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Chapter 1

 


 


"I have heard the phrase
'not fair' a dozen times today. Fairness is not a consideration.
Fairness means nothing to the universe. It means nothing at
Trigrace Academy. Facts and feats are what we're concerned with.
Accomplish something! Then we'll talk about fair..."

W.D. Faro, II -- From a
talk given to each new class at Trigrace Academy

 


The taverna was open
non-stop; with each arrival on their own time system there was
little utility in enforcing an external schedule on patrons of a
space base like Summitave. There were slow periods, however, and
the meeting was timed to take advantage of that.

The bar was usefully
crowded even at this off-hour: enough noise to make eavesdropping
difficult. The merrymakers were mostly miners up-world for a break
and spacers from the massive battle-ready Warhoon docked at the public docks
-- an ostentatious reminder that the Advocacy was mighty even in
this back-current part of the spaceways.

The human sipped
unworriedly on his beverage, a Mulligan tonic with extra caffeine,
nursing the trade along. What he was doing was legal. What the
buyer did -- was the buyer's business. Initial contact with the
buyer had been via compunet. Now he'd have to translate contact
into exchange –- carefully. He heard out the furred one's plea
before thumping the glass to the table top in emphasis.

"Fairness is not a
consideration!"

W.D. Faro IV -- William to
the Advocacy and Drew to friends -- was insistent. He'd studied
trading and knew the Chenri approach. He'd become expert in the
sparse field of Chenri history. A Chenri in farshloggin would do no
differently.

"Fairness is always a
consideration, young sir. I suggest you may need to offer a lower
price!" The alien twitched the claws of his right paw
spasmodically.

Drew shrugged -- a human
gesture not lost on the alien. Besides, a shrug was less likely to
be translated if anyone in the back of the bar was paying attention
to this particular pair of traders. Then, as if a thought had just
struck he touched the side of his ear -- meaning "listen
up!"

"The original trade was my
information for your book and databases. Let us not speak of cash
just now...."

Drew let his voice trail
off. Reading the merchant was hard, for his feline eyes were
nictated and the size of the pupils was masked. On
top of that nictation,
Dargreen's nose had twitched at exactly the same interval since the
trading began -- no hint there, either.

"Ah. I have been waving
coals at a carbon factory, have I?"

Drew laughed politely at
Dargreen's joke, held up his empty hands in a half-shrug to
emphasize that nothing had changed yet.

"Yes, I see," said the
trader."And am I to offer you random databases, or open my memory
banks till you suck your fill?"

"You've checked my
references!" said Drew, hiding his nervousness. The whole of his
quest, his farshloggin, could revolve on this transaction."Value
for value."

"You treat like a Chenri!"
The tail twitched decisively.

"Yes, I want what you
offer. I have the book, and the databases from the Advocacy Arm.
The latest arrivals, I swear."

Drew nodded, felt the
cat-man waiting for one more bargaining point. Drew was patient.
The trader's need was great-- and possibly a matter of
life-and-death for someone. Drew'd fought with himself about
selling the information when a side-line of his research on the
Chenri brought him the report of a "private" planet -- it could
start a war! But suppressing the information could also start a
war. In the end his own goals won out, and now he was selling to
the first buyer able to supply the ancient story book he'd been
seeking.

"I expect clear proof of
the existence of proper heirs of the planet we discussed -- backed
by gene pool analysis of the missing twins, and their current
whereabouts."

"I understand," said Drew
solemnly."I have it. Also, in case you're concerned that the
information you sell me might be linked to you through my error --
I do not require an exclusive license. Sell it as many times as you
like, make the scent muddy, make the profit great. Do we
deal?"

"We deal!" said the feline
trader with fervor."Agreed!"

From his right pocket Drew
took two folded printouts he'd made just before leaving his berth
earlier in the morning.

The trader took them, held
them close, opened them. Huge cat-eyes slitted to near invisible.
The ears twitched, started to flatten, then stood straight
forward.

"You do have the raw data,
and not merely the official printouts, I hope?" Drew asked, daring
to press the issue.

Dargreen's eyes unslitted,
focused on Drew again.

"You collect strange
information, young sir. Strange info. Eight systems worth of raw
shipping and gross berthing and docking information.
Done."

"The ancient hard copy too
-- I haven't forgotten!" That book! What treasure in a child's
book!

"It is here," said the cat
creature.

Drew relaxed then and
negotiated, forgetting for awhile the flechette gun nestled neatly
in his inner pocket, and the imperative that had bought it in the
first place.

*

Drew's ear hurt. Dargreen
was a shrewd trader. Drew's own constant pounding for attention had
left his right ear ringing. He shook his head as he walked away
from the taverna, sighing. He'd had to buy a near duplicate of one
of his own file updates but the rest of the stuff was good. And the
hard copy! Information in a book a thousand years old could make
the whole trip worthwhile!

Turning right, he left the
noise behind, entering a gray hallway leading to ship deck. He'd
signed up for a day room at the taverna but he'd be more secure
going back to the cramped quarters of his tiny stateroom on the
ore-carrying Reshevsky's
Revenge. Using his TeraComp there would
arouse no comment -- but if he brought it onto the station someone
would surely see it carried a double BoostPack.

He sighed. The double
BoostPack gave him ten times as much storage and three times the
speed of a standard TeraComp. He might have bought a small ship for
what it set him back.

The sound of a shuffle
behind him was nearly lost as he rubbed his ear again. He twisted,
felt the shock of metal striking his arm and elbow instead of his
head.

As he went down his
Kharetic training came to the fore and the flechette gun was in his
hand before he bounced off the grilled metal floor.

A hulking human stood with
a long metal pole upraised. Training accomplished what the stunned
mind refused and the flechette gun hissed out its tiny spinning
missiles.

The pole fell as the man's
arm and hand took the shock of fifty of the needle-like
missiles.

Drew rose quickly,
remembering the training films he'd seen much against his will.
Without hesitation he knocked the stunned man to the floor and
slapped the emergency button beside the airlock.

"S'not fair!" moaned the
man, staring into the muzzle of Drew's flechette pistol, barely
audible between the bleep of the emergency horn.

"...was only goin' to hit
ya!"

"Fairness is not a
consideration!" Drew heard himself say, watching with fascination
as the man's sleeve turned from grey to red with blood. Then he
snapped open the airlock's first aid kit, vaguely wondering about
the fairness of helping the man who'd tried to crush his
skull.

*

What a way to start on his
farshloggin! Drew, nearly an hour in the detective's office
already, found his mind wandering.

He sighed. He was the
first human to be given the required sponsorship to pursue the
Chenri title of Osara, a title roughly translating as "Master of
Information."

His entire quest -- and
his life!-- could have been ended by this one accidental event.
He'd dismissed the idea that Dargreen set him up to insure secrecy.
Far too dangerous for the cat-man if word of his newly-purchased
information were to leak out. And besides, Chenri might intervene
if a farshloggin -- a near holy rite of passage to the mysterious
spacefarers -- was interferred with.

Robbery
must be the
motive!

"Hey, Faro" said the
detective.

Drew snapped out of his
reverie.

"Right. Let's try this one
more time. I've got the key points, I think, but I'm looking for
the nuance, Faro."

Drew grimaced. One more
time -- like his grandfather trying to ferret out all the facts of
a situation at Trigrace Academy for Untraditional Students. He'd
been through that often enough!

"My name is William Drew
Faro," he told Lt. Barone."My permanent residence is Box 425
Owings, Trigrace Academy, Khareton City, Khareton 2. I am an
information consultant. I was attacked on my way to my stateroom. I
disabled my attacker with a registered defensive weapon and called
for assistance."

"Right! You've said that
word for word three times now. But why were you attacked? Did you punch Milo in
the stomach? Steal his night-friend? Spit on him?" Barone's voice
grated.

"None of that! I was
walking from the taverna to my berth on Reshevsky's Revenge when I
heard a sound behind me. I was hit on the elbow and knocked over. I
shot the man before he could bash my face in. Is self defense
disallowed on Summitave?"

Now it was Lt. Barone's
turn to grimace.

"Look, what we have here
is that you've shot one of our imported core-metal workers. True,
he hasn't been here for long, and he doesn't have an exemplary
record prior to being here -- but he hasn't given us any
trouble...."

The Lt. flicked a glance
at the desk compuscreen."Well, he's hardly given us any trouble,
and besides that, he's indentured and the company is a co-injured
party with him. Someone's got to pay the hospital bill, the alarm
bill, and for these proceedings! I'm trying to find out
who!"

He tapped the desk
computer."If I arrest you, who do I go to? You've got this
citizenship of Khareton –- hmmph, served in the defense forces --
well, well. No wonder Milo couldn't zap you. No ambassador here,
though. Through your mother you've got, let's see -- ouch!
Onitarian System Three citizenship? They couldn't pay a littering
ticket for you! And from your father... well now! A Star Class
citizen of Fanlin! They'd pay...."

A raucous bleep sounded
and a message stud began to flash beside the computer
screen.

"Aha! You might as well
watch our reconstructions. They'll tell the story!"

Drew moved to the screen.
He'd heard of police animations before but had never seen one in
person.

A red number 1 appeared,
followed by a string of numbers and letters, and finally the screen
flashed to a dead black and steadied into two white rectangles. A
closeup of Milo's face formed in the right rectangle -- under the
heading SUSPECT. Drew's face appeared under COMPLAINANT.

Fascinated, Drew watched
the computer go through its paces. The column beside his face
showed the computer's catalog numbers of his features: his eyes
were "shade GY 15-5A," his new mustache was "style 22B, Modified,
Non-military", and his hair color,"Dark Brown 66." The stats of his
slightly wide face were given in detail -- even his skinny ears had
a catalog number.

A ghostly blue line
outlined the shape of his skull, and after a moment the head
rotated, notating hair length, neck size, and other features. Face
forward, the screen lengthened and showed him as tall and slender,
though compared to the companion image of Milo he looked short and
downright skinny.

The computer displayed
more catalog numbers, finger and palm prints, and the blue ghost of
his skeleton. The images shifted and were gone.

Now came a stark outline
of the hallway he'd been in. That outline solidified into a decent
semblance of the corridor as slow motion movement began.

Here came Milo, carrying
his metal pole lazily over one shoulder, ambling unconcernedly down
the hallway. Behind him came a grim-faced Drew, running. Milo,
unaware, bent over to inspect his shoes and the Drew-figure rushed
on, looking at his wristcomp and not seeing Milo at all. Milo stood
up, accidentally brushing the passing Drew with the very
tip....

"What? That's absurd.
That's stupid! It bears no relation to what happened! This
--"

"We’ll restrain you,
Faro!" Barone snapped and Drew lapsed into a mutter.

On screen the startled
Milo was slapped in the face, fell, and was blasted with the
flechettes as he scrambled to rise. The screen cleared, and a blue
block with black letters reading PROB> 31 / 33 < CONTRAPOINTS
EXIST.

Immediately the ghostly
hall took shape again, a red 2 in the upper corner.

This animation showed Drew
walking at a comfortable pace. Suddenly Milo came from behind,
holding the pole like a bat.

"Watch it!" Drew yelled
into the screen -- too late. Milo struck. Drew's arm and elbow
caught and he fell. Twisting, he came upright, pulling the gun and
shooting his assailant. The scene held for a moment on the crumpled
figure of Milo, then winked into the blue box with black printing
-- PROB > 87 / 99 <

"Damn," said Barone,"the
company will just love this."

He slapped several
switches and hit a key. The last moment of Milo's version appeared
again, followed by the blue box. Barone punched something into the
comp and the screen slowmoed back to the section where Drew shot
the falling man. It then ran forward again at an agonizingly slow
pace.

This time the flechettes
were visible: a cloud of bright yellow darts swarming the man. Drew
shuddered at the image of the arm swelling with their impact.
Dozens of the darts went through the arm and then bounced off the
floor, scattering. The screen action slowed yet again. Green marks
appeared on the corridor floor, and elsewhere were yellow
spots.

"That's conclusive.
Damn!"

"What's conclusive?" Drew
asked.

"That replay is. Green
marks the spots the flechettes were found. Yellow shows what would
have happened if you'd shot him when he was down. And this is just
one of five contrapoints. Damn!"

Drew felt himself
reddening.

"And what's wrong with the
truth!" he asked.

"The stupid paperwork! If
you'd been picking on him we'd just have put a bounty on you. You
could've paid it off and been on your way -- paying hospital bills
and lost time first, of course -- and I could've put this in
Closed. Now I'll have to have this guy pay, put him on service
indenture and fill out forms for administrative oversight and
--"

"Next time I shoot someone
in self defense I'll arrange it better, all right? Geesh! Doesn't
it matter why he tried to bash me?"

Drew's sarcasm was lost on
the policeman.

"Why doesn't matter.
Things would've been easier for all of us if you'd killed
him!"

Barone looked away from
yet another contrapoint on the screen and saw Drew still standing,
watching over his shoulder.

"Go. Be gone. We have your
statement. Your account will be credited from our indemnity fund.
Leave."

Drew shook his
head.

"Now what? You're not
going to insist we try him while you're here, are you?"

"No. I want my gun. It
looks like I need it! And my bag!"

"That's it? You need your
toys?"

"It is necessary." Drew
wondered if Barone was going to keep the gun anyway. There'd be
little he could do if he wanted to get on with his farshloggin --
but the book in the bag was irreplaceable.

"You traveling kids get on
my nerves," Barone snarled."Acting like you got own the universe --
like you got real business. All you do is waste time putting off
getting a job."

Barone got up from his
desk-comp, and yanked open a file drawer.

"Sign this. And get
out!"

The cop handed him the
flechette pistol and a six-part form. The bag he thumped onto the
table, and Drew grimaced, thinking of those fragile ancient paper
pages....

"Sign anywhere it says
‘owner of seized material.’"

Drew did so, deciding not
to explain matters to the cop. Real business indeed! He handed the
form over.

"If you're not out of my
office in ten seconds I'll have you up for delaying an
investigation!"

Drew was gone in
four...

 


 



Chapter 2

 


"Recognizing information
is a skill you must learn else all the discipline in the universe
will do nothing but make you excel at things others want you to
do."

W. D. Faro II -- to
incoming students

Drew found his way out of
the police warrens, Barone's voice echoing in his head and his
elbow bruising rapidly beneath his sleeve. The police medic said
he'd be sore in a few days, but he was sore now.

Drew worried that
inattention to detail and nuance was to blame, and grumbled darkly
to himself. He needed to be wary.

Resolving to be more
alert, Drew nearly stumbled over the lolling figure of a young
female Chenri, who sat nonchalantly atop an idle Rubbish Removal
Contraption -- rick for short -- legs all akimbo, blocking the exit
corridor.

The Chenri had shown up at
the Advocacy Homeworld in a purchased ship more than five hundred
years before, and opened up shop with due regard to licensing and
no regard at all for the perverse curiosity of humans.

Itinerant traders, they
always seemed to be where the action was -- sometimes before it
started.

While many of the known
races were bipedal, the Chenri were truly humanoid. They tended to
be taller and lighter than humans, and both their shoulder and hip
structure was noticeably bonier. Their eyelids included a thick
overlid that was folded away most of the time and it was known that
they could absorb liquids through their thumbs.

Unlike Dargreen's people,
who'd descended from a feline base, the Chenri came from a creature
somewhere between ape and marmoset though their ears retained
mobility.

Chenri might show up
anywhere to trade -- or to snoop. Members of the species had been
known to stop and stare for hours on end, like this one was doing,
but Drew didn't have hours. He had a book to read!

"Honored gentle, may I
pass in this public way?"

The Chenri looked directly
at him, bowed, and smiled. The smile displayed several businesslike
fangs.

"Ah, this you may," she
said in the cultured tones of the trade language."It is indeed
public. Before you transit, perhaps we may speak. My query is
without cost. Do you always give honor so easily?"

"An assumption, of
course," Drew admitted."I believe that a person is honorable until
they -- hmmm -- disprove the theory."

"Certainly an approach
worth considering," the Chenri said."I appreciate the thought --
and since one may know the name of an honored being, my name is
Trikura Dai. May Trikura Dai know the name of a being who honors
her?"

"William Drew Faro, the
Fourth," Drew said, bowing politely.

"So in the human way you
are called by 'Fourth?’"

Drew smiled slightly."No,"
he said "In the local human mode I am known with my father's last
name -- Faro; to those who have known me for some time I am
Drew."

"So you are the fourth
William Drew Faro, then! I see: it is a number like a ship
registration! Are you a clone?"

"Not a clone," he said,
shaking his head."Voluntary gene selection, with the constant being
those genes from William Drew Faro, now called the
First."

"Complex material, William
Drew Faro," she said."Useful information. Is there information I
might offer in return?"

Drew's thoughts spun
momentarily. Anything she might say could be useful to his
farshloggin; without enough datapoints it was hard to know which
question to ask first.

"Trikura Dai, you are the
youngest Chenri I have spoken to," he said, stretching things a
bit. She was the first Chenri he'd spoken to in person since he was
a child!

"Were you required to
reach an age or skill level before being permitted to travel among
humans and others?"

She twittered, a sound
Drew assumed to be akin to a laugh.

"William Drew Faro, the
Fourth, this is an excellent question. I consider. Please
wait."

A cloud seemed to pass
over the young Chenri's eyes. Drew grimaced after a few moments,
fearing that he'd just brought on the state he'd been trying to
avoid.

Drew glanced away and she
twittered startlingly behind him.

"I hope you have not been
bored, William Drew Faro."

He turned, studied her
face without hope of understanding her expression. Was there
sarcasm there?

"No, Trikura Dai. I was
considering the limits of my information."

"Ah. Interesting concept.
Let us continue trade." She glanced beyond him."I see that we block
traffic, Faro. Perhaps we should move with its flow
instead."

"Excellent idea, Trikura
Dai," he agreed.

"We have the matter of
definitions to deal with," she said as she slid from the
rick."Before one may apply to go farshloggin -- or traveling
offworld for any purpose -- one must pass through the teaching
circle five times. This is attainment, and age too, for the
teaching circles occur periodically. I have passed through the five
circles in a shorter period of time than my macht-cousins: two were
too young and missed circle, one was ill and could not finish the
third until the next cycle. There are those who do not wish to try
circle beyond the fourth, and some who try later in
life."

She turned her luminous
eyes on him as they came to a corridor intersection.

"There is fascination
among humans with the concept of age: this fact my macht-uncle and
three macht-grand uncles have produced and refined. If you wish to
know my age in standard trade years, it is twenty three point six
six seven years. Were I immediately interested in the sixth circle
I could attend the next in one point five years. We shall consider
this a balanced trade."

Drew bowed, thinking to
ask her destination.

"Trade well, William Drew
Faro the Fourth," she said, and then turned away. Her rapid pace
brought her to the convenience way for the restaurants; she turned
and was gone.

The Chenri were pretty
odd.... He headed toward his berth on Reshevsky's Revenge, trying to see a
balance between what he had told the Chenri and what she had told
him.

The ship's powerful
engines drove it rapidly away from Summitave and toward the nearest
Varst Foci. Drew wandered by the sealed control deck with a sigh.
He wished he could watch the approach to one of those incredibly
ancient phenomena, but Reshevsky's
Revenge was a working ship with no view
for passengers.... The best break from work Drew could find was to
walk all the open corridors on his way to lunch.

*

The book was causing
unexpected problems. Its archaic spelling and phrasing gave his
analysis program hiccups and he rapidly discovered that many words
had changed meanings more than once. Analysis was made more
challenging by the fact that the book was from a backarm planet
with its own skewed moral views and an archaic calendar that
conflicted with the Advocacy calendar.

Now, hungry, and with the
beginning of a headache as well, he'd taken the long way around the
ship on his way to the cafeteria that served both crew and
passengers.

The trip-board dominated
the cafeteria. Its ever-changing displays counted time: time to
next hyperspace Jump, current ship time, time elapsed since liftoff
from last port and estimated time of arrival at the next, and also
provided something to stare at besides the crew and
walls.

As he grabbed a tray and
began walking the lines looking for what he considered to be lunch
Drew saw that the time to the next jump was rapidly approaching.
The cafeteria staff were mounting the green triangles which warned
of this.

Drew gave no credence to
the fable that you shouldn't eat just before the Jump. Some nervous
types might put their stomach out of order by imagining woeful
events, and he guessed it was even possible. He'd heard from
"old-timers" that some alien races were sensitive to the
experience. Drew shrugged and ate. Trigrace Academy would never
have tolerated such self-indulgence.

Fascinated by the changing
display, Drew ate as if in a dream. The book's details nagged at
the edge of his thoughts....

"Hello, William Drew Faro
the Fourth!"

"Uh, Trikura Dai!" Drew
barely summoned her name to mind before she swept into the seat
next to him.

"Is permission available
to share a table with you? It is good to see in space one who has
been met elsewhere!"

"It is an honor," he said
without thinking.

"Yes," she said
matter-of-factly."It is honor to share a table with one who is
honored. Thereby, no request is required! I find human ways
straightforward once they become linear!"

Drew struggled with the
logic there, and lost it.

"Your trip is enjoyable?"
he asked after a moment.

"My trip? The voyage?" She
wrinkled her face."It is a condition of life, is it not, to move
through space? It is nearly unnoticed. The time since last we spoke
has been profitable, and I enjoy profit very much; in this it is
so. And you, who suck in the trip-board? Is it an enjoyable trip
for you?"

He laughed
gently.

"My trip is also
unnoticed; I am working on a project and I might just as well be
home as here. If I could see the control deck and watch the transit
of a Varst Foci in hyperflight!-- then I would enjoy the
trip!"

"I echo your need, William
Drew Faro. It is not enough to see recorded things. One attains
best information through experience, for recordings do not include
true reactions!"

Drew nodded, gulped a bite
from his salad. The Chenri were often not considered social
creatures. Yet everything a Chenri did was business, he'd heard,
which was certainly social.... As Trikura exclaimed over the
choices on the menu he stared at the board ticking away the time to
Antares IV, wondering if the Chenri's interest in him was pure
curiosity or pure business. He decided not to ask her.

*

On arrival, Drew insisted
on carrying the TeraComp. In Khareton City he might have let
someone else handle it -- penalties for theft were strict and
immediate there. Here?

Antares IV reeked of
self-satisfied decay and he wouldn't be surprised if the ID cards
the swarming baggage handlers and street vendors wore were fake.
The locals regarded anyone from "away" as a necessary evil, and
they took as much money as possible from every visitor.

It was the library, of
course. The only access was in person. The locals refused to make
duplicates, refused to radio-link to him, refused to allow him to
buy originals. Perforce, he had to come.

On top of that, he had to
stay in the motel attached to the library complexes while he worked
-- and pay by the hour!

On principle he walked --
and carried his own equipment. Let them gouge the
tourists.

Drew looked about him at
the ornately carved buildings and was not impressed. So the
"natives" had flostone to build with -- big deal! He shook his head
and laughed at himself. His mood would be better if the rush to get
to the intrasystem shuttle hadn't been interrupted by an Advocacy
Customs inspector going over his stuff with a fine-tooth comb. He’d
felt a bit of a stomache drop at that... something about a coup
among the "cat-alikes"...

"William Drew Faro!
William Drew Faro!"

Drew heard the familiar
voice behind him and nearly cursed. Hurrying, he turned a corner,
and -- principle be damned!-- got in the first motorcab he
saw.

"Library of Printed
Literature," he said to the driver.

Trikura! What was she
doing here? It wasn't bad enough that the crew and passengers
of Reshevsky's Revenge were already talking about their "strange relationship!"
Every time he'd come out of his cabin he'd "bumped into" her, the
usual result being a five hour conversation.

The cabbie said --"Second
fare," in his strange accent.

Trikura was bearing down
on the cab.

"I'll pay double as tip.
Go now."

The cab moved away from
the curb rapidly, with Drew staring guiltily ahead. He didn't
dislike Trikura. But he needed time to do his work. As much as he
learned from her about Chenri ways, he still needed to focus on his
own goals, on his own farshloggin!

Besides, she might not
like his research. The Chenri were secretive: he wasn't sure they'd
like him poking about in the history they didn't voluntarily share.
Especially the very touchy subject of their planet of
origin....

Even early Chenri contacts
with the Advocacy and related planets had been "adjusted"-- a bit
of information Drew had been tracking and building on for several
years now.

Most human history books
gave a first contact date as just over five hundred ago. Yet Drew's
evidence showed the true first contacts nearer a thousand years
ago. His book might shed light on both the date and the reasons for
the subterfuge, if there was one. He didn't want a Chenri along to
see him succeed!

*

Drew used a cab on the way
back to the port, too. This time, though, he was avoiding the
sullen, soaking rain.

His two day stay at the
library had been well worth the time, and the money. He had proof
that the book he'd gotten from Dargreen was the oldest of its type
extant. Later editions had been more and more Advocacy in nature,
and the references to the Chenri had become less and less distinct
over time. Hidden in the library was another obscure book -- a
small dictionary which defined words and actions that were pure
Chenri, some 440 years before official Advocacy history said the
aliens had shown up.

He'd gotten the idea for
this part of his search from a class at Trigrace -- a class that
combined literature with archeology and written history. The class
showed how -- time after time -- people, cities, and even
civilizations had become mythical. But there were clues in myths,
and proper research could separate valuable information from the
white noise of history.
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