IF s a strange and moving

story that Walter Miller has chosen to rell on this

bis first Cand very welcome!) appearance in F¢7SF. In the background is a
bitter history of atomic devastation and of man's deliberate conscions crea-

tion of & new Dark Age. Buz

this is no bitter story; for in the foreground stands

litsle Brother Francis of Usab, gentle, bumble, fallibly buman — and this
 loving account of his trials glows with the light that must liz at the heart

of the Darkest Age.

A Canticle for Lesbowirz,

by WALTER M. MILLER, JR.

BROTHER FRANCIS GERARD OF UTAH
would never have discovered the
sacred dociiment, had it not been
for the pilgrim with girded loins
who appeared during that young
monk’s Lenten fast in the desert.
Never before had Brother Francis
actually seen a pilgrim with girded
loins, but that this one was the bona
fide article he was convinced at a
glance. The pilgrim was a spindly
old fellow with a staff, a basket
hat, and a brushy beard, stained
yellow about the chin. He walked
with a limp and carried a small
waterskin over one shoulder. His
loins truly were girded with a ragged
piece of dirty burlap, his only cloth-
ing except for hat and sandals.
He whistled tunelessly on his way.

The pilgrim came shuffling down
the broken trail out of the north,
and he seemed to be heading toward

the Brothers of Leibowitz Abbey
six miles to the south. The pilgrim
and the monk noticed each other
across an expanse of ancient rubble.
The pilgrim stopped whistling and
stared. The monk, because of certain
implications of the rule of solitude
for fast days, quickly averted his
gaze and continued about his busi-
ness of hauling large rocks with
which to complete the wolf-proofing
of his temporary shelter. Somewhat
weakened by a ten day diet of cactus
fruit, Brother Francis found the

- work made him exceedingly dizzy;
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the landscape had been shimmering
before his eyes and dancing with
black specks, and he was at first
uncertain that the bearded appa-
rition was not a mirage induced by
hunger, but after a moment it called
to him cheerfully, “Ola allay!”

It was a pleasant musical voice.
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The rule of silence forbade the
young monk to answer, except by
smiling shyly at the ground.

“Is this here the  road to the
abbey?” the wanderer asked.

The novice nodded at the ground
and reached down for a chalk-like
fragment of stone. The pilgrim
picked his way toward him through
the rubble. “What you doing with
all the rocks?” he wanted to know.

The monk knelt and hastily wrote
the words “Solitude & Silence” on
a large flat rock, so that the pilgrim
~— if he could read, which was statis-
tically unlikely — would know that
he was making himself an occasion
of sin for the penitent and would
perhaps have the grace to leave in
peace.

“Oh, well,” said the pilgrim. He
stood there for a moment, looking
around, then rapped a certain large
rock with his staff. “Thar looks
like a handy crag for you,” he of-
fered helpfully, then added: “Well,
good luck. And may you find a
Voice, as y’ seek.”

Now Brother Francis had no im-

mediate intuition that the stranger

meant “Voice” with a capital V,
but merely assumed that the old
fellow had mistaken him for a deaf
mute. He glanced up once again as
the pilgrim shuffled away whistling,
sent a swift silent benediction after
him for safe wayfaring, and went
back ‘to his rock-work, building a
coffin-sized enclosure in which he
might sleep at night without offering
himself as wolf-bait.
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A sky-herd of cumulus clouds,
on their way to bestow moist bless-
ings on the mountains after having
cruelly tempted the desert, offered
welcome respite from the searing
sunlight, and he worked rapidly to
finish before they were gone again.
He punctuated his labors with whis-
pered prayers for the certainty of
a true Vocation, for this was the
purpose of his inward quest while
fasting in the desert.

At last he hoisted the rock which
the pilgrim had suggested.

The color of exertion drained
quickly from his face. He backed
away a step and dropped the stone
as if he had uncovered a serpent.

A rusted metal box lay half-
crushed in the rubble . . . only a
rusted metal box.

He moved toward it curiously,
then paused. There were things, and
then there were Things. He crossed
himself hastily, and muttered brief
Latin at the heavens. Thus forti-
fied, he readdressed himself to the
box.

“Apage Satanas!”

He threatened it with the heavy
crucifix of his rosary.

“Depart, O Foul Seductor!”

He sneaked a tiny aspergillum
from his robes and quickly spattered
the box with holy water before it
could realize what he was about.

“If thou be creature of the Devil,
begone!” '

The box showed no signs of with-
ering, exploding, melting away. It
exuded no blasphemous ichor. It
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only lay quietly in its place and
allowed the desert wind to evaporate
the sanctifying droplets.

“So be it,” said the brother, and
knelt to extract it from its lodging.
He sat down on the rubble and spent
nearly an hour battering it open
with a stone. The thought crossed
his mind that such an archeological
relic — for such it obviously was —
might be the Heaven-sent sign of
his vocation but he suppressed the
notion as quickly as it occurred to
him. His abbot had warned him
sternly against expecting any direct
personal Revelation of a spectacular
nature. Indeed, he had gone forth
from the abbey to fast and do pen-
ance for 40 days that he might be
rewarded with the inspiration of a
calling to Holy Orders, but to ex-
pect a vision or a voice crying
“Francis, where art thou?”’ would
be a vain presumption. Too many
novices had returned from their
desert vigils with tales of omens and
signs and visions in the heavens, and
the good abbot had adopted a firm
policy regarding these. Only the
Vatican was qualified to decide the
authenticity of such things. “An
attack of sunstroke is no indication
that you are fit to profess the solemn
vows of the order,” he had growled.
And certainly it was true that only
rarely did a call from Heaven come
through any device other than the
snward ear, as a gradual congealing of
inner certainty.

Nevertheless, Brother Francis
found himself handling the old metal
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box with as much reverence as was
possible while battering at it.

It opened suddenly, spilling some
of its contents. He stared for a long
time before daring to touch, and a
cool thrill gathered along his spine.
Here was antiquity indeed! And as
a student of archeology, he could
scarcely believe his wavering vision.
Brather Jeris would be frantic with
envy, he thought, but quickly re-
pented this unkindness and mur-
mured his thanks to the sky for
such a treasure.

He touched the articles gingerly
— they were real enough —and
began sorting through them. His
studies had equipped him to. recog-
nize a screwdriver — an instrument
once used for twisting threaded bits
of metal into wood —and a pair of
cutters with blades no longer than
his thumbnail, but strong enough to
cut soft bits of metal or bone.
There was an odd tool with a rotted
wooden handle and a heavy copper
tip to which a few flakes of molten
lead had adhered, but he could make
nothing of it. There was a toroidal
roll of gummy black stuff, too far
deteriorated by the centuries for
him to identify, There were strange
bits of metal, broken glass, and an
assortment of tiny tubular things
with wire whiskers of the type
prized by the hill pagans as charms
and amulets, but thought by some
archeologists to be remnants of the
legendary machina analytica, sup-
posedly dating back to the Deluge
of Flame,



96

All these and more he examined
carefully and spread on the wide
flat stone. The documents he saved
until last. The documents, as always,
were the real prize, for so few papers
had survived the angry bonfires of
the Age of Simplification, when even
the sacred writings had curled and
blackened and withered into smoke
while ignorant crowds howled ven-
gence.

Two large folded papers and three
hand-scribbled notes constituted his
find. All were cracked and brittle
with age, and he handled them
tenderly, shielding them from the
wind with his robe. They were
scarcely legible and scrawled in
the hasty characters of pre-Deluge
English —a tongue now used, to-
gether with Latin, only by mon-
astics and in the Holy Ritual, He
spelled it out slowly, recognizing
words but uncertain of meanings.
One  note  said: Pound pasirami,
can kraut, six bagels, for Emma.
Another ordered: Don’s Jorge: 10
pick up form rogo for Uncle Reve-
mue. The third note was only a
column of figures with a circled
total from which another amount
was subtracted and finally a per-
centage taken, followed by the word
damn! From this he could deduce
nothing, except to check the a-
rithmetic, which proved correct.

Of the two larger papers, one
was tightly rolled and began to
“fall to pieces when he tried to open
it; he could make out the woids
RACING FORM, but nothing more.
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He laid it back in the box for later
restorative work.

The second large paper was a
single folded sheet, whose creases
were so brittle that he could only
inspect a little of it by parting
the folds and peering between them
as best he could. _

A diagram . . . a2 web of white
lines on dark paper!

Again the cool thrill gathered
along his spine. It was a blueprint—
that exceedingly rare class of ancient
.document most prized by students
of antiquity, and usually most chal-
lenging to interpreters and searchers
for meaning.

And, as if the find itself were
not enough of a blessing, among
the words written in a block at the
lower corner of the document was
the name of the founder of his
order — of the Blessed Leibowitz
himself! A

His trembling hands threatened
to tear the paper in their happy
agitation. ‘The parting words of
the pilgrim tumbled back to hlm,z
“May you find a Voice, as y° seek.
Voice indeed, with V capitalized and
formed by the wings of a descending
dove and illuminated in three colors
against a background of gold leaf.
Vas in Vere dignum and Vidi aquam,
at the head of a page of the Missal.
V, he saw quite clearly, as in
Vocation. o

He stole another glance to make
certain it was so, then breathed,
“Beate Leibowitz, ora pro me. . .
Sancte Leibowirz, exaudi me,” the
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second invocation being a rather
daring one, since the founder of his
order had not yet been declared a
saint.

Forgetful of his abbot’s warning,
he climbed quickly to his feet and
stared across the shimmering terrain
o the south in the direction taken
by the old wanderer of the burlap
loincloth. But the pilgrim had long
since vanished. Surely an angel of
God, if not the Blessed Leibowitz
himself, for had he not revealed
this miraculous treasure by pointing
out the rock to be moved and
murmuring that prophetic fare-
well?

Brother Francis stood basking in
his awe until the sun lay red on the
hills and evening threatened to

engulf him in its shadows. At last-

he stirred, and reminded himself
of the wolves, His gift included no
guarantee of charismata for sub-
duing the wild beast, and he has-
tened to finish his enclosure before
darkness fell on the desert. When

the stars came out, he rekindled

his fire and gathered his daily repast
of the small purple cactus fruit,
his only nourishment except the
handful of parched corn brought to
him by the priest each Sabbath.
Sometimes he found himself staring
hungrily at the lizards which scur-
tied over the rocks, and was troubled
by gluttonous nightmares.

But tonight his hunger was less
troublesome than an impatient urge
to run back to the abbey and an-
nounce his wondrous encounter to
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his brethren. This, of course, was
unthinkable. Vocation or no, he
must remain here until the end of
Lent, and continue as if nothing
extraordinary had occurred.

A cathedral will be built upon
this site, he thought dreamily as
he sat by the fire. He could see it
rising from the rubble of the ancient
village, magnificent spires visible
for miles across the desert. .. .

But cathedrals were for teeming
masses of people. The desert was
home for only scattered tribes of
huntsmen and the monks of the
abbey. He settled in his dreams
for a shrine, attracting rivers of
pilgrims with girded loins. . .
He drowsed. When he awoke,
the fire was reduced to glowing
embers. Something seemed amiss.
Was he quite alone? He blinked
about at the darkness.

From beyond the bed of reddish
coals, the dark wolf blinked back.
The monk yelped and dived for
cover.

The yelp, he decided as he lay
trembling within his den of stones,
had not been a serious breach of
the rule of silence. He lay hugging

‘the metal box and praying for the

days of Lent to pass swiftly, while
the sound of padded feet scratched
about the enclosure.

Each night the wolves prowled
about his camp, and the darkness
was full of their howling. The
days were glaring nightmares of
hunger, heat, and scorching sun.
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He spent them at prayer and wood-
gathering, trying to suppress his
impatience for the coming of Holy
Saturday’s high noon, the end of
Lent and of his vigil.

But when at last it came, Brother
Francis found himself too famished
for jubilation. Wearily he packed
his pouch, pulled up his cowl against
the sun, and tucked his precious
box beneath one arm. Thirty pounds
lighter and several degrees weaker
than he had been on Ash Wednes-
day, he staggered the six mile stretch
to the abbey where he fell exhausted
before its gates. The brothers who
carried him in and bathed him and
shaved him and anointed his desic-
cated tissues reported that he
‘babbled incessantly in his delirium
about an apparition in a burlap
loincloth, addressing it at times as
an angel and again as a saint, fre-
quently invoking the name of
Leibowitz and thanking him for
a revelation of sacred relics and a
racing form.

Such reports filtered through the
monastic congregation and soon
reached the ears of the abbot,
whose eyes immediately narrowed
to slits and whose jaw went rigid
- with the rock of policy. '

“Bring him,” growled that worthy
priest in a tone that sent a recorder
scurrying.

The abbot paced and gathered

his ire. It was not that he objected
to miracles, as such, if duly in-
vestigated, certified, and sealed;
for miracles — even though always
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incompatible with administrative
efficiency, and the abbot was ad-
ministrator as well as priest — were
the bedrock stuff on which his
faith was founded. But last year
there had been Brother Noyen
with his miraculous hangman’s noose,
and the year before that, Brother
Smirnoy who had been mysteriously
cured of the gout upon handling
a probable relic of the Blessed
Leibowitz, and the year before
that . . . Faugh! The incidents had
been too frequent and outrageous
to tolerate. Ever since Leibowitz’
beatification, the young fools had
been sniffing around after shreds of
the miraculous like a pack of
good-natured hounds scratching ea-
gerly at the back gate of Heaven
for scraps.

It was quite understandable, but
also quite unbearable. Every mo-
nastic order is eager for the can-
onization of its founder, and de-
lighted to produce any bit of
evidence to serve the cause in ad-
vocacy. But the abbot’s flock was
getting out of hand, and their zeal
for miracles was making the Al-
bertian Order of Leibowitz a laugh-
ing stock at New Vatican. He had

- determined to make any new bearers

of miracles suffer the consequences,
either as a punishment for impetuous
and impertinent credulity, or as
payment in penance for a gift of
grace in case of later verification.

By the time the young novice
knocked at his door, the abbot had
projected himself into the desired
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state of carnivorous expectancy
beneath a bland exterior.
“Come in, my son,” he breathed
softly.
“You sent for . . .”” The novice
paused, smiling happily as he noticed
the familiar metal box on the abbot’s

table. . . . for me, Father Juan?”
he finished.
“Yes . . .” The abbot hesitated.

His voice smiled with a withering
acid, adding: “Or perhaps you
would prefer that I come 0 you,
hereafter, since you've become such
a famous personage.”

“Oh, no, Father!” Brother Fran-
cis reddened and gulped.

“You are seventeen, and plainly
an idiot.”

““That is undoubtedly true,
Father.”
 “What improbable excuse can
you propose for your outrageous
vanity in believing yourself fit for
Holy Orders?”

“I can offer none, my ruler and
teacher. My sinful pride is un-
pardonable.”

“To imagine that it is so great
as to be unpardonable is even a
vaster vanity,” -the priest roared.

“Yes, Father. I am indeed a
worm,”

Theabbot smiledicilyand resumed
his watchful calm. *“And you are
now ready to deny your feverish
ravings about an angel appearing
to. reveal to you .this...” He
gestured * contemptuously at the
‘box. “. . . thisassortment of junk?”

Brother Francis gulped and closed
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his eves. I — I fear I cannot deny
it, my master.”

“Whatr”

“] cannot deny what I have seen,
Father.”

“Do you know what is going to
happen to you now?”’

*Yes, Father.”

“Then prepare to take it!”

With a patient sigh, the novice
gathered up his robes about his
waist and bent over the table. The
good abbot produced his stout
hickory ruler from the drawer and
whacked him soundly ten times
across the bare buttocks. After
each whack, the novice dutifully
responded with a “Deo Gratiasl”
for this lesson in the virtue of
humility.

“Do you nmow retract it?” the
abbot demanded as he rolled down
his sleeve.

“Father, I cannot.”

The priest turned his back and
was silent for a moment. “Very
well,” he said tersely. “Go. But do
not expect to profess your solemn
vows this season with the others.”

Brother Francis returned to his
cell in tears. His fellow novices
would join the ranks of the professed
monks of the order, while he must
wait another year—and spend
another Lenten season among the
wolves .in the desert, secking a
vocation which he felt had already
been granted to him quite emphat-
ically. As the weeks passed, however,
he found some satisfaction in notic-
ing that Father Juan had not been
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entirely serious in referring to his
find as “an assortment of junk.”
The archeological relics aroused
considerable interest among the
brothers, and much time was spent
at cleaning the tools, classifying
them, restoring the documents to a
pliable condition, and attempting
to ascertain their meaning. It was
even whispered among the novices
that Brother Francis had discovered
true relics of the Blessed Leibowitz
— especially in the form of the
blueprint bearing the legend op
COBBLESTONE, REQ LEIBOWITZ &
HARDIN, which was stained with
several brown splotches which might
have been his blood — or equally
likely, as the abbot pointed out,
might be stains from a decayed
apple core. But the print was dated
in the Year of Grace 1956, which
was —as nearly as could be deter-
mined — during that venerable man’s
lifetime, a lifetime now obscured by
legend and myth, so that it was hard
to determine any but a few facts
about the man.

It was said that God, in order to
test mankind, had commanded wise
men of that age, among them the
Blessed Leibowitz, to perfect dia-
bolic weapons and give them into
the hands of latter-day Pharaohs.
And with such aveapons Man had,
within the span of a few weeks,
destroyed most of his civilization
and wiped out a large part of the
population. After the Deluge of
Flame came the plagues, the mad-
ness, and the bloody inception of
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the Age of Simplification when the
furious remnants of humanity had
torn politicians, technicians, and
men of learning limb from limb, and
burned all records that might con-
tain information that could once
more lead into paths of destruction.
Nothing had been so fiercely hated
as the written word, the learned
man. It was during this time that
the word simpleton came to mean
honest, upright, virtuous citizen, a
concept once denoted by the term
common man.

To escape the righteous wrath of
the surviving simpletons, many
scientists and learned men fled to
the only sanctuary which would try
to offer them protection. Holy
Mother Church received them,
vested them in monks’ robes, tried
to conceal them from the mobs.
Sometimes the sanctuary was ef-
fective; more often it was not.
Monastaries were invaded, records
and sacred books were burned,
refugees seized and hanged. Leib-
owitz had fled to the Cistercians,
professed their vows, become a
priest, and after twelve years had
won permission from the Holy See
to found a new monastic order to
be called “the Albertians,” after St.
Albert the Great, teacher of Aquinas
and patron saint of scientists. The
new order was to be dedicated to
the preservation of knowledge, sec-
ular and sacred, and the duty of
the brothers was to memorize such
books and papers as could be smug-
gled to them from all parts of the
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world. Leibowitz was at last identi-
fied by simpletons as a former sci-
entist, and was martyred by hang-
ing; but the order continued, and
when it became safe again to possess
written documents, many books
were transcribed from memory. Pre-
cedence, however, had been given to
sacred writings, to history, the hu-
manities, and social sciences — since
the memories of the memorizers
were limited, and few of the broth-
ers were trained to understand the
physical sciences. From the vast
store of human knowledge, only a
pitiful collection of hand-written
books remained.

Now, after six centuries of dark-
ness, the monks still preserved it,
studied it, re-copied it, and waited.
It mattered not in the least to them
that the knowledge they saved was
useless — and some of it even in-
comprehensible. The knowledge was
there, and it was their duty to save
it, and it would still be with them
if the darkness in the world lasted
ten thousand years.

Brother Francis Gerard of Utah
returned to the desert the following
year and fasted again in solitude.
Once more he returned, weak and
emaciated, to be confronted by the
abbot, who demanded to know if he
claimed further conferences with
members of the Heavenly Host, or
was prepared to renounce his story
of the previous year.’

“I cannot help what I have seen,

my teacher,” the lad repeated.
Once more did the abbot chastise

[§8 1
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nim

1 in Christ, and once more did he
postpone his profession. The docu-
ment, however, had been forwarded
to a seminary for study, after a copy
had been made. Brother Francs
remained a novice, and continued to
dream wistfully of the shrine which
might someday be built upon the
site of his find.

“Stubborn boy!” fumed the ab-
bot. “Why didn’t somebody else see
his silly pilgrim, if the slovenly
fellow was heading for the abbey as
he said? One more escapade for the
Devil’s Advocate to cry hoax about.
Burlap loincloth indeed!”

The burlap had been troubling
the abbot, for tradition related that
Leibowitz had been hanged with a
burlap bag for a hood.

Brother Francis spent seven years
in the novitiate, seven Lenten vigils
in the desert, and became highly
proficient in the imitation of wolf-
calls. For the amusement of his
brethren, he would summon the’
pack to the vicinity of the abbey by
howling from the walls after dark.
By day, he served in the kitchen,
scrubbed the stone floors, and con-
tinued his studies of the ancients.

Then one day a messenger from
the seminary came riding to the
abbey on an ass, bearing tidings of
great joy. “It is known,” said the
messenger, ‘‘that the documents
found near here are authentic as to
date of origin, and that the blue-
print was somehow connected with
your founder’s work. It’s being sent
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to New Vatican for further study.”

“Possibly a true relic of Leibo-
witz, then?” the abbot asked calmly.

But the messenger could not com-
mit himself to that extent, and only
raised a shrug of one eyebrow. “It is
said that Leibowitz was a widower
at the time of his ordination. If the
name of his deceased wife could be
discovered . . .7

The abbot recalled the note in the
box concerning certain articles of
food for a woman, and he too
shrugged an eyebrow.

Soon afterwards, he summoned
Brother Francis into his presence.
“My boy,” said the priest, actually
beaming. “I believe the time has
come for you to profess your solemn
vows. And may I commend you for
your patience and persistence. We
shall speak no more of your, ah . . .
encounter with the ah desert wan-
derer. You are a good simpleton.
You may kneel for my blessing, if
you wish.”

Brother Francis sighed and fell
forward in a dead faint. The abbot
blessed him and revived him, and he
‘was permitted to profess the solemn
vows of the Albertian Brothers of
Leibowitz, swearing himself to per-
petual poverty, chastity, obedience,
and observance of the rule.

Soon afterwards, he was assigned
to the copying room, apprentice
under an aged monk named Horner,
where he would undoubtedly spend
the rest of his days illuminating the
pages of algebra texts with patterns
of olive leaves and cheerful cherubim.

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

“You have five hours a week,”
croaked his aged overseer, “which
you may devote to an approved
project of your own choosing, if you
wish. If not, the time will be assigned
to copying the Summa Theologica
and such fragmentary copies of the
Brittanica as exist.”

The young monk thought it over,
then asked: “May I have the time
for elaborating a beautiful copy of
the Leibowitz blueprint?”

Brother Horner frowned doubt-
fully. “I don’t know, son — our
good abbot is rather sensitive on this
subject. I'm afraid . . .”

Brother Francis begged him ear-
nestly.

“Well, perhaps,” the old man
said reluctantly. “It seems like a
rather brief project, so — I'll permit
it.”

The young monk selected the
finest lambskin available and spent
many weeks curing it and stretching
it and stoning it to a perfect surface,
bleached to a snowy whiteness. He
spent more weeks at studying copies
of his precious document in every
detail, so that he knew each tiny
line and marking in the complicated
web of geometric markings and
mystifying symbols. He pored over
it until he could see the whole amaz-
ing complexity with his eyes closed.
Additional weeks were spent search-
ing painstakingly through the mon-
astery’s library for any information
at all that might lead to some
glimmer of understanding of the
design. - ’

k4
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Brother Jeris, a young monk who
worked with him 1n the copy room
and who frequently teased him about
miraculous encounters in the desert,
came to squint at it over his shoulder
and asked: ““What, pray, is the
meaning of Transistorized Control
System for Unit Six-B?7

“Clearly, it is the name of the
thing which this diagram represents,”’
said Francis, a trifle crossly since
Jeris had merely read the title of the
document aloud.

“Surely,” said Jeris. “But what 1s
the thing the diagram represents?”’

“The transistorized control system
for unit six-B, obviously.”

Jeris laughed mockingly.

Biother Francis reddened. “I
should imagine,” said he, “that it
represents an abstract concept, rather
than a concrete zhing. 1t's clearly
not a recognizable picture of an
object, unless the form is so stylized
as to require special training to see
it. In my opinion, Transistorized
Control System is some high abstrac-
tion of transcendental value.”

“Dertaining to what field of learn-

ing?” asked Jeris, still smiling smugly.
“Why . . .’ Brother Francis
paused. “Since our Beatus Leibo-
witz was an electronicist prior to his
profession and ordination, I suppose
the concept applies to the lost art
called electronics.”
~“So it is written. But what was the
subject matter of thatart, Brother?”
~ “That too is written. The subject
matter of electronics was the Elec-
tron, which one fragmentary source

103

defines as a Negative Twist of
Nothingness.”

“] am impressed by your astutes
ness,” said Jeris. “Now perhaps you
can tell me how to negate nothing-
ness?’

Brother Francis reddened slightly
and squirmed for a reply.

*A negation of nothingness should
yield somethingness, 1 suppose,”
feris continued. “'SO the Electron
must have been a twist of something.
Unless the negation applies to the
‘rwist,” and then we would be ‘Un-
twisting Nothing,” eh?”” He chuckled.
‘“How clever they must have been,
these ancients. 1 suppose if you keep
at it, Francis, you will learn how to
antwist a nothing, and then we shall
have the Electron in our midst.
Where would we put it? On the high
altar, perhaps?”

“] couldn’t say,” Francis an-
swered stiffly. “But 1 have a certain
fiith that the Electron must have
existed at one time, even though 1
can't say how it was constructed of
what it might have been used for.”

The iconoclast laughed mockingly

and returned to his work. The
incident saddened Francis, but did
not turn him from his devotion to
his project.

As soon as he had exhausted the
library’s meager supply of informa-
tion concerning the lost art of the
Albertians’ founder, he began pre-
paring preliminary sketches of the
designs he meant to use on the
lambskin. The diagram itself, since
its meaning was obscure, would be
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redrawn precisely as it was in the
blueprint, and penned in coal-black
lines. The lettering and numbering,
however, he would translate into a
more decorative and colorful script
than the plain block letters used by
the ancients. And the text contained
in a square block marked sPECIFICA-
Troxs would be distributed pleas-
ingly around the borders of the
doeument, upon scrolls and shiclds
supported by doves and cherubim.
He would make the black lines of the
diagram less stark and austere by
imagining the geometric tracery 1o
be a trellis, and decorate it with
green vines and golden fruit, birds
and perhaps a wily serpent. At the
very top would be a representation
of the Triune God, and at the
bottom the coat of arms of the
Albertian Order. Thus was the Tran-
sistorized Control System of the
Blessed Leibowitz to be glorified and
rendered appealing to the eyeas well
as to the intellect. o

When he had finished the prelim-
inary sketch, he showed it shyly to
Brother Horner for suggestions of
approval. “1 can see,” said the old
man a bit remorsefully, “that your
project is not to be as brief as I had
hoped. But . . . continue with it
anyhow. The design is beautiful,
beautiful indeed.”

“Thank you, Brother.”

The old man leaned close to wink
confidentially. “I've heard the case
for Blessed Leibowitz’ canonization
has been speeded up, 50 possibly our
dear abbot is less troubled by you-
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know-what than he previously was.”

The news of the speed-up was, of
course, happily received by all mo-
nastics of the order. Leibowitz’
beatification had long since been
effected, but the final step in de-
claring him to be a saint might
require many more years. cven
though the case was underway; and
indeed there was the possibility that
the Devil’'s Advocate might uncover
evidence to prevent the canoniza-
tion from occurring at all.

Many months after he had first
conceived the project, Brother Fran-
cis began actual work on the lamb-
skin. The intricacies of scrollwork,
the excruciatingly delicate work of
inlaying the gold leaf, the hair-fine
detail, made it a labor of years; and
when his eyes began to trouble him,
there were long weeks when he
dared not touch it at all for fear of
spoiling it with one little mistake.

But slowly, painfully, the ancient
diagram was becoming a blaze of

beauty. The brothers of the abbey
gathered to watch and murmur over
it, and some even said that the
inspiration of it was proof enough of
his alleged encounter with the pil-
grim who might have been Blessed
Leibowitz. :

1 can’t see why you don’t spend
your time on a useful project,” was
Brother Jeris’ comment, however.
The skeptical monk had been using
his own free-project time to make
and decorate sheepskin shades for
the oil lamps in the chapel.

Brother Horner, the old master
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copyist, had fallen ill. Within weeks,
it became apparent that the well-
loved monk was on his deathbed. In
the midst of the monastery’s grief,
the abbot quictly appointed
Brother Jeris as master of the copy
room.

A Mass of Burial was chanted
early in Advent, and the remains
of the holy old man were committed
to the earth of their origin. On the
following day, Brother Jeris in-
formed Brother Francis that he
considered it about time for him
to put away the things of a child
and start doing a man’s work.
Obediently, the monk wrapped his
precious project in parchment, pro-
tected it with heavy board, shelved
it, and began producing sheepskin
lampshades. He made no murmur
of protest, and contented himself
with realizing that someday the
soul of Brother Jeris would depart
by the same road as that of Brother
Horner, to begin the life for which
this copy room was but the staging
ground; and afterwards, please God,
he might be allowed to complete
his beloved document.

Providence, however, took an
earlier hand in the matter. During
the following summer, a monsignor
with several clerks and a donkey
train came riding into the abbey
and announced that he had come
from New Vatican, as Leibowitz
advocate in the canonization pro-
ceedings, to investigate such evi-
dence as the abbey could produce
that might have bearing on the
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case, including an alleged appari-
tion of the beatified which had
come to one Francis Gerard of
Utah.

The gentleman was warmly
greeted, quartered in the suite re-
served for visiting prelates, lavishly
served by six young monks re-
sponsive to his every whim, of
which he had very few. The finest
wines were opened, the huntsman
snared the plumpest quail and chap-
arral cocks, and the advocate was
entertained each evening by fiddlers
and a troupe of clowns, although
the visitor persisted in insisting that
life go on as usual at the abbey.

On the third day of his visit,
the abbot sent for Brother Francis
“Monsignor di Simone wishes to
see you,” he said. “If you let your
imagination run away with you,
boy, we'll use your gut to string
a fiddle, feed your carcass to the
wolves, and bury the bones in un-
hallowed ground. Now get along
and see the good gentleman.”

Brother Francis needed no such
warning. Since he had awakened
from his feverish babblings after
his first Lenten fast in the desert,
he had never mentioned the en-
counter with the pilgrim except
when asked about it, nor had he al-
lowed himself to speculate any
further concerning the pilgrim’s
identity. That the pilgrim might be
a matter for high ecclesiastical con-
cern frightened him a little, and
his knock was timid at the mon-
signor’s door.
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His fright proved unfounded. The
monsignor was a suave and diplo-
matic elder who seemed keenly in-
terested in the small monk’s career.

“Now about your encounter with
our blessed founder,” he said after
some minutes of preliminary ameni-
ties.

“QOh, but I never said he was our
Blessed Leibo —"

“Of course you didn’t, my son.
Now I have here an account of it,
as gathered from other sources, and
I would like you to read it, and
either confirm it or correct it.” He
paused to draw a scroll from his
case and handed it to Francis. “The
sources for this version, of course,
had it on hearsay only,” he added,
“and only you can describe it first
hand, so I want you to edit it most
scrupulously.” '

“Of course. What happened was
really very simple, Father.”

But it-was apparent from the -

fatness of the scroll that the hearsay
account was not so simple. Brother
Francis read with mounting ap-
prehension which soon grew to the
“proportions of pure horror.

“You look white, my son. Is
something wrong?” asked the dis-
tinguished priest.
~“This . . . this . . . it wasn’t
like this az «lll” gasped Francis.
“He didn't say more than a few
words to me. I only saw him once.
He just asked me the way to the
abbey and tapped the rock where
1 found the relics.” ,

“No heavenly choir?”
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“Oh, nol”

“And it’s not true about the
nimbus and the carpet of roses that
grew up along the road where he
walked?”

“As God is my judge, nothing
like that happened at alll”

“Ah, well,” sighed the advocate.
“Travelers’ stories are alwavs ex-
aggerated.”

He seemed saddened, and Francis
hastened to apologize, but the ad-
vocate dismissed it as of no great
importance to the case. “There
are other miracles, carefully docu-
mented,” he explained, “and any-
way — there is one bit of good
news about the documerits you dis-
covered. We've unearthed the name
of the wife who died before our

founder came to the order.”

“&765?7’

“Yes. It was Emily.” ‘

Despite his disappointment with
Brother Francis’ account of the
pilgrim, Monsignor di Simone spent
five days at the site of the find.
He was accompanied by an eager
crew of novices from the abbey, all
armed with picks and shovels. After
extensive digging, the advocate re-
turned with a small assortment of
additional artifacts, and one bloated
tin can that contained a desiccated
mess which might once have been

“saurkraut.

Before his departure, he visited
the copy room and asked to see
Brother Francis’ copy of the famous
blueprint. The monk protested that
it was really nothing, and produced
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it with such eagerness his hands
trembled.

“Zounds!” said the monsignor, or
an oath to such effect. “Finish it,
man, finish it!”

The monk looked smilingly at
Brother Jeris. Brother Jeris swiftly
turned away; the back of his neck
gathered color. The following morn-
ning, Francis resumed his labors over
the illuminated blueprint, with gold
leaf, quills, brushes, and dyes.

And then came another donkey
train from New Vatican, with a
full complement of clerks and armed
guards for defense against high-
waymen, this time headed by a
monsignor with small horns and
pointed fangs (or so several novices
would later have testified), who
announced that he was the Advo-
catus Diaboli, opposing Leibowitz’
canonization, and he was here to
investigate —and perhaps fix re-
sponsibility, he hinted — for a num-
ber of incredible and hysterical
rumors filtering out of the abbey
and reaching even high officials
at New Vatican. He made it clear
that he would tolerate no romantic
nonsense.

The abbot greeted him politely
and offered him an iron cot in a cell
with a south exposure, after apolo-
gizing for the fact that the guest
suite had been recently exposed to
smallpox. The monsignor was at-
tended by his own staff, and ate
mush and herbs with the monks in
refectory.

I understand you are susceptible
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to fainting spells,”” he told Brother
Francis when the dread time came.
“How many members of your fam-
ily have suffered from epilepsy or
madness?”

*None, Excellency.”

“I'm not an ‘Excellency,”’””
snapped the priest. “Now we're
going to get the truth out of you.”
His tone implied that he considered
it to be a simple straightforward
surgical operation which should have
been performed years ago.

“Are you aware that documents
can be aged artificially?” he de-
manded.

Francis was not so aware.

“Did you know that Leibowitz’
wife was named Emily, and that
Emma is 7oz a diminutive for
Emily?”

Francis had not known it, but re-
called from childhood that his own
parents had been rather careless
about what they called each other.
“And if Blessed Leibowitz chose
to call her Emma, then I'm
sure . . .7

The monsignor exploded, and tore
into Francis with semantic tooth
and nail, and left the bewildered
monk wondering whether he had
ever really seen a pilgrim at all.

' Before the advocate’s-departure,
he too asked to see the illuminated
copy of the print, and this time the
monk’s hands trembled with fear
as he produced it, for he might
again be forced to quit the project.
The monsignor only stood gazing
at it however, swallowed slightly,
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and forced himself 1o nod. “Your
unagery 15 vivid,” he admitted,
“but then, of course, we all knew
that, didn’t we?”

The monsignor’s horns immedi-
ately grew shorter by an inch, and
he departed the same evening for
New Vatican.

The vears flowed smoothly by,
scaming the faces of the once young
and adding grav to the temples.
The perpetual labors of the monas-
tery continued, supplying a slow
trickle of copied and re-copied man-
uscript to the outside world. Brother
Jeris developed ambitions of build-
ing a printing press, but when the
abbot demanded his reasons, he
could only reply, “So we can mass-
produce.”

“Oh? And in a world that’s
smug in its illiteracy, what do you
intend to do with the stuff? Sell it
as kindling paper to the peasants’”

Brother Jeris shrugged unhappily,
and the copy room continued with
pot and quill.

Then one Spring, shortly before

Lent, a messenger arrived with glad’

tidings for the order. The case for
Leibowitz was complete. The Col-
lege of Cardinals would soon con-
vene, and the founder of the Al-
bertian Order would be enrolled
in the Calendar of Saints. During
the time of rejoicing that followed
the announcement, the abbot—
now withered and in his dotage —
summoned Brother Francis into his
presence, and wheezed:

“His Holiness commands your
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presence during the canonization
of Isaac Edward Leibowitz. Pre-
pare to leave.

“Now don't faint on me again,”

he added querulously.

The trip to New Vatican would
take at least three months, perhaps
longer, the time depending on how
far brother Francis could get be-
fore the inevitable robber band re-
lieved him of his ass, since he would
be going unarmed and alone. He
carried with him only a begging"
bow!l and the illuminated copy of
the Leibowitz print, praying that
ignorant robbers would have no use
for the latter. As a precaution,
however, he wore a black patch
over his right eye, for the peasants,
being a superstitious lot, could often
be put to flight by even a hint of
the evil eye. Thus armed and
cquipped, he set out to obey the
summons of his high priest.

Two months and some odd days
later he met his robber on a moun-
tain trail that was heavily wooded
and far from any settlement. His
robber was a short man, but heavy
as a bull, with a glazed knob of a
pate and a jaw like a block of
granite. He stood in the trail with
his legs spread wide and his massive
arms folded across his chest, watch-
ing the approach of the little figure
on the ass. The robber seemed alone,
and armed only with a knife which
he did not bother to remove from
his belt thong. His appearance was
a disappointment, since Francis had
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been secretly hoping for another
encounter with the pilgrim of long
ago.

g“Get off,” said the robber.

The ass stopped in the path.
Brother Francis tossed back his
cowl to reveal the eye-patch, and
raised a trembling finger to touch
it. He began to lift the patch
slowly as if to reveal something
hideous that might be hidden be-
peath it. The robber threw back
his head and laughed a laugh that
might have sprung from the throat
of Satan himself. Francis muttered
an exorcism, but the robber seemed
untouched.

“You black-sacked jeebers wore
that one out years ago,” he said.
“Get off.”

Francis smiled, shrugged, and dis-
mounted without protest.

“A good day to you, sir,” he said
pleasantly. ‘“You may take the ass.
Walking will improve my health, 1
think.” He smiled again and started
away.

“Hold it,” said the robber. “Strip
to the buff. And let’s see what’s in
that package.”

Brother Francis touched his beg-
ging bowl and made a helpless ges-
ture, but this brought only another
scornful laugh from the robber.

“T've seen that alms-pot trick be-
fore too,” he said. “The last man
with a begging bowl had half a heklo
of gold in his boot. Now strip.”’

Brother Francis displayed his san-
dals, but began to strip. The robber
searched his clothing, found noth-
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ing, and tossed it back to him.

“Now let’s see inside the pack-
age.”

“It is only a document, sir,” the
monk protested. “Of value to no
one but its owner.”

“Open it.”

Silently Brother Francis obeyed.
The gold leaf and the colorful design
flashed brilliantly in the sunlight
that fltered through the foliage.
The robber’s craggy jaw dropped an
inch. He whistled softly.

“What a pretty! Now wouldn’t
me woman like it to hang on the
shanty wall!”

He continued to stare while the
monk went slowly sick inside. If
Thou hast sent him to fest me, 0]
Lord, he pleaded inwardly, then
help me to die like a man, Sfor he'll
get it over the dead body of Thy
servant, if take it he must.

“Wrap it up for me,” the robber
commanded, clamping his jaw in
sudden decision.

The monk whimpered softly.
“Please, sir, you would not take the
work of a man’s lifetime. I spent -
fifteen years illuminating this manu-
script, and . . .7

“Welll Did it yourself, did you?”
The robber threw back his head and
howled again.

Francis reddened. “I fail to see
the humor, sir . . .7 .

The robber pointed at it between
guffaws. “You! Fifteen years to
make a paper bauble. So that’s what
you do. Tell me why. Give me one
good reason. For fifteen years. Hal”



TI0

Francis stared at him in stunned
silence and could think of no reply
that would appease his contempt.

Gingerly, the monk handed it
over. The robber took it in both
hands and made as if to rip it down
the center.

“Jesus, Mary, Joseph!” the monk
screamed, and went to his knees in
the trail. “For the love of God, sir!”

Softening slightly, the robber
tossed it on the ground with a
snicker. “Wrestle you for it.”

“Anything, sir, anything!”

They squared off. The monk
crossed himself and recalled that
wrestling had once been a divinely
sanctioned sport — and with grim
faith, he marched into battle.

Three seconds later, he lay groan-
ing on the flat of his back under a
short mountain of muscle. A sharp
rock seemed to be severing his spine.

“Heh heh,” said the robber, and
arose to claim his document.

Hands folded as if in prayer,
Brother Francis scurried after him
on his knees, begging at the top of
his lungs.

The robber turned to snicker. “I
believe you'd kiss a boot to get it
back.” ,

Francis caught up with him and
fervently kissed his boot.

This proved too much for even
such a firm fellow as the robber. He
flung the manuscript down again

with a curse and climbed aboard

the monk’s donkey. The monk
snatched up the precious document
and trotted along beside the robber,
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thanking him profusely and blessing
him repeatedly while the robber
rode away on the ass. Francis sent a
glowing cross of benediction after
the departing figure and praised
God for the existence of such selfless
robbers.

And yet when the man had
vanished among the trees, he felt
an aftermath of sadness. Fifteen
vears to make a paper bauble . . .
The taunting voice still rang in his
ears. Why? Tell one good reason for
fifteen years.

He was unaccustomed to the blunt
ways of the outside world, to its
harsh habits and curt attitudes. He
found his heart deeply troubled by

" the mocking words, and his head

hung low in the cowl as he plodded
along. At one time he considered
tossing the document in the brush
and leaving it for the rains— but
Father Juan had approved his taking
it as a gift, and he could not come
with empty hands. Chastened, he
traveled on.

The hour had come. The cere-
mony surged about him as a magnifi-
cent spectacle of sound and stately
movement and vivid color in the
majestic basilica. And when the per-
fectly infallible Spirit had finally
been invoked, a monsignor — it was
di Simone, Francis noticed, - the
advocate for the saint — arose and
called upon Peter to speak, through
the. person of Leo XXII, command-
ing the assemblage to hearken.

Whereupon, the Pope quietly
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proclaimed that Isaac Edward
Letbowitz was a saint, and it was
finished. The ancient and obscure
technician was of the heavenly
hagiarchy, and Brother Francis
breathed a dutiful prayer to his new
patron as the choir burst into the Te
Deum.

The Pontiff strode quickly into
the audience room where the little
monk was waiting, taking Brother
Francis by surprise and rendering
him briefly speechless. He knelt
quickly to kiss the Fisherman’s ring
and receive the blessing. As he arose,
he found himself clutching the
beautiful document behind him as if
ashamed of it. The DPope’s eyes
caught the motion, and he smiled.

“You have brought us a gift, our
son?”” he asked.

The monk gulped, nodded stu-
pidly, and brought it out. Christ’s
Vicar stared at it for a long time
withoutapparent expression. Brother
Francis” heart went sinking deeper
as the seconds drifted by.

“It is a nothing,” he blurted, “a
miserable gift. I am ashamed to have
wasted so much time at . ..” He
choked off.

The Pope secemed not to hear
him. “Do you understand the mean-
ing of Saint Isaac’s symbology?” he
asked, peering curiously at the ab-
stract design of the circuit.

Dumbly the monk shook his head.

“Whatever it means .. .” the
Pope began, but broke off. He
smiled and spoke of other things.
Francis had been so honored not
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because of any official judgment
concerning his pilgrim. He had been
honored for his role in bringing
to light such important documents
and relics of the saint, for such they
had been judged, regardless of the
manner in which they had been
found.

Francis stammered his thanks.
The Pontff gazed again at the
colorful blaze of his illuminated
diagraim. “Whatever it means,” he
breathed once more, “‘this bit of
learning, though dead, will live
again.” He smiled up at the monk
and winked. “And we shall guard it
till that day.”

For the first time, the little monk
noticed that the Pope had a hole in
his robe. His clothing, in fact, was
threadbare. The carpet in the audi-
ence room was worn through in
spots, and plaster was falling from
the ceiling.

But there were books on the
shelves along the walls. Books of
painted beauty, speaking of incom-
prehensible things, copied by men
whose business was not to under-
stand but to save. And the books
were waiting.

“Goodby, beloved son.”

And the small keeper of the flame
of knowledge trudged back toward
his abbey on foot. His heart was
singing as he approached the rob-
ber’s outpost. And if the robber
happened to be taking the day off,
the monk meant to sit down and
wait for his return. This time he had
an answer.





