In the back was a mountain, a
tree, and a building, a faroff building that George
somehow seemed to be seeing from the inside...

The perspective in the picture was wrong. Wait, the
perspective wouldn't be that wrong by accident... the
picture looked very distorted, and George wanted to reach
out and—

George looked. The perspective vanished, not at some
faroff place on the other side of the picture, but behind
him, and the picture seemed at once faroff and something
seen from inside.

And what was it, almost at the heart of the icon, or
somewhere beneath it, that the three peaceful, radiant,
great ?angels? almost seemed clustered around? It looked
like a chalice of gold.

George was looking, trying to see into the picture,
wishing he could go closer, and seeing one person after
another come closer in the dance of song and incense.
George instinctively found himself backing up, and then
realized people were sitting down and Fr. Elijah began:
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In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

Sir Thomas Mallory in Le Morte d'Arthur has
any number of characters, and I want to describe one
of them, Sir Griflet, who is completely forgettable if
you don't know French: he appears briefly, never
stays in the narrative for very long, never does
anything really striking at all. His lone claim to fame,
if you can call it that, is that Mallory refers to him as
"Sir Griflet le fils de Dieu." For those of you who
don't know French, we've just been cued in, in
passing, that by the way, Sir Griflet is the Son of God.

Now why would this be? There some pretty
striking things you can do if you are a character in
that work. Sir Griflet is not a singular character who
has the kind of energy of Sir Galahad, orin a
different but highly significant way, Merlin. For that
matter, he does not have even a more routine
memorability like Sir Balin who wielded two swords
at the same time. He's just forgettable, so why is he
called le fils de Dieu, I mean the Son of God?

In Chretien de Troyes, who is a pivotal author
before Mallory, a character with a name that would
become "Griflet" is equally pedestrian and is named
"fis de Do", son of Do, which has a root spelling of D-
O where the word for God in that form of French is
D-E-U. So a starkly pedestrian character, by an
equally pedestrian language error, seems to have his
father's name mixed up with how you spell the word
for God. How pedestrian, disappointing, and
appropriate.

There is a somewhat more interesting case in the
story of a monk who believed that Melchizedek was
the Son of God, and this is not due to a language
error. If you were listening when the readings were
chanted from the Bible, you would have heard that
Melchizedek was "Without father, without mother,
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without descent, having neither beginning of days
nor end of life: but made like unto the Son of God,
abideth a priest continually." This may be surprising
to us today, but that's because most of us have lost
certain ways of reading Scripture, and it was a holy
monk who thought this. He made a theological error,
not a mere language error, and when his bishop
asked his assistance in praying over whether
Melchizedek or Christ was the Son of God, he arrived
at the correct answer.

Now let me ask you who is really the Son of God.
Do you have an answer now?

I'm positive you're wrong. It's a forgettable
person like Sir Griflet or Melchizedek.

When the Son of God returns in glory, he will
say, "Depart from me, you who are damned, into the
eternal fire prepared for the Devil and his angels. For
I was hungry and you gave me nothing to eat; I was
thirsty and you gave me nothing to drink; I was a
stranger, and you showed me no hospitality; naked,
and you did not clothe me; sick or in prison, and you
did not visit me." And when the damned are
confounded and ask when they could have possibly
failed to do that, he will answer them, "I swear to
you, just as you did not do it to one of the least of
these, you did not do it for me."

We, in our very nature, are symbols of the
Trinity, and this does not mean a sort of miniature
copy that stands on its own in detachment. The
Orthodox understanding of symbol is very difficult to
grasp in the West, even if you haven't heard people
trying to be rigorous or, worse, clever by saying "The
word is not the thing it represents." And talking
about symbols doesn't just mean that you can show
reverence to a saint through an icon. It means that
everything you fail to do to your forgettable neighbor,
to that person who does absolutely nothing that
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draws your attention, you fail to do to Christ.

And if you are going to say, "But my neighbor is
not Christ," are you not straining out a gnat and
swallowing a camel in what you are being careful
about? Your neighbor as such is not Christ as such.
True, but this is really beside the point. It betrays a
fundamental confusion if any of the damned answer
their Judge and say, "But I wasn't unkind to you. I
was just unkind to other people." We are so formed
by the image of Christ that there is no way to do
something to another person without doing that to
Christ, or as this parable specifically says, fail to do.
And I'd like you to stop for a second. The last time
you were at an unexpected funeral, did you regret
more the unkind thing you said, or the kind word you
failed say, the kind action you failed to take? Perhaps
it may be the latter.

Christ hides in each of us, and in every person
you meet. There is a mystery: the divine became
human that the human might become divine. The
Son of God became a man that men might become
the Sons of God. God and the Son of God became
man that men might become gods and the Sons of
God. Christ took on our nature so that by grace we
might become what he is by nature, and that does not
just mean something for what we should do in our
own spiritual practices. It means that Christ hides in
each person, and to each person we owe infinite
respect, whether they're boring, annoying, mean,
lovely, offensive, fascinating, confusing, predictable,
pedestrian, or just plain forgettable like old Sir
Griflet.

You owe infinite respect.

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

Did George want to go up to the icon? He went up,
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feeling terribly awkward, but hearing only chant and the
same shuffle of people in motion. He went up, awkwardly
kissed the three figures someplace low, started to walk
away in inner turmoil, turned back to the image, bowed as
he had seen people see, and kissed the chalice of wine.

It was not long before he saw Fr. Elijjah come out with
a chalice, and draw from it with a golden spoon. This time
he noticed people kissing the base of the chalice. There
was nothing awkward about them, and there seemed to be
something majestic that he began to catch a glimmer of in
each of those present.

George later realized that he had never experienced
worship "stopping" and coffee hour "beginning." The same
majestic people went from one activity into another, where
there was neither chanting nor incense nor the
surrounding icons of a cloud of witnesses, but seemed to
be a continuation of worship rather than a second activity
begun after worship. He was with the same people.

It didn't occur until much later to George to wonder
why the picture had a chalice... and then he could not stop
wondering. He picked up Brocéliande and read:

The knight and the hermit wept and kissed
together, and the hermit did ask, "Sir knight, wete
thou what the Sign of the Grail be?"

The knight said, "Is that one of the Secrets of the
Grail?"

"If it be one of the Secrets of the Grail, that is
neither for thee to ask nor to know. The Secrets of
the Grail are very different from what thou mightest
imagine in thine heart, and no man will get them by
looking for secrets. But knowest thou what the Sign
of the Grail is?"

"I never heard of it, nor do I know it."

"Thou wote it better than thou knowest, though
thou wouldst wete better still if thou knewest that
thou wote."
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"That is perplexing and hard to understand."

The hermit said, "Knowest thou the Sign of the
Cross?"

"I am a Christian and I know it. It is no secret
amongst Christians."

"Then know well that the sacred kiss, the kiss of
the mass, even if it be given and received but once
per year, is the Sign of the Grail."

"How is that? What makes it such as I have never
heard?"

"I know that not in its fullness. Nor could I count
reasons even knew I the fullness of truth. But makest
thou the Sign of the Cross when thou art alone?"

"Often, good hermit; what Christian does not?"

"Canst thou make the Sign of the Grail upon
another Christian when thou art alone?"

"What madness askest thou?"

"Callest thou it madness? Such it is. But
methinks thou wete not all that may be told."

"Of a certainty speakest thou."

"When thou dwellest in the darkness that doth
compass round about the Trinity round about that
none mayeth compass, then wilt thou dwell in the
light of the Sign of the Grail with thy fellow man and
thy brother Christian, for the darkness of the Trinity
is the light of the Grail."

George got up, closed the book, and slowly put it away.
He wondered, but he had read enough.

George dreamed again of a chalice whose silhouette
was Light and held Light inside. Then the Light took shape
and became three figures. George almost awoke when he
recognized the figures from the icon. George dreamed
much more, but he could never remember the rest of his
dream.

That week, Fr. Elijah's homily was in George's mind.
He passed the check-in counter as he walked into the
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cafeteria, began to wonder where he might apply Fr.
Elijah's words... and stopped.

The line was moving slowly; he had come in late after
wandering somewhat. Sheepishly, he stopped, looked at
the woman who had scanned his ID, and extended his
hand. "Hi, I'm George."

The woman pushed back a strand of silver hair. "Hi.
It's good to meet you, George. I'm Georgina."

George stood, trying to think of something to say.

Georgina said, "What are you majoring in?"

"I haven't decided. I like reading... um... it's really
obscure, but some stuff about Arthur."

"King Arthur and the Round Table?"

"Yes."

"Wonderful, son. Can you tell me about it sometime? I
always love hearing about things."

George said, "Ok. What do you... um..."

"I been working at this for a long time. It's nice seeing
all you students, and I get some good chats. You remind
me of my grandson a little. But you're probably pretty
hungry now, and the lines are closing in a few minutes.
Stop by another day!"

George ate his food, thoughtfully, and walked out of
the cafeteria wishing he had said hi to more of the support
staff.

That week, the halls seemed to be filled with more
treasure than he had guessed. He did not work up the
courage to introduce himself to too many people, but he
had the sense that there was something interesting in even
the people he hadn't met.

On Wednesday, George went to register for his classes
next semester, and realized his passwords were... on his
computer, the one without a power cord.

After a while, thinking what to do, he knocked on a
floormates' door. "Um, Ivan?"

"Come in, George. What do you want?"

George hesitated and said, "Could I borrow a power
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cord? Just for a minute? I'll give it right back."

Ivan turned around and dragged a medium-sized box
from under his bed. It was full of cables.

"Here, and don't worry about returning it. Take a cord.
Take twenty, I don't care. I have them coming out of my
ears."

George grabbed one cord, then remembered he did
not have the cord for his monitor. He took another. "T'll
have these back in a minute."

"George, you're being silly. Is there any reason you
need not to have a power cord?"

"Um..." George opened his mouth and closed it. Then
he hesitated. "No."

George left, registered online, shut his computer
down, left the room, did some work at the library, and
went to bed.

Thursday he was distracted.

Friday, it was raining heavily, and after getting soaked
in icy rain running to and from his classes, George decided
he would check his email from his room... and found
himself wandering through the spam folder, and threw the
cords out in the dumpster.

Sunday he walked into church with hesitation, and Fr.
Elijah almost immediately came over. "Yes, George?"

George hesitated.

Then he told Fr. Elijah what was going on.

Fr. Elijah paused, and said, "George, do you know
about the Desert Fathers?"

"No."

"A group of people a bit like the hermits in Arthurian
legend. Some people think that Merlin was originally
based on such monks... but aside from that speculation,
they were much holier than either of us. And there was
one time when someone asked them, 'What do you do?'
And what do you think the Desert Father said?"

"Pray? Worship? Live a good life?"

"'We fall and get up, fall and get up, fall and get up.'
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That is the motion of Orthodox life, and if you see
prostrations, you will literally see us fall and get up. I'm
not sure if you think that if you repent of a sin once, the
hard part's over and it's all behind you. In my sins, I have
to keep repenting again and again. You have fallen, now
get up. And get up again. And again. And again. And keep
getting up.

"The Lord bless you, in the Name of the Father, and of
the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen."

George walked away still feeling unworthy, and
everywhere saw a grandeur that seemed to be for others
more worthy than him. Everything around him seemed
royal, and Fr. Elijah preached:

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

In our commemorations, we commemorate
"Orthodox kings and queens, faithful princes and
princesses," before we commemorate various grades
of bishops. The bishop is in fact royalty; instead of
calling him "Your Majesty," we call him "Your
Grace," "Your Eminence," "Your Holiness," "Your All
Holiness." If you do research, you will find that the
bishop is more than a king: the bishop is the
Emperor, and wears the full regalia of the Roman
Emperor.

One question that has been asked is, "The king
for the kingdom, or the kingdom for the king:" is the
king made king for the benefit of the kingdom, or is
the kingdom a privilege for the benefit of the king?
The Orthodox choice of now requiring bishops to be
monks is not because married persons are unfit, or
rather necessarily more unfit, to serve. Most of the
apostles in whose shadows the monastic bishops
stand were married, and the monk bishops I have
met consider themselves infinitely less than the
married apostles. But a monk is given to be a whole
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burnt offering where nothing is kept back and
everything is offered to God to be consumed by the
holy sacrificial fire. (Or at least that's what's
supposed to happen, but even if this is also what's
supposed to happen in a marriage, it's more explicit
in monasticism.) And it is this whole burnt offering,
unworthy though he may be, who makes a bishop:
Orthodoxy answers "the king for the kingdom:" the
king is made king for the benefit of the kingdom, the
bishop serves as a whole burnt offering for the
benefit of the diocese.

Now let me ask: Which of us is royalty? And I
want you to listen very carefully. All of us bear the
royal bloodline of Lord Adam and Lady Eve. It's not
just the bishops. I will not go into this in detail now,
but the essence of priesthood is not what I have that
"ordinary" Orthodox don't have. It's what I have that
Orthodox faithful do have. And without you I can
celebrate the liturgy. And the essence of royalty is not
what a king or bishop has that a "commoner" or
faithful does not have; it's what king and bishop
share with the ordinary faithful. The Greek Fathers
have no sense that "real" royal rule is humans ruling
other humans; that's a bit of an aberration; the real
royal rule is humans ruling over what God has given
them and over themselves, and doing that rightly is a
much bigger deal than being one of the handful of
kings and bishops.

And each of us is called to be what a bishop is: a
whole burnt offering in humble service to the
kingdom—Ilarge or small is not really the point—over
which the Lord has appointed us king. It may mean
showing conscience by cleaning up your room—and
if you have a first world abundance of property, it is a
very small way of offering them back to the Lord to
keep them in good order. It means carefully
stewarding precious moments with other people,
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maybe saying, "I hope you have a wonderful day,"
and saying it like you mean it, to support staff. And it
means humbly ruling your kingdom within, in which
both Heaven and Hell may be found. It is when you
serve as king, the king made for the kingdom, that
your kingdom will be your crown and glory.

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

After Church, a young woman stormed up to Fr.
Elijah. She had, at as far arm's length from her body as she
could hold it, a clear trash bag holding a pink heart-
shaped piece of artisan paper that appeared to have
writing on it. She stopped opposite Fr. Elijah and said, "Do
you know anything about this note?"

Fr. Elijah smiled gently. "It appears someone has sent
you some sort of love note. How sweet!"

"Were you involved?"

"What, you think I would do something like that? I'm
hurt!"

The young woman stood up straight and put her hand
on her hip. Fr. Elijah turned to George and said, "Would
you like to know what's going on?"

The young woman said, "Yes, I'd love to hear you
explain this."

Fr. Elijah said, "George, the elephant population in Sri
Lanka is in some peril. They're not being hunted for their
ivory, let alone for their meat, but there is a limited
amount of land, and farmers and elephants are both trying
to use an area of land that makes it difficult for them to
both support themselves. So some people tried to think
about whether there was a way to make a win-win
situation, and make the elephants an economic asset. They
asked themselves whether elephants produce anything.
And it turns out that something that eats the enormous
amount of food an elephant eats does, in fact, produce a
lot of something."
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George said, "I don't see the connection. Have I just
missed that you're changing the subject?"

The young woman said, "He hasn't changed the
subject."”

Fr. Elijah said, "They're using it to make hand-crafted
artisan paper, colored and available in a heart shape,
which you can buy online at MrElliePooh.com if you're
interested."

George looked at Fr. Elijjah in shock and awe.

The woman said, "Grandpappy, you are such a pest!"

Fr. Elijah lightly placed an arm around her shoulder
and said, "George, I'd like to introduce you to my
granddaughter Abigail. She has a face as white as
alabaster, raven-black hair, and lips are red as blood. And
she has many merits besides being fun to pick on."

Abigail stuck out her tongue at her grandfather and
then shifted to his side. "And my grandfather does many
fine things besides be obnoxious... Can't live with him,
can't shoot him... You should get to know him, if you
haven't." She gave him a gentle squeeze. "There are
brownies today, George, and they're great! Can I get you
some?"

George read in Brocéliande, and wandered in the
wood, and the castle of Calix College, and the surrounding
city. Fr. Elijjah began to introduce fasting, and George
found something new in his struggles... and began to make
progress. Nor was that the only thing in George's life. He
began to find the Middle Ages not too different from his
own... and he was puzzled when he read in Brocéliande:

And in that wood anon saw Sir Yvain a lion
fighting against a primeval serpent, and the serpent
breathed fire against the lion his heel, and a baleful
cry did the lion wail. Then Lord Yvain thought in his
heart of which animal he should aid, and in his heart
spake, "The lion is the more natural of the twain."
And anon he put his resources on the side of the lion,
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and with his sword he cleft the ancient serpent in
twain and hew the serpent his head in seven, and
warred against the wicked wyrm until he were
reduced to many small bits. And he cleaned his
sword of the serpent his venomous filth, and anon
the lion kept him at his side.

And anon Sir Yvain slept and an advision saw: an
old woman, whose colour was full of life and whose
strength intact and yet who were wizened, riding
upon a serpent and clothed in a robe black as coal,
and spake and said, "Sir Yvain, why have ye offended
me? Betake ye as my companion.” Then Sir Yvain
refused her and there was a stench as brimstone
aflame. Then a woman clad in white, riding astride a
lion, new as white snow did courtesy and said, "Sir
Yvain, I salute thee." And about her was a fragrance
of myrrh.

Anon Sir Yvain awoke, and sore amazed was he,
and none could interpret his advision.

George spoke with Fr. Elijah, and asked him what the
passage meant. Fr. Elijah said, "What does this passage
mean? You know, that isn't as big a question in Orthodoxy
as you think... but I'll try to answer. In fact, I think I'll
answer in a homily."

"It had better be impressive."

"Fine. I'll preach it as impressive as you want."

"When?"

"On Christmas."

That evening, George called Fr. Elijah to say that he
was going home for Christmas... and then, later in the
week, said, "Fr. Elijah? Do you know anybody who could
keep me? My parents were going to buy me a ticket home
with frequent flier mileage on an airline, but my
grandfather is ill and my mother used up those miles
getting a ticket... and money is tight... I don't know what
I'm going to do."
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"Well, you could talk with your College and try to get
special permission to stay over break... but I'd prefer if you
stayed with me. Because we agreed that I would only
preach on the Arthurian legends, including your Old Law
and New Law, if you were there... and I was so looking
forward to preaching a Christmas homily on the Arthurian
legends."

"Can't you preach it without me?"

"We agreed and shook hands. I have that homily for
Christmas, but only if you're there."

"Um... I would be an intruding—"

"George, I am a priest because I love God and I love
people. And I do meet people quite a lot, but my house is
empty now. It would be nice to have some young energy
and someone to share more than a Christmas dinner
with?"

"Are you sure?"

"You know how to get to my place. I'll see you
whenever you want to come over."

On Christmas, Fr. Elijah preached,

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

Christ is born! Glorify him!

In the Arthurian legends, there is a story of a
knight who sees a serpent fighting a lion, kills the
serpent, and wins a kind response from the lion. In
some versions the knight has a vision in which one
woman appears on the serpent and another on the
lion, and we learn that these women represent the
Old Law and the New Law.

What are the Old Law and the New Law? One
can say the Torah or Law of Moses, and the Gospel,
and that is true up to a point, but the "Old Law" is
not just a take on Judaism. Sir Palomides, a Saracen,
described with profound confusion between Islam
and paganism (and the problem with Islam is not
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that it is pagan but that it is not pagan enough—it is
more emphatic about there being one God, even
more than the one God is), becomes a Christian and
is asked to renounce the Old Law and embrace the
New Law. Even if Sir Palomides is in no sense a Jew.

In the ancient world, it is not enough to say that
the Orthodox Church understood itself as the
fulfillment of Judaism, politically incorrect as that
may be. The Orthodox Church was even more fully
the fulfillment of paganism, and if you understand
what was going on in Plato, you understand that
paganism was deepening. The Orthodox Church is
the place where that final deepening of paganism
took place. And I would like to explain for a moment
why Orthodoxy is pagan and neo-"pagan" forms like
Druidry aren't.

The popular stereotype is that paganism was
merry and free until Christianity's grim hand came
down, and that's like saying that difficult toil was
carefree until someone came along and with a grim
hand invited people to a feast. Pagan virtues—
courage, justice, wisdom, moderation—are retained
in Christianity, but they are not the virtues of joy by
themselves. C.S. Lewis said that if you're not going to
be a Christian, the next best thing is to be a
Norseman, because the Norse pagans sided with the
good gods, not because they were going to win, but
because they were going to lose. The Norse decision
was to meet the Day of Doom, called Ragnarok, and
go down fighting on the right side. And so the Norse
have a tale of the war-god Tyr who took and kept an
oath even at the price of letting a wolf bite off his
right hand, and there is something very much like
ancient paganism in keeping an oath though it cost
your right hand.

What Orthodoxy offered paganism in the ancient
world was precisely not a grim hand flattening
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everything, but retaining the virtue already
recognized in paganism while deepening them with
faith, hope, and love that live the life of Heaven here
on earth. The Christian virtues of faith, hope, and
love are the virtues that can see beauty, that bring
Heaven down to earth, that can call for the whole
Creation to worship God: as we sing at the Eucharist,
joining the Song that summons the host of angels,
sun, moon and stars, heavens and waters above the
heavens, sea monsters and all deeps, fire and hail,
snow and frost, stormy wind fulfilling his command,
mountains and hills, fruit trees and cedars, beasts
and all cattle, creeping things and flying fowl, kings
and all people, princes and rulers, young men and
maidens, old men and children—all called in the
Psalmist's summons to praise the Lord.

If you want to know how today's "neo-paganism"
can fail to be pagan, I would recall to you the
Medieval Collectibles website which offers a
medieval toilet cover so you can have a real medieval
coat of arms on your, um, "throne." The website's
marketing slogan is "Own a piece of history," but
you're not owning a piece of history... or think of the
interior decorator who was told, "I want an authentic
colonial American bathroom," to which the decorator
replied, "OK, so exactly how far from the house do
you want it?"

Some have noted that the majority of books
written by Orthodox today are by Western converts,
and there is a reason for that. The Reformation
almost created literate culture, but the opposite of
literate is not illiterate, but oral, in a way that neo-
paganism may want to create but is awfully hard to
recreate. Even in its spiritual reading the Orthodox
Church remains an oral culture in its core while it
uses writing: many of its most devout would never
write a book, and even now, sensible Orthodox will
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answer the question, "What should I read to
understand Orthodoxy?" by saying "Don't read, at
least not at first, and don't ever let reading be the
center of how you understand Orthodoxy. Come and
join the life of our community in liturgy." Orthodoxy
is not better than classical paganism in this regard,
but it is like classical paganism and it keeps alive
elements of classical paganism that neo-paganism
has trouble duplicating. (A neo-"pagan" restoration
of oral culture bears a hint of... I'm not sure how to
describe it... an oxymoron like "committee to
revitalize" comes close.) After years of the West
tearing itself away from nature, people in the West
are trying to reconnect with nature, and some
neo-"pagans" are spearheading that. But look at
Orthodoxy. Come and see the flowers, the water and
oil, the beeswax candles and herbs, the bread and
wine that are at the heart of Orthodox worship: the
Orthodox Church has not lost its connection with the
natural world even as it uses technology, and it may
even have a fuller connection with the natural world
than paganism had; classical Rome could sow salt in
the soil of Carthage and go out of their way to pollute
out of spite, which even environmentally
irresponsible companies rarely do today. Which isn't
getting into the full depth of a spiritually disciplined
connection to nature like that of St. Symeon the New
Theologian—in the Orthodox Church we call him
"new" even though he's from the fourteenth century
—but it's missing the point to ask if Orthodoxy is
pagan because of the role of the saints in worshiping
God. If you want the deep structure, the culture, the
way of life, of paganism, the place where you will find
it most alive is precisely Orthodoxy.

The Arthurian author Charles Williams makes a
very obscure figure, the bard Taliesin, the pilgrim
who comes to Byzantium sent to bring a treasure and
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returns with the Pearl of Great Price, the New Law.
In Stephen Lawhead, it is Merlin who appears as the
culmination of the Druidic Order and the apex of the
Old Law: the old learned brotherhood is disbanded
and Merlin proclaims the New Law, and this is really
not just a story. The Evangelical Orthodox Church
was formed when a group of Protestants tried to do
something very Protestant, reconstruct the original
Christian Church through studying old documents.
Very Protestant. And they came to a certain point,
that when they quizzed an Orthodox priest, they
realized something. And the Evangelical Orthodox
Church entered the Orthodox Church because they
realized that the Old Law of Protestant searching to
reconstruct the ancient Church needed to be fulfilled
in what they realized was the New Law. The Holy
Order of MANS—MANS is an acronym, but not in
English; it stands for Mysterion, Agape, Nous,
Sophia, some terms from Greek that are deep enough
to be hard to translate, but something like "profound
mystery, divine love, spiritual eye, wisdom." Do these
mean something Christian? Do they mean something
esoteric? In fact the Holy Order of MANS was
something of both, and they pushed their tradition
deeper and deeper... until the Holy Order of MANS
was dissolved and many of its people followed their
leader's sense that their Old Law led to this New Law.
If you know the story of the Aleut religion in Alaska,
the shamans—and it is difficult to explain their
"shamans" in contemporary terms; perhaps I should
refer to them as people who had tasted spiritual
realities—said that certain people were coming and
to listen to the people who were to come. And the
people the shamans foretold were Orthodox monks
who had in turn tasted of spiritual realities, such as
St. Herman of Alaska. Not, necessarily, that moving
from paganism to Orthodoxy was that big of a change
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for them. It wasn't. But the Aleuts recognized in
these monks something that was very close to their
way of life, but something that could deepen it, and it
was because of their depth in their Old Law as
pagans that they were ready for an Orthodox New
Law. Stephen Lawhead has a lot of carefully
researched history—at times I wished for a little less
meticulous research and a little more riveting story—
but whether or not anything like this can be
confirmed archaeologically in the Celtic lands, the
same kind of thing can be confirmed, even as having
happened very recently.

But when I say "Merlin," many of you do not
think of the herald of the New Law, and for that
matter many of the older sources do not do this
either. If a boy today is enchanted by just one
character from the Arthuriad, it is ordinarily not
King Arthur, Pendragon though he may be, nor Sir
Galahad, who achieved the Holy Grail in some
versions, nor Sir Lancelot, who is proven to be the
greatest knight in the world, nor the Fisher-King, nor
the fairy enchantress Morgana le Fay, nor King
Arthur's peerless Queen Guinevere, whose name has
become our "Jennifer." It is the figure of Merlin.

Today, if you ask what Merlin was—and I
intentionally say, "what," not "who," for reasons I
will detail—the usual answer is, "a wizard." But if you
look at the stories that were spread from the Celtic
lands, the answer is, "a prophet." In the Old
Testament, one of the prophets protests, "I am
neither a prophet, nor a prophet's son," and another
prophet says something to the Lord that somehow
never gets rendered clearly in English Bible
translations never choose to get right: "You violated
my trust, and I was utterly betrayed." The Hebrew
word for prophet, 'nabi', means "called one," and one
never gets the sense in reading the Old Testament
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prophets that the prophets, when they were children,
said, "I want to grow up to be a prophet" the way
people today say, "I want to be the President of the
United States."

And this idea of Merlin as prophet is not just a
different or a more Christianly correct word. The
Arthurian legends may be thought of today as
"something like fiction;" even when people in the
Middle Ages questioned their historical accuracy,
those people were throwing a wet blanket on
something a great many people took as literal fact.
There is a book called The Prophecies of Merlin,
which was taken extremely seriously for centuries, as
the word of a prophet. And one gets the sense that in
modern terms Merlin's identity was not a self-
definition that he chose, not in modern terms, but
something that was thrust upon him.

It may sound strange to some if I say that the
earlier attempt to build a castle on Merlin's blood,
and Merlin's later calling a castle out of the wind,
relate to Christ. But if you think I am pounding a
square peg into a round hole, consider this: Sir
Galahad, whom some consider a painfully obvious
Christ-figure, whose strength is as the strength of ten
because his heart is pure and who is always strong in
the face of temptation, enters the world after Sir
Lancelot, the greatest knight in the world and a man
who goes above and beyond the call of duty of
faithfulness in his devotion to another man's wife,
goes to a castle, is given the Arthurian equivalent of a
date-rape pill in the form of a potion that makes him
think his hostess is the woman he's been carrying on
with, and that night sires Galahad. You may call this
a magical birth story if you like, but it doesn't give us
much advance notice that the son born will turn out
to be the Arthurian icon of purity who will achieve
the Grail.
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So how is Merlin, who reeks of magic,
introduced? In the oldest surviving work that
flourished outside of Celtic circles, in fact written by
a Celtic bishop, Merlin appears when King Vortigern
searches for a boy without a father, and hears Merlin
being teased for being without a father. And let me be
clear, this is not because his father has passed away.
We learn that the Devil wished to be incarnate, could
only come into the world of a virgin, found a virgin
who was spiritually pure, having only slipped in her
prayers once, and thus the person meant to be the
anti-Christ was conceived. The Church, just in time,
said powerful prayers and the boy, born of a virgin
without a sire, commanded all the power over the
natural world he was meant to, but would serve the
good. Now is anyone going to say that that's not a
reference to Christ? Merlin is most interesting
because of how the story itself places him in the
shadow of Christ.

One thing that's very easy to overlook is that in
the story where there's a terrible storm and Christ is
sleeping in the front of the boat while his disciples
are asking if he doesn't care that they were going to
die, is not just that the disciples were right: in that
part of the world there were storms that could very
quickly flood a boat and kill people when the boat
sank. Christ stands up, and says something to the
storm before rebuking the disciples for their lack of
faith. And that's when the disciples really began to
be afraid. Mark's Gospel is the one Gospel with the
simplest, "I don't speak Greek very well" Greek, and
at this point he uses the King James- or Shakespeare-
style Greek Old Testament language to say that when
Jesus commands the storm to be still and it actually
obeys him, that is when they are most terrified.

Before Jesus stopped the storm, they were afraid
enough; they knew the storm they saw was easily
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enough to kill them. But this was nothing compared
to the fear out of which they asked, "Who is this, that
even the wind and the waves obey him?" This person
who had been teaching them had just displayed a
command over nature that left them wondering who
or what he was, a "what" that goes beyond today's
concern about "who am I?" and has something that
cannot be reached by angst-ridden wrestling with
who you are.

Something like that question is at the heart of
debates that people argued for centuries and are
trying to reopen. What, exactly, was Jesus? Was he
an ancient sage and teacher? Was he a prophet? A
healer or a worker of wonders? Someone who had
drunk of deeper spiritual realities and wanted to
initiate others into the same? Was he something
more than a man, the bridge between God and his
world?

The answer taken as final was the maximum
possible. It was "Every one of these and more." It
pushed the envelope on these even as it pushed into a
claim for the maximum in every respect: Christ was
maximally divine, maximally human, maximally
united, and maximally preserved the divine and
human while being the final image both for our
understanding of what it is to be God and what it is
to be human.

And what, finally, would we have if we deepened
Merlin? What if he were the son, not of the worst
finite creature, but of the best and infinite Creator?
What if he had not simply power over nature but
were the one through whom the world was created
and in whom all things consist? What if we were
dealing with, not the one who prophesied that a few
would find the Holy Grail, but the one who gave the
Holy Grail and its gifts that are still with us? What if
Merlin were made to be like the pattern he is
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compared to? When Merlin is deepened far enough,
he becomes Christ.

The Christian lord of Cyprus was out hawking
when his dearly beloved hawk—I don't know if the
hawk was a merlin, but I can say that a merlin is a
type of hawk—became entangled in the brush in the
wood. Loving the hawk dearly, he ordered that the
branches be cut away so that he would still have this
hawk, and when that was done, not only was his
hawk found, but an icon showing the Queen and
Mother of God on a throne, and the Divine Child
enthroned upon her lap and an angel on either side.
They found what they were looking for, but they also
found a singularly majestic icon of the Incarnation.

The Christ Mass, the Nativity, is an invasion in
the dead of winter. It is the feast of the Incarnation,
or more properly one of the feasts of the Incarnation,
which is not something that stopped happening once
after the Annunciation when the Mother of God bore
the God-man in her womb.

Everything that the Christ Mass stands for will
eventually be made plain, but the Christ Mass is a
day of veiled glory. When God became man, he was
born in a stable. When Christ returns, he will appear
riding on the clouds. When he came, a choir of angels
proclaimed the news to shepherds and a few knees
bowed. When he returns, rank upon rank of angels
will come in eternal radiant glory and every knee will
bow and every tongue will confess that Jesus Christ
is Lord, to the manifest glory of God the Father.
When he came once, a star heralded the hour of his
birth. When he returns, the stars will fall as ripe figs
from a tree and the sky itself will recede as a
vanishing scroll. Every thing that is a secret not will
be made plain, but he first came in secret...

...and he comes today in secret, hidden in us. For
the Incarnation was not finished after the
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Annunciation, but unfolds still as Christ is incarnate
in the Church, in the saints like St. Herman of
Alaska, a wonderworker who was seen carrying logs
weighing much more than himself, stopped a forest
fire, calmed a stormy sea, and left behind a body
preserved from corruption as it was on display for a
month at room temperature, and left behind much of
the Aleut Orthodox community that remains to this
day—and also in us. And the Incarnation is still
unfolding today. The castle of the Arthurian world is
more than stone walls and a porticullis; the castle is
almost everything we mean by city, or society, or
community. And it is the castle writ large that we
find in the Church, not only a fortress waging war
against the Devil but a people ruled by her Lord. This
Castle is at once founded upon a fluid more precious
than ichor, not the blood of a boy without a father
but the blood of a God-man, without father on the
side of his mother and without mother on the side of
his Father. It is the Castle still being built by the wind
of his Spirit still blowing—and remember that the
world behind the Medieval West did not always stow
"spirit" and "wind" in sealed watertight
compartments: the wind blows where it will and the
Spirit inspires where it will, so this Castle has a Spirit
blowing through it that is more windlike than wind
itself.

And until the Last Judgment, when every eye will
see him, even those that pierced him, it is his will to
be incarnate where he is hidden behind a veil to
those who cannot see him: incarnate in the Church
and in each of us, called to be his saints, and called to
become Christ.

Christ is born! Glorify him!

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.
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Fr. Elijah turned around, stopped, bent his head a
moment, and at last turned back. "Oh, and one more
thing... George's number is in the parish directory, and
these homilies that talk about King Arthur and his court
have been all his fault. If there's anything at all that you
don't like about them, I invite you to call him at all hours
of the day and night to grouse at him for foisting such
terrible ideas on me."

That evening, George came, and after some
hesitancies, said, "When can I become Orthodox?"

"At Pascha. We can continue working, and you will be
received in the Church."

George thanked him, and began to walk out.

"Um, Fr. Elijah, aren't you somewhat surprised?"

"George, I was waiting for you to see that you wanted
to become Orthodox. Go back to your reading."

The Christmas break passed quickly, and the first class
after break was the introduction to computer science. The
professor said, "Most of my students call me Dr. Blaise,
although you can use my last name if you're comfortable. I
wanted to offer a few remarks.

"Many of your professors think their class is your most
important class, and that entitles them to be your number
one priority in homework and demands outside the
classroom. I don't. I believe this class is a puzzle piece that
fits into a larger puzzle. Exactly how it fits in will differ,
depending on whether you become a major—which I invite
you to consider—or whether you choose an allied major
but focus on something other than computer science, or
whether your interests lie elsewhere and I am broadening
your horizons even if your main interests lie somewhere
else. I will try to help give you a good puzzle piece, and in
office hours especially I want to support you in helping fit
this piece of the puzzle into the broader picture.

"My best student was a mechanic; car and airplane
mechanics, for instance, are solving a problem with a
system, and I have never been so stunned at how quickly a
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student learned to debug well as with this mechanic. I've
found that people who know something about physics,
mathematics, or engineering pick up computer work more
quickly even if you don't see a single physics equation in
this class: learn physics and programming is a little easier
to learn. And it goes the other way too: one of my
colleagues in the math department explained that students
who know the process of taking something and writing a
computer program to reach the desired results, correctly,
are prepared to do something similar in mathematics, and
take something and write a correct proof to reach the
desired results. Learn something in one hard science and
you have an advantage in others."

One student raised her hand. "Yes?" Dr. Blaise asked.

"What about those of us interested in philosophy or
religion? What if we're doing something computers won't
help us with? Are you going to teach us how to use word
processors?"

"Well, I'd point out that there is a long tradition of
studying mathematics—geometry—as a sort of mental
weightlifting before studying philosophy or theology. Or
some of my poet friends say that it's a way of poisoning the
mind, and I'll respect them if they want to say that. But for
many of you, it is useful, even if we don't teach word
processing—ask the lab tech for sessions that will teach
you how to use computer software. Computer science is
about something else; computer science isn't any more
about how to use computers than astronomy is about how
to use telescopes."

The student raised her hand again, slightly, and then
put it down.

Dr. Blaise said, "I'd like to hear your thought. If you
aren't convinced, other people probably aren't convinced
either, and it will do everybody good to have it out in the
open."

"Um... But why does..." She paused, and Dr. Blaise
smiled. "I want to study English."
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"Good stuff. So does my daughter. It's a bit of a cross-
cultural encounter, and I think it can benefit English
students for the same reason my majors benefit from
taking English classes. But never mind programming
specifically; I want to talk about how the disciplines can
integrate. Programming won't help you the same way as
some of the humanities will, but I'd like to talk about how
things might fit together.

"I saw one of your English professors, a lovely
medievalist who knows the Arthurian legends well. She
was talking with one of the campus ethicists, who has
interests in the history of moral theology. The topic of
discussion? One that you might wince at, on the short list
of positions the Catholic Church is unpopular for:
contraception. And the ethicist said he'd found something
he thought the medievalist literature professor might find
interesting.

"The history of contraception, like almost any other
big question, involves a lot of other things. And one of
those things involves a suggestion by John Noonan, not
for one of several proposed answers for a question, but of
an answer to a puzzle that has no other answers, at least as
of the time Noonan wrote.

"The vision of courtly love, and what is celebrated in
that love between a man and a woman—probably another
man's wife, for what it's worth—is an ideal that was all
about celebrating 'love’, and in this celebration of 'love,’
there was a big idea of 'Play all you want; we will
encourage and celebrate play, whether or not you're in
marriage; just be sure that you do it in a way that won't
generate a child.'

"Scholars do have difficulty keeping a straight face in
the idea that the courtly romances are coded messages
about secret Cathar teachings. They aren't. But they
flourished as nowhere before in a land where something of
Catharism was in the air, and, like contraception, the idea
of celebrating 'love' and encouraging people, 'Play, but do
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it in a way that don't generate a child' is not exactly
Cathar, but is the sort of thing that could come if
Catharism was in the air.

"And, the ethicist went further, the Arthurian
romances are done in such a way that it is very difficult to
demonstrate any clear and conscious authorial
understanding of Cathar teachings, let alone coded
messages sent to those 'in the know'... but that doesn't
mean that Catharism had nothing to do with it. And not
just because strict Cathars would have taken a dim view of
this way of taking their ball and running with it. A very
dim view, for that matter.

"Catharism, called Gnosticism as it appeared in the
ancient world and various other things as it resurfaces
today, has various things about it, and not just wanting to
celebrate love to high Heaven while understanding this
wonderful 'love' as something which one should be able to
do without generating children. That's not the only thing,
and it is one point of including Cathar elements without
doing them very well.

"Catharism, or Gnosticism or whatever the day's
version of it is called, is deeply connected with magic, and
this occult element has a lot of ideas, or something like
ideas, if you get very deep into it. And in the Arthurian
legends, there is an occult element, but it isn't done very
well. There are dweomers all over the place, and Merlin
and almost every woman work enchantments, not to
mention that all sorts of items have magical 'virtues', but
the English professor had almost no sense that the authors
were really involved with the occult themselves. It was
kind of a surface impression that never had any of the
deeper and darker features, or the deeper secret doctrines
of one in the know. It kind of portrays magic the way a
poorly researched TV show portrays a faroff land—there
may be a sense of interest and enchantment untainted by
actual understanding of what is being portrayed.

"And besides that surface impression, there is
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something of self-centered pride. The only people who
really have a pulse are nobles living in large measure for
themselves, knights who are trying to do something
impressive. Commerce never seems to really taint the
screen of luxury; furthermore there is a sense that being in
fights for one's glory is no great sin, and it doesn't really
matter what those fights do to the others. It's a very
different view of fighting from 'just war.'

"The Arthurian legends are undoubtedly classics of
world literature, and it is terribly reductive to say that
they're simply a bad version of Cathar doctrine. That
denigration of their literary qualities is not justified, just
as dismissing Star Wars as just a bit of violent Gnosticism
or Catharism or whatever is out of line. Star Wars would
never succeed if it were just dressed up Gnosticism.

"But it does raise the question of whether the
literature of courtly love, so foundational to how people
can understand 'love' today and understand what it means
to celebrate 'love' and say that the Catholic Church hates
love between men and women if it will not recognize that
contraception will help that love be celebrated with less
unwelcome 'consequences'... It raises the question, not of
whether the literature is bad literature and not worth
study, but whether it is very good literature that contains
something fatal."

There was one more question, and Dr. Blaise began
discussing computer science. At least George believed later
that the professor had been discussing computer science,
and trusted others' reports on that score.

But George did not hear a word more of what Dr.
Blaise said that day.

The computer science class was a night class, and
when it was finished, George found himself surprised
when he entered the parsonage.

Fr. Elijah was sitting, his back to the door, staring into
the fireplace. A large volume, looking like an encyclopedia
volume, was sitting open on Fr. Elijah's sparsely appointed
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desk. Fr. Elijah, his back still to the door, said, "Come in,
George. What is the matter?"

George said, "I hope I didn't interrupt—"

Fr. Elijah said, "I was just resting a bit after reading
something. St. Maximus's language gives me such
trouble."

George rushed over to the desk. "Maybe I can help."
He looked, and looked again, until he realized the volume
had columns of Latin and Greek. The volume was printed,
but it looked old, and there were worm holes.

"Come in and sit down, George. You don't need to be
reading St. Maximus the Confessor quite yet, even if your
Greek is better than mine, or you find the Latin easier.
Now sit down. You didn't come here so you could help me
understand the Greek, even if I wouldn't be surprised if,
bright lad as you are, you know Greek a good deal better
than I do."

"It's Greek to me," George said, forcing a smile, and
then shaking. Fr. Elijah rose, turned around, and said, "Sit
down in my chair, George, and enjoy the fire. I'll step out
into the kitchen, make some hot cocoa, and then we can
talk. I wish my cat were still around; she was a real
sweetheart, and she would sit in your lap and purr. Even if
it was the first time she met you." Fr. Elijah left, silently,
and went about making hot cocoa. He returned, holding
two mugs, and gave one mug to George. "I put extra
marshmallows in yours."

Then Fr. Elijah sat down in a smaller chair, in the
corner, and sat, listening.

George blurted out, after some silence, "I think the
Arthurian stuff I read may be Gnostic."

Fr. Elijah took a sip.

"One of the people in my class said that Arthurian
literature arose because of the Cathars."

Fr. Elijah took another sip.

"Or something like that. It seems that a lot of what
people do as glorious things in courtly literature is



132 C.J.S. Hayward

Gnostic."

Fr. Elijah took a slow sip, and asked, "Like what?"

"Well, the ideal of love is big on celebrating love, only
it's better if children don't get in the way, and you're
careful to keep children out of the way. And there's magic
all over the place, and nobles are superior."”

Fr. Elijah took another sip.

"At least that's how I remember it, only I'm probably
wrong."

Fr. Elijah stroked his beard for a moment and said,
"Well, that's a big enough question that we should respect
the matter by not trying to sort it out all at once. Let's not
assume that because it is so big a question, we are
obligated to rush things. If it is a big question, we are more
obligated not to rush things."

"Why?"

"Ever hear of Arius or Arianism?"

"You mean racism?"

"No, not that spelling. A-R-I-U-S and A-R-I-A-N-I-S-
M. The race-related bit is spelled with a 'Y"."

"Ok."

"Arius was a deacon who was really worried that his
bishop was saying something wrong. So he rushed to
correct his bishop, and in his rush to correct the Orthodox
Church founded a heresy. He gets it worse in the Orthodox
liturgy than even Judas; various other heretics are accused
of being taught by Arius.

"There were two mistakes he made. The biggest and
worst mistake was fighting the Orthodox Church when
they said he was wrong, and that was the real problem
with Arius. But another mistake was trying to rush and fix
the problem of heresy he thought his bishop was guilty of.

"Holier men than either of us have rushed and said
something heretical in their rush job. I'm not sure either of
us are going to go warring against the Church and trying to
fix it has thought about our correction and said 'No,' but if
you've raised a big question, or your class has, that's all the
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more reason not to rush."

George said, "So what should we do?"

Fr. Elijah said, "Take a deep breath and a sip of
cocoa," and waited. Then he said, "Now what is it that has
you so wound up?"

"I thought there was really something in what I was
reading."

"There probably is."

"But the idea of love, and all the magic, are some sort
of second-rate Cathar stuff."

"Why do you think that?"

"Well, I'm not sure... um... well, they're big on the
experience of love."

Fr. Elijah sank a little into his chair. "In other forms of
Gnosticism, there is an idea of some things as experience...
and they are understood as experiences, significant as
experiences, and not as significant for other reasons... and
I can see some pretty Gnostic assumptions feeding into
that ideal of love. You may be right..."

"But isn't love to be celebrated? How else could it be
celebrated?"

"In the New Testament times, celibacy was
encouraged despite the fact that it was giving up
something big. But the something big is not the obvious
'something big' people would be worried about giving up
today... it's having children to carry on one's name. There
is a good deal more.... People, even with hormones, were
interested in some other things besides pleasurable
experiences. There is more I could explain about what else
besides 'being in love' could make a happy marriage
between happy people, but... Sorry, I'm ranting, and you're
not happy."

"Fr. Elijah, if what I'm saying makes sense, then why
on earth did you preach those homilies? Were you lying...
um, I mean..."

"Don't look for a nicer word; if you think I might have
been lying, I would really rather have you bring it out into



134 C.J.S. Hayward

the open than have it smouldering and damaging other
things. No, I'm not angry with you, and no, I wasn't lying."

"Then why—"

"George, allow me to state the very obvious.
Something was going on in you. And still is. It seemed,
and seems to me, that you were coming alive in reading
the Arthurian legends. As a pastor or priest or spiritual
father or whatever you want to call me, I made an
appropriate response and preached homilies that blessed
not just you, but also several other people as well. Now,
maybe, you are shattered, or maybe you are ready to begin
hungering for something more. You know how, in classic
Gnosticism, there's a distinction the Gnostics hold
between the so-called 'hylic' people who don't have much
of any spiritual life, meaning people who aren't Christian
in any sense, and the 'psychic,' meaning soulish, not ESP
people, of Christians who have a sort of half-baked
spiritual awakening, and the 'pneumatic,' meaning
spiritual, Gnostics who are the real spiritual elite?"

George said, "It doesn't surprise me. It's absolute bosh
from beginning to end. It has nothing to do with the
truth."

Fr. Elijah closed his eyes for a moment. "George, I am
not quite sure I would say that."

"What, you're going to tell me the Gnostics had it
right?"

"They had more right than you think; they're
seductively similar to Christianity. They wouldn't have
anywhere near the effect they're having if it were any other
way.
"You know how Orthodox Christianity is patted on the
head as a sort of lesser outer revelation that is permissible
for those who have reached the outer courts but are not
ready to enter the inner sanctum of the Gnostics' secret
knowledge? That's backwards. The Gnostic 'knowledge'
might be excusable for people who have not reached the
inner reaches of Orthodoxy. It is the Gnostic that is the
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light-weight spiritual reality. And it is the light-weight
spiritual reality that is the Old Law which the New Law
fulfills more than the Old Law can fulfill itself. You reacted
to something in the Arthurian legends because there is
something there, and if you now know that they are not
the New Law, I will ask you to excuse me if I still hold
those legends to be an Old Law that finds its completion in
the New Law. The highest does not stand without the
lowest, and part of the New Law is that it makes a place for
the Old Law. Including that spark of life you saw in the
Arthurian legends."

"But why preach as if you found so much in them? I
were to ask you to do something silly, like preach a sermon
on how things have been censored out of the Bible, would
you do that too?" George took a breath. "I'm sorry; you can
change the subject if you want."

Fr. Elijah said, slowly, "I have a question for you, and I
want you to think carefully. Are you ready for the
question?"

George said, "Yes."

"Can we know, better than God, what the Bible should
say?"

"No."

"But quite a lot of people do think that. A lot of people
seem to be trying to help the Bible doing a better job of
what it's trying so hard to say, but can't quite manage. Or
something like that."

"I've read some liberals doing that."

"It's not just liberals. Let me give one example.
George, have you been big in Creation and evolution
debates?"

"Not really."

"Christians have several options, but for the
Newsweek crowd, there are only two options. Either
you're a young earther, or you're an evolutionist, and the
new 'intelligent design' is just the old creationism with a
more euphemistic name. Rather depressing for a set of
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options, but let's pretend those are the only two options.

"Now are you familiar with what this means for
dinosaurs?"

"Um..."

"The connection isn't obvious. We've seen, or at least I
have, cartoons in magazines that have cave men running
from T. rexes or hunting a brontosaurus. Which is, to an
evolutionist, over a hundred times worse than having cave
men whining loudly about the World Wide Wait. There's a
long time between when the last dinosaurs of any kind,
and the first humans of any kind, were around. As in
hundreds of millions of years longer than humans have
been around in any form. On that timeline, it's a rather big
mistake to have humans interacting with dinosaurs.

"But if you have a young earth timeline, with the
whole world created in six days, then it's not such a
ludicrous idea that humans might have interacted with
dinosaurs... and your English Bible offers an interesting
reason to believe that humans have seen living dinosaurs.
Have you read the book of Job?"

George said, "Um, no. It's one of a lot of..."

Fr. Elijah interrupted. "There's a lot in the Bible to
read, and even people who read the Bible a lot don't read it
quickly unless they're speed-reading, and then it still takes
them a couple of weeks. If you can call that 'reading the
Bible;' I've tried it and I think it's one of the sillier things
I've tried—a sort of spiritual 'get rich quick' scheme. I was
smart enough to stop. But if you check your English Bible,
you will see in Job a creature called the 'behemoth,’
perhaps because the translators on the King James
Version didn't know how to translate it, and the
'behemoth,' whatever that may be, is a mighty impressive
creature. We are told that it is not afraid though the river
rushes against it, suggesting that whatever the behemoth
is, it is a big beast. And we are told that it stiffens or
swings its tail like a cedar, the cedar being a magnificent,
and quite enormous, tree which reaches heights of
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something like one hundred fifty to two hundred feet. And
regardless of where you stand on Creation and evolution,
the only creature that has ever walked the earth with a tail
that big, or anywhere near that big, is one of the bigger
dinosaurs. So the Bible offers what seems to be excellent
evidence that people have seen dinosaurs—alive.

"Which is all very lovely, of course given to the English
Bible. But first, the 'behemoth' is in fact an overgrown
relative of the pig, the hippopotamus, and second, it isn't
really talking about his tail. The same basic image is
translated unclearly in the Song of S—"

George spit out a mouthful of soda and took a moment
to compose himself. "I'm sorry. Did I—"

Fr. Elijah looked around. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have
said that as you were taking a sip. Let me get you a napkin.
Here."

George said, "Ok, so maybe there are some other vivid
images that have been, bowlderized—you know, edited for
television. Anything more? Were any ideas censored?"

Fr. Elijah said, "A bit murky, but I'm tempted to say
'ves.' One idea has been made less clear; there may be
other tidbits here and there. A couple of forceful passages
that may be interpreted as implying things about
contraception don't come across as clearly. But that may
not be censorship; there is a double meaning that is hard
to translate correctly in English. I don't find the English
translation strange. But there's one story in the Old
Testament, where the future King David is running from
King Saul, who is leading a manhunt and trying to kill
David. There are a couple of points that David could have
killed Saul, and at one of these points, David's assistant
either encourages David to kill Saul or offers to kill Saul
himself, and David says what your English Bible puts as, 'I
will not lay my hand on the Lord's anointed,’ or something
like that. Would you like to know what it says in Hebrew
or Greek, or in Latin translation?"

George said, "Um..."
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Fr. Elijah got up. "I wasn't expecting that you would;
it's really not that important or even as impressive as some
people think. If you don't know those languages, it may be
easiest to see in the Latin. Aah! Here's my Latin Bible. Just
a minute. Let me get my magnifying glass." After almost
dropping a dark green Bible with golden letters on the
cover, and an interminable amount of flipping, he said,
"What is this word here?"

"I don't know Latin."

"Never mind that. What does that word look like?"

"It's a lowercase version of 'Christ,' with an 'um'
added."

"Yes indeed. And at the top it says the name of an Old
Testament book, in Latin 'Liber Samubhelis." What do you
think the word you pointed out means?"

"I told you that I don't know Latin."

"What's an obvious guess?"

"Um..." George paused. "Christ."

"Yes indeed."

"What does the lowercase 'c' mean?"

"It means nothing. As a matter of language-loving
curiosity, the text is in Latin; either in the manuscripts or
in this printed Bible, capitalizations follow a different rule,
and 'christus'/'christum’/... isn't automatically capitalized.
Now why is the Old Testament book of Samuel using the
equivalent of the 'Christ'?"

"Because the Latin is messed up?"

"Ernk. Sorry. Bzzt. Thank you for playing, but no. The
Latin is fine. It's the English that's messed up. The Latin
correctly translates, 'T will not lay my hand on,' meaning
violently strike, 'the Lord's Christ.' Didn't you know that
the word 'Christ' means 'anointed'?"

"Yes, but..."

"The Bible, Old Testament and New, uses 'Christ' for
those who are anointed—the Son of God, prophets, priests,
kings, and ultimately the people of God. The whole point
of becoming Christian is to become by grace what Christ is
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by nature, and even if we can never be perfect in Christ,
there is something real that happens. If you ever become
Orthodox, you will be 'Christed,’ or in the related and
standard term, 'chrismated,' meaning, 'anointed with holy
oil." And, at a deeper level, the anointing is about
anointing with the Holy Spirit, as Christ was. And the New
Testament in particular says a lot about Christ, but the
Bible calls Christ or Christs others who are anointed. But
the Bible translations, coincidentally by people who have
much less room for this in their theology, introduce a
division that isn't in Hebrew, Greek, or the Catholic
Church's Latin, and translate the Hebrew 'moshiah’ or the
Greek 'christos' one way when it refers to the one they
think is 'really' Christ, and another way when it refers to
other Christs even if what the text says is, quite literally,
'Christ.' They introduce a very clear divide where none
exists in the text, using a language shenanigan not entirely
different from some mistranslations translating 'God' with
a big 'G' when the Bible talks about the Father, and a 'god'
with a little 'g' when the Bible refers to Christ. Perhaps
your Bible's translators still say 'anointed one,' but there is
some degree of censorship. The reader is saved the shock
of too many correctly translated and explicit statements
that we are to be little Christs, Sons of God, living the
divine life—there's a word for the divine life in Greek that
is different from the word for mere created life, and that
dimension doesn't seem to come through. It's not all
censorship, but there's something not quite right about the
translators who refuse to either consistently say 'Christ,' or
else consistently say 'Anointed One,' so that the readers
never get the something important in the Bible that
Western Christianity does not always get. But there is
enough mystery in the Bible. Sacred Scripture is
unfathomable even apart from relatively few areas where
the translators try to make sure that the reader does not
get the full force of the what the text is saying. God
exceeds our grasp; he is and ever shall be Light, but
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whenever we try to shine a light to search him out, its
beam falls off in darkness, and the God who is Light meets
us beyond the cloud of darkness enshrouding him.

"I say this to answer your question, which I know was
purely rhetorical. I'd prefer not to scandalize people and
have to clean up the pieces later, but even the tough old
women you see in our parish aren't so prissy as you might
think. But I want to more directly speak to your intent,
and the deep question behind your asking if, because you
had hypothetically asked me, I would preach a sermon
about the Bible and censorship. I wasn't crossing my
fingers or simply saying what I thought would please you,
when I preached about the Arthurian legends, and there is
nothing I wish to take back. I really was preaching in good
faith."

"Then I don't want Brocéliande for now."

George said, "You may like the book. I don't. I don't
want it any more."

"Then may I take a look at it? I would like to have it, to
look at. If you don't want it any more, that's fine, but you
can have it back any time."

"Fine. Maybe it will be better for you than for me."

"By the way, what are you doing for Spring Break?"

"Dunno. Do you have any suggestions?"

"There are some truly beautiful places where you
could get blasted out of your mind, acquire a couple of new
diseases, and if you time it right, come back still in
possession of a rather impressive hangover."

"Um..."

"Yes?"

"Why don't we just cut to the chase and get to your
real suggestion?"

"Aah, yes. It turns out that there's a finishing school
which is offering a week-long intensive course in the
gentle art of polite conversation, but—oh, wait, I was going
to suggest that to my granddaughter Abigail. I would never
make such a suggestion to you. Finishing school—what
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was I thinking? What I was really wondering was whether
you have considered one of the alternative spring breaks."

"Like Habitat for Humanity? But I have no skill in
construction.”

"That's not really the point. Last I checked, Habitat for
Humanity had nothing on their website about how only
seasoned construction workers can be of any use."

"But aren't there a lot of things that could go wrong?"

"Like what?"

"I might hit myself on the thumb with a hammer."

"If you're worried about being at a loss for words, last
April Fool's Day my godson gave me a book listing bad
words in something like a thousand languages, and you
can borrow it. There are worse things in life than hitting
your thumb with a hammer, and if it's that big of an issue,
I'd be happy to ask the head of Habitat for Humanity to
refund your wasted time. If you're worried about getting
sunburned, the store next door has an impressive
collection of sunscreen containers, giving you options that
rival those for dental floss. I personally recommend the
SPF 30 in your choice of soft pastel-hued plastic bottles
with a delicate floral scent created through a carefully
blended confection of unnatural chemicals. I don't think
that Habitat is going anywhere where you'd be in real
danger of snakebite, but I can help find a kit you can use to
bite the snake back. Have I left something out?"

A week later, and (though he did not tell Fr. Elijah)
realizing that Abigail was also a student at Calix College,
George returned. Fr. Elijah said, "Why the long face,
George? Just a minute while I make some tea."

"Um, I'm not signed up for the alternative spring
break."

"George, I only asked you to consider... tell me what's
on your mind... if you want to."

"I was in line, and I just missed signing up."

Fr. Elijah sat in silence.

"I could have gone, but there was a girl in line after
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me, and she really wanted to go. I let her have the last
slot."

"Excellent. Some would call it sexist, but I'd call it one
of the finer points of chivalry."

Fr. Elijah paused and then said, "Could you come with
me to the house for a second?"

George gulped.

Fr. Elijah led George out to the house and rummaged
on a shelf before pulling out a CD. "George, could you put
this in the CD player and hit play? I've figured out how to
use the CD player several times, but I keep forgetting, and
I don't want to keep you waiting." He handed the CD to
George and said, "I'll be right out. I need to make a phone
call." He stepped into another room and closed the door.

George looked at the CD, did a double take, and
looked at the player. He began to hear a rap beat.

As I walk through the valley where I harvest my
grain,

I take a look at my wife and realize she's very plain.
But that's just perfect for an Amish like me.

You know, I shun fancy things like electricity.

At 4:30 in the morning I'm milkin' cows.

Jebediah feeds the chickens and Jacob plows... Fool!
And I've been milkin' and plowin' so long that

Even Ezekiel thinks that my mind is gone.

I'm a man of the land! I'm into discipline!

Got a Bible in my hand and a beard on my chin.
But if I finish all my chores and you finish thine,
Then tonight we're gonna party like it's 1699!

We been spending most our lives, living in an Amish
paradise.

I've churned butter once or twice, living in an Amish
paradise.

It's hard work and sacrifice, living in an Amish
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paradise.
We sell quilts at discount price, living in an Amish
paradise.

A local boy kicked me in the butt last week.

I just smiled at him and turned the other cheek!

I really don't care; in fact, I wish him well.

'Cause I'll be laughing my head off when he's burning
in Hell!

But I ain't never punched a tourist even if he
deserved it

An Amish with a 'tude? You know that's unheard of!
I never wear buttons but I got a cool hat.

And my homies agree, I really look good in black...
Fool!

If you'll come to visit, you'll be bored to tears.

We haven't even paid the phone bill in 300 years
But we ain't really quaint, so please don't point and
stare;

We're just technologically impaired!

There's no phone, no lights, no motorcar,
Not a single luxury,

Like Robinson Caruso,

It's as primitive as can be!

We been spending most our lives, living in an Amish
paradise.

We're just plain and simple guys, living in an Amish
paradise.

There's no time for sin and vice, living in an Amish
paradise.

We don't fight. We all play nice, living in an Amish
paradise.

Hitchin' up the buggy, churnin' lots of butter,
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Raised a barn on Monday, soon I'll raise another!
Think you're really righteous? Think you're pure in
heart?

Well, I know I'm a million times as humble as thou
art!

I'm the pious guy the little Amlettes wanna be like,
On my knees day and night, scorin' points for the
afterlife,

So don't be vain and don't be whiny,

Or else, my brother, I might have to get medieval on
your heinie!

We been spending most our lives, living in an Amish
paradise.

We're all crazy Mennonites, living in an Amish
paradise.

There's no cops or traffic lights, living in an Amish
paradise.

But you'd probably think it bites, living in an Amish
paradise.

Fr. Elijah walked back into the room and served the
tea, smiling gently.

George said, "Um..."

Fr. Elijah said, "Yes?"

"I'm not sure how to put this delicately."

"Then put it indelicately. Bluntly, if you wish."

"I hadn't picked you out for a Weird Al fan."

"It was a present."

"Who would buy you a Weird Al CD?"

"A loved one."

"Um... do you ever do something less spectacular, like
play chess?"

"I'm not a big fan of chess, and besides, I've visited the
chess club at the Episcopalian church, and it seems the
Anglican Communion isn't going to produce that many
more good chess players."
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"Why?"

Fr. Elijah sipped his tea. "Can't tell a bishop from a
queen."

George coughed, sputtered, tried to keep a straight
face, and then tried to steer the conversation back. "When
were you given the Weird Al CD?"

"For April Fools' Day. The present is much
appreciated.”

"I like Weird Al, but why did you play that?"

"Because I was just on the phone."

"And?"

"I've just arranged for you to spend your Spring Break
at an Amish paradise."

"Um..."

"Yes?"

"Are you joking?"

"No."

"Are you being serious?"

"Yes."

"Are you being sadistic again?"

"Yes, I'm being very sadistic."

"Why?"

"I'm not saying."

"I'll be bored to tears."

"Perhaps. But boredom can be good, and not just
because it can build character."

"Um... Never mind. I've grown rather fond of
computers. I've found out the hard way that I rather need
them."

"If it's that hard for you to spend a few days without
spam, you can use your cell phone to read all the insulting
messages telling you that you can't handle money, or that
you need snake oil diets, or some part of your body is too
small, or you're not man enough for a relationship with a
real woman and must content yourself with pixels on a
screen. And if you forget leave your cell phone at home,
you might be able to borrow one of theirs."
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"Amish don't use phones or the Internet. They're 'just
technologically impaired;' didn't the song say that?"

"You can ask them; I'm sure one of them would be
willing to lend you his cell phone."

"Um..."

"Let's forget about that; we can talk about it later if
you want. Anyway, after school gets out, come over here
with your bag. Someone else is doing some running, and
will give you a ride. He's a bit hard of hearing, so he's not
much good for chatting in the car, but he's a great guy. But
you can gripe to him about how backwards the Amish are.

"Oh, and one more thing... I'm not exactly sending you
into bear country, but if one of the workmen were attacked
by a bear, I'd be very worried."

"Um..."

"Yes?"

"That seems obvious."

"But not for the reason you think. I'll explain why after
you return."”

There was a knock on the door, and Fr. Elijah opened
it.

"George, I'd like to introduce you to Jehu. Jehu, this is
George. Oh, George, I'm sorry for being a pest, but could
you open your bag and pull out everything inside?"

George looked at Fr. Elijah, rolled his eyes, and began
unpacking.

"Which of these items mean anything at all to you?
Which have a story, or were expensive, or were a gift?"

George looked at Fr. Elijah, who stood in silence.

"You can put anything that means anything to you in
this closet; it will be here when you get back. I'm not
sending you to a den of thieves, but..."

George began shuffling and sorting while Fr. Elijah
waited. When he was finished, Fr. Elijah said, "How much
does your windbreaker mean to you?"

"It's new, but I want to have it with me on the trip."

"Take it off. You have an old sweatshirt or two."
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"Sorry, I insist on this one. It doesn't mean that much
to me."

Fr. Elijah said, "If you must..."

George said, "I've taken enough out. Have a good
evening." He stiffly shook Fr. Elijah's hand. "You better
have a good reason for your odd behavior."

Fr. Elijah said, "I can explain later, if you need me to."

George repacked the remaining half of his luggage into
the duffle bag, and left with Jehu.

Some days later, Fr. Elijah heard a knock and opened
the door. "George, George! How are you? I must hear
about your trip. That's a lovely jeans jacket you have there.
Is there a story behind it?"

George gave Fr. Elijah a look that could have been
poured on a waffle, and then began quickly taking his coat
off.

Fr. Elijah said, "You wouldn't throw a coat at an old
man who doesn't have the reflexes to block it... I must hear
the story about the coat, though."

George closed his mouth for a second, and then said,
"Filthy sadist!"

Fr. Elijah said, "It sounded like you had an interesting
trip."

"Did you call and ask them to be obnoxious?"

"I did no such thing."

"Honest?"

"I called and asked them to go easy on you."

"You called and asked them to go easy on me?"

"Well, you seem to have gotten through the matter
without getting any black eyes."

"You call that going easy? These guys are pacifists,
right?"

"That depends on your idea of a "pacifist'. If you mean
that they don't believe you should use violence to solve
conflicts, then yes, they are pacifists."

George said, "And..."

"But does that make them wimps? In any sense at all?"



148 C.J.S. Hayward

"You did say that you would be worried if one of them
were attacked by a bear... Why?"

"I'd be worried for the bear."

George sunk down into his chair.

"You must have some stories to tell."

"They wanted help raising a barn, and they wouldn't
let me do any of the stunts they were doing without a
harness, but when I went to the outhouse, things shook,
and when I opened the door, I was over ten feet in the air."

"Earthquake?"

"Forklift. I don't know why they had one."

"Did you ever think you would sit on such a high
throne? I have a suspicion that's higher than even my
bishop's throne."

"We are not amused."

"You are using the royal 'We,' Your Majesty.
Excellent."

"The first day, I didn't take off my shirt at work, but I
did take off my windbreaker, and when I left, they nailed it
to the beams!"

"Excellent. Is that why Your Majesty has a new,
handmade jeans jacket?"

George gave Fr. Elijah another look that could have
been poured on a waffle.

"I should maybe have told you... They don't think
anything of nailing down any clothing that's taken off as a
practical joke. Did you ever get an opportunity to nail
down some clothing or something of theirs?"

"Yes, but like a gentleman, I did not."

"That was rude of you."

"You mean they're offended at what I didn't do?"

"No; I just said it was rude. They wouldn't be
offended. But what I was going to say is that the women
have lots of denim, and are very adept at sewing new
clothes; it's almost like making a paper airplane for them.
Or maybe a little bigger of a deal than that. But you seem
to be laboring under a sense that since the Amish are such
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backwards people, they aren't allowed to have a sense of
humor. Were you surprised at the sense of humor they
had?"

"Filthy sadist!"

"So did you get bored with nothing interesting to do
besides surf the web through your cell phone?"

George said, "Filthy sadist!" Then he paused.

Fr. Elijah sat back and smiled. "George, I believe you
have a question."”

George hesitated.

"Yes? Ask anything you want."

George hesitated again, and asked, "When can I come
back?"

Fr. Elijah just laughed.

George walked around, and had a few chats with
Abigail on campus. She started to occupy his thoughts
more... and George wondered if he really wanted to
dismiss all of the literature of courtly love.

He tried to put this out of his mind the next time he
saw Fr. Elijah.

He thought he'd pay a visit, and knocked on Fr.
Elijah's door.

Fr. Elijah said, "I'm glad you're here, George. Did you
know that a man-eating tiger got loose on the campus of
Calix College?"

George stood up and immediately pulled his cell
phone out of his pocket. "Do the police—"

"Sit down, George, and put your cell phone away,
although I must commend your gallant impulse. This was
before your time, and besides, George, it starved."

George said, very forcedly, "Ha ha ha."

"Sit down, please. Have you had any further thoughts
about your holiday with the Amish?"

"It seems a bit like King Arthur's court. Or at least—"

"Why would that be?"

George sat for a while, and said nothing.

"Are you familiar with Far Side comic strips?"
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"Yes."

"I expected so. You like them, right?"

"Yes, but I haven't read them in a while."

"Do you remember the strip with its caption, 'In the
days before television'?"

"Can't put my finger on it."

"It shows a family, mesmerized, sitting, lying, and
slouching around a blank spot where there isn't a
television... I think you've had a visit to the days before
television. You didn't even need a time machine."

George sat in silence for a moment.

Fr. Elijah continued, "If you want, I can show you the
technique by which the Bible is censored, and how the
translators hide the fact that they've taken something out
of the text. But do you know the one line that was censored
from the movie production of The Lion, the Witch, and the
Wardrobe—the Disney one, I mean?"

"I didn't notice that anything was censored."

"Well, you're almost right. Now it seems to be religion
that is censored, Christianity having replaced sex as the
publishing world's major taboo, and Disney did not censor
one iota of the stuff about Aslan. But there is one line of
the book that almost gets into the movie, but then Father
Christmas merely makes a smile instead of verbally
answering the question. Do you know what that line is?"

"What?"

"'Battles are ugly when women fight.

"Um... I can see why they would want to smooth over
that."

"Why? Battles are ugly when men fight. There is a
reason why Orthodox call even necessary fighting 'the
cross of St. George." 'Cross,' as in a heavy, painful burden.
I've dealt pastorally with several veterans. They've been
through something rough, much rougher than some
people's experience with, say, cancer. And it is my
unambiguous opinion, and that of every single soldier I've
spoken to at length, that battles are ugly... whether or not

m
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women fight. Therefore, battles are ugly when women
fight, and you'd really have to not understand battle, think
it's the same thing as a violent fantasy or watching an
action-adventure movie, to deny that battles are ugly when
whatever group fights.

"So why make such a big deal over a single line,
'Battles are ugly when women fight?' Why is that one line
worth censoring when Disney has the guts to leave Aslan
untouched? What's a bigger taboo in the media world than
Christ?"

"Umm... I can't put my finger on it."

"Ok, let me ask you... What do you think of the Amish
women?"

George tried not to stiffen.

"I'm sorry, George, I meant besides that... When
you're my age you can forget that for women to dress very
modestly can—"

"Then what did you mean?"

"Imagine one of those women in a fight."

George tried not to make a face.

Fr. Elijah said, "My understanding is that they're
strong and hard workers, probably a lot stronger than
many men you know."

George said, "Um..."

"Would you deny that they are strong? And tough, for
that matter?"

"No..."

"Does it bother you in the same way to imagine an
Amish man having to carry a gun into combat?"

"No. He'd be pretty tough."

"But the women are pretty strong and tough too. Why
does it bother you to think about one of them entering
combat and fighting?"

George said nothing.

"The women strike you as stronger and tougher than
many men that you know. So they're basically masculine?"

"Fr. Elijjah... the women there almost left me
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wondering if I'd met real women before, and the men left
me wondering if I'd met real men before. I don't know
why."

"I think I have an answer for why the idea of an Amish
woman fighting in battle bothers you more than an Amish
man fighting in battle."

"What?"

"I've been reading through Brocéliande. Let me read
you a couple of passages.” Fr. Elijah returned
momentarily, and flipped through Brocéliande before
reading:

Sir Galahad he rode, and rode and rode, until
saw he a dragon red. Anon the wyrm with its tail
struck a third of the trees against the earth that Sir
Galahad they might slay. Anon Sir Galahad warred
he against the wyrm.

The dragon charged, and anon Sir Galahad his
horse trembled, and Galahad gat him down to earth.
The dragon laughed at Sir Galahad's spear which
brake to-shivers, and breathed fire red as Hell.

Sir Galahad gat him behind his shield, and then
charged with his sword, though it should break as
rotted wood. Anon the dragon swept him, though his
helm saved Sir Galahad his head from the rocks.

Then Sir Galahad, who his strength was as the
strength of a thousand because his faith was pure,
leapt him and wrestled against the beast. Anon the
beast turned and tore, against the knight, until the
knight he bled sore. Never was such combat
enjoined, but the knight held his choke until the
dragon his death met.

Fr. Elijah pulled the bookmark out, and found one of
several other bookmarks:

Rose the smoke of incense, of frankincense pure
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the garden did fill. 'Twere many women present, that

hyght Lady Eva, and Lady Elizabeth, and Lady Anna,

and Lady Martha, and Queen Mary. Sang they a

song, 'twere of one voice, and in that song kept they a

garden: in the garden was life. Queen Mary a radiant

Child gave suck, and others gave life each in her way.
Verdant was the place of their labour.

Fr. Elijah said, "I think you're missing the point if
you're trying to tell if there are differences between men
and women by asking who is tougher."

"Why?"

"It's like asking what the differences are between
apples and oranges, and then thinking you need to justify
it with a measurement. So you may say that apples are
bigger than oranges, until you realize that navel oranges
are the size of a grapefruit and some varieties of apples
don't get that big. So maybe next you measure a sugar
content, and you get really excited when you realize that
maybe oranges have a measurably lower Ph than apples—a
scientist's way of measuring how sour they are—until
someone reminds you that crabapples are so tart you
wouldn't want to eat them. And all this time you are
looking for some precise scientific measurement that will
let you scientifically be able to distinguish apples and
oranges...

"Is it simply a measure of some difference in physical
strength that makes you not like the idea of an Amish
woman in battle? If you knew that the women were
equally as strong as the men, identically strong, or tough
or whatever, would that address..."

George hesitated. "But..."

Fr. Elijah sat silently.

"But," George continued, "the idea of an Amish
woman in battle... I know some girls who wanted to go
into the military, and it didn't bother me that much. And
the Amish women are pacifists."
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"So if those women were gung-ho military enthusiasts,
even if they weren't soldiers, then you wouldn't mind—"

"OKk, ok, that's not it. But what is it about the Amish?"

"George, I think you're barking up the wrong tree."

"So what is the right tree? Where should I be
barking?"

"When people notice a difference with another culture,
at least in this culture they seek some '"That's cultural’
explanation about the other culture."

"So there's something about this culture? Ours?"

"George, let me ask you a question. How many times
in the Arthurian legends did you see someone invite a man
to be open about himself and have the courage to talk
about his feelings?"

George was silent.

"We still have the expression, 'wear the pants,' even
though it is no longer striking for a woman to wear
trousers. It used to be as striking as it would be for a man
to wear a skirt."

"Um... you don't approve of women wearing pants?"

"Let's put that question on hold; it doesn't mean the
same thing. Abby wears trousers all the time. I wouldn't
want her to do otherwise."

"But..."

"George, when have you seen me at the front of the
church, leading worship but not wearing a skirt?"

"Um..."

"But I wouldn't want you wearing a skirt. The question
of wearing a skirt, or pants, or whatever, is like trying to
make a rule based on size or tartness or whatever to
separate apples from oranges."

"It's the wrong question, then?"

"It's fundamentally the wrong question... and it
misleads people into thinking that the right question must
be as impossible to answer as the wrong question. Never
mind asking who is allowed to wear pants and who is
allowed to wear a skirt. We're both men. I wear a skirt all
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the time. You shouldn't. And, in either case, there is a way
of dressing that is appropriate to men, and another to
women, and that propriety runs much deeper than an
absolute prohibition on who can wear what. And this is
true even without getting into the differences between
men's and women's jeans, which are subtle enough that
you can easily miss them, but important."”

"Like what?"

"For starters, the cloth is hung on men's jeans so that
the fabric is like a grid, more specifically with some of the
threads running up and down, and others running side to
side. On women's clothing, jeans included, the threads run
diagonally."

"And this is a deliberately subtle clue for the super-
perceptive?"

"It changes how the cloth behaves. It changes the
cloth's physical properties. Makes women's clothing run
out faster, because it's at just the right angle to wear out
more quickly. But it also makes the cloth function as more
form-fitting. On men's jeans, the cloth just hangs; it's just
there as a covering. On women's jeans, the cloth is there to
cover, but it's also there to highlight. This, and the cut, and
a few other things, mean that even if men and women are
both wearing jeans, there are differences, even if they're
subtle enough that you won't notice them. Men's jeans are
clothing. Women's jeans are more about adornment, even
—or especially—if it's something you're not expected to
notice."

"So we do have differences?"

"We do have differences despite our best efforts to
eradicate them. We want men to be sophisticated enough
to cultivate their feminine sides, and women to be strong
enough to step up to the plate."”

"Um, isn't that loaded language?"

"Very. Or maybe not. But one of the features of
Gnosticism is that there keeps popping up an idea that we
should work towards androgyny. Including today."
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"Like what?"

"Um, you mean besides an educational system that is
meant to be unisex and tells boys and girls to work
together and be... um... 'mature’ enough not to experience
a tingle in the relationship? Or dressing unisex? Or not
having too many activities that are men only or women
only? Or not having boys and men together most of the
time, and women and girls together? Or having people
spend long periods of time in mixed company whether or
not it is supposed to be romantic? Or an idea of dating that
is courtly love without too many consciously
acknowledged expectations about what is obviously the
man's role, and what is obviously the women's role? Or—"

"OKk, ok, but I think there was more—"

"Yes, there is much more to the Amish, or the
Arthurian legends, than what they hold about men and
women. But there is also much more in what they hold
about men and women—all the more when they are telling
of Long Ago and Far Away, so that political correctness
does not apply to them, so that men who go on great
quests can be appreciated even by a woman who thinks
men would be better off if they would just learn to talk
more about their feelings and in general hold a woman's
aspirations of conversational intimacy. And the Amish are
'technologically impaired,’ or whatever you want to call
them, so they're allowed to have real men and real women
despite the fact that they are alive today. But the pull of
men taught to be men, and women taught to be women, is
powerful even if it's politically incorrect, and—"

George interrupted. "Is this why I was trying to keep a
straight face when you were asking me to imagine an
Amish woman carrying a gun?"

Fr. Elijah thought. "For an Amish man to have to fight
in battle would be bad enough. An Amish woman entering
a battlefield would be something that would cut against
the grain of their life as women. It's not so superficial as
the women being dainty and not strong enough to hold a
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"The men seem stronger and tougher than the women,
though."

"Yes, but is it only a matter of being tougher? Is what
you observed simply a matter of the women being tough
but the men being tougher?"

George was silent.

Fr. Elijah looked at his watch and winced. "Always
when I'm having a good conversation... George, I'm sorry,
but I've got someone coming over any minute, and a bit of
preparation. Sorry..."

George picked up his belongings, and Fr. Elijjah
blessed him on his way out. Then George stepped out, and
Fr. Elijah momentarily opened the door. "Oh, and by the
way, George, I have some more of that paper, if you want
to write her a love note." He closed the door.

George scurried away, hoping that Fr. Elijah hadn't
seen him blush.

It was not much later that April Fool's Day came,
falling on a Sunday. George did not feel brave, and paid a
visit to Bedside Baptist. The days seemed to pass quickly
with Abigail in the picture.

On Earth Day, George listened and was amazed at how
many references to Creation he heard in the liturgy—not
just the reference to "his mother, the earth," but how
plants and trees, rocks, stars, and seas, formed the warp
and woof by which the Orthodox Church praised her Lord.
The liturgy left him wishing Fr. Elijah would put off his
preaching and say something to celebrate earth day...

Fr. Elijah stood up.

In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.

Today is Earth Day, and I thought that that
would provide an excellent basis for my preaching
today. The very opening chapters of Genesis are not
about man alone but man and the whole Creation.
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There are some very interesting suggestions people
have made that when Genesis says that we were told
not only to "be fruitful and multiply," but "fill the
earth and subdue it," the word translated "subdue" is
very gentle, almost an embrace, as a mother nurtures
a child. Which is a very lovely image, but is absolute
hogwash.

The word translated "subdue" is the word Christ
uses for exactly what Christians must not do by
"lording their authority" over other Christians as the
heathen do. The book of Genesis tells of this
beautiful Creation and then has God charge us with a
charge that could much better be translated,
"trample it under foot." And what better day than
Earth Day than to talk about why we should trample
the earth under foot, told to us in a text that is
resplendent with natural beauty?

Many people today call the earth 'Gaia', and that
is well and good. Today one calls a man 'Mr."' and a
woman 'Miss' or 'Ms.' or 'Mrs.' if there is no other
honorific, and as much as adults all bear that title, in
Latin every woman bears then name of 'Gaia' and
every man bears the name of 'Gaius.' And if we are
speaking of the earth, it is well and proper to call her
Gaia; only someone who understands neither men
nor women would think of her as sexless!

If you are dealing with a horse, for instance, it
helps to keep in mind that they are prey animals with
a lot of fear. Never mind that they're much bigger
than you; they're afraid of you, as you would be
afraid of a rat, and need to be treated like a small
child. But you can only deal with a horse gently after
it is broken and after you have made it clear that it is
you holding the reins and not the horse. You need to
be able to treat a horse like a little child if you are to
handle them... but if you spoil it, and fail to establish
your authority, you have a terrified small child that is
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stronger than an Olympic athlete. You do need to be
gentle with a horse, but it is a gentleness that holds
the reins, with you in charge.

There are a number of fundamental difficulties
we face about being in harmony with nature, and one
of the chief ones is that we are trying to be in
harmony with nature the wrong way. We are trying
to take our cue from our mother the earth, perhaps
instead of taking our cue from technology. And it is
excellent to treat Gaia gently, and perhaps
technology is in fact quite a terrible place to take our
cue from, and something else we absolutely need to
trample under foot, but there is something mistaken
about the rider taking his cue from the horse. In
Genesis we are called to rule material Creation as its
head: we are to give it its cue, rather than following.
Perhaps you have seen the Far Side cartoon that
says, "When imprinting studies go awry" and shows a
scientist last in line with ducklings follow a mother
duck... which is very funny, but not a recipe for a life
well lived. We are made from the same clay as horse
and herb, but unless we are deeply sunk into the even
worse cues we will take from technology when we fail
to rule it, we do not serve our best interests—or the
earth's—when we ask her to dance and expect her to
be our lead.

But enough of what is politically incorrect in the
West, where we say that men should not lead and
mean, in both senses, that humans should not lead
the rest of Creation and that males should not lead
females. I could belabor why both of those are wrong,
but I would like to dig deeper, deeper even than
saying that lordship applies to every one of us even if
we are all "a man under authority," including me.

Patristic exegesis of the rule over Creation is first
and foremost of a rule over our passions and over
ourselves. We are not fit to lead others or Creation if
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we have not even learned to lead ourselves; "better is
a man who controls his temper than one who takes a
city." If you are following a Western model, then you
may be thinking of a big enterprise for us to start
ruling Creation which is really beside the point. If
you save yourself through ascetical mastery, ten
thousand will be saved around you. Never mind that
this is mystical; it is a matter of "Seek first the
Kingdom of God, and all these things shall be added
unto you." You become a leader, and a man, not by
ruling over others, but by ruling over yourself.

We are in Great Lent now, the central season of
the entire Orthodox year, not because it is about
ruling others or about ruling Creation—it isn't—but
because it is about ruling ourselves. We are not to
seek a larger kingdom to rule outside ourselves; we
are to turn our attention to the kingdom within, and
rule it, and God will add a larger kingdom outside if
we are ready. The first, foremost, and last of places
for us to exercise lordship is in ourselves, and our
rule over the Creation is but an image of our rule
over ourselves, impressive as the outer dominion
may be.

We bear the royal bloodline of Lord Adam and
Lady Eve, and we are to be transformed into the
image of Christ. Let us seek first the Kingdom of God,
with all that that means for our rule over ourselves.

In the Name of the Lord and Father, and of the
Son who is Lord, and of the Heavenly King, who is
the Holy Ghost, Amen.

After his Sunday dinner, George thought it would be a

good time to wander in the wood.

In the forest, he found himself by a babbling brook,

with the sound of a waterfall not far off. George brushed
off a fallen mossy log and sat down to catch his breath.

George began listening to the birdsong, and it almost
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seemed he could tell a pattern. Then two warm hands
covered his eyes.

George tried to look up, remembered his eyes were
covered, and brought his own hands up to his face, briefly
touching a small, soft pair of hands. Then he said, "It's
definitely a man..."

Then George turned. Abigail was sticking out her
tongue.

Abigail's dress was a rich, deep, deep red, the color of
humble earth seen through a ruby. A pair of bare white
feet peeked out from beneath a long flowing skirt, a wide,
golden straw hat sat atop her locks, and dark, intricate
knotwork lay across her heart.

George looked down at his own feet and saw his own
worn combat boots, before looking at Abigail's face. She
smiled and said, "Boo!"

George said, "What are you doing here?"

"What are you doing here?"

"Taking a walk, as I do from time to time."

"Must be pretty rare for you, if this is the first time I've
seen you."

"You're in the woods more often than I am?"

A squirrel darted out, climbed across Abigail's foot,
and scurried away.

George asked, "It wasn't afraid of you?"

"Most of them aren't, at least not that much of the
time."

George looked at her, and she said, "It's not such a big
deal, really. Read any good books lately?"

"No, and—ooh, I told Fr. Elijah I'd read C.S. Lewis,
something or other about 'glory.' I need to get back to
him."

"Maybe it's a box you're not meant to open, at least
not yet... if I know Grandpa, he's probably forgotten about
it completely."”

"But I should—"

"You should leave it a closed box, if anything. How are
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you?"

George looked at the forest—how like a garden it
looked—and then Abigail. He was at something of a loss
for words. He looked down at her alabaster feet, and then
her face. "Having a good day."

She smiled, and a sparrow flew between them.
"There's a hawk in here somewhere, only it's hard to find.
You can spend a lot of time exploring this forest. I'm
having a good day, too."

George sat for a while, trying to think of something to
say, and Abigail said, "You're being pretty quiet now."

George said, "I've been looking at majoring in math."

Abigail said, "Um..."

"You know how to tell if a mathematician is an
extravert?"

"Nope."

George looked down and said, "He looks at your feet
when they're talking to you."

Abigail giggled. "Have you heard my Grandpappy's
theory on how PMS got its name?"

George said, "Um..."

She giggled again. "Something about 'Mad Cow
Disease' being taken."

George stiffened, and looked for something to say.

Abigail said, "Stop it, George. Just stop it. Don't you
get it? Don't you stand and listen or sing the hymn where
the the Mother of God is honored as the Ewe that bore the
Lamb of God and the Heifer that bore the Unblemished
Calf?"

George's mind raced. "I suppose that if, in the same
breath, Christ is called—"

Abigail interrupted. "Next time you're in Church,
listen, really listen, as the Mother of God is honored, then
listen as Christ our God is worshiped. There's a difference.
Don't try to analyze it or even put your finger on it. Just
listen, and... George, do you understand women? At all?"

George looked for something to say, but found
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nothing.

A dark cloud blew across the sky, and cold rain began
to fall more heavily until it poured.

George said, "May I lend you my jacket?"

Abigail said, "I'm fine."

The rain grew colder, and began to pelt. George and
Abigail both rose and began scurrying towards campus.
George took off his jacket and started to place it around
Abigail's shoulders.

Abigail said, "I don't—"

George looked down and said, "I'm wearing boots and
you have bare feet," and wrapped his jacket around her
shoulders. Then a gust of wind tore at Abigail's hat, but
George caught it.

Then they ran back, with George shivering under his
threadbare T-shirt. When they got back, he went to his
dorm and she to hers. George called Abigail and confirmed
she was OK, took three long, hot showers, and spent the
rest of the evening sinking into a lounge chair in his
bathrobe, sipping cocoa, and thinking.

Tuesday evening, George found time to visit Fr. Elijah.
He wanted to talk about another subject. Definitely
another subject.

"Fr. Elijah, are you busy?"

"I hope not... come in."

"After all this, I still want the Holy Grail."

"Excellent thing, my son... the chief point of life is to
search for the Holy Grail."

"But will I find it? I mean... I'm not sure what I mean."

"May I show you something old?"

"As far as material age goes, it is much older than the
Holy Grail."

The old man opened a desk drawer, and fished out a
small box.

"I thought this might interest you," he said, and took
something out of the box, and placed it in George's hand.

George looked the item over. It looked like a piece of
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bark, not much larger than a pebble, and yet it seemed
heavy for a piece of bark. "Is this stone or wood? I can't tell
which it is."

"Is it stone or wood? In fact, it is petrified wood... from
the Oak of Mambre."

"Oak of Mambre? Should I have heard of it before?"

"You probably have, and if you can't remember it,
there is something you're missing."

"What is the Oak of Mambre?"

"I'll tell you in a bit. When you grasp the Oak of
Mambre, you hold the Holy Grail."

"How?"

"The Oak of Mambre is older than any of the
civilizations you know; for that matter, it might be older
than the practice of writing. Do you know about
Abraham?"

"The one Paul calls the father of all who believe?"

"Yes, that Abraham. The Bible tells how Abraham met
three men who came to him, and showed the most lavish
hospitality, giving them the costliest meal he could have
given. And it was then that the men promised the
impossible. It is clear enough later that these men were in
fact angels, were in fact God.

"From the West, you may not know that even if we
Orthodox are big on icons, it's fingernails to a chalkboard
when Orthodox see the Father portrayed as the proverbial
old man with a beard. Christ may be portrayed because of
his incarnation; the same is not true of the invisible
Father, who is not and never will be incarnate. Icons of the
Father have been fundamentally rejected, but there was
one exception. From ancient times there has been an icon
of Abraham's hospitality to the three men, or three angels,
and centuries ago one iconographer showed something
deeper: it is the same three men or angels, but instead of a
table with a lamb as in the old version of the icon, there is
an icon with a chalice atop an altar. In both the old and the
new form of the icon, the Oak of Mambre is in the back,
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and it is this same oak for which I have shown you a
fragment."

"Is it holy because it is old?"

"Being old does not make a thing holier. The pebbles
in your yard are of stone ages older than the oldest relic.
Though they are, admittedly, part of the earth which
received Christ's blood on the cross, and which Bulgakov
rightly calls the Holy Grail.

"A thing is kept and preserved because it is holy, and if
people will try to keep a holy thing for a long time, it will
probably be old to most of the people who see it. Same
reason most of the people who have seen the Liberty Bell
saw it when it was old because people have been keeping it
for a long time, much longer than the time when it was
new, so most of the people who have seen, or will see, the
Liberty Bell, see it as an old treasure. But back to holy
things: a holy thing is, if anything, timeless: when there
arose a great evil in Russia and Marx's doctrine helped
people try to make paradise and caused a deep, deep river
of blood to flow, the communists in the Orthodox
heartland of Russia made martyrs, and in that torrential
river of blood made more Orthodox martyrs than the rest
of history put together. God will preserve saints' relics
from that, and it may be that there are more relics from
the past century than all centuries before. And they are not
the less holy because they are new. But let us return to the
Oak of Mambre and why, if you grasp it, you hold the Holy
Grail."

"Ok. Why is that?"

"The Church has decided that the only legitimate way
to portray an icon of the Trinity is in the hospitality of
Abraham. And the Icon of the Holy Trinity is the deepest
icon of the Holy Grail—deeper even than an icon that I can
show you that shows the Mother of God as a chalice
holding her Son. Where is the Holy Grail in this icon?"

"Is it that little thing in the center?"

"In part. Where else is it?"
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George looked long and hard, seemed to almost catch
something, before it vanished from his face.

"There are different interpretations," Fr. Elijah said,
"and the icon conceals things; even the angel is a
protecting veil to a reality that cannot be seen. But in the
layers of this icon, the deepest glimpse sees the Father on
the left, the Spirit on the right, and the Son in blood red
clothes in the center, encased as in a chalice, showing the
reality in Heaven for which even the Holy Grail is merely a
shadow."

George turned the stone over in his hand with awe,
closed his eyes, and then looked at the relic he held in his
hand. "So I am holding the Holy Grail."

Fr. Elijah said, "Yes, if you look on it with enlightened
eyes. Where else do you meet the Holy Grail?"

"In every person I meet?"

"'Tis hard to answer better than that. When you
become Orthodox, you will receive the Eucharist and kiss
the chalice, and, perhaps, find that the Holy Grail is
achieved not by an unearthly isolated hero, but by a
community in common things."

"But why do people kiss the Holy Grail? I mean the
chalice?"

"If you call it the Holy Grail, even if your tongue slips,
you may be understanding it. The Western view is that
there is one original chalice and the others are separate
sorts of things; in Orthodoxy, what is the same between
the Holy Grail and 'another’ chalice runs infinitely deeper
than what separates them; the 'real’ thing is that they are
the same."

"But why the kiss?"

"Let me ask you a question. Do you think a kiss has
more to do with worship, or with mental calculations?"

"Does it have to do with either?"

"You haven't read the Bible in Greek."

"What does the Greek Bible have to do with it?"

"Quite a lot, but it will take me a bit to explain why.
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But there is a deep tie.

"The main word for reverence or worship, in the Greek
Bible, literally means to kiss. Part of what you'll keep
coming to again and again is that the West understands
the mind as the thing that calculates, and the East
understands the mind as what knows, and is enlightened,
because it tastes and even more deeply because it
worships. I don't know how to put this clearly, in terms
that will make sense to someone who does not know the
spiritual realities involved. There is a false kiss—I dare say,
the kiss of Judas or a kiss that is hollow like the kiss of
Judas—that is nothing more than a calculated act. But
there is also a kiss that has something to do with worship,
and it is no error that Orthodoxy has things 'with love and
kisses.' We embrace icons, crosses, holy books, each other
with reverence that includes a kiss. And rightly done, such
kisses are connected to worship."

"I still don't understand why."

"Let me make a momentary detour; I'll get back in a
moment. Old texts can be at once something we genuinely
experience a deep connection to, and something
treacherously unfaithful to our assumptions. What would
you say, for instance, that the medieval Scholastics are
talking about when they use the word that is usually
translated, 'intellect'?"

"I try to keep my mind free of preconceptions,
especially when dealing with something unfamiliar."

"So you'd be open to anything they'd say about the
intellect's ability to draw logical conclusions from one
thing to another?"

"They can let the intellect draw conclusions however
they want to."

"But here's the thing. They don't. It is a fundamental
error to read 'intellect’ as 'the thing that reasons by logical
deduction. Saying that the 'intellect’ is what makes
deductions by reasoning from one thing by another is like
saying that an object's height is what you measure with a
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bathroom scale, or that its weight is measurable with a
ruler. It's a fundamental error; the intellect is precisely
what does not reason from premises to conclusions."

"Then what is the intellect?"

"I usually don't use the term 'intellect’ for it; the
closest English equivalent I can think of is 'spiritual eye'.
But even that misses what exactly this spiritual eye
connects with. And this spiritual eye was known to the
Greek Fathers no less than the Latin scholastics; if
anything, the Greek Fathers were more attuned to it.
Scholastic theology is an exercise, to a large degree, of that
which reasons; the theology of the Fathers comes from
another place. The spiritual eye is that which connects
with spiritual realities, that which worships above all—and
if you want a good, short definition for what 'intellect’
means besides 'what IQ is supposed to measure,' use the
definition 'where one meets God.' If reasoning deduces
what you may not see yet, the spiritual eye sees, and
knows by what it can see, not by what it can pull from
other things it already has. This reasoning from one thing
shines like the sun in Western Scholasticism."

"And that's something you don't have in Orthodoxy?"

"We do have it. But reasoning shines like the moon: it
reflects the light of the sun in each of us, the sun of our
mind's spiritual eye. It plays more of a supporting role."

"And what does all of this have to do with your ritual
kiss?"

"There was an awful video I heard was shown in one of
your college's psychology classes; I don't know if you've
seen it. It was talking about one psychological theory, and
discussed how reward and such could be used to reduce
autistic behaviors. And it showed a scientist, or
psychologist, or something, who was patiently training a
little girl to not do whatever he was trying to stop her from
doing, and the girl lit up when he gave her a kiss. And
then, along with a fake-sounding Mommy-ese talking in a
high-pitched voice which I assure you was not
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spontaneous, he started to use almost forced kisses to,
well..."

George cut in. "Manipulate her?"

"Yes, you found the word I was looking for. The one
time I heard Abigail talking about that video, she said
there was a bit of bristling going though the class; the
students were uncomfortable with something about that
video and its one more mere technique, a mere tool, for
changing a little girl's behavior."

"Is the spiritual eye, or whatever, spontaneous? Is it
about spontaneity?"

"I'll have to think about that... I'm not sure I've
seriously thought about whether the spiritual eye is
spontaneous. But spontaneity is not the issue here. The
point has to do with what place a kiss should come from if
it is not to be hollow. Have you noticed that none of the
icons I've showed you have a signature?"

"Because the iconographers are not supposed to be
what we think of in the West as artists, with their own
signature style and their big egos?"

"A little bit. Iconography is art, and artistry and talent
do mean anything: the iconographer is not a cog in a
machine—and may be doing something much bigger than
trying to use art supplies for self-expression. There is
something self-effacing about iconography—something
very self-effacing—but you find that when you bow down
and efface yourself, it is you doing something much bigger
than otherwise. Writing icons is a form of prayer, a
spiritual exercise, and it is said—just like we speak of
'writing' icons rather than 'painting' them—that it is
inadequate for an iconographer to sign the icon, because
the icon is written, not merely by the iconographer's hand,
but by his his spiritual eye. It is ever much more than a
merely material process, and when you become Orthodox
you may sense icons that have spiritual depth and icons
that let you see no further than the wood, and if you
receive this gift, you will be responding to the spiritual
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process out of which the icon arose."

"I have sensed something... the icons still look like
awkward pictures to me, but I'm starting to find
something more."

"That is good. And your mouth—with which you
breathe in your spirit, and show the reason of speech, and
will receive the Eucharist—is not that by which you may
give a Kiss; it is that through which you may give the kiss
that comes from and to some extent is the embrace of your
spiritual eye. That's when a kiss is furthest from the hollow
kiss that Judas gave. The knowledge of the spiritual eye is
something I have discussed as sight, but in the ancient
world all people recognized something touch-y about all
the five senses, not just one. And this knowledge and
drinking are exemplars of each other, draughts from the
same fountain, and it is not an accident that 'know' has a
certain sense in the Bible between, for instance, Adam and
Eve: the spiritual eye knows by drinking in, and it is a
fundamental error to think that the holy kiss has nothing
to do with knowledge."

"This sounds like a fairy tale."

"Maybe you know your fairy tales, and know that there
is something magic about a kiss. As one scholar put it,
examples of the kiss as a means of making and breaking
enchantments have been found in the folklore of almost
every culture in the Western world. Orthodoxy has
something more than this enchantment. There is a
spiritual mingling, and even the Eucharist is understood
as a kiss, and a kiss that embraces others: in the Eucharist,
the body of Christ is offered up, including a token of bread
for every parishioner—before being distributed. Have you
not noticed that the best bishops and the most devout of
the Orthodox, give the best kisses? But let me step back a
bit.

"The difference in understanding symbol is one of the
biggest differences between East and West. In the West, at
least in its modern forms, a symbol is a detached and
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somewhat arbitrary representation. In the East a symbol is
connected, cut from the same cloth as it were. The
difference between Orthodoxy and various Protestant
schools is not whether the Eucharist is a symbol, but what
that means—that the Eucharist is an arbitrarily detached
token, connected only in the viewer's mind, or whether it
is connected and in fact the same on a real level.

"We are made in the image of God, which means that
how you treat others is inseparable from how you treat
God: you treat God with respect, love, or contempt as you
meet him in the person of others. And the things that we
reverently kiss in Orthodoxy are all connected with God.
We show our reverence to God in how we treat them. And
if a person is being transformed according to the likeness
of Christ, then it is fitting to reverently kiss that person
and show respect for the Lord.

"To give the holy kiss rightly is a microcosm of faith
and community. You cannot do it alone, nor can you do it
apart from worship. If you look at the things that fit
together in a fitting kiss, you have love, God, your
neighbor... there are a great many actions that are listed in
the Bible, and many of them are holy actions, but only one
is called holy: the holy kiss. If you grasp the Holy Grail in
your heart, and you grasp this kiss in its full sense, you will
know that the sacred kiss in which our souls are mingled is
the Sign of the Grail. It is the eighth sacrament."

George was silent for a long time. "I don't think I know
enough to be Orthodox."

Fr. Elijah said, "Join the club! I know I don't know
enough."

"But you're a priest!"

"And you cannot become Orthodox without entering
the royal priesthood. You aren't ready to be Orthodox just
because you know a certain amount; you're ready when
you're ready for the responsibility, like getting married, or
getting a job, or any other of a number of things. You are
ready when you are ready to take the responsibility to
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return the Creation as an offering to God and shoulder a
priestly office. And, in your case, I might add, when you
enter the great City and Castle called the Church, and are
ready for the Sign of the Grail."

"All T know now is my own unworthiness."

"Good. You're growing! Ponder your unworthiness
and give it to God. Do you want to take Brocéliande back
now?"

George gladly took the book back. He returned to his
room, and some time later, George began reading:

The hermit spoke. "Listen as I tell the history of
Saint George.

"The King wept sore. 'The land is weeping, the
land itself weeps. The dragon hath devoured every
damsel of the land, every last one, and now it seeketh
mine own. I bewail the death of my joy and my
daughter.'

"Then Saint George said, 'By my faith I will
protect her and destroy this fiend,' and Saint George
prayed and gat him his destrier and armed him and
fewtered his spear and rode out and faced the sea.

"And the dragon arose from the sea and his
deeps. And venom were in the wyrm his heart, and
the grievous stench of death stank all round.

"Then the serpent charged upon Saint George the
ever victorious knight, and the dragon breathed fire
which brake and were quenched upon Saint George
his shield, a grand cross gules upon a field or.

"Then Saint George made him the Sign of the
Cross.

"Then Saint George smote the dragon, the great
paladin his great spear dove into the dragon his
mouth and dolve far beyond that insatiate devouring
maw, until the dragon his head were riven asunder
from the dragon his body trampled by Saint George
his horse. And Saint George hurled the wyrm his
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head into the dark thrice cursed valley far outside of
the castle.

"That day the King and the whole castle made
such merriment as had never been since, for we do
not know merriment today. There were jugglers and
jesters and a table full filled, and before evensong the
King gave George the hand of the King his daughter.
That were the gayest of all."

The knight asked the hermit, "Why speakest thou
me of this history?"

The hermit spake unto him and answered, "Sir
knight, thou hast given me not thine name. What be
it?"

"Thou entreatest of me my name? Thou askest
what none hath asked of me aforetimes. My name is
called Sir Perceval. And now I ask of thee of what I
have asked not aforetimes. Had Saint George heard
tell of whom doth the Grail serve?"

George slowly closed the book, and put it on a shelf.
He momentarily wondered why he treated Brocéliande as
something to read alone. There was something that
seemed just out of his reach.

And then George realized something deep, deep inside
himself.

Then it was Holy Week.

Or at least George wanted it to be holy week for him,
too.

George found himself standing in Church, in the
holiest of surroundings, and struggling to pray. Memories
arose; painful memories of stinging things done by those
he loved. Voluptuous images sometimes followed. He
struggled to pray, but his mind remained locked in earthly
struggles. His body ached in the long services: there were
icons, chanting, and incense without, and struggles within.
He wanted to rest in worship, and he couldn't.

In his mind, he remembered a moment when a beggar
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had come to him, and wouldn't stop pleading no matter
how much he annoyed George. The image filled his mind,
and George was startled when he turned and saw the
beggar's face on the wall. Why was that?

George was looking at an icon of Christ.

He had fallen short, and not only in seeing that beggar
as nothing but an annoyance. Did George really have no
common bond with that beggar?

For that matter, did George have no common bond
with the civilization that he disdained, the civilization that
included everybody he knew from the beggar to his
parents, the civilization that gave him everything from his
clothing to his language? Was it there for no other purpose
than for him to criticize and feel superior to?

Fr. Elijah, moving amongst the congregation, swung
the censer before George in veneration.

George barely noticed that some of these thoughts
were giving way, and he was aware, with almost a painful
sharpness, of something else.

George mulled over Fr Elijah's words about hollow
kisses, and then started to see how hollow George was.

Unworthy thought he felt, George stood with growing
awe and wonder, waiting until Great and Holy Thursday,
the one day in holy week where wine was allowed.
"Ordinary" wine was allowed, held in honor and in
remembrance of the Last Supper, when wine became the
blood of Christ and the eucharistic chalice was forever
given to men. This day, if anything, was to George the feast
of the Holy Grail.

And so he stood entranced, as if he were entering from
afar. He watched the Last Supper as here and now, as Fr.
Elijah stood "in the flame" before the altar, and then
listened as he read the Gospel according to St. John the
Evangelist, of the night when Christ loved his disciples to
the last, and prayed out from the glory he shared with the
Father before the worlds had begun.

And Fr. Elijah read and read, reading until George's
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body ached from standing.

Then someone walked over to twelve unlit candles,
and lit one. The first.

George's heart sank. There were eleven candles still to
go.

The readings continued, and became shorter, until the
twelve candles were lit. George began to feel anger at the
unending readings—until he heard Christ's words from the
garden of Gethsemane: "What, could you not watch with
me one hour?" Who were those words spoken to?

And then, when the readings had run their course, the
liturgy followed—at once unlike an intimate gathering in
an upper room in external appearance, but yet like the
place that feels like home though nothing on the outside
resembles the home. George thought for a moment about
a historical reconstruction of the Last Supper pursued
through academic rigor in archaeology... and then realized
he needed no such thing. He was watching the Last Supper
all around him, and in the words of Fr. Elijah's remark,
"You didn't even need a time machine."

Or was this liturgy a spiritual time machine? Certainly
time flowed in the most interesting ways, now quickly,
now slowly, swirling about in eddies... there was
something George could not put his finger on, but he
understood for a moment what could make a person
imagine a way to turn back time.

And so George found himself almost surprised when
Fr. Elijah said, "He gave it to his holy disciples and
apostles, saying, "Take, eat; this is my body which is
broken for you, for the forgiveness of sins."

Then the faithful sealed this with their, "Amen."

Then Fr. Elijah said, "Likewise, he took the cup of the
fruit of the vine, and having mingled it, offering thanks,
blessing, and sanctifying it, he gave it to his holy disciples
and apostles, saying, 'Drink of this, all of you. This is my
blood of the new covenant, shed for you and for many, for
the forgiveness of sins."
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The disciples around him sealed this, with their,
"Amen."

George looked in wonder at the chalice that was
raised. He thought, "This is it. This is the Holy Gralil,
forever given, that belongs to Christ's disciples."

As the liturgy continued, and Fr. Elijah proclaimed the
Holy Gifts, the people continued to seal the Gifts with their
"Amen," and George watched as they received from the
chalice, and kissed the chalice in reverence, and (though
George paid this little attention) Fr. Elijah's hand.

George found himself basking in the glow of that long
moment for as the liturgy continued and Fr. Elijah
anointed those around him that they may be healed in soul
and body.

As he walked home, he thought, "I have seen the Holy
Grail. It has been under my nose. Very soon I will be one
of those who share it, one of those the Holy Grail belongs
to."

When George got home, he slept as peacefully as he
slept in ages.

Then George entered the Church on Great and Holy
Friday.

The whole service moved slowly, felt like something
great but alien that slipped through George's fingers no
matter what he did to grasp it. Around him were some
who were silent, some who were singing, and some who
were weeping. A great cross was brought out, and a great
icon of Christ hung on it with nails.

And then something clicked in George's heart.

Some years before, he had been at a martial arts
demonstration and saw a fifth degree black belt standing
like a picturesque statue, looking quaint and exotic,
holding a beautiful pair of fans. And then, for an instant,
there was a flurry of motion as he was attacked by six
other black belts with swords. And then, an instant later,
George saw a fifth degree black belt standing like a
picturesque statue, looking quaint and exotic, holding a
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beautiful pair of fans, and all around him were six other
black belts with swords, on the ground, crying.

That had for long been the greatest display of power
George had seen.

Now something was at the back of his mind.

Here was a new image of strength.

Were they the same?

Were they different?

Was the true nature of strength, strength in weakness?

The fifth degree black belt showed strength behind
apparent weakness—or at least what looked like weakness
to an outsider like George; he had no idea what it would
look like to someone who was not a barbarian like him. To
him, the martial arts demonstration seemed to show
strength, if a show was needed, and a strength great and
powerful enough to vastly understate itself. And the One
before him on the cross showed more of the same... or was
that really true?

Was it?

Something about that did not sit well.

Inside George's heart flashed an icon that had been on
his mind—of a Man, his head bent, a purple robe about his
wounded body. The robe was royal purple to mock the
"pretender," his hands were bound, and a crown of thorns
rested atop his bent head.

Atop the icon was an inscription in Greek and in
English:

O BAXIAEYX THX AOEHX
THE KING OF GLORY

George raised his eyes to the crucified God.

This was another kind of strength.

George began to weep.

This was the strength that prayed, if there was any
way, that the cup might pass from him.
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This was the strength that prayed, "Thy will be done."
This was the strength that drank the cup to the dregs,
and shattered it forever.
This was

THE KING OF GLORY

THE KING OF KINGS

THE LORD OF LORDS

THE GOD OF GODS

THE LION OF JUDAH

THE FIRSTBORN OF THE DEAD

THE RESURRECTION AND ETERNAL LIFE
THE NEW MAN AND THE LAST ADAM
THE UNCREATED GOD

THE DIVINE, ORDERING WISDOM
THROUGH WHOM ALL THINGS WERE
MADE

BY WHOM ALL THINGS WERE MADE

IN WHOM ALL THINGS CONSIST

THE LORD OF THE CHURCH AND ALL
CREATION

THE BRIDEGROOM OF THE CHURCH AND
ALL CREATION

Had George ever known what it was to worship?

George stood in awe of the one who was, in truth, the
Holy Grail...

or rather, the one for whom the Holy Grail was but a
shadow.

And who was George next to such holiness and power?

Unclean and defiled.

When George had thought about going to his first
confession, it had looked to him like the least attractive
part of the picture of becoming Orthodox. But now, even if
he knew even more dread, he wanted, not so much to be
unburdened for himself, but to turn himself in and render
what was due.
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He didn't just think he needed to. He simply knew that
it was something that he owed with from the core of his
being.

What evil had he not practiced?

He prayed aloud, "Lord Jesus Christ, Son of God, have
mercy on me, a sinner," and then in spirit and body fell
prostrate before his God and Lord.

George returned home, mindful of his sin, but ever so
much more mindful of the greatness of the Lord and
Savior.

He spent Saturday in the terrifying struggle to repent
of his sin, to face his sin and write the spiritual blank
check that he feared in the unconditional surrender of
rejecting sin.

When he confessed his sin, Fr. Elijah blessed him,
said, "I'm sorry I can't give you the sacramental absolution
yet—that will follow your chrismation," and then said,
"Welcome home, son. Keep repenting."

And then the vigil was upon them.

It began with George standing in the center of the
action as he stood before the congregation and, answering
Fr. Elijah, renounced the Devil and all his works, rejecting
sin, schism, and heresy, and vowed himself to Christ as a
member of the Orthodox Church.

Then Fr. Elijah anointed George with sacred chrism,
chrismating him with the fragrant oil of anointing that
sealed George as a little Christ, as spiritual prophet, priest,
and king, as one of the faithful in the Orthodox Church.
This oil of spiritual blessing that worked in him more
deeply even as it was wiped away from his skin—the
emblem of the Spirit that penetrated like a sword. Fr.
Elijah absolved George of his sins, and then the newly
illumined servant of God George, stood before the
congregation.

Then George faded into the background while the vigil
unfolded, and he could never remember all of it—only that
it seemed like a treasurehouse from which more and more
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wondrous treasure was brought forth. George
remembered later the incense, the chant of "Christ is risen
from the dead, trampling down death by death," the call of
"Christ is risen!" and its answer, "He is risen indeed!",
repeated triumphantly, in English, in Slavonic, in Arabic,
in Spanish... and most of all George remembered the faces
around them. There was something more deeply radiant
and beautiful than that of someone who had won millions
of dollars. The vigil lasted for hours, but though George
ached, he barely minded—he almost wished it would last
for hours more.

When it was time for the homily, Fr. Elijah stood up,
his face radiant, and read the age-old homily of St. John
Chrysostom, read at all kinds of Orthodox parishes on
Pascha for ages:

If any man be devout and loveth God,

Let him enjoy this fair and radiant triumphal feast!
If any man be a wise servant,

Let him rejoicing enter into the joy of his Lord.

If any have labored long in fasting,

Let him now receive his recompense.

If any have wrought from the first hour,

Let him today receive his just reward.

If any have come at the third hour,

Let him with thankfulness keep the feast.

If any have arrived at the sixth hour,

Let him have no misgivings;

Because he shall in nowise be deprived therefore.
If any have delayed until the ninth hour,

Let him draw near, fearing nothing.

And if any have tarried even until the eleventh hour,
Let him, also, be not alarmed at his tardiness.

For the Lord, who is jealous of his honor,
Will accept the last even as the first.
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He giveth rest unto him who cometh at the eleventh
hour,

Even as unto him who hath wrought from the first
hour.

And He showeth mercy upon the last,

And careth for the first;

And to the one He giveth,

And upon the other He bestoweth gifts.

And He both accepteth the deeds,

And welcometh the intention,

And honoureth the acts and praises the offering.

Wherefore, enter ye all into the joy of your Lord;
Receive your reward,

Both the first, and likewise the second.

You rich and poor together, hold high festival!
You sober and you heedless, honor the day!
Rejoice today, both you who have fasted

And you who have disregarded the fast.

The table is full-laden; feast ye all sumptuously.
The calf is fatted; let no one go hungry away.
Enjoy ye all the feast of faith:

Receive ye all the riches of loving-kindness.

Let no one bewail his poverty,

For the universal Kingdom has been revealed.
Let no one weep for his iniquities,

For pardon has shown forth from the grave.

Let no one fear death,

For the Saviour's death has set us free.

He that was held prisoner of it has annihilated it.

By descending into Hell, He made Hell captive.
He embittered it when it tasted of His flesh.
And Isaiah, foretelling this, did cry:

Hell, said he, was embittered

When it encountered Thee in the lower regions.
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It was embittered, for it was abolished.

It was embittered, for it was mocked.

It was embittered, for it was slain.

It was embittered, for it was overthrown.

It was embittered, for it was fettered in chains.
It took a body, and met God face to face.

It took earth, and encountered Heaven.

It took that which was seen, and fell upon the
unseen.

O Death, where is thy sting?
O Hell, where is thy victory?

Christ is risen, and thou art overthrown!

Christ is risen, and the demons are fallen!

Christ is risen, and the angels rejoice!

Christ is risen, and life reigns!

Christ is risen, and not one dead remains in the
grave.

For Christ, being risen from the dead,

Is become the first-fruits of those who have fallen
asleep.

To Him be glory and dominion
Unto ages of ages.

Amen.

And then the prayers moved very quickly—joyously—

radiantly—and the Eucharist was served, George being
called up first among the faithful to receive it.

Then the newly illumined servant George received

Jesus Christ as his Lord and Savior.

And George kissed Fr. Elijah's hand and the chalice,
forgetting it was the Holy Grail.
And when the liturgy finished, Fr. Elijah announced to
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the congregation, "You may kiss the convert."
Then the feast began,
a faint fragrance of frankincense flowed,
and a fragrant fragrance of flowers flowed.
Fr. Elijah spoke a blessing,
over a table piled high with finest meats
and puddings
and every good thing,
and the fruit of the vine poured out.
Every door and every window was opened,
and the wind blew where it willed,
and the wind blew where it pleased,
and George settled in to his home,
grateful to God.
Then someone told a Russian folktale,
and someone began singing,
and people began dancing,
and a little boy chased a little girl,
clutching a flower.
And men and women,
children,
young and old,
saluted George with a kiss,
every last one
of his brethren.
And the crystalline light
of a sapphire sky
blew through the window,
and angels danced,
and saints below cracked red Pascha eggs,
red in the footsteps of Mary Magdalene,
a holy grail,
and George laughed,
and wanted to weep,
for joy.
Then George and Abigail talked long.
George could never remember now long the
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celebration seemed to last. It seemed that he had found a
garden enclosed, a fountain sealed, filled with every kind
of wonder, at once Heaven and home, at once chalice and
vine, maiden and mother, ancient and alive. It was the
family George had forever wanted to enter.

Then George kissed Abigail—a long, full kiss—and
absolutely nothing about it was hollow.

When he stepped back, Fr. Elijah tapped him on the
shoulder. "By the way, George... I know this is down the
road, but let me know when you two get engaged. I'd be
happy to do your wedding."

George looked at Abigail, paused, and said, "Abigail,
do you see how the candlelight glistens off your
Grandpappy's bald spot? Isn't it romantic?"

Fr. Elijah and Abigail turned to each other and said,
"It's about time!"

Then Fr. Elijah said, "Welcome to the Castle of the
Saints, George. Welcome home."
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Espiriticthus: Cultures
of a Fantasy World Not
Touched By Evil

Nor'krin

The Nor'krin are tall and strong, with thick, sandy
blonde hair, deep blue eyes, and white skin that turns
reddish when they go south from their frost-kissed land;
the Janra affectionately refer to them as the Northern
giants. They love to run across the snowy plains and up to
the peaks, to feel the crispness of the air, and to drink the
cold and crystalline waters of the flowing streams.

There are not very many of them; they live nomadic
lives, spread out across the snowy North, carrying with
them only their clothing, their hunting weapons (a large
bow and quiver of arrows, an axe, and a knife), a canteen,
and a handful of tools and other miscellanea.

Theirs is a culture of oral tradition and folklore, filled
with a richness of symbolic thought. Their thought is
expressed by storytelling. Some tell of people and actions
full of goodness, love, and wisdom; some are allegories
packed with symbolic detail; some are both. The evenings
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— from the meal onward — are times when the clans
gather together, and the oldest member tells tales until
long into the night, when the fire has died down to embers
and the icy mountain peaks glisten in crystalline blue
starlight.

(The language is one which revolves around the oral
tradition; its grammar is fairly simple, sufficient for basic
expression, but there is an extensive vocabulary fitted to
epic poems, great tales, and the transmission of a symbol-
filled body of lore)

Their experience of sense is primarily aural, centering
around the communication and preservation of their
tradition. The other senses all play a part in their knowing
about the world around them and its enjoyment, of course,
but the ears dominate.

Coming of age is very significant in Nor'krin culture. It
is the event upon which a child becomes a full member of
Nor'krin community, and appreciates it fully, for it is
accomplished in solitude. It is the same for male and
female, big and small.

Denuded of all possessions save a hunting knife and
the clothing on his back, the child begins a solitary trek,
south through the land of the Urvanovestilli and Yedidia,
penetrating deep into the thick forests inhabited by the
Tuz, until he enters a village, and, coming inside a shop,
says, "Blacksmith, blacksmith, find me a task, give me a
quest.”

There are as many quests as there are questions. Some
are easy, some are hard; some are simple, some are
complex. Whatever the quest be — be it finding an
amethyst in the caves, climbing an immense mountain,
answering a riddle, memorizing a book — he leaves the
blacksmith shop and does not return until the quest is
completed. (It must be said that, though some quests have
taken years to complete, recorded history has yet to see a
Nor'krin fail. A child leaves the immediate presence of his
family, but remains in their prayers; they have great faith,
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and it is in this faith that they tread securely into the
unknown.

Upon the return, the blacksmith begins to ask
questions: "What is your name? What is your family? Who
are you? What is your story?" — and begins to fashion an
iron cross. This cross is at once a cross as any other, and a
unique reflection of the person who wears it; no two are
alike.

It is with this cross worn about the neck that he
returns to his clan, come of age.

Nor'krin greet each other by standing opposite the
other, placing the left hand on the other's right shoulder,
and lowering the head slightly; the gesture is a sign of
respect.

The emotional side of their culture is not as intense or
spectacular as many others, but is present and offers an
important reflection of what they value. They know a deep
sense of respect and appreciation; when they think of
others, the first thought is, "This person is an image of
God," and there is a feeling of respect. The mountains, the
trees, and the streams all bear a magnificence which they
appreciate. Nor'krin worship services are filled with awe at
the One whose glory is declared by tales, by lives, and by
the created order. They are traditional liturgical services,
where the place of the homily is taken by long tales and
stories, conducted by the eldest members of the clan.

The Nor'krin homeland is named 'Cryona'.

Tuz

Many wayfarers go south, early in life, to buy
equipment; they need only wait, and a blacksmith will
forge a pair of iron boots which will last for life.

The people are dark and strong; their eyes shine with
power and lightning. The average Tuz male is short, stout,



188 C.J.S. Hayward

very broad-shouldered, and built like a brick wall; a thick,
straight, jet black moustache and a thick, curly beard push
out of leathery skin. Women are equally short and stout,
but do not have such broad shoulders, being (relatively)
more plump and less muscled, and do not have the
moustache and beard (usually).

Their buildings are hewn of solid granite, with iron
doors. The villages are small and scattered, joined by worn
paths passing through the rich, deep green of the forest. It
is this forest, fertile and full of beasts, from which the
heart of their meal comes. They are more than fond of
spicy meat stews and bear jerky. Their beer is dark, thick,
and strong, and every house has at least a little bit of
khoor, a spiced rum which is occasionally used by the
other peoples as a pepper sauce.

The Tuz work hard and play hard. They are often hired
for heavy work in the construction of Urvanovestilli
palaces, and their work rarely receives complaint. After
work is over, they tend towards wrestling and general
rowdiness; if they are present, Janra children (and
occasionally adults) are tossed about.

For all of their rowdiness, the Tuz do possess a great
deal of restraint; even after a couple of beers, they seldom
give each other injuries beyond occasional bruises and
abrasions, and Janra children do not receive even a
scratch. (Most of them rather enjoy being tossed about).

The usual greeting is a crushing bear hug, often
accompanied/followed by a punch in the stomach, some
wrestling or tossing around, etc; it is generally toned down
a bit for children and visitors from afar, but there is always
at least a spark of rowdy play.

As much as the Nor'krin are at home in the cold,
loving everything that is crisp and chilly, the Tuz love heat.
Their land is by far the hottest, but that doesn't stop them
from munching on peppers and wrestling around.
Blacksmiths' shops and fire and sun-hot iron — these are a
few of their favorite things.
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The Tuz also build obstacle courses of stone and iron
and rope, which the Janra have no end of finding new and
inventive ways to use; a slack rope which Tuz climb along
the underside of will be walked — or occasionally run —
atop by the Janra; jumping shortcuts, backwards or
inverted travel, and acrobatic ways of avoiding raw
strength moves are common. Tuz, by contrast, have very
slow and methodical paths.

They are, indeed, probably the most constant and
unchanging of peoples; the process of maturing is a
process of becoming more who they are. Their sense of
order is also great; they value greatly the gift of being well
ruled.

A child, at the age of ten, is presented to the village
elders and the various guildmasters. They spend a day
talking with the child and his parents, in order to
determine his talents, interests, and personality; then they
spend another day talking and discussing amongst
themselves; then, on the third day, his profession is
announced, along with the master to whom he will be
apprenticed. The results are sometimes surprising, but
always embody a great deal of wisdom, and the selection
of a vocation is a gift for which the child is grateful.

Children learn a way of life filled with discipline,
tradition, and respect for elders. It is quite simple, not at
all ornate when compared to some other philosophies, but
it has a power, a solidity to it, and love, faith, honor,
friendship, and hospitality are things that they truly live
by. Their families and communities are very close, and
their friendships are loyal until death. They do not pay as
much emphasis on verbal articulation of teaching as a way
of life. There is thought, but in its expression, words take a
second place to actions. That a life of faith involves
discipline is declared very loudly by Tuz hands.

The are very aware of the value of solitude and prayer;
it is a common practice to simply leave, taking nothing
save clothing and a hunting knife or axe, and go up into
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the mountains for a few days of solitude, allowing time to
pray and to be refocused.

Their language has, in speech, a very heavy, thick,
consonantal feel, full of grated 'h's (which is often present
in 'k's, 'r's, 'g's, and 'b's). The speech is terse and concrete.

Their experience of sense is also very concrete,
centered somewhere between visual and aural. Sight tells
what is around and where, and what is happening and
where. Hearing tells what is happening, and where, and
what is being said.

The emotional side of their culture knows such things
as accomplishment, tradition, exertion, and discipline.
There is an emotion that comes from a job well done and a
challenge mastered; they value it. To have a heritage and
respect elders as well as enjoy children brings a feeling of
right order. To wrestle around, run, or laugh heartily has a
pleasure. To control oneself has a joy. Things such as these
are what they feel.

Tuz worship services are be short and sweet, with
worship embodying a great deal of fervor.

The Tuz homeland is named 'Rhog'.

Urvanovestilli

The first thing to strike a visitor is the devices. In
every house and many shops there is a tinkering room; a
large workbench is covered with every imaginable sort of
gear, spring, hinge, lever, chain, and shaft; the clock is
only the beginning of clockwork. Two nearby cabinets —
one filled with tools, one filled with parts and working
materials — stand neatly closed; at the touch of a button, a
drawer springs out, and shelves slowly slide up.

The craftsmanship of clockwork devices is, along with
the study of diverse subjects — theology and philosophy,
history and literature, science and mathematics — a hobby
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that symbolizes the culture. Each piece is created not only
for utility, but also for artistic effect. Cuckoo clocks and
spring loaded umbrellas, Swiss Army Knives and
mechanical pencils, player pianos and collapsible
telescopes: mechanical objects such as these fill the land.

The ornate complexity of the devices reflects the
ornate complexity of thought. The language, quite possibly
the most difficult to learn, allows a speaker to express
detailed and nuanced thought in exacting specificity.
There are twenty four verb tenses, so that there is (for
example) a different past tense for a brief, well demarcated
action, and one which occurred over a period of time;
there are twenty four other verb forms, which are like verb
tenses as to conjugation and construction, but express the
verb in an atemporal manner. Their language has much
room built in for conjunction and logical connectives,
nesting and predicates, as well as subtlety, implication,
and allusion.

They have a complex and formal system of etiquette,
although it must be said to their credit that they take no
offense at a wayfarer who is warm and friendly but does
not know their rules; they understand how simple the
heart of politeness is.

Their speech is clever and witty, and they are fond of
abstract strategy games. They enjoy ornate and complex
polyphony, and will spend hours exploring theology and
philosophy (two disciplines which they have the wisdom
not to separate).

Urvanovestilli culture places a very heavy emphasis on
a facet of virtue which they call contrainte. Contrainte is a
kind of inner constraint, where order is approached by
adjusting conditions inside before conditions outside, and
not letting oneself be wrongly controlled by external
circumstance. A similar concept is embodied in the words
'moderation' and 'self-control.'

Contrainte enables a man to be free and use that
freedom responsibly; it enables a man to have access to
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drink without getting drunk; it enables him to think
constantly without becoming rationalistic. The
Urvanovestilli homeland has the richest natural resources
in the world, and (with centuries of first rate
craftsmanship and efficient work) they are by a wide
margin the richest nation in the world. Despite this, they
keep a very cautious eye on wealth, so as not to be
enslaved by it. Theirs is not a culture of consumption;
though some of their interests — art, sculpture, board
oriented strategy games, tinkering — generally are
pursued in a manner that involves wealth, the bulk —
discussions, prayer, dance, imagination, thought — do not.
Consumption as a status symbol and waste are both seen
as vulgar.

In contrainte is also balance and complement. There is
time in solitude and time in community, freedom and
responsibility, private and public property, work and rest.

It is in contrainte that an ornate system of etiquette
does not obscure love, and elaborate ceremonies do not
obscure worship. Just as they do not have their sights set
on wealth — they do not look to it for happiness, security,
and other things that it can not provide — and are
therefore able to enjoy it (among other and greater
blessings) without being harmed, so also they set their
sights on love and worship, and therefore do not permit
rules of etiquette or liturgical forms to make themselves
the focus and cause hearts to become cold and dusty.

Contrainte likewise allows them to act efficiently
without becoming efficient. Off of work, life takes a calm
and leisurely pace; nobody fidgets. It allows them to be
very judicious in their use of money, and at the same time
very generous; their hospitality is lavish, and it is unheard
of for anyone — friend or stranger, native or foreigner — to
go hungry in their land.

The single greatest mark of contrainte lies in that, with
all of their achievements, they remain open to the gifts of
God. Contrainte itself — though they work very hard to



Culture Fiction 193

cultivate it — is not something that they try to achieve on
their own power, but ask for in prayer, expecting to receive
as a gift from God. Nor is it set up as the supreme context,
the Supra-God to which God must bow down; they know
nothing of religion within the bounds of contrainte.
Contrainte does not "point to" itself as an object of
worship, but rather God; it brings, in worship of God, a
desire to grow in faith, hope, and love. It is like being
reasonable enough not to be rationalistic.

On the surface, the Urvanovestilli culture appears to
be the antithesis of that of the Shal. One is complex, and
the other simple; one is rich, and the other poor; in one,
people sit and talk for hours; in the other, people sit in
silence for hours.

At the very heard, though, they are very much the
same; Urvanovestilli, when traveling and visiting the Shal,
feel that they are at home; the Shal find the Urvanovestilli
to be brothers. They see beyond, rest in God's love, and
love their neighbors.

The Urvanovestilli are quiet, patient, temperate, and
refined. They are classically educated and cultured; their
country is a federation of republics, each one ruled by a
senate in a tradition that has remained unchanged for
centuries. Tradition is strong, and families remain
together; come evening, three or four, sometimes even five
generations sit down at one table, eating and drinking,
talking and listening, long into the night. There is a great
respect for age, but a respect that in no way despises
youth; the oldest spend a great deal of time caring for the
youngest. Indeed, one of the first sights to greet a visitor
who steps inside an Urvanovestilli mansion is often a
grandfather or great-grandfather, with a long, flowing
white beard, sitting with a child on his knee.




194 C.J.S. Hayward

Urvanovestilli names are long and ornate. The full
name is rarely spoken outside of formal ceremonies; even
Urvanovestilli do not often pronounce thirty syllables to
refer to one entity; all the same, each one is considered
important. The names are:

Family name: This is the first and foremost of names,
and the most cherished; it is the most commonly used.

Maiden name: Among married women, this follows.

Birth name: This is the name given at birth, and is
often used within families and when there are several
people of the same family present.

Reserve name: This is a very intimate name, which is
not always known outside of family and close friends; it is
spoken with a great deal of affection and familiarity.

Baptismal name: This name is chosen at baptism by
people who know the person well, and given a great deal of
prayer; it is used especially in religious contexts.

Regional name: This tells of the city or village a person
comes from, carrying with it connotations of regional
flavor and culture. It is used primarily in reference to
travelers or (occasionally) people far away.

Friend names: These names (some do not have any; a
few have ten or eleven; the average is two or three) come
according to friends; a friend can bestow a name, and it
becomes thereafter formally a part of an Urvanovestilli full
name. When such a name is bestowed, it will become the
name used primarily by the person who chose it.

The phrases of politeness — those which would
correspond to hello, goodbye, please, thank you, you're
welcome — are all benedictions; they take innumerable
forms and beauties according to the people and situation.
Blessing is something which they value; they often speak
of good things — friends, virtue, art and music, food and
drink — as so many blessings from the heart of the Father.

The traditional greeting is a hand raised, open save
that the ring finger bends down to meet the thumb, or
(when greeting a child) placed atop the head; the gesture
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is a symbol of benediction. It is followed by three kisses on
alternate cheeks.

In youth, Urvanovestilli are filled with a wanderlust.
They voyage to many different places, seeing different
nations and lands — as well as the variety of their own
cities — and enjoy experiences which provide a lifetime's
worth of memories. The wayfaring is never really
complete, though, until it becomes the voyage home: the
Time sometimes comes after two years of travel and
sometimes after ten, but the Spirit always makes it clear.
When that Time comes, each Urvanovestilli spends a little
longer — perhaps a month — with the people he is visiting,
and then leaves, with a very passionate and tearful
goodbye.

It is Time to return home, to put down roots, to
deepen, to mature; Time to wholly enter into the
homeland. From this point on, the Urvanovestilli is no
longer a wayfarer. The memories of his travels are
cherished and very dear, a set of riches that he will always
carry with him, and he will still send blessings, gifts,
letters, and occasionally visits to friends in far away lands,
but it is no longer time to go here and there; it is Time to
grow into family, friends, and city.

Urvanovestilli writings and teaching, the means by
which theology and philosophy are transmitted, take many
forms — poems, riddles, parables and allegories, personal
conversations, to name a few — but the predominant form
is a systematic and structured logical argument: point one,
point two, point three, subpoint three b, conclusion one...
The structure carries allusion, nuance, and beauty; it
leaves room for the speaker to make a very beautiful craft
of words.

They enjoy being absorbed in thought; it is how they
spend a good time of each day. They do not look down on
sensation — indeed, they have a great appreciation for
what is a very highly developed art, music, and cuisine —
but it does not fill their world as it does that of many
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others. Abstraction and complexities of thought are
fundamental to their experience of the world: sensation
leads into perception, perception leads into concrete
thought, and concrete thought leads into abstract thought.
Moments of immersion in the senses are rare, Sensation,
being the outermost layer, is governed and enjoyed from
within. Its form is generally of aural and visual character;
the aural side is shaped by words, and then accommodates
the other plethora of sounds, and the visual side is shaped
by the forms, the spaces, and the interactions of their
devices, and sees something of springs and gears in the
world around.

Their faces appear at first glance to be almost
expressionless — a faint hint of a smile, perhaps — until
you look at their eyes, the first window to the fire and
intensity within. Urvanovestilli eyes — whether brown,
amber, hazel, grey, or blue — bear an intense, probing
gaze; in Urvanovestilli culture, eye contact is almost
continual, and reflects a fire, an intensity, a passion, that
fills their way of life. It does not take long to be reminded
that eye contact is a form of touch; their eyes seem to be
looking into your spirit. The gaze, in its intensity, is never
cold and calculating, never the chilling, devouring stare of
a steel face beyond which lies a heart of ice; at its most
intense and most probing, it is the most filled with love,
and most easily shows the intense fire within. They can
rest — and they know calm and tranquility — but there is a
great energy within, an energy that shows itself in their
artwork and writings. Those who read their theologians
certainly do not fail to notice the depths of wisdom and
insight, but what is most striking is their love for God. The
passion — of their love for God, for spouse, for family, for
their neighbor; of desire to grow in virtue and knowledge,
for their work — burns, and their experience of emotion —
of discovery, of awe, of appreciation of beauty — is long
and intense, complex and multifaceted. This emotion is
the other side of contrainte; it is the same virtue that
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enables them to enjoy wine in temperance, and to be
moved to tears by music and theater. It is not a "virtue" of
stifling — that would be far too easy, but of control and
proper enjoyment. Just as they find abstinence from drink
to be too easy, a way of dodging the lesson of moderation,
stifling emotion and crushing it would be, to them, a way
of dodging the lesson of passions rightly oriented in
accordance with holiness and love — not to mention an
unconscionable destruction of an integral facet of being
human.

Those Urvanovestilli who are the most virtuous, the
most filled with contrainte, are nearly always the most
passionate.

Urvanovestilli are usually short, but look like very tall
in miniature, with clear white skin and jet black hair. The
men have a thin and wiry frame, with sharp and angular
features. They have flaring eyebrows coming out of a
prominent brow, a thin, hooked nose, and tufts of fine hair
flaring away from their ears. Skin holds tightly to bones,
muscles, and veins, and arms end in long, thin hands with
nimble fingers. Their voices are a very soft, almost silent
tenor.

The women are somewhat slender, but a slenderness
which is graceful and rounded. Their features, as well as
their build, bear this slender, graceful, rounded character,
and their movements are light and flowing. (If the men
know more of passion, the women know more of calm).
Their voices are high and clear, with a sound that is like
silver, like cold and crystalline water, like clear, light, dry
Alsace blanc.

Urvanovestilli worship services are long and complex,
with ornate liturgy and ritual. The language is florid and
ornate (like that of the liturgy stemming from St. John
Chrysostom) and every sentence of the liturgy would
embody theological truth. The homilies (although not the
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only part of the service which varies (much of the liturgy
itself changing according to a traditional pattern dictated
by a complex algorithm) from week to week) are
themselves not that long. They are of moderate length, and
differ from the liturgy — which presented different
doctrines sentence by sentence — in being a full and well-
developed presentation of one single idea, expressed in
unequaled detail and eloquence.

The Urvanovestilli homeland is named 'Flaristimmo'.

Urvanovestilli city — Capitello

Capitello is the capital of the Urvanovestilli land, and
the classical Urvanovestilli city.

At the very heart lies a cruciform cathedral. It is an
immense domed building, the outside in white marble,
covered with statues and spires. Inside, all is dark — or so
it seems to a person who first steps in.

Someone who steps in first stands in place, seeing
nothing really, perhaps a few points of light in the
darkness... and then, very slowly, begins to adjust. It is
cool inside, and very still. The silence is a silence that can
be heard, a very real and present stillness. As he begins to
step into the coolness and the silence, he begins to see
light — light that had gone unnoticed at first, but as he
steps into it, becomes more and more visible. The light is
shining through a thousand candles, each one bringing a
little bit of light, a little bit of warmth, to what is around it.
Then, after the candles become visible, it is seen what they
illuminate — mosaics, worked with colored dyes and gold
leaf... and faces.

Outside of the cathedral lies an open garden with
fountains and statues. Around the garden lies a circle of
seven great halls. In clockwise order, beginning south of
the cathedral, they are:
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Library: This collection, the largest in the world, has at
least one copy of all known writings, and a scriptorium in
which they are copied and transmitted.

Device museum: This is a clockwork building filled
with exemplary devices (and copies in various states of
disassembly).

Senate: This building is decorated with arts and crafts
from the cities throughout the land; it is a place where
senators (two from each city and one from each village)
meet to govern the nation.

Mayorship: This is the local senate, the seat from
which public affairs are run; the majority of political
power is on a local level (the senate being the head of a
confederation), vested in the town elders.

Forum: This is an immense amphitheater which hosts
a variety of speakers, panels, and open talks. Lecture is the
predominant medium and presentation, but poetry and
storytelling occur not infrequently. The forum, along with
the evening worship services in the cathedral, walking in
the garden, attending a concert, or looking through the art
museum, is appreciated as an enjoyable way to spend a
night out.

Music hall/theater: This hosts concerts and recitals,
theatrical performances, operas, dances, pyrotechnic
displays, occasional Janra acrobatic performances,
dramatic readings, puppet shows...

Art museum: Half of the space is devoted to
permanent exhibits, and half to temporary displays. Most
of the finest artwork ever produced by Urvanovestilli, and
a good deal of the finest artwork from other cultures, may
be seen here.

Outside of the seven halls lies what is called "the
mélange"; outside of the mélange lie fields, pastures, and
vineyards; outside of the farmland lies forest.

The mélange is a large annulus which contains
mansions, shops, roads, paths, public squares, gardens,
open lots, little forums and theaters, restaurants, and so
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on. It is where a great deal of life and culture transpires; in
the little nooks and crannies, inside the parlors of the
houses, a lot transpires.

The Urvanovestilli enjoy going out, but the enjoyment
does not come from despising being at home. The parlors,
which have the distinction of being within a person's home
and hospitality, are lavishly furnished, with couches,
chairs, lanterns, some instruments, a liquor machine,
some sculpture or paintings, often a fountain or clock or...
and people enjoy sitting around, talking, reading,
performing music...

Urvanovestilli city: Eliré

Eliré is known among the Urvanovestilli as the city of
seashells. While most Urvanovestilli cities are built out of
white stone, in ornately embellished classical geometric
forms, Eliré is built out of sandy yellow stone, in flowing
curves; buildings seem like giant seashells. The artwork
and jewelry are crafted from seashells and other treasures
from the sea — coral and pearls — and the public squares
are filled with fountains and pools, where colorful fish
swim about.

The people enjoy swimming, and often meet the
dolphin population; they enjoy each other.

Urvanovestilli city: Mistrelli

Mistrelli lies in the heart of the Fog Valley; a shroud of
mist cloaks the ground, out of which rise trees and tall
buildings with spires and towers. Inside the buildings are
all manner of tunnels of tunnels, secret passages, and
trapdoors; there are clockwork devices in each one.
Throughout the city are spread a handful of entrances to a
vast underground labyrinth, of which the better part is
known; there are all manner of doors and puzzles inside.

The city is full of rose bushes, climbing up the sides of
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the buildings, over and around gates; most are yellow, but
there are some of every color.

The people take a long time to get to know, and their
personalities always have hidden gems. Their study of
theology emphasizes mystery and the incomprehensible
nature of God; Connaissance, a theologian from Mistrelli,
began and ended his magnum opus with the words, "I do
not know."

Urvanovestilli city: Fabriqué

Fabriqué is the biggest of Urvanovestilli port cities; it
lies on the Tuz border, and is the site where ships — full
rigs with multiple masts, many sails, and innumerable
ropes — are built. They are polished and ornately carved,
well suited for transport and trade as well as a work of art.
The crews hired tend to be heavily Tuz — strong and
sturdy workers who have no problem tying a rope as thick
as a wrist in waves and storm — and set sail to other
Urvanovestilli ports and ports around the world,
transporting voyagers and cargo to destinations near and
far.

Yedidia

The Yedidia culture is a culture of vibrant life. They
live in buildings woven out of living trees and plants; the
doorways are filled by hanging curtains of leafy vines
which softly part as a person passes through.

Their manner of gardening spins out of a wonderful
talent for drawing beauty out of the forest; many visitors
come for the first time, do not even realize that they have
stepped into a garden; they only notice that the forest's
beauty is exceptional there.

The Yedidia are very sensitive to the rest of Creation;
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they speak in a melodic, lilting tongue of the purest song,
but even that language is not the one that is closest to
them. The first language of every child is that of rocks and
trees and skies and seas. They know how tot call birds out
of the forest to fly into their hands; they know how to
make plants flourish.

They have ears to hear the crystalline song by which
the Heavens declare the glory of their Maker. They
appreciate the beauty of the created order as it tells of the
Uncreate with a power that can not fully be translated into
words — and they use the language of Creation to speak of
the mysteries of the Creator, whose fingerprints are
everywhere in nature.

They look into the great and unfathomable vastness of
space; it furnishes the language by which they tell of the
great and unfathomable vastness of the Creator. They
know the energy, the great fire out of which the sun pours
out light and energy; it furnishes the language by which
they tell of the energy and great fire in the heart of the
Father, offering warmth and light freely and without cost.
They dance in the rain, the life giving water poured out
from above; it furnishes the language by which they speak
of springs of living water come down from Heaven. They
admire the beauty of the lilies of the field, which simply
rest in the sunlight, rain, and dew showered on them; it
furnishes the language by which they speak of resting in
the love poured out. Their eyes are not closed when a grain
of wheat falls to the earth and dies...

They are sensitive to the silent beauty that is
sometimes unnoticed even by the Janra. They enjoy the
brilliance of the sun, and the pale blue luminescence of the
moon; the gentle warmth of a summer night, and the
powerful motion of a pouring rainstorm (and there are few
things many Yedidia enjoy more than being thoroughly
drenched). They look at the veins of a leaf, the hairs of a
caterpillar, the motion of a snail; they listen to the song of
birds, the sound of wind whispering amidst the leaves, the
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splashes of water flowing over rocks; they taste the cold
freshness of water, the tartness of lemons, the sweetness
of strawberries; they smell the soft fragrance of jasmine,
the spice of cinnamon, the freshness after a rain; they feel
the velvety softness of a rabbit's fur, the raspiness of a
rhubarb leaf, the roughness of bark, the smoothness of a
worn stone, the gentle kiss of a summer breeze, the
springiness of pete moss, the shimmering heat of fire long
into the night, the light tickle of a crawling gecko, the
fineness of a child's hair, and the warmth of a friend's face.

They are as intuitive as they are perceptive; the
emotions of friends especially, but strangers as well, are
quickly understood; be it singing together, a friendly joke,
talking, listening, leaving alone, sitting together in silence,
holding a hand, giving a hug — they always seem to know.

The Yedidia make wines and incense which even the
Urvanovestilli do not come close to. It is, though, the
Urvanovestilli who make their garments. Some are short,
some are tall; some are slender, some are rounded; they
tends towards being fairly short and fairly round, but there
is a lot of variety. All, though, have olive skin and dark,
shiny black hair; the women wear a long, flowing robe of
kelly green, over which cascades of hair fall and spin,
sometimes reaching to the waist, sometimes almost
touching the ground; the men wear cloaks and tunics of
walnut brown. The clothing is soft and light as air; it
streams out in the motion and jumps of dance — like their
music, smooth, soft, flowing, graceful.

"Dance, then, wherever you may be, for I am the Lord
of the Dance, said he." Theirs is a culture full of joy and
celebration; it is full of smiles, and always willing to
welcome a visitor. Finding something good, they look for
someone to share it with.

They are very sensitive to the cycles of nature, of the
day, of the phases of the moon, of the seasons in turn.
They shape the regular rhythm of their songs, and provide
a sense of constancy and regularity, again, which furnishes
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the language by which they speak of the constancy and
regularity of the Creator.

The traditional greeting is a soft and gentle hug, one
which often lasts a while (or a butterfly kiss, or...). That
touch, as their faces and voices as they speak, bears a great
deal of expression: The phrase of greeting used means,
literally, "Here is a person in whom I find joy." The words
remain the same, but the music of the speech colors it to
perfection.

Though each culture has its own drink — even the icy
cold water enjoyed by the Nor'krin is appreciated by
visiting Janra, who recognize it as a gift given without
sowing or reaping — drinks are one of the first things that
come to mind when most people hear the word 'Yedidia'.

First of all are their wines. Nearly all of the finest
wines are made in their land. Red and white, and a little
bit of rose and green, are stored away in caves to age for
years, perhaps decades, before being opened to enjoy with
friends and memories.

After the wines come cider; it is served hot and well
spiced; the spicing is done in many different ways, and
gives a wonderful variety to a very soothing drink to warm
a cool evening.

There are fruit juices of every color of the rainbow;
strawberry, pear, guava, banana, apple, peach, and fig are
but the beginning of a very long and flavorful list. There is,
though, one strong point of commonality: the fruit is
always still attached to the plant a few minutes before it is
served.

(the variety of fruit juices is fermented and aged as are
grapes to make wine, but that variety of drinks is reserved
for very special occasions)

They also enjoy teas and infusions; the trees and herbs
provide another spectrum of tastes to sip with friends.

Roots of various plants are sometimes spiced to
provide another drink.

Yedidia cuisine varies somewhat from region to
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region. In some places, it is based on fresh fruit, and in
others, on breads, cereals, thick soups and vegetable
stews; the latter is spiced, lightly salted, and often has
some meat for added flavor. All forms of Yedidia cuisine
begin with a small salad (either garden or fruit), have a
main course of some form of the local specialties, are
followed by a platter with an assortment of breads and
fresh fruits, and end with a dessert of cheeses or cured
fruit.

Life, to the Yedidia, is one big, long party, and, to the
Yedidia, song is the symbol of celebration. They sing in the
morning, and sing in the evening; they sing while working,
and sing a prayer — hands joined together — before meals.
Thought is expressed in song; the first place to look for an
expression of their perspective on theology and philosophy
is in the verses of their hymns. There are many cherished
songs shared across the nation, but there is also much
spontaneity and improvisation; their way of
speaking/singing is in metered verse, and a wealth of their
wisdom is embodied in the rhythm of hymns, regular and
dependable as the cycles of nature. The day, the moon, the
year — these different cycles are echoed in the structure of
verses.

For the beauty of the earth,

for the glory of the skies,

For the love which from our birth
over and around us lies:

Lord of all, to Thee we raise

this our hymn of grateful praise.

For the beauty of each hour

of the day and of the night,

Hill and vale and tree and flower,
sun and moon and stars of light:
Lord of all, to Thee we raise

this our hymn of grateful praise.
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For the joy of human love,

brother, sister, parent, child,
Friends on earth, and friends above;
for all gentle thoughts and mild;
Lord of all, to Thee we raise

this our hymn of grateful praise.

For Thy church, that evermore
lifteth holy hands above,
Offering up on every shore

her pure sacrifice of love:

Lord of all, to Thee we raise

this our hymn of grateful praise.

For Thyself, best Gift Divine!

To our race so freely given;

For that great, great love of Thine,
peace on earth, and joy in Heaven:
Lord of all, to Thee we raise

this our hymn of grateful praise.

This is my Father's world,

and to my listening ears,

All nature sings, and round me rings
the music of the spheres.

This is my Father's world:

I rest me in the thought

Of rocks and trees, of skies and seas;
His hand the wonders wrought.

This is my Father's world,
the birds their carols raise,
The morning light, the lily white,
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declare their Maker's praise.

This is my Father's world:

He shines in all that's fair;

In the rustling grass I hear him pass, He speaks
to me everywhere.

This is my Father's world,

O let me ne'er forget

That though the wrong seems oft so strong,
God is the Ruler yet.

This is my Father's world:

the battle is not done;

Jesus who died shall be satisfied,

and earth and Heaven be one.

The Yedidia are the most alive to sensation; each sense
is valued, and each one provides something a little
different.

Touch is pre-eminent; it is enjoyed immensely, and
they consider it the most informative of senses. Touch tells
them of texture and temperature, of moist and dry; by how
things respond to pressure, they can feel what is present
beneath the surface and what structure it forms; it tells
much of emotion. When sensation yields perception, touch
provides them with the greatest richness.

Smell is a sense of memories; to walk through an
orchard is to remember seasons past. It no less bears a tale
of what has happened; each person bears his own
distinctive smell, and a place by its smell tells who has
passed by. Many different things leave a mark on a placés
scent, and to smell is to be told, as if in a far-off memory
(indeed, like those that smell mysteriously triggers), what
plants are present, what the weather is like and has been,
who has passed by, what fruit was picked — though not all
of this is perceived all of the time, the fragrance of a place
often tells bits and pieces.

Sight is a sense that works by light illuminating all



208 C.J.S. Hayward

that it shines on (and this is something from which they
draw a lesson). It tells of the color, the form, and the
beauty of what is around; what is moving and what is still;
it tells of what is far away and can not yet be touched. It
serves as a guide to what is around, as a guide by which to
move and act in an unknown situation, and it bears its
own beauty; all of this provides lessons about God and
about faith.

The first sound in their mind, and the one they most
love, is song. The song of a friend's voice, the song of a
bird chirping, the song of a babbling brook, the silent song
of silvery blue starlight — all of these are listened to and
enjoyed.

The taste of food tells of the time of year and of
culture. Drink and food are a kind of art, and its taste tells
both of the time of year and how it was prepared.

Yedidia emotions have a fluid character; they are a
sensitive people who are easily moved and who show their
emotions quickly. Their celebration is filled with smiles
and mirth — as is, indeed, much of life. Tears are held to
be very precious — in their language, the same word
means 'tear' and 'diamond' — and they know tears, not
only of sorrow, but also of joy. Tears come to greet both
memories and powerful music, and mark as both sign and
symbol the most significant events in life — farewell and
death, yes, but also a loved one regained, and birth, and
marriage. Memories and hopes, also, are precious. They
know sorrow, but never bitterness; however deep and
angst-ridden the sorrow may be, deeper and more healing
is the joy. Farewell is always marked by the thought of, "I
will be able to enjoy your presence again;" on many a
deathbed has been spoken the words, "We will be brought
back together again in the heart of the Father. It will not
be long."

Yedidia worship services are filled with songs —
celebrations in which everybody participates.

The Yedidia homeland is named 'Syllii'.
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Yedidia character: Sylla

Sylla is relatively short and rounded; she has dark,
olive skin and soft, brown eyes. Her hair falls down to her
waist, and she wears a long, flowing kelly green robe, as is
traditional among Yedidia women; more often than not, a
chain of flowers rests in her hair. She chooses to go
barefoot, so that she can feel the grass, the moss, the
earth, and the stones beneath her feet.

The only possession which she carries is a small harp;
a slow strum accompanies a soft and gentle song. She also
has with her a pet: a milshh: a small, eyeless animal, about
two feet long, with brilliant golden fur that is long and
soft, two large, pointed ears, eight short, flexible legs
ending in large paws, and a shiny black nose which is
always sniffing inquisitively. It is both shy and curious,
and it is very warm and affectionate; it is usually very calm
and sedate, but often becomes very excited when it smells
someone familiar.

A quote:

Fair is the sunlight;
Fairer still the moonlight:
Fairest of all, is the light of thy face.

Jec

The Jec life is filled with faith, humility, and
simplicity. They live in small rural villages, where
farmland — pastures, fields, orchards and vineyards, the
village commons — outlies a few houses, some artisan's
shops, and a simple church.

They are peasants very much like those chosen to be
apostles, and the carpenter who chose them. Farmers,
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blacksmiths, cobblers — clothed in rough, plainly colored
robes, they are the sort of people one could easily overlook
in the search for the spectacular. It is calloused hands and
dirty fingernails that are lifted up to God in worship, and
that continue to worship by placing a yoke on a pair of
oxen, gathering firewood, peeling carrots and potatoes, or
threshing wheat. There are many who are given great
wisdom and knowledge, a faith to move mountains, or
who speak in the tongues of men and angels, but they do
not bear an otherworldly air or a strange electricity; they
appear as men and women like any other, usually
harvesting barley or carving wood.

Their thought is expressed in parables, little stories,
and proverbs, the first and foremost of which are "Love
Yahweh your God with all of your heart, and all of your
soul, and all of your mind, and all of your might," and
"Love your neighbor as yourself." There is a great sense of
community and continuity, carrying the torch passed
down by the saints who walked before.

They do not really travel; most are born, live, and die
within a few miles of a single point. They do not look down
on wayfarers who voyage far and wide to see the height of
mountains and the vastness of seas, and enjoy the richness
of the visible and invisible artifacts of the variety of
cultures, but they pay a lot of attention to what is easy to
pass by without noticing. They know their culture, their
village, and its people very well.

Jec culture is a culture of the very small. They see the
great in the small; in the Law of Love is seen all of virtue
and right action; in a tiny shoot pushing out of the ground
they see an immense oak whose branches will someday
provide shade; in a simple gift, they see the love that gave
it. They are fond of the words, "He who is faithful in little
is also faithful in much." Piety is given expression in the
tiny details of everyday life, to which careful attention is
devoted. They search to love God by seeing to the needs of
whoever they are with.
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Gift giving occupies an important cultural position;
each gift serves as a little symbol, a little morsel, of love.
The gifts are very simple — poverty does not permit the
spectacular — but are given generously. A flower, an apple,
a song, a blessing, a handshake, a prayer, a poem, a cup of
cold water wood carved into a statue or a whistle, an oddly
shaped pebble, a skin of wine, a walk, a story, a patterned
candle — all of these are given.

Sight, sound, touch, smell, taste — there is nothing
really special about their use of senses. They notice and
enjoy little details; there is not much more to say.

The language has simple rules and few words; it is one
of the easiest to learn, and bears well the load of talking
about everyday matters, about personality and friendship,
and about God.

When two Jec meet, one is usually coming to visit the
other, and something of this notion of visit and welcome is
embodied in the greeting. The visitor comes with one arm
outstretched and hand open, saying, "I give you my love."
The host clasps the outstretched hand, bowing slightly,
and says, "And I return to you mine." These actions are
accompanied by a gentle smile.

They are fairly short, with tan skin, brown eyes, and
hair that is usually brown (and sometimes black or sandy
blonde).

Their emotions are the emotions of being human, the
common points of feeling shared across all culture. They
know at least something of laughter and peace and passion
and tears and awe; if there is one point that runs strong, it
is a sense of tradition, community, continuity, and place;
they have a sense of unique importance and a part in the
great plan (two concepts which are not really separate in
their thought).

Jec worship services are simple, without any real
distinguishing remarks — no bells and smells, just a week
by week liturgical service presenting the Gospel message
and embodying worship. The opening words of each
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service are, "Hear, O Israel, Yahweh your God is one. You
shall love Yahweh your God with all of your heart, and
with all of your soul, and with all of your mind, and with
all of your might. You shall love your neighbor as yourself.
Love one another."

The Jec homeland is named 'Tev'.

Shal

The language is soft, gentle, simple, and calm. It is
spoken slowly, as if it were a lullaby; it has few words:
simple, little words with rich and profound connotations;
'Way', 'Tao', and "Word' are like the nouns which are used.

Even the verbs are rarely verbs which tell of action.
Rather, they describe that which is; 'be', 'abide in'
'embody’, 'love', 'nourish’, 'support’, 'is the friend of',
'know', 'receive', 'is from', 'resemble’, 'live', are the
essential words which a child would learn as one of our
children would learn words such as 'walk’, 'talk’, 'eat’. Just
as our language has different words — 'walk’, 'run’, jog',
'sprint’, 'mosey’, 'trot’, for example — which tell of the
action of moving by the us of legs, so their language has at
least a few different words to tell of being, or
understanding, or abiding, or loving. The way of speaking
sometimes does not even need verbs; there are more
adjectives than adverbs.

The genius of the language is embodied in a flowing
prose which is the purest poetry; words with the simplicity
of a child. It does not have abruptly ending sentences, but
rather slides somewhat like Hebrew; one thought gives
form to the next. It has something like the feel of the
prologue to John's account of the Gospel, or his first letter;
it has something like the feel of a Gregorian chant; there is
nothing abrupt in their speech or music. They speak, but
even more, they are silent; there is a communion.
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The understanding is one which see beyond, which
looks at the surface and sees into the depths. They stand
dazzled by the glory of the starry vault, and worship the
awesome Creator who called them into being; they look at
a friend's face and see the person behind.

Their culture is a place of perfect order. It is ordered
by things being placed rightly; by God worshiped by man,
the spiritual ahead of the physical, being beyond doing.

It is of this that God is known in all of his majesty, that
spirituality becomes rich and profound, that there is a
right state of being. This brings the lesser things to
flourish. Men shine as they reflect the glory of God. That
which is physical is enjoyed immensely — the warmth and
softness of a friend's touch, the sweetness of a freshly
picked orange, the fragrance of a garden of flowers, the
sound of a bird's song, the colors of a sunset — all of these
things are received gratefully. Being, they do; they tend the
garden, and create.

The order flows from resting in the Spirit and from
love; there is no one who thinks of order. The truthfulness
knows nothing of oaths; the order knows nothing of rules,
nor even of honor and morality.

The culture is best understood, not by looking at men,
but by looking at God. God gives generously, and they
receive and rest in his love.

There are many people in modern society who, when
waiting in an office or at a traffic light, become agitated
and begin to fidget; they are hollowed out by an excess of
doing. The Shal are innocent of such hurry. They act, but it
is a doing which flows from being.

Food, wine, music, incense, touch, silence,
storytelling, dance, drama, puppetry — it is not often that
they all get together to have a celebration (they prize
greatly time spent alone with one person, and then
extended families and tightly knit communities).

Shal culture does not exactly have greetings as such;
their way of thought works differently.
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To say 'hello’ or 'goodbye' is an action of an instant, in
two senses. In one sense, it lasts for an instant; no one
says 'hello' twenty times or shakes hands for five minutes.
In the other sense, it marks an instant, the instant where
absence becomes presence or presence becomes absence.

The Shal do not really think in terms of instants; time
is measured and perceived — or, rather, not measured and
not perceived — by moments. A friend is present, and he is
enjoyed, and then he is absent, and then there is solitude.
In the place of a greeting, the Shal have a presence. With
the Shal, you never get the feeling that you are alone and
there is another person nearby who is also alone; you
never get the feeling that there is a close group of friends
nearby and they are inside and you are outside. If a Shal is
nearby, he is present; indeed, the Shal have a very present
touch.

Life, to the Shal, is full of moments. There is a meal
with friends, and then there is reflection in solitude, and
then there is a beautiful song, and then there is time with a
friend, and then there is prayer, and then there is sleep,
and then there is work tending to the trees... There is not
interruption or haste; a moment lasts as long as it is
appropriate for a moment to last.

Their moments of community are profound; their
moments of solitude are even more profound.
'Withdrawing' is what they call it; it is a time of stillness,
and an expression of a love so profound that all other loves
appear to be hate. It is a time of finding a secret place, and
then withdrawing — from family, friends, and loved ones,
from music and the beauty of nature, from cherished
activities, from sensation — into the heart of the Father. It
is a time of — it is hard to say what. Of being loved, and of
loving. Of growing still, and becoming. Of being set in a
right state, and realigned in accordance with the ultimate
reality. Of purity from the Origin. Of being made who one
is to be. Of communion and worship. Of imago dei filled
with the light of Deus. Of being pulled out of time and
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knowing something of the Eternal.

This withdrawing fills them with an abundant love for
other people, and gives them a renewed appreciation for
nature and music; it fills them with silence, and fills their
words and song.

Their perception of the world is quintessentially
tactile. Sight, hearing, and smell all work at a distance;
touch perceives what is immediately present. The eyes,
ears, nose, and tongue are all organs of sense at one place
on the body — more sensitive in some places and less in
others, to be sure — and feels all of what is immediately
present. Touch provides the physical side of the presence
which is so greatly valued.

The emotional side of the culture is filled by peace, in
which is embedded joy and contentment. It does not
change very much or very quickly — though it
encompasses affection, or appreciation of beauty, or a
special serenity, or absorption in thought.

Their appearances have the peculiar property of not
seeming to be any particular age. If you look, age is not
very difficult to judge, but somehow the thought doesn't
come up. They have a rounded shape, soft eyes, and warm,
soft skin.

Shal worship services are different from the others.
They are characterized, not by the presence of words, but
by the presence of a profound and penetrating silence
where God is imminent. There are a few words, but they
are not where the essence lies.

The Shal homeland is named 'Liss'.

Janra

The Janra, unlike any of the other cultures, have no
homeland; they voyage among the other lands, where they
are generally well-liked and warmly received. Their
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wayfaring is at once literal and symbolic: literal in the
sense that they know that they are passing through this
earthly country for a better one. They enjoy all of the lands
that they visit — they have an informal character, and
always seem to be at home — but they know that none of
them is really home.

It must be said that they know how to move. They can
walk, skip, and run, of course, but that is only the
beginning. Trees, buildings, and cliffs are climbed like
ladders. Come oceans, rivers, and lakes, they will happily
swim. Be it lightly skipping atop a thin wall, or jumping
out of a window to grab a tree branch and swing down, or
running at top speed through the twisty passages of the
Southern mines and caves, they make acrobatics seem
another form of walking. Somehow, even flipping through
a window or somersaulting under a table, they have an
extraordinary knack for barely missing collisions with
hard objects; the Urvanovestilli are still debating whether
this is the result of skill or luck.

The dances of the Urvanovestilli have a marvelous
complexity, and those of the Yedidia are known for their
flowing grace, but there is still nothing like the spinning
energy of the Janra. The Janra are very adaptible, pulling
bits and pieces from other cultures and setting them
together in vital new combinations. In some of the dances
can be seen bits and pieces — moves of strength that look
like Tuz wrestling, or complexity from the Urvanovestilli
— and the result is nothing short of breathtaking.

In their adaptibility, they usually speak at least a few
words of each language, and usually borrow whatever
form of greeting is common in the land they are visiting.
They are familiar with the household objects (often
enough to use them in new ways). This, combined with a
flair for practical jokes, is occasionally enough to annoy
the town guards, but (more often than not) their antics
leave people laughing, sometimes to the point of tears.

The Janra have a remarkable talent for not remaking
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God in their image. Their description of Jesus is anything
but boring and respectable — a firebrand with a
phenomenal knack for offending religious leaders, in the
habit of telling respectable pillars of society things such as,
"The prostitutes and tax collectors are entering the
Kingdom of Heaven ahead of you." — and they are known
for an honesty that can be singularly blunt. They know
that he passed over scribes and lawyers to call, as
disciples, a motley crew of fishermen, tax collectors, and
other peasants — one terrorist thrown in to make matters
interesting. They are, however, just as cautious not to
water him into only being a social reformer who had
nothing to say about sexual purity.

For all of their sharpness, for all of their ability to
bring forth the most embarrassing Scriptural teaching at
the worst possible moment, it must also be said that the
Janra have hearts of pure gold. Love and compassion are
constantly in their thought and action; they are the first to
share their food with a beggar, say hello to the person who
is alone, or ask, "Are you hurting?" The accusations
brought against them are accusations of having too many
quirks, not of being unloving.

Their language is of a force that is not easily translated
into writing; of course it has nouns, verbs, adjectives,
adverbs, etc. and respects masculine and feminine, but
intonation, speed, vocal tension, and other factors tell at
least as much; they carry connotation and sentiment,
express the level of clarity of understanding the speaker
believes he has, and many more things. There are also a
number of verbal tics, on the order of two or three dozen
("Eh?' is, however, not included, and apparently perceived
to be a mark of general silliness); in a sense, they don't do
anything, but in a sense, they add a very nice pepper to the
speech.

Janra thought involves a kind of sideways logic, which
is part of why their ways of speaking are difficult to
describe. They take little bits and pieces from different
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places, and put them together in unexpected ways, making
connections that can be very surprising. They are very
good at reading between the lines, and sometimes perceive
things which were not intentionally meant to be
communicated. Sometimes they borrow manners of
speech from other people — conversation, structured
argument, metered verse, stories, parables, and so on —
but their usual way of speaking has all sorts of sideways
jumps and turns, with segues that can be rather odd, and
often leaves gaps; these gaps are not a matter of
sloppiness, but rather something like a joke or riddle
where the hole is intentionally left to be filled in by the
listener.

"When it comes to games, never try to
understand the Janra mind."

-Oeildubeau, Urvanovestilli philosopher and
anthropologist

It is known that Janra sports usually last for at least
half an hour, involve a ball, two or more teams, running
and acrobatics, and animated discussion. Beyond that,
neither the Urvanovestilli's logic nor the Yedidia's
intuition are able to make head or tail of them. In general,
the teams appear to have unequal numbers of players; the
players often switch teams in the course of play; teams are
created and dissolved; the nature of the activities makes
sudden and radical changes; there is no visible winning or
losing. There are occasionally times in the course of play
when some intelligible goal appears to be being
approached... but then, all players seem to be approaching
it in a rather erratic manner (when asked why he didn't do
thus and such simple thing and achieve the approached
goal by an inexperienced anthropologist, one of the Janra
said, "Technically, that would work, but that would be a
very boring way to do it," and then bolted back into play:
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the extent to which game play is comprehensible
heightens its incomprehensibility). Late in life, Oeildubeau
hinted at having suspicions that, if the Janra believe that
they are being watched, they will spontaneously stop
whatever sport they are playing, and instead begin a series
of activities expressly designed to give any observer a
headache.

Janra come in all shapes, sizes, and colors, showing
bits and pieces of other races; they tend to be of moderate
to tall height and a lithe build. Most are fairly light
skinned (although a few are rather dark); a fair number of
them have skin spotted with freckles. They have every
imaginable color of hair (black, brown, blonde, grey,
white, red, tweed, shaven head, etc). and eyes (brown,
blue, hazel, grey, amber, purple, etc). They wear loose
clothing in a variety of colors, usually quite vivid; red,
purple, and green are the most common of solid colors,
and patches or stripes of some pattern or the whole
rainbow appear not infrequently. Therefore, Al is a pud.

Their sensation of the world is primarily visual, and in
a way patterned after their thought; visualizing and visual
problem solving comes very naturally to them. They see,
as well as beauty, a world to interact with, and parts to
rearrange and make something new. Sound and touch
serve largely to complement and extend visual image;
taste and smell are enjoyed, but do not play a terribly large
role. The other side of the coin (to problem solving) is
observing and enjoying, which is also very much a part of
culture.

Their emotional life has several sides. They carry with
them, in their emotions, a little bit of every place and
people they visit — the passion and control of the
Urvanovestilli, the peace of the Shal, the festivities and
music of the Yedidia, the respect of the Nor'krin, the
enjoyment of exercise of the Tuz, the common factor of the
Jec. Perhaps the most prominent side of all is laughter.
Janra are immeasurably fond of banter and practical
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jokes, and have an uncanny knack for guessing who is
ticklish. There is an element of what is carefree,
spontaneous, and given to pure enjoyment of simple
pleasures; there is also a large element of being immersed
in sidethink, and they enjoy greatly the flash of insight
when everything fits together. They are curious and enjoy
discovery.

There is another side to this emotion which seems
paradoxical, but fits perfectly. There is a difference
between childlike and childish, and not a trace of
childishness is to be found among them. They enter the
Kingdom of Heaven as little children — in particular, like
one little boy who stood up before crowds of thousands
and asked, "Why is the Emperor naked?" Of all the skills
people learn as a part of growing up, they know perhaps
least of all closing their eyes and using intelligence as a
tool to make oneself stupid. They are moved by what goes
unnoticed, smiling at the beauty in a single blade of grass,
and weeping at the death of a beggar who, homeless,
friendless, handicapped and burned, explained that he was
unable to drop a knife taped to his defunct hand for self-
defense, but was still shot and killed outside of the White
House by men entrusted with the responsibility of
protecting innocent life.

There are two things to said about Janra worship. The
first is that they adapt and participate in whatever is the
local manner of worship (as do traveling Urvanovestilli
and other wayfarers) — in that regard, they make no
distinction between themselves and the peoples that they
visit. The second — and this does not stem from any
perceived defect in the other forms of worship, but from
who they are — is that they hold their own worship
services.

These services do not occur at a fixed time and place
(though they occur more frequently when Janra are on the
road between different locations), but at random intervals
and locations, spontaneously. Anyone and everyone is
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welcome, and children and sometimes adults of other
races are usually present.

They are a warm and informal occasions, where
anyone can take the lead, and a great many activities are
recognized as worship; the Janra have a particularly
strong emphasis on the priesthood of the believer and the
sacredness of everyday life. People sit in a big circle, and
people or groups of people come to the center to present
or lead as they wish.

There is no canonical list of activities that are
performed at these services, but the following are
common.

Songs. The Janra sing their own songs (often
improvised) or those of other peoples; those of the
Yedidia are especially treasured. While singing, the
people are sometimes still, sometimes swaying,
sometimes clapping, and sometimes dancing with
their arms.

Prayer. One person will lead a prayer, or people will
pray popcorn style, or...

Sermons. A theologian or philosopher will preach a
sermon.

Sharing. Someone will share an insight or
experience from personal life.

Dance. The whole assembly will dance, sometimes
in a long, snaking line.

A joke is told. The Janra are fond of laughter.

Drama. One of a few people will present a dramatic
presentation, play, or skit.
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Group hug, usually in whatever is the common
greeting of the land.

Ticklefest. "Blessed are the ticklish, for the touch of
a friend will fill them with laughter."

Silence. This is treasured.
Reading from the Scriptures.
Reading or recitation of poetry.
Storytelling.

Juggling and similar activities.
Acrobatics.

Instrumental music.

Non sequiturs.

Miming.

Mad libs.

Impressions and impersonations of various and
sundry people.

Janra-ball. This occurs in a modified form such that
members of other races, while still not
understanding anything, are capable of
participating. (Nobody gets a headache.)

Eucharist. This is the most solemn and important
moment, and occurs exactly once in a service — at
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None of the above. This category is especially
appreciated.

Janra character: Nimbus

Nimbus is fairly short and wiry; he has light, almost
white blonde hair, deep, intense blue eyes which sparkle
and blaze, and a rich, laughing smile. He wears a loose,
shimmering two-legged robe of midnight blue, from the
folds of which he seems to be able to procure innumerable
items of Urvanovestilli make (for example: goggles
(waterproof), telescope, silk rope and grappling hook with
spring-loaded launcher, climbing/rapelling harness and
gear/self-contained, spring-loaded belay), lantern, tool kit
(large blade, precision blade, compass, wire saw,
corkscrew, ruler, reamer, chisel, pliers, scissors, needle,
punch, protractor, file, and sharpening stone), paper pad,
mechanical pencil, supply kit (string, pencil lead, chalk,
flask of oil, wire, miscellaneous device components (gears,
springs, shafts, etc.), cloth), meal kit, tinderbox,
mechanical puzzle, mirror, whistle...).

During childhood, he spent a lot of time in the land of
the Urvanovestilli, and began to take an interest in
tinkering. He has very much his own way of tinkering,
from an Urvanovestilli perspective; he is fond of all
manner of kludges. The resulting devices have caused his
Urvanovestilli mentors to conclude that he is mad (the
truth of the matter being that he is not mad, but produces
and modifies contraptions in such a manner as to drive
any honest Urvanovestilli tinkerer mad). When the city
unveiled a new fountain in the public square, he added a
pyrotechnic spark; when, in a public ceremony, the mayor
celebrated his wife's birthday by presenting a specially
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commissioned music box, the tune somehow changed
from "Happy birthday to you" to "The old grey mare ain't
what she used to be."

He does, however, possess a sense of what is and is
not appropriate; his practical jokes never take on a mean
or spiteful character, and he does possess a strong degree
of contrainte. He does appreciate the variety of cultures he
visits, and enjoys Urvanovestilli philosophical and
theological discussions.

He is, in short, as Janra as any — left-handed and
colorful, warm and compassionate, and a heart of solid
gold.

A quote: "What? You think _I_ would do something
like that? I'm hurt." (generally accompanied by a wide
grin)
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Firestorm 2034

Acknowledgments

When I read a book, I usually skip or maybe skim the
acknowledgements; I find a long list of names of people
I've never heard of to be deadly dull. There have been two
times that I've read a list of acknowledgments that I've
actually liked. One was written by a very witty writer who
could, and did, make even technical documentation
interesting to read. (Making someone want to read a list of
names is only slightly more difficult than writing
interesting documentation, and I don't consider myself a
good enough writer to do either.) The other time was an
acknowledgement that personally named and thanked me,
and that was my favorite part of the whole work. Apart
from that, I don't think that a list of strangers' names is
fair to inflict on the reader. So I'm not going to try it.

Of course this is not solely my work; many others paid
arole in it. You know who you are. I do wish to explicitly
thank one person, though, whom many authors omit from
their long lists. I wish to thank you, the reader. Of course
the people who helped me write this are important, but
they are not nearly so important as the people who take
the time to sit down and read it, let the story live in their
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imaginations, and (I hope) tell a friend if they think it's
cool. My work is only half done when, I write down my
thoughts and put them on the web. It is finished when you
breathe life into the story as you read it, and consider its
ideas and make them a part of you. Only then can my story
be complete. I therefore give my thanks to you, the reader.

In the Glade

"I still do not understand," Grizelda said, "why you
asked your father not to find you a wife, if you are not
going into a monastic order. And why he listened to your
request.”

"As Solomon said, he who finds a wife, finds a good
thing," said Taberah, and then paused. A quotation from a
written source came quickly to him, but a more substantial
reply would take a moment's thought. I am at home
among most all of the people I have visited, Taberah
thought, but I am not like any of them. And explaining
myself is difficult.

Grizelda stopped and looked at him; her pale blue eyes
bore a gaze that was intense and probing, and yet not
piercing. Her hair was pulled back from the sides of her
head, and fell darkly onto her blue dress. The people at the
castle spoke highly of Grizelda; some said she had a mind
like a man. Her husband, Melibée, stood at her side,
listening. They were in a forest glade outside the town
walls, and were nearing the banks of a river.

Taberah nimbly climbed a tree, and tossed down two
large pears. Then he climbed down, an even larger pear in
his teeth.

"One good need not be the only good; even God, when
he was the only good, chose to become not the only good.
That is what creation means. For a man to have a wife is
not the only good; there is also good in a man being
single."
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Melibée spoke up. "But then why not enter a
monastery? Surely that is a good place."”

Taberah shook his head. "Being celibate is good, a
good that monastic life embraces; it does not follow that
being celibate requires entering a monastery. I see another
option; marriage and monkhood are not the only
possibilities."

Grizelda began walking again, followed by the others.
"There is still something in it I question. The different
kinds of heretics often see other options, and the Church
has condemned them. I know you don't have
condemnation from the Church, but I don't see why you
don't."

Taberah thought for a moment about whether to
explain a logical principle, but decided not to. "All of the
monastic orders were also started by people who saw other
options; if you will think on the saints' lives, you will see
that God led them outside of what everyone else was
doing."

Grizelda stopped, and asked, softly, "You claim to be a
saint?"

"Hardly," Taberah said. "I try to serve God, but I do
not reach that standard. The reason I brought them up is
that they are examples of how God wants us to live life.
They play by the same rules as us; they just do a better job.
I am not married because I am serving God in a way that
does not involve marriage, at least not yet; I seek to follow
him."

Grizelda began to speak when there was a thunderous
boom. The ground shook, and a luminous being stood
before them. Around the being was a presence, a reality of
terrifying glory, as solid and real as if the weight of a
mountain were pressing down on their spirits, and then
more real. It was like a storm, like the roaring of a lion.
The three friends fell to the ground in fear.

The Presence spoke with a voice like roaring water.
"Fear not! Stand up!" As the quaking bodies heard those
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words, the command gave them the power to rise, and
they did rise, and bow low. Again he spoke: "Never!"

As the friends stood in awestruck fear, the being
turned towards Taberah and said, "Taberah. Will you go
wherever God leads you? I have been sent to call you to
come on a voyage, to a land you do not know and have
never heard of, a voyage you may never return from. Will
you come along?"

Taberah closed his eyes. In an instant, time stopped,
and Taberah was thinking, neither in his native Provencale
nor erudite Latin nor any of the dozen other languages he
had worked with, but beyond words, beyond language. He
looked into his own heart, and into God's, and a single
word formed on his lips, without effort or volition: "Yes."

There was a tremendous flash of light, and Grizelda
and Melibée fainted.

An Encounter

Taberah looked around. Four immense young men
were throwing around a dinner plate — or at least that's
what it looked like on first glance. They were brawny, and
the plate had something unearthly about it —

One of the men shouted something, and hurled the
plate at Taberah. He dodged, and then watched in
amazement as it bounced off a tree but did not shatter. It
was red, and it had an unearthly symmetry, symmetry like
he had never seen before. He went over and picked it up; it
was light, and felt vaguely like leather or wood.

One of the men walked over, and said something in a
language he did not recognize. Taberah said, "Taberah,"
and looked at him. The man extended a finger towards
him and said, "Taburah," and then took the artifact and
tugged on his arm. He was standing on the edge of a
forest, and was being led into a clearing with buildings.
The architecture was alien, and looked like a slightly
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grotesque simplification of what he was used to. There was
a strange precision to the buildings, and a smell like
smoke and roasting flesh — though he could see no firepit,
nor any animal.

The man took him out into the open field — the grass
was strangely short and uniform in height, lacking the
beautiful variety in the fields he was used to seeing. He
bent over, and plucked a blade of grass. It had been
clipped. Not grazed by animals, but painstakingly clipped.

Looking around, he saw the men tossing the strange
plate between each other. It sailed through the air, almost
as if it had wings. One of them caught his eye, and tossed it
over. Taberah snatched it out of the air with one hand, and
then tried to throw it. It fell like a stone.

One of the men came over, and made the motion of
throwing it with exaggerated slowness. It was different
from how one threw daggers, or stones, or much of
anything else; it vaguely resembled skipping a rock.
Taberah took the plate and held it properly; one of the
men took it and turned it upside down. Holding it upside
down, Taberah tried to imitate the throw he'd seen; the
plate wobbled and fell to the ground. The people clapped.

One of the people said something that he didn't
understand; seeing Taberah's incomprehension, he
repeated his words, only louder. When Taberah didn't
understand that, they beckoned him over to where the
smoke was coming from. There was some sort of
miniature fire, above which geometrically shaped pieces of
meat were roasting; one of them gave him a large piece of
meat — they were all large — wrapped in bread, with some
brightly colored liquids poured over — some sort of
decoration? He wondered what the feast was, that they
were eating meat, and had such a sumptuous banquet. The
meat tasted slightly strange, although fresh, and the bread
was finer than anything he had ever tasted. It didn't have
any pebbles, and it was softer than cake.

Not knowing the local language, Taberah expressed
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his gratitude with his eyes; he listened intently to the
conversation, trying to see if he could make sense of the
language. Every once in a while, he heard a word that
sounded vaguely like Latin, and by the end of the
conversation he had figured out these people's names. The
man standing by the fire was very old, so old that wisps of
silver hair were beginning to appear among the black locks
of his temple. He looked mature, regal, venerable. He
must be a king, owning the small palace nearby and the
ones around it; he could look in the windows (fitted with
glass — and glass so smooth you could barely see it), and
see the illumination of a thousand candles. Or was he a
servant? He looked mighty, built like a great warrior, and
was even taller than the other men. And it was a lordly
thing to give food to anyone who came. He was cooking,
but the demeanor of the other men treated him as their
elder, and not just in years. By the end of the conversation,
Taberah had conveyed his name, and knew their names.
After the effort of listening to the conversation and trying
to see if he could hear any words related to ones he knew,
he sat down in one of the chairs — at least he thought it
was a chair; it was sturdy, but so light he could lift it with
one hand.

Taberah sat down in this chair, happy to sit and think
as the others romped on the plain. Where to begin
thinking? The language had Latin words, but it did not
sound like any Romance language; that was confusing.
And these people owned massive wealth, wealth far
beyond anything his lord owned, and different goods than
he had seen before. And they were immense. But that was
only the surface of what he was sure was there. These
people seemed to treat him hospitably, but what struck
him wasn't exactly hospitality so much as something like
friendship. Why were they treating him as a friend when
they had just met him? When he watched them, he was
puzzled at seeing respect in the younger men's treatment
of the elder, but not etiquette. How could this people have
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respect without having its form? They did, but how? Or
was their etiquette merely strange? They were not
accustomed to wayfarers; they didn't look like heathen,
but they didn't recognize Latin — or Greek, or even Arabic,
for that matter. And what would motivate anyone to cut
grass at a uniform, mathematically precise height? What
strange symbolic gesture would be manifested in that way?
Or was it a symbolic gesture? It seemed more like a rash
vow. Or was it something stranger still?

To the eyes around him, Taberah looked lost in
thought. And he was — he saw certain things that were
human, but there were other parts that he could not
understand at all. What did they mean?

First Clues

Aed looked on the stranger as he gazed. He was
unbelievably short and scrawny, not to mention gamys; his
clothing looked like a getup from the Middle Ages, a tunic
and hose with irregular stitching and any number of holes.
He could readily believe it when he walked by and saw lice.
He had a thick, scraggly head of hair with a very thin
beard. And yet, for all this, Taberah was quite attractive.
He had a merry, comely face, with a deep, probing gaze. It
was a penetrating gaze; Aed had the feeling that if he
stared at a piece of paper too long, it would catch fire.
Taberah had been listening intently, and was now off in
his own little world.

I must look up one of those charities that deals with
foreigners, Aed thought, as he seems quite lost. For now,
he can have the guest bedroom. It's a good time it's
summer; I have a little more free time to deal with him.
He looks a little older than my children. Aed began to
gather up the food, called his son and daughter to help,
and then they went in; it only took the stranger a couple of
times to learn the gesture that meant, "C'mon! You're
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invited over here!"

The stranger looked with some bewilderment over the
contents of a room, and then his eyes lit up over a chess
table packed in the corner. He started to pull the pieces off
and walk over to the table; Aed stopped him, pulled out
the table, and arranged a game before them. The
international game, he thought. We don't know a
common language, but we have a common game.

Aed's first thought upon seeing the stranger play was,
"He has seen this game before, but does not know how to
play." This was revised to, "He does know how to play, but
he cheats — making moves that are almost legal and
always to his advantage." Then a moment of dawning
comprehension came, and he realized that the stranger
was not cheating — he just didn't understand that chess
was played over a grid. Aed groaned, and picked up the
pieces and arranged them on the table, understanding why
Taberah had made such a bizarre action as to take them
from what he now understood was taken as a storage
place, and decided to play it his way.

Aed was rated at 1975, although on a good day he
could give almost any chess player a run for his money. He
was therefore stunned after he lost five games in a row.
The young stranger was very, very cunning, and saw
things that would never occur to him. After the fifth game,
he felt quite tired, and he could see that the stranger was
tired—

—and was therefore quite stunned as, in the living
room and in the presence of his teen-aged son and
daughter (his wife was away at a conference), Taberah
took off all his clothes and lay down on the floor. He sent
his daughter Fiona out of the room, and then covered
Taberah with a blanket that lay at hand. Taberah's face
told a thousand words; shocked as Aed was, he saw at once
that Taberah's action was not sexually provocative, or for
that matter done as anything significant; he apparently
saw that he had made a social blunder, but was at a loss
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for what. He did not feel any shame or guilt, but perhaps
regret that something he had done had upset his generous
host — and gratitude to be given a blanket, and
puzzlement at why his host had invited him into his house
but not to crawl into his family's bed. Puzzling, but
Taberah had enough to think about already, and was sure
that tomorrow would have enough puzzles of its own.

Aed, for his part, could see how to send him out, but
not how to tell him to put his clothes on first; he went to
bed, grumpily thinking, He may stay tonight because he's
here, but tomorrow night he's spending at PADS. What
kind of manners is it to strip in front of your host's
daughter? ... He had a feeling of shock, of wrongness, of
indignation at a transgression against reality; he told
himself that this was culture shock, but that did not make
things easy.

He drifted in and out of sleep, and was awakened by
the sound of someone vomiting. Habits of a father, habits
stronger than the weight of his grogginess, marched him
out to the living room, where he stared in horror. Taberah
was shaking, shivering in a cold sweat.

What shocked Aed most was not that one side of
Taberah's face was wet with his own vomit.

What shocked Aed most was that Taberah looked so
miserable that he didn't seem to even care.

The Hospital

The hospital was a nightmare. Taberah had no
insurance, no paperwork and no legal guardian; it was
only because of the dire nature of the emergency that he
was admitted at all. In the absence of identification or any
ability to speak English, the hospital was by law required
to file paperwork with the Bureau of Immigration and
Naturalization Services; an embarrassed hospital
representative explained that Taberah was in the eyes of
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the law an illegal immigrant and nothing more; if there
was a way for him not to be deported to his country of
origin, he didn't see it.

Aed came back each day for a week, during which his
whole parish was speaking with him; his conversation with
the doctors was alarming.

"I am baffled by this young man's condition. He is
sick, but no test has been able to tell what he has. It might
be a virus."

"Do you have any ideas of what it is?"

The doctor looked slightly embarrassed.

Aed stood in silence and prayed.

"Uh, have you read Ahmik Marison's How the West
Was Lost From a Medical Point of View?"

"Never heard of it."

"Off the record, this young man is suffering from one
— or several — of the conditions that ravaged the
American Native population when European settlers
came."

Aed stood in stunned silence. This did not make any
sense at all. Or (he had the exacting honesty to admit to
himself) it made sense in a way he couldn't believe.

An Anthropologist's Visit

"Noah, he doesn't speak any English." By now, Dr.
Pabst and Dr. Kinsella were at the doorway to Taberah's
room; they turned in, and saw him looking with interest at
a book. Taberah looked up and said, "Grace and peace
from God our Father, and the Lord Jesus Christ." His
accent was thick, but mostly understandable.

"I'm an anthropologist and not a linguist," Noah said,
"but that sounded an awful lot like English to me."

Aed opened his mouth, closed it, and said, "This isn't
the first time he's surprised me." He explained about
Taberah playing chess, and undressing.
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Dr. Pabst turned to the young man. He said, "Do you
understand me?" The man scrambled off his bed with
remarkable speed, and crouched in front of the
anthropologist, and said, "I thou under stand."

Dr. Pabst simplified his language, and spoke slowly,
separating his syllables. "How speak English?"

"English, that is what?"

"This language."

"Language, that is what?"

"How we speak now."

Taberah's eyes lit up. "I am in read Bible."

The anthropologist scratched his head. The young
man appeared not to be lying, but even for a genius,
learning a new language was difficult, and learning from a
book written in the language without any people to help,
unless—

"What you call Bible in your language?"

"No Bible in language."

Noah scratched his head. Then he said, "Have you
read Bible before here?"

"Biblia Sacra Iuxta Vulgatam Versionem. I not know
not how to say in English."

Aed said, "The lad is tired from concentration, and
perhaps he shouldn't have jumped from his bed to —" Dr.
Kinsella cleared his throat, "—under stand you. Perhaps
we could talk out in the hallway?"

In the hallway, Aed said, "So, what nationality is he?"

Noah said, "I haven't the foggiest idea. He looks
Western European, perhaps Mediterranean, by ancestry,
Third World by nourishment. His accent is that of a
Romance language, but I don't know. Picking up an alien
language by studying a text in that language is next to
impossible; the Mayans have left behind three codices that
we still haven't deciphered for the most part. Or at least,
it's almost impossible unless you already know the text in
another language. I don't know how to coalesce my
observations into a coherent picture. He — is it OK if I
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change the subject slightly to recommendations?"

"Certainly."

"He's very bright and is picking up English quickly. He
probably knows multiple languages, which makes it easier
to pick up another; I'd get him three Bibles — one in the
Latin he knows, one in a literal rendering in modern
English, and a free translation to contemporary English.
And continue to visit him. My summer class starts
tomorrow, so I won't be able to visit, but in brief: speak
slowly; in-it-ial-ly break up the syl-la-bles; pay
attention to what words he uses. (And, when he
understands it, speak as you would to another American.)
Contrary to intuition, he might understand you better if
you use big words."

"What?"

"He already knows Latin, or perhaps some other
language or languages derived from it; there are a lot of
common roots in the bigger words. They came over with
the Norman invasion of England; small words change
much more quickly, and many of our small words are
Germanic in character. And you know the artificial
intelligence findings that big words are impossible for a
computer to deal with, and small words doubly
impossible? What is easy for us and what is easy for him
may be two very different matters."

"Yes, I see," Aed said.

"Oh, and one more thing. Keep me posted; if you
want, I may be able to send in a grad student. He's a
puzzle, and I like puzzles. Maybe something will click
about him."

"I'll keep the grad student in mind; maybe later, when
I have more to tell. Actually, why don't you give me the net
address of a student whom I will be able to talk with? I'll
probably have some questions. Or should I ask you?"

"Feel free to ask me. Just keep it down to a few
minutes a day."
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Trouble

After a phone conversation with Dr. Pabst, Aed began
to understand how the universality of good will he
believed in coexisted in an arbitrariness of manners; he
restrained himself from knocking on the door before
entering, and saw Taberah bright-eyed as he entered.

"Hell!" Taberah said eagerly, jumping up. He had a
long tether from his intra-venous tubes, and he was
becoming stable on his feet. (He still felt slightly dizzy as
he rose.)

"What?" said Aed and the other visitor.

"Hell! Hell!" Then Taberah saw their puzzlement,
wondered what was wrong, and then reminded himself of
how important pronunciation was. "Hello!" he said.

Aed laughed, and said, "Hello! Taberah, I'd like you to
meet my wife, Nathella. She is—"

Taberah grinned, said, "Beautiful!" and jumped up,
pressing up against her and kissing her on the lips.

Nathella stood in paralyzed shock for a second, then
drew back and ran out of the room, Aed on her heels.

She slowed to a brisk walk after they reached a second
corridor, and said, "I don't know why you let him in our
house. I don't want to see him again. There are differences
between cultures, but that lust is unacceptable in any
culture.”

Aed said, "I am sorry he did that. I was not expecting
that when I brought him in."

They walked on in silence, Nathella setting a fast pace
in silent fury.

"You're holding out on me," she said. "You're not
telling me something."

"His eyes," Aed said.

"What?" Nathella said.

"Did you see his eyes?" Aed asked.

"I assure you, I was quite occupied with his lips!" she
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snapped.

"What do you think was in his eyes?"

"Lust. Selfishness. A lack of any caring and decency."

"I saw his eyes," Aed said.

They walked on in silence, now a bit more slowly.

"You're waiting for me to ask you what you saw in his
eyes. Out with it," Nathella finally said.

"I was watching his eyes, and I didn't see the faintest
trace of greed or lewdness. I saw a rambunctious energy,
the same rambunctious energy Clancy uses when he's
picking on Fiona."

"Are you saying that what that man did to me was
right?"

"No; I'm saying that he didn't know what he was
doing."

Confusion

As Aed walked back, he processed through a memory,
and realized the look in Taberah's eyes after Nathella had
run out of the room. He looked like a hurt puppy. Aed had
promised his wife not to have the man back on their
property without talking with him and then talking it over
with her.

The conversation that ensued between him and
Taberah was maddening. It wasn't just the language
barrier, even though they got a good half hour into the
conversation before Aed realized that Taberah thought
Aed was talking about something else entirely. It was
rather that Aed was just beginning to see an alien
conceptual map, an alien interpretation of the world. After
clearing up the initial confusion, Aed managed to
paraphrase "You don't have the right to go around kissing
women on the lips," in different ways until Taberah
appeared to understand, when he got to the second
difficulty: "What is a right?" Taberah seemed not to think
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in terms of rights, to find them an alien philosophical
concept; this difficult was not surmounted so much as
circumvented, in being told, "It is wrong to go around
kissing women on the lips." That was met with a third
difficulty: "Why not?"

After a long and involved conversation, Aed pieced
together the following observations:

« Taberah regarded his actions as being a very warm
greeting, meaning roughly what Aed would have
meant in sending someone he'd just met a virtual
card. Taberah could envision a concept of "too
warm and friendly, to the point of being unpleasant
and unwelcome" if Aed led him to see it, but it was
not a natural concept, much as "paying too many
compliments, to the point that they are an
annoyance that occupies too much time" would be
an understandable but not natural concept to Aed
— when Aed complimented a friend on her shirt, it
never occurred to him to ask "Is she receiving so
many compliments that this one would be
unwelcome and repetitive?"

« Taberah was saddened to have made a faux pas, but
bewildered as to what was wrong about what he did.
(He initially wondered if she was upset because he
had not greeted her with words first.)

« Taberah did not regard the breast as being a body
part that especially symbolized sexuality, and would
consider a woman not wearing a shirt to be less
significant than one of the nurses in long miniskirts
— to the extent that he found seeing body parts to
be arousing, which was not much.

« If Taberah's reasoning on one line were translated
into 21st century concepts, they would not so much
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be "A man has a right to invade a woman's touch-
space," so much as really a non-concept of "There is
not enough of a personal touch-space for there to be
an invasion necessary to a question of whether a
man has a right to do do so" — in many regards, like
Aed regarded tapping shoulders.

« Taberah had a very different understanding of
sexuality and touch; his line of acceptable touch was
drawn so that it included a great deal of touchiness
in contexts that Aed's culture did not even consider
regarding as acceptable.

Taberah looked crestfallen when Aed told him not to
touch women without asking permission; Aed revised this
to, "Don't touch people in a way you haven't seen,"
knowing full well that this would lead the door open to
further confusion. When Aed told Taberah in an
authoritative tone of voice, "Don't kiss anyone you don't
know well," and then thought and added, "Don't touch
women's breasts," the hurt Taberah cried for a few
minutes, and then asked, trembling, why he was not ever
to give a woman a hug. Aed was puzzled as to why Taberah
would make such a connection, and then when he saw the
very straightforward reason why, it seemed that his
explanation of why it was OK to touch a woman's breasts
with his chest but not his hands caused more confusion
than it alleviated.

Aed's head was spinning when he left the room. He
was barely able to call his friend Noah and explain what
had happened.

Dr. Pabst cursed himself for not coming himself, and
had his graduate student teach the first day of class so he
could try to provide the young man with band-aid
coaching for at least one cultural land mine.

Taberah sat, shaking in sadness. He knew he would
make mistakes, but to make such a big mistake so soon,
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and then not be able to understand why he was wrong —
this was the most confusing place he had ever been in. He
closed his eyes and cried himself to sleep.

Immigration and

Naturalization Services

Aed had barely slept, and when he returned early the
next morning with Dr. Pabst, he found three men in dark
suits standing near Taberah. "Good morning. I am Dr.
Kinsella, a professor at the University. Who might you
be?"

One of the men showed a badge and said, "Salisbury,
Bureau of Immigration and Naturalization Services."

A chill ran down Aed's spine. "May I ask what your
interest in this young man is?"

"This patient is an illegal alien. We are here to deport
him to his country of origin."

If I thought, I could make enough publicity to hurt the
INS badly if they deport this wayfarer, Aed thought, but
even then felt a prompting of intuition, that is not the
way. Still, he continued thinking, I could say, "I can't stop
you from deporting this man, but I can see to it that you
will have publicity that hurts you. Do you have authority
to stop the deportation? No? Would you rather give me
contact information for someone who has such authority
now, or have me find out as I create publicity and then
contact him and have you fired?" If I think further, I can
probably think of something truly Machiavellian...

Even as he thought, he struggled, and Aed resolved to
follow his conscience. "I'll be praying for you; I'm an
interested party, and if you need to get in contact with me,
the hospital has my net address." He decided it better not
to give the INS agents a brain dump of the interactions; a
description of a rocky adjustment to American culture was
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sure to hurt the lad. Dr. Pabst didn't think there was any

advantage to staying, so they left. Aed returned home and
brooded.

Taberah was not well; he was mostly over his sickness,
but the INS agents had pressured the hospital staff for a
release as soon as possible. He left the hospital weak and
slightly unsteady on his feet.

His first ride in a moving room, he had been too
miserable to notice what was going on. Now, he was able
to observe, see what he had to learn. The room was
bouncing around, but not nearly as much as a galloping
horse — even though it was moving faster. Through an
arrangement of squares and a glass window he could see
the city and countryside whizzing past; the speed was
unpleasant, and it nauseated him. If he hadn't tried hard
to control himself, he would probably have thrown up.

The two men were in the compartment with him,
along with some men who looked vaguely like Saracens,
only with redder skin, who seemed to be ill at ease. The
two men looked — not exactly like soldiers; there was a
noble bearing and heroic resolve to even commoners who
took arms to war with a neighboring city-state, but these
men looked more like mercenaries set to guard. He tried
to speak with them, but they would not speak to him; even
in the hospital, they had spoken with the hospital staff but
never addressed him personally.

Two of the red-bronze Saracens began talking, and he
found with delight that they spoke with a familiar accent.
He could not recognize the language, but he felt that he
could learn their language quickly.

He tried to see what else he could grasp — with his
mind; there were some kind of thin shackles about his
wrists, which set him ill at ease — was he being taken to
the torturer's for whatever crime he had committed
against Nathella? There was noise about, a strange alien
noise; everything about his surroundings was alien. And
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the bouncing room made it impossible to think.
Taberah realized he was ready to throw up, and he
focused his attention on trying not to throw up.

Aed was sitting in his living room, staring sadly at the
chess pieces on the table. Taberah's king had been
knocked down, even as the pieces stood to checkmate Aed.
Nathella walked into the room, leaned against Aed, and
said, "Do you want to talk about Taberah? I've — adjusted;
I can deal with his rambunctiousness."

Aed said, "The INS is taking him to be deported. I
don't want to talk about it."

Nathella put her hand to her mouth, and then held
Aed. "I'll be waiting in the kitchen, when you're ready to
talk. I'll be praying," she said, and kissed him.

Aed sat and stared at the dusty bookshelf for a while,
and then picked up Taberah's king and set it down. He
stared, and realized that he had placed the king in check
from one of his knights.

Aed looked at the king and said, "Did you have to leave
before I knew you?"

The game gave him no reply. Aed went to the
computer room, got in to the computer, and went to a
dreamscape where colors and shapes shifted. He watched
the forms flow. Maybe that could distract him. No; time
dragged, and even the fantasia of images could not
fascinate him.

An avatar appeared before him. He looked; the avatar
said, "May I speak with you?"

Muttering, "This had better be good" under his breath,
Aed said, "Who is it?"

"Salisbury, Bureau of Immigration and Naturalization
Services."

Aed winced. He doubted he could go through an
interview without hurting both himself and Taberah.
"Yes?"

"We have had a number of translators try to talk to the
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young man, and none of them is able to identify his
language beyond something coming from the Romance
family. We have run genetic tests on him, and France,
Spain, and Romania among other countries have all said
not only that he was not born there, but that they do not
have any close relations on file. We are therefore unable to
identify his country of origin, and are releasing him to
your temporary protective custody. Are you at your
home?"

Aed caught himself, and said, "Yes, we will be
waiting."

After talking about a few technical details, Aed went
upstairs. Someone had bumped the table, and tried to set
the pieces back up where they were — Clancy? If he did, he
was in a hurry; the pieces were not in a similar state. This
looked a little different. Taberah's king was now in check
from both the knight and a rook, but he had a few moves
left to stave off checkmate. And they were not playing on a
grid; there were uncertainties. Could Taberah escape?

Home Again

Taberah spent a few days in the hospital, regaining his
strength, but the staff could see that he was eager to
escape its confines. He avidly read the three Bibles, plus a
Latin-English dictionary Aed had procured; Aed for his
part was reading a book Dr. Pabst had given him on the art
of crossing cultures, both for his own sake and to be able
to explain things to Taberah. He had never kissed a man
on the lips before — not even his own son — but when he
saw how delighted Taberah was at Noah giving him a kiss,
he set his mind to enter Taberah's world as much as
possible. He slowly realized, with certainty, that his
willingness to do one thing against his gut reactions was
only a shadow of what Taberah was willing to, and had to
be willing to, do. He was not surprised when Noah
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explained to him that culture shock is one of the top
causes of suicide, ranking with divorce.

Getting him home from the hospital bore an
unexpected surprise. Taberah was happy to be walking out
of the hospital, and then stiffened when he saw that they
were walking towards Aed's car, a sleek hybrid between a
minivan, a sport utility vehicle, and a station wagon. Noah
said, "He's had more trauma in the past two weeks than
most of us have in a year; is there any way to circumvent a
car trip?

Nathella looked at Aed for a moment, and said, "We
can walk."

Aed winced. "It's eighty-five degrees, and we're eight
miles from home. It will take two hours to walk home!"

Nathella said, "I'll walk with him. He has a lot of extra
energy. Why don't you drive home and make lemonade?"

Aed said, "Um, you want to be alone with him, even in
public? I know he hasn't given us his last surprise."”

"I'd rather take whatever risks there are than force
that child through a car ride. And trusting people can
make them worthy of being trusted. Honey, did he ride in
a car with the INS?"

"Uh... I'll walk, too, and we can get the car later."

Noah said, "If you give me your keys, I'll get my son,
and we can drop your car off at your house."

Three hours later, the trio arrived at home, hot,
sweaty, tired, and parched. They made a gallon of
lemonade, and then another; it took two and a half gallons
of lemonade to fill them all. Aed expected a conversation
of some sort, but Taberah was happy to sit in a chair and
smile and fall asleep.

Aed expected it would be an interesting endeavor to
teach Taberah to take a shower.
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Logical Rocks

Taberah read avidly; he wished to derive as much
benefit from the four books he had been lent (four! — the
Vulgate Versio, the Revised New American Standard
Bible, The New Message: Complete Text, Revised, and
Harrah's New College Latin and English Dictionary,
Revised) before they had to be returned to the patron who
owned them. He very much wished to meet the man. It
was about a week before he began to see that his hosts
wanted him to talk with them from time to time — mostly
out good manners; he had never been in the possession of
even two books at the same time, and never encouraged to
read outside! — and another week before Aed sat down
with him to try to explain to him that there was life outside
of books.

Then Taberah became a fount of unending questions,
questions as startling as those Clancy and Fiona had asked
as a child — and yet questions that showed the intellect of
a sharp adult. They were, nine times out of ten, questions
about things he would never think about, and questions he
had no ready answer for. At times Aed thought it would
have been easier to answer, "Why do things look smaller
when they are farther away?"

One day, Aed was sitting in his chair and thinking
about how quickly his children were growing up — and he
was beginning to think of Taberah as a child, or a foster
child at least — and realizing that things had been silent
for too long. This was longer than the silence after Taberah
had realized that a screwdriver can unscrew the screws
that were holding the blender together...

"Aed!"

"Yes, Taberah, what is it?"

"Aed, what is this?"

The sound of his voice was coming from a specific
room, it was coming from —
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Oh, no! Aed thought. Anything but that. I am ready
to explain anything but— but his feet had carried him to
the room Taberah was in.

"Aed, what is this?" Taberah repeated.

A dozen replies flitted through his mind: a moving
picture, something to think with, a hobbyist's delight, a
shortcut in talking with people —

"This is a rock that can do logic."

"What?"

"This is a rock that can do arithmetic and logic very,
very quickly."

Taberah said, confused, "How numbers they and logic
they make a picture move?"

Aed sighed. "Taberah, can I answer another question?
This one's awfully hard to explain."

Taberah slowly said, "Yes. What question to answer?"
But his eyes betrayed him.

Aed thought, and asked, "Do you know that clock in
the living room?"

Taberah said, "Yes. Why have you a clock? And not
you use it to pray? It rings bells, but I not you see not
pray."

Aed said, "One question at a time, please. Do you
know what it has inside?"

"I have seen opened one clock."

If he'd opened the grandfather clock, he had put it
back in working order. Aed respected the lad's abilities,
but this seemed too much. Or had he opened another
clock? "What did you see inside, child?"

"Springs rods gears moving beautiful!" Taberah said,
his eyes glowing with excitement.

"Do you know how clocks work?"

Taberah said, "Yes," followed shortly by, "No. What?"

Aed moved his forearms like the hands of a clock.
"Know why hands turn?" he said.

"Yes! Fixed hands, stopped turning."

Aed said, "You can do many things with gears and
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pulleys. You can store numbers, add them, make
decisions: if this rod is here, turn. A computer is like that,
only it uses things besides gears. It uses pictures on tiny
rocks. And it is very fast."

Taberah looked at Aed, and then looked at the
computer screen. He was trying to believe him, but just
couldn't see a connection.

Aed said, "See this wall? Look very closely. There are
arranged pieces of color. They are called pixels. Do you see
them?"

Taberah squinted, and touched the surface. "I see."

Aed said, "The computer uses numbers and rules to
decide what color to make each pixel. All of them together
make a picture."

Taberah closed his eyes in concentration. He moved
his hands, sorting out concepts. Then —

"Why is the picture moving?"

"Because the computer is making many different
pictures, one after another, and together they look like
they're moving. The moving picture is made up of still
pictures like the still pictures are made up of pixels."

Taberah stared at a small patch of the wall as colors
flowed. His face met with a dawning comprehension. Then
he said, "The computer very, very intelligent! I want talk
with computer."”

Aed shook his head. "You can't, son."

"Why not?"

"The computer is not intelligent."

"But you said it can do logic!"

"It can do logic, but it's not intelligent."

Taberah ran out of the room, and returned holding the
Latin-English dictionary. He flipped through several the
entries, several times, and then looked at Aed in
puzzlement. "I don't understand."

Aed said, "Can you write?"

Taberah said, "I can write Latin. I not know not the
script of your books."
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Aed said, "One moment." He returned, holding a
notebook and a pencil.

"Write down, with logical rules, how to talk in a
conversation. In your language," he said.

Taberah's jaw dropped in shock. "Write that on
paper?" Taberah would as soon scratch the surface of a
painting as write something that unimportant on precious
paper.

Aed scratched his head. He didn't see what could
possibly be so offensive about an innocuous attempt to
write rules. "Ok, don't write that. But can you think of
rules for a conversation?"

Taberah began to translate a Quixotic code of
etiquette.

"No, not those rules. Logical rules."

Taberah looked frustrated. "But polite is reasonable!"

"Explain to me how to talk using only if-then-else and
while-this-is-true rules, and words you decide ahead of
time."

Taberah's gaze bore into him. Then, "I can't. That isn't
how I talk."

"That isn't how anybody talks. You can't talk that way.
But that's the only way a computer can work. Computers
can't think."

"Then how create beautiful moving picture?"

"Some people spent a lot of time thinking of clever
ways to explain how, using only math and logic. There are
a lot of things we can do, but a lot of things we can't do.
We have an old phrase, 'silver bullet', which refers to a way
to make everything easy with computers and fix all
problems. The term is kind of a joke; calling something a
silver bullet is a way of saying that it's supposed to do
something impossible. And the same thing has happened
with the effort to make computers think — it's called
artificial intelligence, and people have learned a lot from
trying to do it, but they haven't succeeded. A very great
mind named Alan Turing proposed the Turing Test: a
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computer is intelligent if you can't tell it from a human
when you talk with it. No computer has been able to make
it."

Taberah looked irritated, flipped through memories of
conversations, and said, disgustedly, "Bad reason! False
reason!"

"What, Taberah?"

"Is bad think. What human is and what human talks
like is much different thing. If logic is not whole human
reason, talk is not whole human reason." He flipped
through the book, and read out, "Confusion, accident,
substance." He closed the dictionary. "Is accident confused
with substance. And is possible cheat Turing Test."

"Cheat on the Turing Test? How? How can you talk
like a human without understanding human reason?"

Taberah closed his eyes, and said, "Moving picture?
How? How can you move like world without
understanding world?"

Aed thought for a moment, and said, "I see how you
can think that. But decades of attempts have failed to
produce anything that can even cheat on the Turing Test.
Most people don't try."

Taberah looked in the book. "Fifty attempts are not
many."

Aed said, "Not fifty. Over fifty years' worth."

"Why number attempts in years? Is not sense."

It took a good two hours more conversation to answer
all the questions Taberah came up with, and afterwards
Aed padded off to his bedroom, exhausted, but at least
happy to have gotten that conversation out of the way. He
drifted off to sleep in blissful happiness that tomorrow was
Saturday, and he could sleep in until noon.

At 10:00 he was awakened by a voice calling, "Aed!
Aed! How to use computer?"
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Thinking About Logical
Rocks

"Taberah, can I please get a couple of hours' sleep?
This is Saturday, and I'd like to sleep in."

Taberah was puzzled as to why one should sleep in on
a particular day, but thought this a poor time to ask.
"Okay!" he said, and went to try to memorize parts of the
dictionary. He was beginning to feel accustomed to the
books — their size, their print, their light weight, their
smooth sides — at least, although he was still puzzled
about why someone had bothered to make a book for the
sole purpose of keeping track of words. Were there not
scholars who could be asked about these things?

Aed woke up some time later, and looked at the clock.
It was 13:00. Taberah had given him a fair amount of time.
He lay in bed, ruminating about how to explain how to use
a computer. Taberah knew enough of how a computer
worked — explaining memory and parallel computing
should not be that much harder — but how to explain how
to use it?

Space would be the first major obstacle to overcome.
The computer gave a virtual reality environment, with the
walls of a room as screens; when you put on a pair of
goggles, it was as if the walls were transparent and you
could see through them to the world, as if the walls were
only a glass box. But space behaved differently than in the
real world. Aed thought for a moment about the
mathematical abstractions by which the space worked —
the classic introduction described taking a tessellation of
cubes, and then cutting them apart and connecting the
sides arbitrarily. You could take two windows of a
bedroom, and attach them so that looking out the North
window gave a view as if you were looking in the East
window, and vice versa. It was fantastic and dreamlike; it
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allowed portals between different areas of space, so that
there were no difficulties in taking a room in Chicago and
making a doorway open out of a subway closet in Paris.
Aed remembered the first time he played a game with a
labyrinth connected in this manner; he had been awed
when he walked around a pillar again and again and never
came to the same place twice.

Space might be the first obstacle, but it wouldn't be
the only obstacle. How could he describe the richness of
the environment? And how could he describe its weak
points?

Aed thought over the many things that contributed to
the richness of the environment. There were:

« Jump points. These were like travel locations, but
with all manner of portals to interesting places. One
was a long hallway full of doors, through which a
person could step into other areas. Another was a
library full of books which, when opened, would
expand into other places. (How would he explain to
Taberah that objects were putty-like, able to expand
and contract, that you could push a button and have
a menu pop out?) Another still was a slide show,
where you could jump into the show at any point
and be where it portrayed. There were others; there
was not yet a standard.

+ Programming workshops. Programming constructs
behaved like any other object; one could assemble
them as objects, algorithms, constructs, patterns. It
was also possible to take programmable objects and
pull off the skin to reveal the structure underneath,
and tinker with it. It had taken Aed a long time to
get used to this interface — it was a bigger
transition even than moving from text-based
languages to graphical development and intentional
programming — but even then he objectively
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realized that it was a simpler environment to use,
and now it was second nature. Aed realized another
thing to explain to Taberah — that objects were not
permanent; they could be modified, extended,
simplified, cloned at will, and the many
implications — there was nothing that had the
status of gold, of being something valuable because
it was scarce. Taberah had enough difficulty
understanding that paper was cheap; what would
he make of this?

Virtual brothels. Aed winced at the time Taberah
would stumble on one of these; the freedom to
avoid porn was hard to come by; it was like
avoiding advertisements when he was growing up.
There were perennial attempts made to curb porn,
but — even when it was widely acknowledged fact
that the vast increase in rape since the web's second
successor appeared was due to sexual addicts who
got their start online, and then ravaged real women
because porn could only go so far — they always fell
on the rocks of a freedom of speech argument. Aed
grumpily muttered to himself that household
appliances were in some sense sculpture, in that
their designs involved commerecial artists, but the
banner of freedom of expression did not make for
any exemptions from environmental regulations in
manufacture; it was recognized for the commercial
product that it was. Why wasn't porn recognized as
a commercial product? Had the news ever carried a
report of a pornographer who lost business because
of making an artistic statement that was less
arousing? Had there ever been a site where the
valerie was glaring in hate at the voyeur? It seemed
a funny form of expression that could only express
itself in ways that coincided with a calculated
commercial product. But the courts had argued that
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brothels popping up everywhere you wanted them
and everywhere you didn't want them was
sacrosanct free speech, and 'censorship' (that
pejorative term) was tantamount to violating the
Constitution. Well, not exactly. The phrase, "The
illegal we can do right away, the unconstitutional
takes a little longer," was obsolete, because the
Constitution was a dead letter. In Roe v. Wade in
1974, the Court had made a strained argument
finding an unnamed right to privacy to make the
question of an unborn child's right to life irrelevant,
skirting even the issue of whether that entity was a
person or a part of another person. When the
decision was reviewed in the late 1990s, the ruling
recalcitantly acknowledged that the 1974 ruling was
wrong, but said that it would be wrong to take away
the sexual freedom that young people had gotten
used to. In Purdie v. Braverman in 2024, fifty years
after Roe v. Wade to the day, the courts had ruled
infanticide legal, "up to a reasonable age", and
specified neither what a reasonable age was, nor
even a contorted lip service argument as to why the
Constitution justified infanticide — perhaps
because they could find none. It had not surprised
Aed two years later when the courts legalized
euthanasia, with only the vaguest and most
confusing guidelines as to when it was permissible
and when consent was even necessary — he
shuddered when he remembered the definition of
implied consent. Now, it was 2034, and the date
had passed when Aed was no longer surprised by
anything the courts did. He — Aed suddenly
realized that he was not thinking about computers.
He tried to focus his thoughts — what else after
brothels?

+ Society for Creative Anachronism re-enactment
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arenas. These places set up an environment to
resemble that of a time and date in the past, and
then people attempted to live and interact as people
of that era and place. Even the avatars looked like
people from those times — avatars were another
thing to explain to Taberah. An avatar was the
moving image which represented a person in the
world — like the piece that represented a king in a
game of chess. The image was completely
customizable and configurable, with the effect that
many people looked like a supermodel, although it
was not uncommon to encounter unicorns,
dragons, mermaids, cybernetic organisms,
anthropomorphic robots... but never a person who
was fat or ugly. Human-like robots had never
materialized, any more than the anti-gravity devices
imagined of old; the development of technology had
shifted direction towards a primary focus on
information technology, but this and all manner of
fantasy appeared in the virtual worlds. Aed
reflected that there was a good sense and a bad
sense to the word 'fantasy’, and both of them were
amply represented in the virtual worlds.

Bedrooms. A bedroom was a place with one
person's very personal touch; there were elements
there that would never surface in an
institutionalized setting. There were not exactly
bedrooms per se, so much as creatively developed
spaces that had personal sharing. Because it was
possible to let someone in a room without being
able to easily do damage, you could go and visit
people's bedrooms. There were quite a lot of
interesting sites to see.

Clubhouses. If a bedroom expressed the spirit of a
person, a clubhouse expressed the spirit of a group
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of people. These had both function and decoration
to them, and almost always had something of a
personal touch.

Museums. There were museums of almost every
sort to visit. Because a painting could be in more
than one place, and it was not nearly as expensive
to build them, there was a much more vast diversity
of museums, many which were much more
specialized. The low expense of creation made for a
much greater diversity, with many more excellent
things available, but also a much lower average
quality. Sturgeon's law applied a fortiori: "90% of
everything is crap."”

Special museums which had disassemblable and
scalable models of human and animal bodies and
machines. Aed's children had not dissected animals
in school; they went into museums where it was
possible to strip off skin, strip off muscle, double
the size, half the size, make everything but the
skeletal and nervous systems translucent...

Role play arena. In the 20th century, the basic unit
of time-consciousness was the decade; now it was

the semi-decade, or semi. Role play was one of the
trends that was in this semi, and there were virtual
worlds for all kinds of different role playing games.

Dreamscapes. In these places, there were a number
of momentary images, represented by blocks
something like the Capsella toys Aed had played
with as a child. One put them together in a
particular way, and then set the composed
dreamscape in his pack. Then nothing happened,
until you hadn't done anything with the computer
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for a while. The computer would then begin
"dreaming" — start a random walk that began with
one block, and shift, images flowing, to a neighbor,
and then a neighbor's neighbor... Aed had seen
some truly beautiful artwork that way.

Aed wondered, "What time is it?" Then he looked at
the clock. 15:00. Yikes! He got up, got dressed, and looked
for Taberah.

Taberah was reading the bilingual dictionary with rapt
concentration.

Using Logical Rocks

Aed walked over to the computer room, grabbing two
pair of goggles. He showed Taberah how to put one of
them on, and then said, "Sit down and wait here for a
moment."

In a few minutes, an avatar appeared before Taberah
and said, "Take my hand." Taberah reached for it and
grabbed, but felt nothing. He was confused. The scene
changed, and he saw that he was inside a sunny field, with
forest to the east.

Taberah asked the avatar, "Who are you?"

The avatar said, "I am Aed."

Taberah said, "But you not resemble not Aed. You look
— your clothes are different, and skin different, and —"

Aed said, "Never mind that. Do you see my hands?"

Taberah said, "Yes."

Aed said, "Move your hands like mine."

Taberah did, and found himself moving rapidly
through space. His stomach lurched; he put his hands over
his eyes.

Aed said, "Take your hands off your eyes, son."

Taberah did, and saw he was a good fifty hands off of
the ground. He braced himself for the fall, and put his
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hands over his eyes again.

Aed thought for a moment, and said, "We're going to
try something different. It takes a little while to get used to
moving about, but you'll learn. In the mean time, I'll let
you see through my eyes."

Instantly the perspective changed. Taberah looked
down, and saw a pair of hands pull a book-shaped object
from a pocket, with a picture on front. The hands pulled
on the book and expanded it, then pressed buttons,
flipping through pictures. Taberah saw a picture of a stag,
and said, "Ooh!"

The picture expanded, and they fell through it. They
were in a forest glade; a stag was looking at them
curiously.

Then Taberah saw himself walking rapidly to a door
with a picture over it; he said, "Too much of fastness!" and
the pace slowed. He was through, to a dark forest with
unfamiliar plants, and a large snake slithering towards
them. Afraid, he said, "Snake!" and saw himself walking
towards another door with another picture, and he looked
around. The landscape was alien; it was rough terrain
covered completely by snow, and he saw fat black and
white birds walking around, and some big black fish-like
animals on the ice.

Taberah looked intently at all that was around him; it
was strange, but none of the animals began to threaten
him. After a few minutes, he said, "I have sick of sea." He
wasn't feeling very good.

There was moment of nothing happening, then a jar of
perspective, and then stillness. Taberah closed his eyes to
shut out the view. Then he heard Aed calling, and touching
his shoulder. He was holding a tiny cup of the thinnest
glass, with something that looked like wine. "Drink," he
said.

Taberah drank it, and the nausea began to go away.
Had he been given a magic potion? He was confused, but
pushed this question to the back of his mind. He wasn't
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sure yet what was magic in this land and what wasn't —
that seemed a confusing question here, and the people
treated the moving rooms as something as believable as a
horse! Aed asked him to step out and sit on the sofa.

Aed was trying to think of how to explain the way
space worked. He was expecting a question about why
there was a door, all by itself, in the jungle, and the
moment you stepped through it, you were in Antarctica.
When Taberah remained silent, he asked, "Taberah, was
there anything you found confusing about that world?"

"Yes, movement."

"Ok. Anything else?"

"Yes, doors."

Aed went into a long and involved attempted
explanation of how different parts of space were
connected, and saw the confusion on Taberah's face
growing with each step. Finally, he said, "Taberah, why are
you confused?"

"What is it that the pictures?"

"Huh?"

"Pictures on doors. Why?"

Aed said, "I don't understand. Could you rephrase
that?"

"Pictures. Doors. Top."

Aed said, "One moment," and went over to the
computer to look at one of the doors. "Aah," he said,
returning. "Those are advertisements."

"What is advertisement?"

"An advertisement is a message from a company
telling a customer about one of its products."

"I not understand not. For what is it that
advertisement needed? Is it that townspeople not tell not
where merchant is?"

Aed thought for a moment, and said, "Advertisements
exist to stimulate sales, to help a company sell things to
people that otherwise wouldn't buy them."

Taberah looked even more confused, thought for a
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moment about wording and grammar, and said, "And
which of the seven deadly sins is it that this custom
embodies?"

In the ensuing discussion, Aed slowly realized that
Taberah had not been troubled by the nature of space. He
had been able to accept as perfectly natural a portal
between two different regions of space, and Aed wondered
what kind of conception of space his culture had to let him
accept that at least quite placidly. The first time he had
entered that kind of virtual environment, Aed had been
thrown off by the conception of space. And he had felt
nauseated, his head spinning after — suddenly he found
Taberah's "sick of sea" more understandable. And he
began to see something that he had not thought about, not
for a while: that advertisement does not exist for the
customer's benefit, but for the company's benefit, so that it
can get more money out of the customer; this practice
clearly ran contrary to Taberah's way of thinking, and at
the end of the discussion, Aed walked away, for once, with
his head not spinning, and thinking not only that
Taberah's way of thinking was understandable, but that he
might have a point.

A New Friend

The next few days saw animated discussions, a lot of
reading on Taberah's part, and a few more minutes using
the computer — at Aed's urging; Taberah wanted nothing
more to do with it.

Taberah was sitting on the ground outside, drinking a
glass of nice, warm water, when he saw a large, black,
almost grown Newfoundland puppy come wandering by.
And gulped. Such a beast would be a prime candidate for a
dog race.

Dog races, in his homeland, occurred when people
would gather together stray dogs, tie metal pots to their
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tails, and then let the dogs go. The dogs would start to
walk, then hear the sound of the pots scraping against the
stones of the road, get scared, and start running to get
away from the noise. When the noise grew louder, the
terrified dogs would run, and run, and run, and run —
until they dropped dead from exhaustion. The winner was
the boy whose dog ran the farthest before dying.

Taberah hated the dog races with a passion. They
made him sick; after his protestations, his lord issued a
rule that no dog races were to be held while Taberah was
around, but that was the best that had happened. He was
humored at best; nobody else save Grizelda shared his
objections to the races. Most people were so blazé that
they didn't see what the big deal was in the first place. Yes,
it was his homeland, but it wasn't his homeland. It was the
place he was from, and the place where he had spent most
of his life, but he wasn't at home there. In a way, he could
adjust to almost any place — was adjusting to the kingdom
he was in now (what was it called, and who was its king?)
— but in a way he was never at home. There was always
something about him that didn't fit. Why was he the only
one who cared about dogs? Francis of Assisi was
venerated, but the people who venerated him did not
imitate his treatment of animals. Well, he could try to save
at least one dog from the races —

Hastily setting down his glass, Taberah sprinted at full
speed after the dog, which ran away from him, barking. He
continued chasing the dog for a full hour, his toughened
feet pounding on the asphalt until they were sore, until he
dropped in exhaustion, panting and thirsting. It wasn't
until he stopped that he realized the exquisite pain in his
feet. He looked down, and realized his feet were cut.
Where was he? The buildings looked different; the outside
looked more like buildings than outside. He was by a room
of sorts with two walls missing, but with a ceiling. It was
raining; he crawled over to a puddle, and began to lap at it.

He looked up, and saw the dog drinking from the
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other side of the puddle. It came over and sniffed at him;
Taberah hugged and kissed it. Beginning to feel chilled,
Taberah crawled under the shelter, holding the
Newfoundland next to him. He could not get to sleep, both
because of all the moving rooms passing by, and because
he had plenty to think about.

Taberah felt happy and comfortable as he had not felt
in a long time. The wealth he had been in was strange to
him; it did not seem real. Out, even in a strange, semi-
open place (why would someone build two walls and a roof
of a room, and then make the inside part of a
thoroughfare?), finally next to another warm body (even if
only a dog's), Taberah felt happy. He settled into a
slumber, thanking God for bringing him to a place that felt
a little home-like.

Midnight Oil

Aed drove around, trying to see if he could find where
Taberah had gone. Fiona had run and told him that had
seen a dog and bolted; as he drove around, he called the
police and summarized what had happened. The
dispatcher explained that he could not be classified a
missing person until he had been gone for twenty-four
hours; that was twenty-four hours in which to brood. The
family looked until three in the morning, and then went
home because both Aed and Nathella were too tired to
continue driving.

At four in the morning he was awakened by a call.
Groggy, Aed turned on the videophone and said, "Yes?"

A police officer in a car sent a still shot and said,
"Officer Shing, State Sheriff. Is this the man?"

"We found him sleeping under a bridge, along with a
dog he refuses to part with. He had lacerations to the soles
of his feet; the EMT thinks he ran barefoot over broken
glass. We have taken him to Mercy Memorial Hospital; he
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is presently in the emergency room, waiting for
treatment."

Aed said, "Thank you. Why did you take him to
Mercy? I don't understand that. Mercy is almost fifty miles
away from here."

Shing replied, "Mercy is the closest hospital to where
we found him. Is there anything else we can help you out
with?"

Aed thought for a moment, and said, "Not now, but I
might call you if I think of something else. I'm going to
grab a few coffee beans, and then go to pick him up. Is
there anything else I need to know?"

The officer said, "No, but you might want to take him
shopping for some clothing and shoes. He's wearing a
ragged getup, and — the hospital will be able to tell you
about his special needs to heal from the lacerations."

Aed said, "Thanks. Over and out."

Nathella rolled over and said, "You weren't thinking of
getting him without bringing me, were you, honey?"

Aed said, "Get dressed, and come along. I'll get the
coffee beans."

Two voices from below said, "Me, too!"

The emergency room was fairly quiet; doctors were
removing glass shards from Taberah's foot and stitching
up the cuts. Taberah looked confused; there was
something in his eyes that even Nathella didn't
understand. He was under local rather than general
anaesthesia, but he still started nodding off to sleep.

He received some soft "shoes" made of bandages, and
the doctor told Aed to keep his feet bandaged and give him
high top athletic shoes a couple of sizes too large. When it
was time to go, everybody climbed in to their van, the dog
brought along as well. Aed tried to ask why this
attachment to a dog (it belonged to a neighbor, and
periodically ran loose), but could find out nothing beyond
that Taberah did not want it to be raced. Aed let that be;
he wanted to get back to sleep, and wait until tomorrow to
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tackle the puzzles. Taberah agreed not to leave the house
without having someone else along, and seemed relieved
to learn that this kingdom didn't race that type of dog. He
was even happier to find out that the dog belonged to
someone nearby, and would be taken care of; he wanted to
meet the neighbor the next day. "Very well," Aed said, "but
we need to get some sleep first." This time, Taberah joined
everybody else in sleeping in until the afternoon.

I Can't Believe...

Nathella and Fiona were working in the kitchen; good
smells came upstairs. The Kinsellas (and Taberah) settled
down for a late dinner, a family complete, such as it were.

They sat in silence around the table; there was a
simple joy in everyone — or almost everyone. After Dr.
Kinsella said grace and the food was passed around the
table, Taberah broke the silence by saying, "Nathella,
would you pass the I Can't Believe It's Not Better?"

Nathella smiled and passed the spread, and made a
mental note to buy butter the next time she went
shopping. As she passed it, she saw something in
Taberah's face. "Taberah, are you homesick?"

Taberah looked at her. "What is 'homesick'?"

Nathella thought for a moment and said, "Homesick is
when you aren't comfortable in one place, and you miss
the place that is your home."

"I don't know if I'm homesick. Maybe. Yes. No. I don't
know if I have a home; maybe if I understood the word
better..." His voice trailed off, but the others remained
silent. "It's just a bunch of little things, like strange foods
and too soft bread without any rocks and no touching, not
even wrestling, and... Or maybe that's not a little thing."
He stared at his food.

Clancy said, "C'mon out back dinner. We can
roughhouse in the back. Fiona and I wrestle a lot, only not



Culture Fiction 265

recently. We've been busy with you, and we didn't know
you liked to horse around. Fiona's in the house to be
picked on," Fiona made a face at him, "and I'll flip you
around. I would pin you, but you need to be soft on your
feet."

Taberah's face brightened.

Nathella said, "Is there anything we can do that will
bring you a little piece of home?"

Taberah hesitated, and then said, "Have you no wine
in this country?"

Nathella smiled gently and looked at him. "Yes, we do,
but not in this house. I'm an alcoholic."

Taberah asked, "What's an alcoholic?"

Nathella said, "Do you know the word 'drunkard'?"

Taberah said, "You're not a drunkard! I haven't seen
you drunk. I haven't even seen you drink wine."

Nathella said, "Not now, but once my life was given
over to alcohol. Escaping alcohol was the hardest thing I
ever did, and if I start to drink, I won't be able to control it.
It would control me. So I can't have alcohol in the house."

Taberah looked disappointed. He said, "Then it is
good of you not to drink."

Nathella said, "Thank you, Taberah. Maybe sometime
when I'm visiting with one of my friends, Aed will buy a
small bottle of wine for you two to have. He likes a good
drink, and he will have a beer when he's out with his
friends. But he doesn't drink in the house. He doesn't want
to tempt me."

Taberah smiled. He was warmed with a patient
assurance that he would have wine, and was in no
particular hurry. He looked around, and then his gaze
settled on Fiona. "Why are you homesick, Fiona?"

Fiona smiled, and said, "I'm not homesick, at least not
for a place. I wish it were Christmas, with the family and
gifts and wassail and — ooh! the music. I miss the music."

Taberah said, "What kind of music?"

Fiona said, "One is, O come, O come Emmanuel. Do
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you know it?"

Taberah thought for a moment, and then thought a
little more, and said, "Could you sing it for me?"

Fiona sang, in her thick countertenor,

O come, O come, Emmanuel
And ransom captive Israel

That mourns in lowly exile here
Until the Son of God appear.

Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.

Taberah said, "I think I know it. Let me sing it as I
know it." He took a sip of milk, and then stood up on the
chair, and began to sing:

Veni, veni Emmanuel!
Captivum solve Israel!
Qui gemit in exsilio,
Privatus Dei Filio.

Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Veni, o Sapientia,

Quae hic disponis omnia,
Veni, viam prudentiae
Ut doceas et gloriae.

Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Vent, veni Adonai!
Qui populo in Sinai
Legem dedisti vertice,
In Majestate gloriae.
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Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Veni, o Jesse virgula,
Ex hostis tuos ungula,
De specu tuos tartari
Educ et antro barathri.

Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Veni, Clavis Davidica,
Regna reclude caelica,
Fac iter tutum superum,
Et claude vias inferum.

Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Veni, veni o Oriens!
Solare nos adveniens,
Noctis depelle nebulas,
Dirasque noctis tenebras.

Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Veni, veni, Rex gentium,
veni, Redemptor omnium,
Ut salvas tuos famulos
Peccati sibi conscios.

Gaude, gaude, Emmanuel
Nascetur pro te, Israel.

Taberah sat down and was very still. The room was

267
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very still — one could hear a pin drop. His singing voice
was a tenor, but there was nothing flimsy about it; it was
rich and powerful, like silver, like something between a
stream and a waterfall, and for the moment he had looked
like a bard. It was hard to believe that such a mighty voice,
filled with silent strength, could come from such a tiny
body — and yet, somehow, after that song, Taberah did not
again look tiny to the Kinsellas. Nothing about his physical
appearance was changed, but none the less the way he
looked to them was different.

Aed finally broke the silence by saying, "I never knew
you could sing like that, Taberah, and I should very much
like to have you over for Christmas. Is there any way I can
thank you for that song?"

Taberah said, "Over for Christmas? All twelve days?"

Aed thought. School resumed classes from winter
break on the third of January; getting permission to take
time off through the seventh would involve some major
administrative headaches. "All twelve days," he said. "I'll
make sure of it."

Taberah said, "Then what I would most like for my
song is to go out and wrestle."

Clancy bolted out of his chair and had Taberah in a
fireman's carry before anyone else knew what was going
on; Taberah was out of Clancy's grip and bolting out the
door before Clancy knew what was going on. It wasn't
until later that Aed wondered how he could run with
healing, stitched lacerations in his foot; soon they were all
outside, a crazy, happy, moving, squirming bundle of arms
and legs with grass stains on its shirts. And Taberah was
happy, happy as he could ever remember being.

It was only a few minutes before they were all sitting
and panting; Taberah did not understand why they
wanted to rest so soon, or why they didn't give him more
resistance in the fray, but he basked in the afterglow. The
memory of that moment would be a treasure to him as
long as he walked the paths of the earth.
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A Guided Venture

Nathella said, "We need to give him some of Clancy's
old clothes so he's decent, and then take him to one of the
old-fashioned clothing stores — he won't be able to try
stuff on online. Clancy, would you come with to help him
with the clothing?"

They arrived at the store, and Nathella said, "Here we
are, to get some clothing. You can take anything in the
store."”

Taberah looked, and bright colors caught his eye. He
went over and started to stare at a rack of shirts.

"Not there," Nathella said. "Those are children's
clothing."

Taberah thought it strange that there should be special
clothing for children, but said, "I am a child. You're a
child. Clancy's a child. Want children's clothing."

Nathella, who had felt almost guilty about her age
since her thirtieth birthday, said, "That's sweet, honey, but
I am not a child. Neither are you. And Clancy's not really a
child any more."

("Thanks, Mom!")

("Shut up, dear.")

Taberah looked puzzled. "Are you not born of a
woman?" he asked.

Nathella said, "Uh, of course I — ooh, I see. Taberah,
we use the word 'child' to mean someone who's younger
than Clancy, and 'adult' to mean someone who's older
than Clancy. Clancy's — in between."

("Thanks, Mom!")

("Shut up, dear.")

Nathella continued. "And children wear different
clothing than adults."

Taberah said, "Why?"

"Because children are different from adults."”

"Why?"
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"Have you seen a tadpole?"

"Yes."

"Have you seen a frog?"

"Yes."

"Do you know that tadpoles turn into frogs?"

"Yes."

"But tadpoles and frogs are different, right?"

"Yes."

"Children and adults are different in the same way,
right?"

"How?"

Nathella did not reply to the question. Clancy, in a
particularly mischievous mood, would be able to ask a
series of questions like that while keeping a perfectly
straight face, and he often managed to catch his father.
But she could sense a complete honesty in Taberah's
questions; they were as honest as a child's. And as
unending. She was beginning to realize that he did not
perceive anything approaching a sharp demarcation
between childhood and adulthood. "Come over to this
section. I want you to pick out a shirt from one of these
racks, and a pair of pants from one of these racks."

By the second or third try, Taberah had picked out
clothing that would fit him; it seemed a bit loud to her, but
she did not want to argue with that. He went into a fitting
room, and, with Clancy's help, put the pants on properly
and the shirt on backwards. He came out, and said, "I like
it. Let's pay for it."

Nathella said, "Hold on, Taberah. I want to pick up a
week's worth of clothing."

Taberah said, "This clothing will last for a week,
more."

Nathella said, "I want to buy you enough clothing so
that you can wear different clothing each day and not have
to wear the same clothing for a week."

Taberah's jaw dropped. He had a vague realization
that the others' clothing looked different over time, and he
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knew that some of the people of his home town were
wealthy enough to have two sets of clothing — one for
summer and one for winter. He had not, in his greediest
dreams, ever wanted to wear different clothing each day.
He asked, "Why?"

The trio arrived at home, carrying a large bagful of
clothing. Aed asked, "Hi, guys! How was the shopping?"
Clancy asked, "Would somebody stop the room,

please? I'd like to get off."

I Envy...

Taberah asked Aed, "What is your trade?"

Aed recalled a moment in graduate school where one
of his colleagues had said, "I envy people in nuclear
physics. They can tell other people what they do for a
living." He said, "I teach — do you know logic?"

Taberah said, "Yes."

Aed asked, "Have you done geometry?"

Taberah said, "Yes."

Aed said, "What I do is like geometry and logic; logic
and geometry are examples of it."

Taberah said, "Give me an example."

Aed thought of the three rules of a metric space, then
thought how little those rules illuminated what he was
thinking — as little as a list of chess rules gave any obvious
feel for deep strategy. Aed had learned long ago that it was
possible to understand the rules of a game completely
without having the foggiest idea what its strategy was like
— human understanding never included instant sight into
logical depths, any more than good eyes enabled you to see
infinite detail despite distance and twilight! In the
classroom at the university, Aed would have to bow to
custom and labor over the basic rules, but Taberah was
not a student at school, and — "I am studying collections
of objects where you can tell how far apart two objects
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"Like geometry!" Taberah said."

"Yes, but it includes many things that do not have the
structure of a space. Like words. 'Man' is close to 'woman',
farther from 'dog', farther from 'tree', and farther still from
'rock’, and very far from words like 'move'.

Taberah said, "Yes! That's how to cheat on Turing
test!"

Aed winced and said, "Uh, how?"

Taberah paced the room in thought. "Can computers
record conversations?"

"There are many, many conversations on record. I can
download a collection of them now, if you wish."

"Well, first find out how to measure the distance
between two words," Taberah said.

Aed nodded. The artificial intelligence literature had
found a way to map the distance between words by
measuring frequencies of words occurring before and after
them in a histogram.

"Then have something that will look through
conversations, matching up by words and grammar, and
return the closest match!"

Aed looked at Taberah hard, and then said, "Son,
how'd you like to learn how to program?"

Hacking Away

Aed led Taberah into the computer, and then left him;
Aed's avatar soon appeared nearby. "Put your hand on
that picture on the wall," Aed said, and when Taberah
reached out, he was in a large room, with alien artifacts on
the walls and shelves.

Aed flew through the room, touching partially
assembled objects; they vanished, leaving an open space to
work in. "The first thing to do," he said, "is to make a
Turing test room. Touch that bin over there."
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Taberah touched it; it grew to fill half the room, and
then its sides vanished. "See that red thing? Take it out of
the bin, and then touch the button on the bottom of the
bin; it will shrink back to its normal size. That is a room
object; say 'Options.' See that popup menu? That's the
thing that looks like a sheet of paper. Turn on the one that
says 'Maximum occupants'; set the number to three. Then
press the 'recording' button. I'll come back and record
messages for the three users; the first user is the tester,
and the second and third users are trying to convince the
tester that they're human. Initially they'll both be human;
later, one will be an avatar for our program. Pick up a
dialogue slate; say, 'Record: Which user do you think is
human? Now touch choice one, and say: Contestant one.
Choice two: Contestant two. Choice three: Can't tell.' Ok;
expand the room, and place the dialogue levitating in the
center, in front of the tester's door. Wait, put three doors
on for the user to enter. Oh, that looks funny because you
have a bug. You have the buttons switched. You should —"

After the room was completed, Aed summoned the
chancellor of the university and asked him to make an
announcement of a Turing game. He recorded the
announcement, and, after the chancellor disappeared,
said, "This will give us some time to work out the artificial
intelligence decoy. If you give me a moment, I will find the
metric for words..."

It took Aed and Taberah a long time to get to sleep
that night; it took them a long time to stop tinkering, but
even after that, they were filled with an excitement of
discovery, of uncertainty, asking, "Could this be? Have we
really discovered what we think?" Their excitement was
raised in the morning when Nathella said, "Why don't we
go downtown this evening for a Tridentine mass? Taberah,
it's in Latin; I think you'll enjoy it."

Taberah was not sure why the Kinsellas went to mass
every week; it had not been any special holiday, so far as
he could tell, and he could never get out of them a straight
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answer as to why they went to mass when there was no
particular reason to do so. But now he was in such high
spirits that he wanted to go.

Another Era

Nathella walked in to the massive church. It was plain,
and all was still. As the liturgy began, the stillness was not
broken; the majestic Latin spoken by those up front only
augmented the silence. Each step was majestic; she lost
herself in its familiar details.

After the service, she put her hand on Taberah's
shoulder, and asked him, "So, whatchya think?"

Taberah's eyes were misty. He closed them, then
opened them, saying, "I don't understand. I did not see the
guest of honor. Was he a theologian?"

Nathella said, "What?"

"Was the guest of honor a theologian?"

Nathella reminded himself that Taberah sometimes
approached matters strangely. "I would rather think of
him as God who told stories. What do you think?"

Taberah said, "Not Jesus, the person the — now I
remember the word — funeral is being held for. Was he a
theologian?"

Nathella withdrew, slightly surprised. She said, "Why
do you think this was a funeral?"

Taberah said, "It was so mournful. People were silent;
they did not say anything, and the person up front was
impossible to hear. There weren't any changing songs. And
I didn't hear any instrument music, no organ. And this
church had its walls stripped — no statues, no color in
windows. Does this building have anything besides
funerals?"

Nathella accepted that Taberah's perception of the
Latin mass was very different from her own. No, that
wasn't quite right. He wasn't responding to the Latin, per
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se; it was something else that accompanied the Latin. It —
she decided to stop musing and respond to him. "At home
we have a machine that can make organ music; would you
like to come home?"

At home, they sat down on a sofa and set the computer
to play music. Taberah listened to the sound, the familiar
sound of an organ — no, it was not; it had range and voices
and a perfection of sound such as he had never heard, and
such speed! Then it unfolded, into two voices, three, four.
Taberah felt dizzy with the complexity, or more accurately,
giddy, drunk; he heard wheels within wheels within
wheels within wheels. It was alien in many ways; most of
all, he felt that he had never encountered such a mind. He
never knew that such music existed. When the moment
wound down after several pieces, he said, "I awe," and
then, "Who was that?"

Nathella smiled and said, "That was Bach."

"May I speak with Mr. Bach? I would very much like to
meet him."

"Honey, Bach has been dead for almost three hundred
years."

At this, Taberah was surprised. "If Bach is dead, how
did he play that?"

"Bach wrote his music down, then someone else
played it on an organ, then the computer kept and
transported the sounds so we could hear them."

"How can a rock transport sounds?"

"Aed, would you explain that?"

As Aed explained, Nathella observed Taberah. He no
longer seemed so completely homesick; his face bore the
excitement of discovery. Taberah was adapting to his new
land.

Angels Dancing

"And all they were doing," Nathella said to Aed, "is
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endlessly debating 'How many angels can dance on the
head of a pin?'!"

"That's the best question," Taberah said. "That's a very
good question."

"What?" Nathella and Aed said together.

""How many angels can dance on the head of a pin?' is
a good question."

"Why?" Nathella said.

"Do you know how many angels can dance on the head
of a pin?" Taberah asked.

"Um, I don't know. Five? Twelve? Seventeen? I have
no idea." Nathella said.

Taberah looked displeased. "I don't think you
understand the question. Say seventeen angels can dance
on the head of a pin, but not eighteen. Why?"

Nathella said, "I don't know. That's why it's a silly
question."

Taberah said, "Ok. How many people can dance on the
head of a pin?"

Nathella answered, "If the pin was lying on the floor,
one."

"Why not two? Why not three? Why not five?"
"Because people have bodies, and they'd bump into
each other."

"Do angels have bodies?"

"No; they're spirits."

"Can angels bump into each other?"

"No; there can be as many angels in the same place as
want to be, because spirit — ooh! Two, or five, or
seventeen, or an infinite number of angels can dance on
the head of a pin at once, because they don't take up space
the way we do."

Taberah smiled. "Is that a silly question?"

Nathella hesitated, and said, "If you are asking an
abstract question, why embed it in a concrete and silly-
looking facade? Why not ask it abstractly?"

Clancy burst in the door, out of breath, and said, "Hey,
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Mom! How many field service engineers does it take to
screw in a light bulb?"

Nathella was about to say, "I'm in the middle of
something, dear," when Clancy said, "Two. One to find a
bulb, and one to pound it into the socket."”

Nathella giggled for a moment, then her face showed
confusion, which slowly turned into dawning
comprehension. Clancy watched her, and said, "Et voila! It
took you long enough this time, Mom!"

Nathella said, "It's not that, honey; I got the joke
immediately. It was just that Taberah had asked an
abstract question in a way that looked simple and silly,
and I had asked why he did that, and now I realized that
our light bulb jokes work the same way. The canonical
'How many morons does it take to screw in a light bulb?"
'Five. One to hold the bulb, and four to turn the ladder,' is
only incidentally about ladders or even lightbulbs. It's
about stupidity trying to do things in an ineffective and
unproductive manner, and it provides an illustration.
Wouldn't you say so, dear?"

Aed said, "I was just thinking about what impact such
a presentation might have on my teaching at school. A
concrete capture of an abstract idea is harder to make than
an abstract decision, and much more powerful to
understand. Whether I have the political strength to get
away with a non-standard treatment of content is —"

Clancy cut him off. "What was the question Taberah
asked? Was it something like 'How many angels can dance
on the head of a pin?""

Beyond a New World

Taberah was sitting on the lawn, resting, thinking —
when he realized that he had never explored the computer.
He had gone to a couple of its rooms when Aed had led
him, but he had never set out to see what there was to be



278 C.J.S. Hayward

seen.

That was strange. When he was little, Taberah had
explored every building he was allowed in with a sense of
fascination; he still remembered the wonder with which he
had imagined a door opening, beams of light showing
from behind. He asked Aed if he could explore the
computer; Aed would have liked to accompany him, but
was thinking about a problem he was researching. So Aed
said, "Go ahead. Touch the picture with a gold border."

Taberah went in; he was in a gallery of pictures, and
reached out for one of them. He was drawn to it

was through it.

Taberah looked around. He was in an immense
labyrinth; he started to fly around, the walls shifting and
changing as he walked. There were statues, and fountains,
and shadows lurking; there was something strange about
it that felt like home.

Taberah turned a corner, and looked around. He was
in a circular room with no doors; after looking around for
a moment, he saw a knob at the side of a large black disc in
the middle of the floor. He reached for it, and pulled;
downwards was a brick tunnel, reaching into fathoms of
darkness. After thinking a moment, Taberah left the
annulus and tumbled down.

It was dark, or almost dark, around him; it looked like
a room with candlelight. As his senses adjusted, Taberah
heard crickets chirping, and realized there was the sound
of the ocean; he looked around, and saw starlight. Which
reminded him — but he would have to do that later. He
started to fly about, and realized that he was in a huge
forest. He came to the water's edge and dove down.

It was scary to see the water close above him; Taberah
held his breath before reminding himself that he was just
surrounded by moving pictures. He went in and down, in
and down.

After a little while of pitch darkness, Taberah could
see a faint blue light. He flew towards it, and saw color
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dancing. He saw thin slivers moving by twos and threes —
fishes, he thought, and then went closer and saw that the
swimming creatures were mermaids and tritons. Then he
recognized the light: it was a vast city of sunken stone, an
alien ruins. A mermaid swam by; he reached for her hand,
and then he realized that he could not touch her. He
followed her around, through streets and doorways and
tunnels, between walls with runes glowing blue-white. The
mermaid swam off; he opened one door, and saw a
decorated room which made him forget he was
underwater. Then he saw a strange picture on the wall; it
puzzled him. He reached for it —

What is This?

"Aed!" Taberah called. "Aed! What is this?"

Aed came running, muttering under his breath, "This
had better be good!"

Aed looked at the screen — a nude female avatar was
writhing in sexual ecstasy — and, after staring a moment,
turned the video off. "That's a valerie," he said. "I should
think that her purpose should be obvious enough."

Aed looked at Taberah, and then realized that he had
misjudged the look in Taberah's eyes. Taberah had been
staring at the valerie in fascination, but not exactly lust.
He had rather been staring in puzzlement, and in the same
horrid fascination that he had seen on Clancy's face,
looking at a car wreck. Aed began to realize that an off the
cuff response was not going to work here. After collecting
his thoughts, Aed said, "Well, what do you think the
picture was about?"

Taberah said, "I do not understand. She looked on her
face like a woman wanting to be bounced, but she had her
clothes off, and what a horrid body! Her breasts were
enormous; they were ten times as large as beautiful
breasts, and the rest of her body looked like a muscular
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boy's body, or a man's." He paused a moment, and then
his face was filled with a flash of insight. "Aed! Was this
valerie made for lust by a pedophile who wanted to
pretend that he was looking at a woman instead of the
boy's body he was looking at? He must have been trying
very hard to fool himself, to have put on such huge, ugly
breasts! But why make a picture to lust at in the first
place?"

Aed mulled over this response, and mentally
compared the valerie's body with his wife's — and then
looked into his own reactions. "Taberah," he said, "a
valerie looks like that because that is what my nation
thinks a beautiful woman looks like. I don't know how to
explain it, but even though I try to love and honor my wife,
the trend is strong to me; the valerie looks better to me."

Taberah turned green, and said, "Why? And I still
don't understand why to make pictures for that purpose.
Do you not think God's way of making women is
beautiful?"

Aed thought for a moment and said, "Taberah, the
culture we are in is sick. It is dying. This is one of many
signs of its sickness."

Taberah said, "Then why not heal it?"

Aed said, "I don't know."

In the Stars

After taking some time to rest — Taberah was still
quite confused — he asked Aed, "When was the day of your
birth?"

Aed said, "It's really not that important."

Taberah said, "Why should a man of your age not want
to tell when he was born?"

Aed said, "I'm old enough, Taberah. Why do you want
to know?"

Taberah was puzzled; Aed had attained a very
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respectable age, and Taberah could not understand why he
looked uncomfortable about it. Maybe to explore later...

"I want to go outside at night," Taberah said, "and
gaze upon the stars and the crystalline spheres, and know
the influence of the planets when you were born upon your
life and at the present day."

Aed took a moment to parse this sentence, and said,
"You want to cast my horoscope?"

"Yes."

"I thought you were a Catholic."

"Tam."

"Then why do you want to cast my horoscope?"

"In order to understand you better."

"Don't you think there's something wrong with
astrology?"

"What?"

"What do you think astrology is?"

"Natural philosophy, exploring the interconnected
world in which we live."

"Taberah, astrology is not science. It's magic, or like
magic. It belongs to the occult."

Taberah was trying to sift this apart. "Why?"

"It is divination. It does not work according to the
basic laws of science. Astronomy is science; it studies how
the heavens go. But it does not believe in influences, any
more than looking at the entrails of a chicken will tell the
future."

Taberah said, "Aed, what's the difference between
science and magic?"

Aed was caught completely off guard. The disowning
hostility of science to magic, The Skeptical Inquirer, the
use of the word 'scientific' to mean 'rational' and 'working'
and 'magic' as a pejorative metaphor for technology that
did not appear to behave according to rational principles
— Taberah might as well have asked him to explain the
difference between light and darkness. But his question
deserved an answer; science does not include divination —
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no, that would exclude weather forecasting; science
provides theories and laws about how the world works —
so does magic; science is about exploring the forces of
nature — no, magic claimed to do that as well; science is
reductionistic and magic holistic — no, that was, if true,
looking at the surface rather than the nature of things, and
that wasn't true; it excluded psychology; science produces
predictable results according to its theories that — well,
that also rules out psychology as science...

"Taberah, what can astrology tell you about a person?"

Aed listened to Taberah's explanation, and slowly
stopped fighting a realization that this made more sense
than what he was taught in his undergraduate psychology
class, particularly behaviorism — he felt he would be much
better understood by Taberah's astrology than by a
behaviorist account. Astrology at least accounted for the
stuff of common sense — emotions, tendencies, thoughts,
good and bad timing — while behaviorism reduced him to
an unbelievably simplistic account of just a black box that
does actions. Listening to Taberah's account sounded
goofy here and there, and the idea that the influence of the
stars and planets controlled matters was straight-out
hogwash, but Taberah's explanation overall gave him the
impression of a rational account believed by a rational
mind.

Science did experiments rigorously, and its standards
did not validate any claims of magic — no, wait, the dice
were loaded on that question; in Taberah's explanation,
Aed saw a wisdom that just wasn't found in psychology;
science did not meet the standards of interesting magic.
No, that was not quite right; when did science really begin
flourishing? At the same time as magic began flourishing,
and often in the same people; Newton's discovery of
physics was almost a vacation from his work in alchemy.
The two enterprises were born out of the same desire, to
control nature and gain power, and in both people would
readily engage in practices that had been hitherto
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regarded as impious and disgusting, such as digging up
and mutilating the dead. Still, there was a difference, a
difference which Aed felt if he could not think. They —

Aed came to himself and said, "I can't tell you the
difference between science and magic, Taberah. I can't tell
you, but I do know it. You shouldn't be doing astrology.
You shouldn't be doing divination. If you're not sure of
whether something is science or magic, you can ask me."
Aed thought about buying him a psychology text, but
decided not to, at least not for the moment. The
psychology text he'd read, he was beginning to realize, was
parochial and in many ways backwards; of course it was
written by psychologists at respected schools, but the
zeitgeist was — Taberah would encounter enough of it on
its own, without having it embedded in something Aed
told him to have replace his belief in astrology. Aed felt
vaguely guilty about destroying a treasurehouse of lore,
but let this go to the back of his mind. Once Aed had
explained a simplified version of physics and astronomy;, it
was with some deflation that Taberah saw why Aed placed
astrology among divination, but not weather forecasting.

Taberah stepped out that night, and lay on his back to
look at the stars. He could not see many of them, and
those badly, because of all the light. It seemed to him that
something had departed from their song, but he could
almost see something new. It was beautiful that the
planets should revolve around the sun and not the earth;
just as there were nine orders of angels — the highest six
of whom gazed continually on the glory of God, and only
three of whom were sent out among men — there
corresponded nine planets, six of which were further out
in the Heavens, the third of which contained life, and all of
which revolved around the Light! His head went dizzy
when he realized what it meant that he lived on a planet,
and the sun was a star.
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The Trial

A representative from the Turing Society called Aed.
"We hear that you have a program that is trying to pass the
Turing test. I would like to administer the Turing test to
your program at 2:00 PM on Tuesday, with observation. Is
that acceptable to you?"

Aed's heart jumped, and he had to force himself to
stand still. "Yes. I will look forward to it."

The test room was modified to support an arbitrary
number of lurkers, and excitement built around the
university. Quite a number of eyes were watching as the
tester strode into the room. One of the contestant avatars
looked like a unicorn; the other looked like a dragon. The
tester managed to conceal her surprise, and said, "Good
morning. How are you today?"

The unicorn said, "I am doing quite well. You?"

The dragon said, "I've had a lousy day, but it's getting
better. I love playing the Turing game."

The tester said to the dragon, "Have you ever lost the
game?"

The dragon said, "I've lost once, to a salesperson. I was
really mad when the judge said I was a computer."

The tester repeated to the dragon, "Have you ever lost
the game?"

The dragon repeated, "I've lost once, to a salesperson.
I was really mad when the judge said I was a computer."

The tester asked the unicorn, "What about you? Have
you ever lost the game?"

"Yes, frequently. I guess I don't sound very human."

The tester repeated her question to the unicorn. "What
about you? Have you ever lost the game?"

The unicorn hesitated and said, "Um, is there a reason
you're repeating the question?"

The tester did not answer. Instead, she said to the
unicorn, "Tell me a bit about yourself."
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The unicorn said, "Uh, I like woodworking, and I like
to collect things. I've got a roomful of bottle caps, and I
have one of the biggest collections of visual textures on the
net. And I like fantasy."

The tester turned to the dragon and said, "What about
you? How are you like?"

The dragon said, "I'm an optimist. It's too sunny out to
be crabby. And I like collecting stamps."

The tester asked the dragon, "What is your philosophy
of life?"

The dragon said, "My philosophy is one of many sides.
There are many sides to life; there are many sides to being
a person. I am many different things as the occasion
merits."

The tester turned to the unicorn and asked, "What is
your philosophy of life?"

The unicorn said, "Could you ask me another
question? I'm kind of nervous now, and I'm having trouble
thinking straight."

The tester said, "Ok. What is the one question you
most fear me asking you?"

The unicorn shivered, and said, "The one you just
asked?"

The conversation continued for two hours, unfolding,
unfolding. It was about that time that the tester asked the
unicorn, "What was your scariest childhood moment?"
and the unicorn told a story about getting lost on a
camping trip, and then twisting an ankle. Then the tester
turned to the dragon, and said, "How about you?"

The dragon said, "Personally, I'm partial to seltzer
water. And you?"

The tester pushed a button and left for the conference
room Aed was in. She said, "You have quite an impressive
achievement there, but you have a long distance to go
before passing the Turing test. I tried to give two hours'
testing to be sure, but I knew the dragon was a computer
within five minutes of speaking with it. The clues that gave
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it away were —"

Aed cut her off and said, "Sorry, you guessed wrong."

"What?" the tester asked.

"You guessed wrong."

"Can you tell me with a straight face," she asked, "that
the dragon was a human? Do I look that gullible?"

Aed gently said, "No, I'm not saying that the dragon
was human. I'm saying that they were both computers.
The dragon was merely an old version of the program."

The woman's jaw dropped.

Aed added, "I should also like to say that most of the
ideas were my guest Taberah's; I mostly helped out. The
achievement is his, not mine."

Detained

A knock sounded on the front door. "I wonder who
that could be at this hour," Nathella said. "A reporter?"

She opened the door. There were several men outside,
holding badges. They looked familiar, and smug; one of
them said, "Officer Salisbury, Bureau of Immigration and
Naturalization Services."

Nathella sank back. Aed said, "What are you doing
here?"

Officer Salisbury said, "We have come to detain
Taberah, before transporting him to his country of origin."

Aed thought for a moment about an English
translation, and said, "What right do you have to do this?"

Salisbury said, "We are enforcing the law. If you —"

Taberah popped his head in the window and said,
"What is this?"

Officer Salisbury said, "You need to come with us."

That shoots any remnants of search-and-seizure
concerns, Aed thought. "Could he have a moment to
gather up his possessions, at least?"

"That won't be necessary," the officer said. "We do not
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transport possessions beyond clothing worn. We are not a
shipping service."

Aed, Nathella, Clancy, and Fiona each gave him a hug,
their eyes filled with tears. Then Taberah was handcuffed
and led away to a car. Nathella could see Taberah steeling
himself against the ride.

Wrong Person

In the middle of the night, the videophone rang. Aed
got up, turned off the video, and said, "Yes?"

The voice on the line was unfamiliar. She said, "Hello,
is this Aed Kinsella?"

Aed said, "Yes."

The woman said, "I'm calling to tell you that you and
Taberah Kinsella have won the 2034 Turing Award for
your joint work in artificial intelligence."

Aed blinked, and said, "I'm sorry; I think you have the
wrong person."

The woman laughed, and said, "I'm positive I've got
the right person. Can you get Taberah?"

"I'm sorry; I can't; Taberah is being 'detained’ by the
INS."

"What? Who are the INS? Do the police know about
them?"

"Yes; the INS are part of the police. They are the
Bureau of Immigration and Naturalization Services, and
they just took Taberah. He is now en route to a jail, to have
his head and his beard shaved, be stripped and put in a de-
humanizing uniform, and sit in a cold cell with nothing to
do while he waits for the INS to decide what country to
deport him to."

The woman was silent for a moment, and said, "What
country is he from?"

"I don't know. Dr. Pabst, an anthropologist I know,
said that he doesn't seem to be from any culture currently
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existing. He has learned English, but besides that — why?"

The woman said, "Please wait a moment; I'll get back
to you."

Aed had just crawled back into the covers when the
phone rang. It was a journalist. And then another. And
then another. After the first dozen times trying to explain
that it was Taberah's work and not his, and that Taberah
had been taken by the INS, he unplugged the phone.

At four in the morning, the doorbell rang. And then
rang again. And again. Aed swore, and fumbled about for
Nathella's keychain — a keychain with pepper spray. He
threw on a bathrobe, and padded out to the door. "Who is
it?" he shouted through the door.

"Officer Salisbury, returning Taberah to your house."

"What?"

"When we came last night, we did not realize that he
held a United Nations passport. We apologize for the
inconvenience."

Aed opened the door. Taberah looked weary,
frightened, relieved, and very happy to be back. Aed
picked him up, and held him in thanksgiving. Then he
said, "Let's both of us get some shuteye; we've got a speech
to write."

A House Abuzz

There was a great deal of excitement around the
house; friends and colleagues from church, the university,
and other places stopped by, and some of them brought
meals. Aed was excited by the activity; Nathella was
wearied, and climbed into bed as soon as the last party
had left.

One of the things that Aed insisted was that Taberah
and all of the Kinsellas would appear through avatars, and
that Taberah be referred to by a pen name — John. This
was big enough news that Aed did not want strangers on
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the street recognizing them from a compucast or
rebroadcast, nor calling them up. While Aed was in the
living room explaining details of the work to his
colleagues, and Nathella and Clancy were occupied with
the hospitality, Fiona was occupied with Taberah. The two
of them were in the computer, talking about what
Taberah's avatar should look like.

The question was a bigger question than it seemed at
first. The avatar should not be recognizable as him, but it
should reveal him, his bearing. "It should be a mask,"
Fiona said. "It should be like a Halloween costume,
changing yourself in such a way that you shine through."

"What's Halloween?"

"Later, Taberah. We don't have time to explore that
now, although you'll see in a few months. Now, to start off
with, do you want a human-looking avatar, or a fantastic
avatar?"

"I — I don't know. Could I look at some of each?"

"Fiona said, "Hmm... There is something alien about
you. Would you like to see what aliens look like?"

Taberah looked at several bodies of aliens, and
recoiled. "Those aren't aliens," he said. "They're humans
made to look grotesque. That's not what being alien is
about."

"Ok," Fiona said. "How about fantasy? Do you like
fantasy?"

They looked through a faun, a centaur, a unicorn, a
dragon. "How old do you want to look?" Fiona said.
Taberah didn't know. "Not that knight in armor; that
would only be for going out to war. Not — there!" he said,
with excitement.

"You don't want that," Fiona said. "That's a court
jester. They acted like fools for other people to laugh at."

"I want that! I was a court jester once!"

Fiona wondered about Taberah's statement, but this
was not time for long questions. She looked through
colors, and guided Taberah towards a jester's outfit that
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was darker and had more muted colors. It was
unmistakably a jester's outfit, but it had an air of gravity
about it — which Taberah liked. "OKk," she said. "Now what
do you want to eat?"

"Roast boar," Taberah said.

"Taberah, boar is awfully expensive, and there will be
a lot of people there. I —"

"Give me two swords and I will kill one!" Taberah said,
grinning.

"No, Taberah. You can't do that."

"Why not?"

"To start with, there aren't any boars here. You'll have
to think of something else."

"Roast pig with an apple in its mouth!"

Aed stepped in. "Taberah, would you come out for a
minute? There are some people who want to see you."

Fiona said to Taberah, "We can't have pork. There will
be a lot of Muslims at that dinner."

"Is this country overrun by worshippers of Mahomet?
Is there no one to drive them out?"

Aed stopped in the hallway. "Taberah, a couple of
things. First, Muslims are not worshippers of Mahomet,
any more than Christians are worshippers of John. They
believe Mahomet was the greatest prophet, but not the
man-god we believe Jesus was. Second, Muslims are
citizens here. They are powerful, and their power is not all
to the good — it is awfully hard to do things that Islam
disapproves of, and there have been not-so-subtle
manipulations against Christian evangelists speaking to
Muslims, for one thing — but they are people, citizens of
this country like anyone else, and not invaders. It is sad
that Christianity has let Islam take its place, but the
solution is not to run them off. Third, we may have wine
available at th—"

Taberah interrupted. "Spiced wine, piping hot? And
cider?"

Aed said, "Spiced wine, piping hot, and cider, if you
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want, might be possible, but the food has to be something
that Muslims may eat." Aed declined to mention the
headache that would be involved in getting alcohol
served...

Taberah said, "Do Muslims eat hamburgers?"

Aed threw up his hands and said, "I have guests
waiting. Why don't you have filet mignon? It's the same
kind of animal as hamburger, only much better."

Taberah was tired after the people met. He had not
realized the intense energy it takes to connect with people
from another land — he and the Kinsellas had gotten used
to each other through intense contact. Nathella picked up
on his fatigue faster than anyone else; she encouraged him
to go to bed and get a good night's rest before the big day.
Everything was in place; Aed had finally managed to
convince the Turing society that he did not deserve the
award, and accepted the privilege of introducing Taberah.
Everyone slept lightly — everyone but Taberah; he slept
like the dead, and got up to protest the stiff clothes he
wore to the banquet.

Accolades

Taberah was cheered at the meat and drink; the meat
reminded him of home. He was equally delighted to sit
down and drink wine with Aed, and his spirits did not flag
although people asked him questions that struck him as
rather odd. At the end of the dinner, Taberah was pleased
to have (so far as he could tell) avoided making any faux
pas. He felt a sense of accomplishment, and felt at home.

The chairman of the Turing Society looked at Aed and
pointed to his watch, and Aed nodded. He took a sip of
water, and then climbed up the steps to the podium.

Nathella could not see that her husband was nervous,
but she knew it. He had thrown out his introduction a
dozen times. Neither of them were worried for Taberah,



2092 C.J.S. Hayward

though; Aed and Taberah had worked out a speech, which
Taberah memorized with remarkable facility.

"I would like to begin this introduction," Aed said, "by
apologizing for giving an introduction not worthy of the
occasion. I would very much like to give a traditional
introduction, in which one perhaps starts by saying "The
person who is going to speak is a man who needs no
introduction,’ and then spends five or ten minutes
detailing education, awards, and accomplishments. It
would perhaps sound grander if I were to say that such an
introduction was inadequate to him, but the truth is that I
don't know enough about him to give an introduction of
that sort. I don't know if he went to school at all; he
appeared on my doorstep, became deathly ill, and has
since then been turning my world upside down.

"His first surprise for me was in chess. I am rated at
1975, and when I invited him in, him looking dazed and
confused, he took my chess pieces to the table (at least
after I let him), and began to play his way — at first I
thought he didn't understand the game or was cheating,
but then I realized he wasn't playing on a grid. He beat me
five times in a row.

"Different members of our family have had
conversations with him that left our heads spinning; my
wife Nathella is the only one who has not had that
experience, and I believe that is because of her ability to
understand people. There's only been one time that I've
been able to understand Taberah better than her, but I
won't detail that here.

"Taberah is brilliant, and approaches life in ways that
would never occur to me. Wherever he comes from, and
wherever he was educated, he somehow had the
intelligence to look at the problem of artificial intelligence
in a way nobody else had seen it before. If I cannot vouch
for his education or accomplishments, I can vouch for this
one accomplishment. Taberah has worked into a special
place in my heart, and not only because of his brilliance.
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Without further ado, here he is."”

Taberah strode up to the podium; on the screen
behind him, his avatar looked quizzical and dignified at
the same time. "I was going to say," he began, "that my
discovery has taught us nothing about human intelligence.
But I began to reason, and realize that it has.

"Men have always wanted to create other men like
themselves. I once wished to make an assemblage of gears
that would make a mechanical human, and I saw no
reason why not. If gears could make a clock, with
continual motion controlled according to its construction,
why could the best crafted gears not make a man?
Certainly myths came of gods who had made mechanical
men. So I do not find it to be at all surprising that, when
people found a way to make a machine that could do
arithmetic and logic, they thought they had made
something that could think.

"Chess is something that is difficult for people to do.
So it was thought, 'If we can only make a computer that
can beat the best humans at chess, then we will have
achieved intelligence.' The day has long past when a
human could beat the best computer, but if that
achievement has taught us anything about human
intelligence, it is that humans do not play chess like a
computer. Making better and better computer chess
players did not make computers intelligent any more than
making more and more realistic-looking statues will make
them alive.

"Conversation is something humans do, so Alan
Turing, a brilliant mathematician, thought, 'If we can only
make a computer that can pass for human in conversation,
then we will have achieved intelligence.' Now the day has
come when a computer has passed for human in
conversation, and if it has taught us anything about
intelligence, it is that intelligence goes beyond
conversation as it goes beyond chess. Those are both
activities humans can do, but mimicking or even beating
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human performance does not a person make, any more
than a collection of lifelike statues can be improved to the
point of achieving life.

"I do not think that this calls for a new test to
determine intelligence. I think it calls for a realization that
human intelligence is too rich and too deep to reduce to a
simple test. When a test has been proposed to measure
intelligence, the test gains a life of its own, and suddenly
people stop thinking about intelligence, and start thinking
about how to pass the test. Chess playing programs
became sophisticated with speed and advances that were
not even approximated by efforts to understand how
humans play chess, let alone how humans think.

"But this is enough. It is bad speaking to cram so
much into your audience's heads that things are falling
out; I have criticized enough for an award recipient. The
field of artificial intelligence is a fertile area of thought
which has brought many good things; even if artificial
intelligence is never achieved, its failure will have enriched
the soil of human endeavor. I thank you for this award and
the other assistance the Turing Society has provided me,
and, Aed, Nathella, Fiona, and Clancy for their help. God
bless, and have a good evening." He returned to his place.

The chairman of the Turing Society stepped up to the
microphone and said, "There is one more thing, Mr.
Kinsella. The Turing Society has a fund, out of which to
give prizes to its award recipients. The funding might buy
research equipment, or a sabbatical, or perhaps access to
online research libraries. Is there something we can get for
you? Do you need a home?"

Taberah said, "I have everything I need now. But if
there was one thing I could have — do you have a
troubadour's lute?"

There was a moment's pause; the chairman, Dr. Bode,
spoke on his cell phone for a moment and then said, "One
of the members of the audience has one now, which she
will lend you while another is delivered." A small woman
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walked up; Taberah was puzzled, as she was holding a
small black bag, but otherwise empty-handed — there was
no room to conceal a lute, even a small one. She reached
into the bag, and pulled out a thick black belt and two long
black gloves, long enough to cover an elbow. He could see
that there were was something else in the bag. She looked
at him and said, "Put the belt around your waist, and the
gloves on your hands."

Taberah did so, feeling some puzzlement.

"Now," she said, "play as if you were holding a lute."

Taberah looked at her, confused.

"Like this," she said, moving her hands in a
strumming motion.

Taberah moved his hands, as if to play a chord — and
jolted in surprise as notes sounded. Then he moved his
hands again. There were some sounds of jarring
dissonance, like a piano being played by frostbitten fingers
losing their numbness, and then a simple, high, pure,
aching sound. It pierced by its beauty, and with the music,
words, in a voice that filled the room:

Once there was a little lady,

Fair and pure and elfin bright.

Her light skin shone like burnished silver,
Blazing light throughout the night.

Her soul it was a filled with music,
Her body was a filled with dance.
Her long hair was black like ravens,
All blazing was her countenance.

Taberah's otherworldly song filled an hour; in his
song, he carried with him a feeling of home, a moment of
Heaven, and all of the strangeness of the land about him,
of his aching at no place that felt home, vanished. The
music he made in his trance brought its listeners into
another time, into another world; to those in the room, the
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song so filled their consciousness that they did not think of
anything else. When the song began, the netcast of the
awards ceremony was brought into focus, and the avatar
who had looked slightly strange speaking about artificial
intelligence now fit perfectly into place: a court jester —
and more than a jester — holding a lute, telling a tale and
weaving a song.

When it was over, even the silence was musical,
because it bore the silent echoes of the music's spirit.
Taberah walked back to his seat, and asked, "Can we go
home?"

With that, the meeting was over.

Where Do You Come
From?

It was the first day of classes; Aed had returned home
late, to a house filled with a marvelous scent. It smelled of
tomato, and basil, and bacon, and beef. Clancy said grace
at Aed's invitation, and they began to pass the pasta.

Fiona looked at Taberah, and said, "Where are you
from, Taberah? I don't think you've ever told me that."

Taberah said, "I am from — Provence, or at least half
from there. My father is a merchant, and we have travelled
to the ends of the world, and beyond — but never to a
place so strange as this. I am used to mountains, and seas,
and strange people and barbarian tribes — even
worshippers of Mahomet —"

Aed said, "Muslims."

"— even Muslims, but there are many things here that
are strange to me."

"Like what?" Fiona said.

Taberah thought for a moment, and said, "It is hard
for me to think of and harder to say in words."

Nathella said, "Can you think of it in your words in
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your own language? And then maybe translate?"

Taberah concentrated for a moment and said, "No, I
can't. Not even in my own language. I will tell you later.
After I think."

Aed said, "Don't worry too much if you can't answer. It
was a friendly question, not a probe."

Taberah said, "It is a friendly question, and a probe,
and a good question. That is why I want to answer it.
Maybe after I research on the computer."

Fiona said, "Taberah, have you ever been to my Dad's
campus? Tomorrow's a half day, and I could take you
there. You might see more of the world."

Taberah said, "I would be happy to do that. But ooh! I
miss home. I have never had a place that was completely
home. Whether riding away hotly pursued, or haggling
down the price of salt, or opening an illuminated
manuscript — I was at home for a moment, but over time
not at home. Even in stealing a relic from a nearby
cathedral —"

Fiona said, "You stole a relic from a cathedral?"

Taberah said, "Yes. The saint wanted to move;
otherwise, he wouldn't have let his relics be moved. And I
can move swiftly and silently —"

Fiona said, "Taberah, would you steal a fork from this
house?"

Taberah looked surprised. "Never!"

Fiona said, "Why on earth would you be willing to
steal a relic?"

Taberah had no real response to this question. He
said, "If another city had a relic, and you needed it,
wouldn't you assist it to your place?"

Fiona said, "I can't explain all my reasons why not,
because I have to go to bed in four hours. But to start it off,
that would be dishonorable."

Taberah thought, and said, "I'll have to think about
that. I never met a knight who thought it dishonorable to
steal a relic. Ok, I know how to explain. A relic does not
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belong to a living man or a place; it belongs to God and to
the saint. Stealing a relic is a very different matter from
stealing corn or grain. The corn really belongs to the
person who has it; the relic belongs to the saint, and then
to the saint's followers — so if the people here worship a
saint and want his relic more than the people where it is
kept, then if the saint allows the relic to be moved, it
should be moved."

Fiona said, "I can't believe this rationalizing. The
bigger a sin, the more rationalizing there is, and you have
rationalized an unholy theft on top of starting it in the first
place!"

Nathella turned to Fiona and said, "Honey, I don't
understand Taberah, but he's not rationalizing. He does
not have a defensive air about him. And something tells
me that he would not steal anything from this house — nor
steal anything from another place and bring it here. Right,
Taberah?"

Taberah said, "Yes. I would never steal if it were
dishonorable."”

Clancy looked around and said, "Taberah, did you
hear the joke about the cathedral that was so blessed that
it had two heads of John the Baptist, one as a boy and one
as a man?"

Taberah said eagerly, "No. Please tell it to me; it
sounds very good!"

Fiona groaned and said, "Mom, would you please
explain it?"

Nathella said, "Taberah, did you notice anything funny
about there being two heads of John the Baptist?"

Taberah said, "No. It sounds like a great providence
indeed, for which God is to be praised."

Nathella said, "What would have had to have
happened for a cathedral to have the head of John the
Baptist as a boy?"

Taberah said, "I suppose for him to have died as a

"

boy.
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Nathella said, "If there was a skull of him as a man,
did he live to be a man?"

Taberah said, "Yes."

Nathella said, "So there's a logical contradiction for a
cathedral to have two heads of John the Baptist, one as a
boy and one as a man. Right?"

Taberah said, "Yes."

Nathella looked at him. "You still don't get the joke."

Taberah said, "I'm still waiting for the joke to be told.
SoIdon't getit."

Nathella said, "If there's a logical contradiction, then it
couldn't have happened, right?"

Taberah said, "If there's a logical contradiction, there's
a logical contradiction. It doesn't mean that God can't
bless a church with two heads of John the Baptist. God
moves, and his ways are beyond our understanding. He
has done greater things than bless us with two heads of a
saint!"

Fiona said, "Taberah, if we go out for a walk
tomorrow, do you promise not to confuse me?"

Taberah said, "Am I confusing you?"

Aed got up, placed his arm around Taberah's
shoulders, and said,

"Wild thing!
You make my head spin!
I think I love you."

Music From Another Age

Fiona took Taberah by the hand, eagerly leading him
as if she were a small child. The university's square was
filled with a noisy, jostling, laughing group of people,
chaotic as any bazaar. The excitement was tangible.
"Today is the first day of Student Activities Week. All the
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student organizations are clamoring to find new recruits
from among the freshmen, and anybody else who cares to
come. It is a lot of fun."

Taberah walked over to one stand where several
people were talking. He read the sign overhead, Humanist
Hacker's Guild, and asked, "What is a hacker?"

One of the men looked up from a portable computer
and said, "The first hackers were people in software who
like solving problems and believe in freedom and helping
each other. They produced a lot of computers and
software. We are a special kind of hacker, hackers in the
humanities. We produce artwork, music, and literature,
and share it with other people. In a way, there have been
humanist hackers for ages, but interaction with computer
hackers has brought an awareness and a fertile field for
sharing. Would you like to have a copy of one of my
poems?"

Taberah said, "If I am here, why would you give me a
copy? Why not just recite it?"

The hacker said, "Um, because I don't have it
memorized?"

Taberah said, "I'm puzzled."

The hacker said, "Why?"

Taberah said, "How could you compose a poem, even
writing it down, and then forget it?"

"Quite easily, I assure you."

Fiona put her hand on Taberah's arm and said,
"Taberah, please. We are his guests."

The hacker took a sheet of paper and said, "Here. I'll
read it to you."

"The Unicorn's Horn," by Elron Ellingswood

I walked out into the deep, dark, forest,
and there, in a clearing, it stood.

Oak was behind it, ferns below,
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It walked to a shimmering pool,
Its hooves not making a sound.

Around, the silence was broken
by the calling of a hawk.

The wind stirred the tree leaves
and danced softly over the grass.

The Lady of the Lake stirred,
softly,
invisibly.

Taberah looked both impressed and puzzled. He said,
"You show the forest as an object of beauty. Why?"

Fiona grabbed his wrist, and tugged on him, saying,
"Look over there! Karate!"

An instructor smiled and said, "Not Karate. Kuk Sool
Won. Karate is a single martial art that focuses on
punching, kicking, and blocking; Kuk Sool is a
comprehensive martial arts system that includes joint
locks, weapons, and escapes as well as many kinds of
punching, kicking, and blocking."

Taberah said, "What's a joint lock?"

The instructor said, "Throw a slow punch at me."

Taberah said, "What?"

The instructor said, "Do this."

Taberah made the motion and his hand was caught,
his wrist twisted.

"But what if I punch you with my other hand?"

"Why don't you try to do that? Slowly?"

Taberah did, and his puzzlement was exceeded by the
instructor's, who said, after a second, "Stop. I've never
seen someone who could resist a joint lock like that. You
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must have a tremendously high tolerance for pain."

Taberah said, "I don't understand. I didn't feel pain. I
don't understand what you were trying to do."

The color of Fiona's face was beginning to match her
long, wavy red hair. She said, "Taberah, come on. Let's
find something else."

Taberah began to wander, and then saw — or rather,
heard — something so positively medieval in spirit that it
drew his attention so completely he was aware of nothing
else. Up until this point, he had been thrown off balance
by a hurry in the people around him — or, at least, that
would be a deficient way of putting it. A more accurate
way of putting it would be that he was aware of time in the
sense of an awareness of something around him, but not
in any sense that would let him grasp rushing to get
something done, or guilt at sitting at doing nothing. He
vaguely perceived such a quality in those about him, and
he was baffled and troubled by it, in the same way as if he
were surrounded by people who were constantly thinking
about air and in a frenzied haste to try to find some space
that had enough air to breathe.

It was the near total absence of this quality in the
music before him that beckoned him. It was as if he had
stepped into a room of people breathing normally and
attending more important concerns and only then come to
realize that he had been surrounded by people fretting
over whether they had enough air to breathe.

Taberah stood in silence, drinking it in. Then he
stepped forward, picked up an instrument, and joined in
the song.

At dinner, Aed asked Taberah, "So what did you see
today?"

Taberah said, "Today was a happy day. Today I
discovered New Age."

Aed suppressed a groan. How was he to begin an
explanation? The phenomenon that was called New Age in
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its current incarnation had occurred many times in the
past, and would doubtless occur many times in the future,
each time under a different name; it was in spirituality
what a logical fallacy is in reasoning. It was heresy —
perhaps he was safe in using that word with Taberah. In
the word, 'heresy' carried a curious inversion of "a good
and original idea which some benighted tradition
condemns", the word being a condemnation of the
tradition rather than the idea. What a diabolical trick that
was! Heresies were neither good nor original ideas; they
were propositions that had been weighed in the balance
and found lacking, "New" Age being a manifestation of an
error that had first occurred two millennia ago and had
rotted every time since then. It promised freedom, and
was one of the most confining and constricting prisons he
had known — a prison like being left all alone in an empty
wasteland. You could go as far and wide as you wanted,
and still find nothing good.

Aed hesitantly asked Taberah, "What draws you to
New Age?"

"The — music — time — you are hurried. They are
not."

Aed nodded. New Age music was soothing music. But
as to the time — "Taberah, it's a busy time of year for me.
What is this about time?"

Taberah tried to explain, and at first failed completely.
Then, on the second time through, there was a look of
dawning comprehension on Fiona's face, and she said, "I
will try to enter your time, Taberah. But it will be difficult;
we have been taught to hurry for a long time. I won't be
able to do it very quickly, if I can."

Taberah kissed her cheek, and said, "I not in hurry —
ooh, did I do right in touch?"

Aed wondered what Taberah was talking about, and
then recalled him sternly telling Taberah not to touch
others in ways that he had not seen them touching. "It's
OK, Taberah. You may give a kiss on the cheek to people in
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this family."
Taberah walked over, and kissed Aed on the cheek.

The Phoenix

Taberah spent most of the day running through New
Age music in his head, and seeing how it would sound on
his lute; Fiona had to knock on the door several times
before he noticed she was there.

The square was less crowded than before; on the way
in, Taberah looked and saw a place where several people
were moving their fingertips about on a ridged surface,
their hands dancing with energy; on a wall behind them,
colors swirled and spun, vibrating with energy. "What's
that?" he said.

Fiona said, "Those are visual musicians. They play
instruments that do not produce sound, but color. Do you
like it?"

Taberah said, "I like it, but why are they spinning so
quickly? Why —" he pointed to another booth and said,
"What's that?"

A man in the booth next to them said, "Hey, a
southpaw! Greetings!"

Taberah said, "What?"

"You're left-handed."

"What's that?"

"It's when someone uses the left side instead of the
right?"

Taberah made the sign against evil and said, "Why
would someone do that?"

"You did."

"I might have pointed with my left hand, but I do
everything else with my right hand."

The student tossed a pen up, and said, "Catch!"

Taberah looked, and realized he had caught it with his
left hand. "I am sorry. I have sins I did not know."
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The student now no longer looked so merry, and said,
"You're left-handed, but you're ashamed to admit it."

Taberah hung his head.

The student said, "You aren't part of the solution.
You're part of the problem. We have a right-handed
society, with right-handed machinery and right-handed
rules. Even the words are prejudiced — 'right' means
correct, acceptable, and good, and 'sinister' and 'gauche’
are words meaning 'left', which comes from a word
meaning 'weak' or 'broken'. For years, lefthanders have
been an invisible and maltreated minority, and now that
some of us are speaking out and demanding that society
improve, there are people like you who — a gay who was
like you would be said to have internalized homophobia.
You are —"

Taberah cut him off. "Why are you so angry?"

Taberah listened with horrid fascination to the rant.
He began to realize that using the left hand, like turning a
wheel the wrong direction or walking backwards, was only
a symbol of evil and not its substance, and began (despite
all internal resistance to external pressure) to see that the
student's conclusions were right, that the world was a
right-handed world with subtle and invisible slights to its
left-handed members — or at least he tried to accept these
things. He still felt guilt over catching the pen with his left
hand, and he knew it would take time for him to shift his
spirit to what he saw. But all this aside, he also saw an
anger that brought far greater misery than any right-
handed technology — not confusing pencil sharpeners, not
painful scissors — could possibly cause. He narrowed his
eyes, and said, "You are angry."

The student swore, and said, "I'm furious. Why do you
need to point that out?"

Taberah said, "Are you happier with your pit of rage
than I am with my right-handed society?"

The student was speechless. Another student, who had
been listening, said, "I would like to cordially request the
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honor of your absence at our booth."

Taberah felt anger rising in the pit of his stomach; he
felt it, but did not let it master him. He turned, and walked
away, taking a long walk around the square before slowing
down, and finally stopping at one place. He looked at a
group of students who were standing around, talking,
laughing; each of them had a necklace with a fiery bird.
Taberah asked, "Who are you?"

A young woman with long, curly auburn hair said, "My
name is Emerant, and we are the Phoenix Society. The
Phoenix Society is a group of brothers and sisters devoted
to living in the abundant life that Jesus offers, and
extending that life to others. The Phoenix, the bird that
ever rises anew out of its own ashes, was a holy symbol in
the ancient Christian Church, and in wearing it we recall
the ancient church and its life among a pagan world, and
allow God to create in us the same life in a pagan world
today. We have worship services every Wednesday night.
Would you like to come and join us?"

Taberah felt something in the back of his mind, but he
could not put his finger on it — but it was something good,
he was sure.

A young man with ebon skin placed his arm over
Emerant's shoulder, and said, "What's your name?"

Taberah said, "My name is Taberah."

"How can we serve you? Do you have stuff to move in?
Do you have a story to tell?"

Taberah realized what he had felt but could not
describe. There was an energy about these people, an
invisible love so thick it could almost be felt. The young
man was looking at him as if he were a king. The students
in the group were all wearing distinctive necklaces, but
their air did not treat him as an outside you, not even an
outside you that they wanted to bring in. The man's eyes
were dark as night, and they glittered like stars; there was
something about his face that said 'T' and 'you', but even
more said 'we'. Taberah smiled and said, "I should very
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much like to hear mass with you."

Emerant smiled a crooked smile, and said, "There is
something else you want, Taberah."

Taberah closed his eyes for a second and said,
"Emerant, I know your name. You, what is your name?"

The young man said, "My name is Abanu."

Taberah said, "Emerant and Abanu, I should very
much like to play a song for you."

Immediately, a space appeared among the students.
Taberah calmly, without any self-consciousness, walked
over to the center and began to sing.

It was a noisy day, but it seemed silent inside that
circle. Taberah could fill a room if he wanted to, but he
was not singing loudly; still, all the students were aware of
nothing else. When the song finished, Emerant looked
around and saw that there were some people standing
around and staring; she began to talk with him as the
students asked Taberah questions.

It was not until seven that Aed found them, and told
them that dinner was getting cold; Fiona had lost all track
of time, and Taberah never had track of time to begin with.
He slept well that night, and awoke in the morning
knowing the answer to a question the Kinsellas had asked
him.

In Spirit and in Truth

Taberah spent the day reading the Bible and
researching on the computer; at dinner, he said, "Nathella,
do you remember when you asked me a question about my
place and this place, and I said it was harder to think of
and harder to explain in words?"

Nathella said, "Yes."

Taberah said, "I was able to find words. In Bible, Jesus
was talking with a woman at a well. She asked him what
mountain to worship on. He said not to worship on this
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mountain or that mountain, but in Spirit and in truth. This
land knows not how to worship in Spirit and in truth."

Aed's eyes narrowed. Aed and Nathella said together,
"How so?"

Taberah said, "I have just begun to see how religion is,
and it is not religion. It is private. It is an interest. It is a
hobby. It is tame. Where I come from, religion is public
because it pervades your whole being; it is who you are,
and never has a pagan invader told a Catholic, "You may be
Christian, but make it a small thing. It is —"

Aed nodded and said, "That criticism has been made
before, and it is not to be lightly dismissed. Is there
anything else you see?"

Taberah said, "I slowly began to notice, when
navigating on the computer — where I am from, when
people build a cathedral, they carve the backs of statues. I
was shocked when I saw that people here do not do this.
When an artist carves a statue in my land, he is not just
working on a statue; he is making an offering to God, and
his carving is a prayer. He carves the back as well as the
front, working on a place whose fullness he may never see,
because he is not making something for himself or other
men, as much as making a prayer to God, who sees the
back of the statue as easily as the front. Here, on the web,
people do not do that. They think in terms of making a
creation for other people. They do not try for
completeness; they want — I do not know the words."

"Good enough for government work?" Clancy said.

"Yes. Except that making something that is 'good
enough' does not mean making something that is good.
God is only in the compartment called religion; he is not
big enough to make virtual reality for — only other people
who will not take the site very seriously is that important
for."

I cannot make complete sense of Taberah's tangled
wording, Nathella thought, but I do not need to. Taberah
has difficulties with language when he is concentrating
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most intensely. She understood the meaning, if the words
sometimes eluded her.

Aed said, "Anything else?"

Taberah said, "I hesitate..."

The room was silent.

Taberah continued, "I hesitate, but there is something
strange about clothing and nudity. In my land, people
wear clothing for custom and for decoration; being
without clothing is not much. Here, clothing is for decency
(a polite way to put it); there are chaste people and there
are nude people, but there are not chaste, nude people.
When a woman wears no shirt in an advertisement, her
no-shirt means 'Look at me in lust!" She does not have a
no-shirt that doesn't mean anything besides 'T don't want
to have a shirt now.' There are people who say that we
don't need to say clothes, and most of them say that not
wearing clothes is not sexual, but few of them are chaste,
or even acknowledge chastity.

"That is a symbol of something deeper. You need to
cover your bodies, but even more you need to cover God,
because you are ashamed of other people seeing them.
And so you produce arguments to justify the existence of
God, and God does or does not exist depending on
whether or not he's covered.

"One of the theologians I know of, Thomas Aquinas,
began his great work with five arguments for the existence
of God. But these arguments have a very different meaning
than yours; they were for adornment, and not for shame.
Aquinas was not trying to give a needed proof of God, as
your theologians do; certainly he did not think that if he
failed to prove God's existence he was not able to believe
in God. You speak of justifying belief, as if it needed
justification, as if it were shameful if it were not covered by
an argument.

"About clothing literally, I will not argue. Your way of
looking seems to me a silly limitation that causes a lot of
lust, but chaste nudity is not important. It is not one of the
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great things in life. But about clothing symbolically, I will
argue much. You need in your minds to have an
unblushing nudity, that can say, 'I believe in God and I
accept his providence,' and not have a guilt about it for
believing more than matter. You — I am sorry, I should be
able to produce more examples. But there are many ways
where you do not know how to worship in Spirit and in
truth."

Aed was stunned. After a while, and after nobody else
said anything, he said, "Son, you've got a brilliant mind. I
have a feeling of being held under a microscope. I don't
know how to respond, beyond saying that you see things I
would never see, and I hope you keep thinking."

Nathella said, "You almost seem like someone from
another era."

Taberah said, "What's an era?"

Aed said, "Later, Taberah. Later."

Which Era?

As Aed sat down, Taberah asked him, "So, what is an
era?"

Aed thought. He said, "I would better answer that
question after looking at an encyclopedia; I've thought
about how to explain it, and I realized I knew less than I
thought I did. But here's a rough sketch of what I can
explain:

"The ancient world was the world that gave birth to
Christianity. It is everything before the Middle Ages, or
medieval period. It gave us the apex of paganism, and
philosophy, and writing.

"The Middle Ages were a thousand years of Christian
faith and culture. They saw monasteries, cathedrals,
castles, monks, clergy, knights in shining armor, lords and
vassals and fealty, chivalry, peasants and feudalism,
illuminated manuscripts...
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"After that came the Renaissance and Reformation
period. There was a rebirth of art and learning from
classical, that is ancient, times, and the monk Martin
Luther nailed theses for reform to the door of Wittenburg
Cathedral, and chaos broke loose. Let's see...

"The Elizabethan time was the time of the great
playwright Shakespeare, and vernacular translations of
the Bible. The Baroque time saw a flowering of complexity
in art and music; aah!

"Modern times began with the Elizabethan era, and
started a new secularism in philosophy. It reached its
climax in the Enlightenment, with people worshiping the
mind and reason, and the bloodbath that followed. Then
came Romanticism and Victorianism, one of them a
following of emotional sensitivity that often included
libertinism, the other managing to be morbidly prudish.
After that, came postmodernism, the era that we are in.
People have given up the quest for truth, and there has
been an increase in fragmentation — Taberah, I just saw a
light go on in your eyes. What clicked?"

Taberah said, "I am medieval! What era are you from?
Can you tell me how to get to the Middle Ages?"

Aed slapped his palm to his forehead and said,
"Taberah, just forget this conversation and let's start over.
There are some things about you that are like the Middle
Ages, but the Middle Ages are a period of time in the past.”

Taberah asked, "What is a period of time?"

Aed said, "It is a time when people have a certain way
of living."

Taberah said, "I am from the Middle Ages period of
time. And I think you might be as well. You belong to an
age of faith, and you are a lord."

Aed said, "It is impossible to go back to another age. It
is past. It has already happened."”

Taberah would have normally backed off by this point,
but there was something inside him that made him
certain. He said, "Will you get out of bed tomorrow?"
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Aed said, "Yes."

Taberah said, "But you have gotten out of bed in the
past?"

Aed said, "Yes."

Taberah said, "Does that stop you from getting out of
bed tomorrow?"

Aed saw where Taberah was going, and said, "But with
history, it's different. You cannot bring back the past any
more than you can make your self younger." As soon as
the words escaped Aed's mouth, he remembered the
difficulty Taberah had in distinguishing between
childhood and adulthood. And he expected Taberah's
reply:

"What is the past?"

Aed said, "Everything that has happened so far."

Taberah said, "So, the beginning of our conversation is
in the past?"

Aed said, "Yes. No. Not in the sense you're speaking
of. It is before the moment now, but it still belongs to the
time we are a part of."

Taberah said, "I do not understand. What's the
difference?"

Aed said, "Could we just forget this conversation? I
know what the difference is between the present and the
past, I just can't explain it..." his voice trailed off, and he
said, more to himself than to Taberah, "or do I?" For a
moment he began to see how someone could not perceive
a difference between present and past, and not understand
how, if there had been medieval people before, there could
not be medieval people now. Aed remembered how, in
school, when he read about different times, there was
something he could identify with in a great many of them.
Then the moment lapsed; Aed suddenly realized the
intense concentration it took him to see into Taberah's
world, and began to wonder how difficult it might be for
Taberah to look into his world. To his surprise, Aed found
himself saying, "I don't know, Taberah. Maybe there isn't
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one. Maybe we could talk about this later? I thought I was
going to explain something to you; I wasn't counting on
changing the way I think myself. I'm sure you know it's
difficult work, changing how you think, and I am at the
end of my concentration. Why don't you practice your
music? Maybe you can play something for us after
supper?"

Taberah looked at Aed and relaxed; it was only then
that Aed realized how intently Taberah had been listening.
Taberah said, "Sure!" and bounded outside like a puppy.

A Possibility Reopened

"Stop pacing the floor, dear," Nathella said. "You're
making me nervous."

Taberah stopped and looked up. "May I walk around
in the street outside? I need to think."

"Ok. Don't walk in the street; walk on the sidewalks.
And don't get lost. Maybe you can take one of the trails in
the forest."

If there is a word-space, Taberah thought, a space in
which words exist and can be mapped out into closer and
farther words, then there may be a thought-space, one in
which thoughts can be mapped out.

Outside, it was dazzlingly bright; Taberah's eyes
adjusted, and he saw some little boys throwing a ball
around. As he passed by, one of them dropped it, and the
children started arguing.

If there is a thought-space, his thoughts continued,
then thoughts may be mapped out as paths in that space.
Some thoughts can be mapped out from existing classics,
and then new paths can be forged like old ones. If this can
be done, then it may be possible for a computer to think.

Taberah entered the forest, although he was not aware
of it. He felt almost dizzy; he was excited, and so intent in
concentration that he lost all awareness of his
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surroundings.

The core idea for a computer to think is to construct a
space of units of thought, measured by a metric arising
Jrom that for words — or perhaps similar; words can be
sorted out by comparing histograms of words that
appear before and after; a self-refining measure might
compare thoughts that come before and after. A space
can have trails worn in it by existing classics, as a forest
develops paths from many people walking through it; the
thought-space is then navigable by starting at one point
and randomly picking from among the paths that lead
out from it. This is how a computer can think.

How can I implement this?

I need to find Aed.

Exploration

Aed was quite doubtful that Taberah had found a way
for computers to think; none the less, he regarded
Taberah's ideas as interesting, and so set to work on
implementing them. He used one of the methods from his
own research to take a given metric space and put points
into a vector space, so that a position could be described
by a list of numbers: put springs between each two points
in the metric space, as long as the distance between them,
then put the points at random locations in the vector space
and let the springs do their work. The actual method used
was more complex, taking shortcuts so as to run more
quickly, but the core idea was simple. A model of a car
made of springs would find its shape as soon as you took
your foot off it.

Aed expected it possible to make much more
sophisticated measures, but to start off with he used a
parser to diagram sentences, trim the sentences to subject,
verb, and object, and strung together the lists of numbers
to make a vector space with more dimensions. Aed
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realized that philosophy would probably be easier material
for a computer to think about than something concrete;
there was less opportunity to bump into the oddities of
sense data and the external world. He the program
through the philosophical classics online, and then waited
to see what its first output would be:

I think, therefore I am. From this may be
deduced any number of things. It is clear that the
gods are dead. There is nothing but the gods. You,
me, everything are the gods. This godlike character is
unto the likeness of God. Each of the gods is a facet
of God. God is, and because he is he thinks. Reason is
the ordering principle of the universe. I say this
because reason gives us what other times sought in
God.

The output went on for some length, and Taberah was
crestfallen. "Cheer up!" he said. "With computers, nothing
works on the first try. It takes time to get all the bugs out."”

Taberah said, "I thought computers were logical."

Aed said, "Yes, Taberah, they are logical, and that's the
problem. We are not logical; we hear what a person says,
and know what they mean. But a computer does not know
what we mean; it only knows what we say, and there are
all sorts of subtle errors that a human wouldn't even
notice, that a computer does not have the ability to
correct. That monologue is quite good for a first run; if you
aren't listening carefully, it sounds like a philosopher. You
should be proud of yourself. How'd you like to have
Chinese food for dinner?"

Fortune Cookies

There was a rule in the Kinsella's house against
bringing up subjects at dinner that were not
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understandable to everyone in the house; this rule was
bent a bit to allow Taberah to explain his discovery.
Dinner was over before they realized it; Taberah
unwrapped his cookie, put it in his mouth before anyone
could stop him, started chewing, stopped, and then spat
out a piece of paper. He said, "What is this?"

Fiona and Clancy were both laughing too hard to
explain; Aed said, "It's a fortune. You're supposed to take
it out of the cookie before you eat the cookie. Look at it."

Taberah wiped off the piece of paper and read,
"Exciting prospects come. Don't miss the opportunity."”

He looked at the paper in disgust and said, "Why do
you have this in the house?"

Nathella said, "It's a prediction or a piece of advice.
It's just for fun."

Taberah looked at Aed and said, "Aed, you told me not
to do astrology because divination is sin. This is
divination. It is sin."

Aed said, "Taberabh, it's not serious. Or at least we
don't do them seriously; nobody believes that a fortune
cookie will tell the future."”

Taberah said, "If you cast a spell just for fun, is it less
of a sin?"

Aed said, "I would never cast a spell."

Taberah said, "But you got fortune cookies."

Nathella said, "We didn't ask for them. They come
with Chinese food."

Fiona said, "We are studying China in school now, and
the Chinese do not eat fortune cookies, but fortune telling
is very big in Chinese culture. People will not enter a
building if a Feng Shui practitioner was not consulted
about where to lay its foundations."

Clancy was looking at his fortune. The expression on
his face was slowly turning to disgust. "Taberah is right.
Mom, you've talked about how we let sin into our lives
without challenging it; this is sin."

Fiona said, "The fortune in a Chinese cookie certainly
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comes out of fortune telling — and when fortune telling is
done, it varies from serious to lighthearted — like we take
fortune cookies."

Nathella said, "If you would rather, we can throw the
fortune cookies away when we get Chinese, or ask them
not to provide fortune cookies."

Aed didn't say anything. He had expected Taberah to
know things about whatever culture he was from that Aed
didn't — but not to be able to see things in American
culture that Aed couldn't. He had shifted, in his mind,
from wondering why Taberah objected to fortune cookies,
to wondering why he hadn't objected to fortune cookies.

What else would Taberah show him?

Miracles

Taberah had been thinking throughout the day,
although not about computers. When Aed got home from
work, Taberah said, "This land is very different from any
of the other ones I've known. Are even the miracles
different? What are miracles like here?"

Aed said, "Beg pardon?"

"What miracles have you seen? What miracles have
you been given?"

"Taberah, I've prayed for many miracles in my day,
and I have had some prayer requests answered, but I have
never been given a miracle — or seen one."

"Why not? Do you not know God?"

"Taberah, I speak to God, and he is with me. But I
have never seen a miracle. I'm one of few people who
believes they happen at all. Most people believe that
miracles don't happen — some Christians believe that
miracles stopped after the age of the Apostles."

"What? Why? Do they believe God does not love his
children?"

"Of course Christians believe God loves his children."
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"Then why do they not believe in miracles?"

Aed was beginning to see another difference between
Taberah's culture — might as well call it 'medieval’, not
having any better words to describe it — between medieval
culture and his culture. One side of Aed's realization was
that Taberah's culture breathed the supernatural, might
(for all Aed knew) find nothing unbelievable about a
mountain being uprooted and thrown into the sea — and
the other side was that Aed's culture had fought tooth and
nail to exclude any consideration of the supernatural, had
struggled to make it alien. There were hints of it in ten
thousand places — in words like 'superstitious', which did
not simply denote a particular kind of belief (a
supernatural equivalent to practical observations such as
"A pin will more easily slide into a pole if it is greased"),
but a propagandistic condemnation of that kind of belief
and supernatural belief in general. 'Rational’ was taken to
mean 'materialistic', and — the manifestations were
legion, too many for Aed to concentrate on one. He
recalled with a chill the words of the Gospel, where some
manuscripts said that Jesus did not, and others that he
could not do many miracles in one town, and was amazed
at their lack of faith. Aed had a queer feeling that —

"Taberah, I would like to take you someplace
tomorrow, and show you something. It is my loss that I
have not seen any miracles, that they do not happen when
I pray. But I would like for you to see the forces that shape
my culture, and are why I have never seen a miracle."

Taberah slept lightly that night; he felt both
puzzlement and expectation, wondering what manner of
strange sight Aed would show him.

Even if They See

The lecture hall was nearly filled; the speaker walked
up to the microphone and said, "Good evening, and
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welcome to the Campus Skeptics' first meeting this year.
My name is Nabal, and this first meeting usually draws a
large crowd — usually from hecklers who believe that what
we are saying is false, but somehow never manage to prove
it. I claim that there is are no supernatural forces and
never have been, that all of the interaction of nature can be
explained by science, and that there is nothing that science
can't explain. To prove it —"

Taberah was aghast. He elbowed Aed and said, "Aren't
you going to say anything?"

The speaker reached into his backpack, and drew out a
pliers, a sheet of paper, and a cigarette lighter. He
continued, "I have a sheet of paper and a lighter, and I am
going to light this paper on fire. If there is anyone among
you who has any kind of faith or magic, let him stop it
from burning."

Taberah elbowed Aed again, and said, "Well?"

The speaker held the paper up, silent.

Aed found himself saying, "Nabal."

The speaker said, "Yes? Are you going to stop this
paper from burning?"

Aed ignored the question. He said, "Do you know
physics?"

The speaker said, "Yes. I am a senior with a double
major in physics and mathematics."

Aed said, "If you know physics, then you know that
physics says that the electrical charges in that piece of
paper, if separated an inch together and released, would
create a spark over a hundred times as powerful as a
lightning bolt. Is that correct?"

The speaker said, "Yes. Actually, it's a bit more than a
hundred."

Aed said, "Very well. If you know physics, separate the
particles and let's see that spark."”

The speaker did not reply to this comment. He said,
"Are there any other comments or distracting rhetoric —
perhaps to conceal that the supernatural is not real?"



320 C.J.S. Hayward

A young woman said, "I don't know if God will grant
my prayer, but I am praying that that paper won't burn —
as you would fight in a battle you would rather lose than
not fight at all."

Nabal said, "Any other comments?"

Taberah was trying to think of something to say, but
he was at a loss for words. The speaker tried to ignite the
paper; the lighter sparked several times, but produced no
flame.

The speaker walked over to the table and said, "My
apologies for the coincidence. Does anyone have other
lighters?"

A young man with a large Afro flamboyantly tossed a
golden Zippo to the front of the room and said, "Try this,
brother."

Nabal took the lighter and struck it. It produced
sparks, but no flame.

He adjusted the lighter, and struck it again. A large
yellow flame shot out, and began to lick up the side of the
paper, to turn orange, to grow stronger, hotter. Nabal
turned away from the flame and looked at the eyes around
him — some smug, some saddened. The flame died out,
became a thin stream of smoke, vanished. Nabal grinned
and asked, "And now, where is your God?"

He continued to look, puzzled by the expressions he
saw on the gathered faces. Then he looked down, and
dropped the pliers in shock. The paper was not burnt to
ashes. It wasn't even singed.

Aed looked at Taberah, and saw the one face in the
room that was not speechless. He grabbed Taberah's arm,
and said, "We need to go. Now." They slid out, leaving
behind them sputters of "Chemicals and charlatanism can
do a lot."

Taberah said, "Why did you leave? They were about to
acknowledge something supernatural.”

Aed said, "Taberah, I don't know how you did that, or
what was going on, and I don't need to know. But do you
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remember the story of the rich man and Lazarus? Do you
remember how it ended?"

Taberah said, "'If they do not listen to Moses and the
Prophets, they will not listen even if a man rises from the
dead.' Yes, but —"

Aed said, "Taberah, a man did rise from the dead, and
those who killed him still did not believe. C.S. Lewis wrote
that he knew of only one person who had seen a ghost, and
she was positive it was a hallucination. The wind of the
Spirit cannot blow where the cracks have been sealed; this
age has exerted monumental effort to seal the cracks. You
heard them speaking as you left. They are positive it was
somebody's sleight of hand. George MacDonald, before
Lewis, said, "Seeing is not believing. It is only seeing."
Even I, who believe in a supernatural God, am filled with
doubts over what I just saw — half of my mind is saying
that it was an illusionist stunt. Even in the Bible, seeing
miracles did not make people believe."

Taberah said, "I don't understand."”

Aed said, "I don't understand either. Maybe you'll
figure something out — oh! I just remembered a joke."

Taberah said, "Yes?"

Aed said, "The wars in the Middle East will only be
solved by a political solution or by a miracle — by people
working out an agreement, or by God telling people to get
along with each other. The political solution would be God
telling people to get along with each other, and the miracle
would be people working out an agreement."

Taberah listened and laughed. "So you're saying it
would take a different kind of miracle, a greater kind of
miracle, for people to believe."

Aed said, "Yes. And a kind of miracle that doesn't just
happen, even in the Bible. A kind that God only gives, if
ever, as a blessing on hard human work. Prayer does not
annihilate human roles. Maybe God only chooses to work
the greater miracles through humans."
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Below the Surface

Aed said, "Taberah, there's something I've been meaning
to talk with you about."

Taberah said, "Yes?"

Aed said, "What exactly draws you to New Age?"

Taberah said, "Music and time. Or rather, lack of
awareness of time. There is something more than hurried
time."

Aed said, "And New Age as a religion?"

Taberah said, "New Age is a religion? It seems much more
like a people to me."

Aed said, "It's both. It is people who are drawn to a
resurfacing of Gnosticism. Whether it is ancient Gnostics,
or contemporary New Age, or medieval Knights of
Cathare, it — what is on your face, Taberah?"

Taberah said, "I know the Knights of Cathare. It is so sad.
Is New Age the same heresy?"

Aed said, "The mask ever varies, but it is the same heresy.
The same mistake. The same attempt that has been
weighed in the balance and found wanting. It's OK if you
listen to their music, but try to stop there —"

Nathella walked in, looked at Aed, looked at Taberah, and
said, "What is it that I see in your eyes, Taberah?"
Taberah said, "New Age music will never sound the same
to me again."

Nathella looked into Taberah's eyes, listening, searching.
She saw a homesickness and wistfulness, and suddenly
thought of the Little Mermaid in Hans Christian
Andersen's fairy tales, before Disney left its mark on the
classic. The witch had exacted a terrible price from the
mermaid — she would have legs, lovely legs, but she would
never be quite like the humans around her. Every step she
took would be on sharp knives. In a flash of intuition she
saw that the knives never left Taberah. He would always
walk on sharp knives.



Culture Fiction 323

Nathella walked up, put an arm around Taberah's waist,
and said, "Honey, will you come to my room? I want to
show you something."

Taberah looked, and saw on the wall a yellowed plaque.
He read:

Only faith can guarantee the blessings that we
hope for, or prove the existence of realities that are
unseen. It is for their faith that our ancestors are
acknowledged.

It is by faith that we understand that the ages
were created by a word from God, so that from the
invisible the visible world came to be.

It was because of his faith that Abel offered God
a better sacrifice than Cain, and for that he was
acknowledged as upright when God himself made
acknowledgment of his offerings. Though he is dead,
he still speaks by faith.

It was because of his faith that Enoch was taken
up and did not experience death: he was no more,
because God took him; because before his
assumption he was acknowledged to have pleased
God. Now it is impossible to please God without
faith, since anyone who comes to him must believe
that he exists and rewards those who seek him.

It was through his faith that Noah, when he had
been warned by God of something that had never
been seen before, took care to build an ark to save his
family. His faith was a judgement on the world, and
he was able to claim the uprightness which comes
from faith.

It was by faith that Abraham obeyed the call to
set out for a country that was the inheritance given to
him and his descendants, and that he set out without
knowing where he was going. By faith he sojourned
in the Promised Land as though it were not his, living
in tents with Isaac and Jacob, who were heirs with
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him of the same promise. He looked forward to the
well-founded city, designed and built by God.

It was equally by faith that Sarah, in spite of
being past the age, was made able to conceive,
because she believed that he who had made the
promise was faithful to it. Because of this, there came
from one man, and one who already had the mark of
death on him, descendants as numerous as the stars
of heaven and the grains of sand on the seashore
which cannot be counted.

All these died in faith, before receiving any of the
things that had been promised, but they saw them in
the far distance and welcomed them, recognizing that
they were only strangers and nomads on earth.
People who use such terms about themselves make it
quite plain that they are in search of a homeland. If
they had meant the country they came from, they
would have had the opportunity to return to it, but in
fact they were longing for a better homeland, their
heavenly homeland. That is why God is not ashamed
to be called their God, since he has founded the city
for them.

It was by faith that Abraham, when put to the
test, offered up Isaac. He offered to sacrifice his only
son even though he had yet to receive what had been
promised, and he had been told: Isaac is the one
through whom your name will be carried on. He was
confident that God had the power to raise the dead,
and so, figuratively speaking, he was given back Isaac
from the dead.

It was by faith that this same Isaac gave his
blessing to Jacob and Esau for the still distant future.
By faith Jacob, when he was dying, blessed each of
Joseph's sons, bowed in reverence, as he leant on his
staff. It was by faith that, when he was about to die,
Joseph mentioned the Exodus of the Israelites and
gave instructions about his own remains.
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It was by faith that Moses, when he was born,
was kept hidden by his parents for three months;
because they saw that he was a fine child, they were
not afraid of the royal edict. It was by faith that,
when he was grown up, Moses refused to be known
as the son of Pharoah's daughter and chose to be ill-
treated in company with God's people rather than to
enjoy the transitory pleasures of sin. He considered
that the humiliations offered to the Anointed were
something more precious than all the treasures of
Egypt, because he had his eyes fixed on the reward. It
was by faith that he kept the Passover and sprinkled
the blood to prevent the Destroyer from touching any
of their first-born sons. It was by faith that they
crossed the Red Sea as easily as dry land, while the
Egyptians, trying to do the same, were drowned.

It was through faith that the walls of Jericho fell
down when the people had marched round them for
seven days. It was by faith that Rahab the prostitute
welcomed the spies and so was not killed with the
unbelievers.

What more shall I say? There is not time for me
to give an account of Gideon, Barak, Sampson,
Jephthah, or of David, Samuel and the prophets.
These were men who through faith conquered
kingdoms, did what was upright and earned the
promises. They could keep a lion's mouth shut, put
out blazing fires and emerge unscathed from battle.
They were weak people who were given strength to
be brave in war and drive back foreign invaders.
Some others submitted to torture, refusing release so
that they would rise again to a better life. Some had
to bear being pilloried and flogged, or even chained
up in prison. They were stoned, or sawn in half, or
killed by the sword; they were homeless, and wore
only the skins of sheep and goats; they were in want
and hardship, and maltreated. They were too good
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for the world and they wandered in desert and
mountains and in caves and ravines. These all won
acknowledgement through their faith, but they did
not receive what was promised, since God had made
provision for us to have something better, and they
were not to reach perfection except with us.

Nathella waited until Taberah had finished reading,
and said, "Nowhere on earth is home to us. Heaven is
home, and you have less of a temporary home than most
people do. It hurts to have an earthly home taken away,
but the healing of the hurt is not in finding another earthly
home, but in finding a heavenly home — and once you
have let Heaven be your home, you may find pieces of it on
earth.

"That plaque was given to me by my mother; she had
it for some time, and it was one of the last things she gave
me. Now she's in Heaven.

"Inside your heart — and mine, and Aed's — is a God-
shaped void. Only God can fill it. New Age music may
bring a moment's relief, but the thirst is one only God can
wholly slake." She beckoned to Aed, and the two of them
gave Taberah a sandwich hug. "But we will try to make a
place where you can be at home."

Taberah said, "Where's Fiona? I want to show her my
time."

Taberah's Time

Fiona said, "So, Taberah, how about your time?"

Taberah said, "Why don't we take a walk in the forest,
and I'll think about how to explain it?"

They began to walk along the path, Taberah stopping
and thinking every so often, but saying nothing. This
continued for five minutes, fifteen, thirty, an hour — and
Fiona began tapping her toes. Taberah stopped, and Fiona
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sat down on a log and began drumming her fingers.

"What are you doing?" Taberah asked.

"Nothing," Fiona said. "I'm just waiting for you to start
explaining your time already."

"What about your hands and feet? What are you doing
with them?"

"I'm just tapping them, because I'm getting impatient
waiting for — ooh... Taberah, are you walking around and
not saying anything on purpose?"

"Noj; I'm thinking about how to explain time to you."

"Do you understand why I'm drumming my fingers?"

"No. Why?"

Fiona began to realize something. She decided to try
not to drum her fingers, or pace, or tap her foot, but just
sit. It turned out to be harder than it sounded. Fiona kept
noticing herself fidgeting; even when she thought to
herself, "It's been a while and I'm not fidgeting," somehow
she realized that her fingers were drumming on her legs.

"Fiona!" Taberah spoke, and Fiona suddenly realized
that she had lost track of time — and was not fidgeting. "I
do not have a different time awareness, so much as not
having an awareness of time. There are moments for me,
times with other people, times doing a task, and times
waiting — watches are fascinating to me, but even when I
watch them, I watch the rhythmic motion, and more often
than not forget that the motion is measuring something
that's supposed to be time. That time is fickle; it seems to
speed up and slow down. The first lesson in medieval time
is to let go of it."

Taberah walked a bit further, stopping a few times,
and Fiona still caught herself fidgeting — but she began to
catch herself completely relaxed at times. Fiona wondered
when he would finally speak, and then was surprised when
he broke the silence — was he done thinking already?
Taberah said, "There are moments — I do not know how to
say it in your language — when you are totally absorbed,
rapt in concentration, when you lose track of time because
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you are so completely filled. It is not so much time as a
foretaste of eternity. These moments cannot be
commanded or controlled, although there is a cooperation
with them; they are a gift from God. Those moments are
my 'time', if time is the appropriate word. 'Timelessness' is
better. That is the apex of the time I live in, and I am sorry
not to see you live in that time more."

"So how do I enter this time? You've told me what
time you live in, but not how to get in it."

Taberah thought briefly and said, "I can't tell you that.
Pray, and God may grant it. But I don't know how to enter
it."

Worship

A couple of Wednesdays had passed since Taberah
had first asked to worship with the Phoenix Society;
something had come up, and Taberah had not been aware
that time had passed. This time around, Fiona was free,
and they entered the room to be warmly greeted.

The service began with hugs and lively music. Taberah
was caught up in the singing; Nathella wondered if one of
the moments Taberah described would descend. Or had
she always had them and not been aware of them? The
music gave way to prayer, Scripture, sermon; as
communion came, Fiona could see that Taberah was
almost in a trance, but she was not. The worship was
followed by a meal; Taberah felt a tap on his shoulder, and
wondered why someone would tap his shoulder. He
looked up.

The young woman who had spoken up at the skeptics'
meeting studied his face closely and said, "You were at
that meeting and left right after the paper burned weirdly.
What did you do?"

Taberah looked at her and said, "Nothing. I prayed.
Same as you. God heard our prayer."
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She said, "That's not the whole story."

Taberah said, "It's as much of the story as you'll
believe."

She said, "What part of the story won't I believe?"

"That I am medieval."

"You mean that you try to be like a medieval, even
growing out a beard?"

"No, I mean that I am medieval."

The student's gaze rested on Taberah. After a while,
she said, "I don't know what to make of the claim. You're
not lying, you don't seem mistaken, and I can't believe
what you say." She paused, and said, "And I didn't believe
the paper when I saw it. I prayed for it, but I didn't believe
it." Then she blushed slightly, and said, "I've forgotten my
manners. My name is Ceinwyn. What is your name?" She
reached out her arms to embrace him.

Taberah enjoyed the hug; she was soft, and in her
touch he could feel a spirit that was alive. He said, "My
name is Taberah. I'm staying with Aed."

"Who? Is he a student here?"

Fiona said, "He means Dr. Kinsella."

Ceinwyn said, "Dr. Kinsella. You mean —" A look of
dread crossed her face, and Fiona said, "Yes, he's teaching
this young man his corrupt ways." Ceinwyn smiled, and
said, "I have respect for anybody who can do that."

Taberah said, "Do what?"

Fiona said, "You know. What you did to win the
Turing Award."

Fiona covered her mouth; as soon as the words left her
mouth, she realized she shouldn't have said them. Half the
room was staring, and the other half soon joined. Then she
said, "Um, I would like if you could kind of forget what I
said; my Dad's done a lot to try to ensure the privacy of my
friend."

A young man said, "He won the Turing Award?"

Another man stood up and said, "I have a strong
temptation to ask this brother for his autograph, and I
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would like to ask you to join me in resisting it. We need to
treat him as an honored guest but nothing special beyond
that, and treat his award as a matter among brothers. It
has to have the highest level of confidence."

Ceinwyn looked at Taberah and said, "I am sorely
tempted to ask you something more about the paper,
but..." her voice trailed off.

Fiona said, "I think he may be right about being
medieval. Or almost right. But there are some things about
him that just don't fit. He makes my head spin, and he
says the queerest things."

Another student said, "Like what?"

"Like saying that he stole a relic from a cathedral."

The student said, "Hmm... I'm a history major as well
as an English major, and medieval culture was very
different from ours. My name's Tala, by the way. Stealing
relics was actually fairly common. Taberah, did you hear
about the conversation between Saint Peter and Saint
Augustine?"

Taberah said, "No, what did they say?"

Fiona said, "And that's the other thing. He gets the
queerest things wrong. It's not just that he doesn't
understand why people who lived in different centuries
can't have talked with each other. He didn't understand
why a cathedral couldn't have had two heads of John the
Baptist, one as a boy and one as a man. He saw the logical
contradiction, but didn't deduce an impossibility. Plus,
he's so short and scrawny — not at all like the bulk you'd
expect of someone from the age of knights in shining
armor."

Tala said, "I don't want to explain all of why, at least
not right now, but a medieval would be quite likely to
make those errors. And medievals were that short and
scrawny — their diets stunted their growth. It's only in the
past couple of centuries that people started to look as tall
as you are me — and (I won't name names) some people
today still haven't caught up." He winked.
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A short, bearded student said, "I'll have you know that
I represent that remark."

Fiona said, "Ooh!" and then, "Diet. He talked as if he
had grown up eating mostly bread, bread with pebbles in
it."

Tala said, "I think he's about as good of a mockup of a
medieval as you could ask for. How and why, I don't know
— there've been a lot of queer things that have happened,
most of which have an uninteresting explanation. Even
with what I've seen, it would take a lot to convince me that
he had — Taberah, if you are a medieval, why are you in
the twenty-first century?"

Taberah said, "What is the twenty-first century?"

Tala said, "Never mind that. How did you come to be
here?"

Taberah said, "I was walking with two of my friends,
when an angel called me. I took his hand, and I was in the
forest outside Aed's house. Then —" and he started telling
the story. It was after midnight when he finished; Ceinwyn
said, "Taberah, I have many questions to ask you, but
some of us need to get to bed. Would you consider visiting
us again?"

Taberah said, "Certainly."

That night, as Tala lay in bed, waiting to fall asleep,
strange images flitted through his mind. He saw a
doorway between the medieval world and his,
shimmering, the door beginning to open. A burst of light
flashed around; Tala looked around and saw no one, and
then looked to the doorway.

The door had been blasted off its hinges.

Second Birth

Taberah said, "Remember how we were talking about
medieval time, and how we left things not finished? I have
thought more about your becoming medieval.”
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Aed said, "Yes. Do you want to can turn back the
clock?"

Taberah said, "What does 'turn back the clock' mean?"

"It means reverse the flow of time, undo the changes
that have happened."”

Taberah looked puzzled. "Why would anyone do that?"

Aed said, "My culture was once, a long time ago,
medieval. Now it is not. We have cars, computers, and
clocks. Do you want to turn that back to swords and
armor? Do you want to un-invent electronics?"

Taberah said, "It is funny that you think of medieval in
terms of things. Wealth is not medieval. Wealth is only an
avatar; it is not the true person. Medieval is not knights on
horseback."

Aed said, "Then what is medieval?"

Taberah said, "Medieval is faith. Medieval is
rationality. Medieval is carving the back of a statue.
Medieval is a way of life."

Aed said, "But the medieval era is gone. How can
people in the four hundred and seventh semi be
medieval?"

"What is a semi?"

"I'll explain it later. How can people today be
medieval? We can't just automatically be medieval the way
the medievals were."

Taberah closed his eyes in concentration; it took him a
long time to get the point. Aed was asking him for the
answer to a difficulty that simply didn't exist for him, and
Taberah was trying hard to see the matter through Aed's
eyes — and at last he did.

"Aed, do you know Jesus talking with Nicodemus?"

"Yes."

"What was the question Nicodemus asked Jesus?"

""How can someone old be born? Can a man enter his
mother's womb to be born again?' I know this question
well. It has been ridiculed, but it is a serious question,
even profound. Can a man turn back the clock and —"
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There was a look of dawning comprehension on Aed's
face, and suddenly he was grasping what was medieval —
not lords and vassals, not illuminated manuscripts, not
unending quirks and questions from a visitor whom he
still could not wholly believe was medieval — not any of
these things, but Aed grasped what was medieval. He saw
the force behind cathedrals, the abstraction that showed
itself in the question about dancing angels, the community
shared between the people and, in all of these things, he
saw a little piece of his heart.

Aed saw equally why Taberah had asked the question:
that turning back the clock was neither possible nor
necessary, that the second birth was of a different type
than the first one, and one that could still happen with
much water under the bridge, that the passage of time in
itself had almost nothing to do with being medieval