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came out into the colonnade in his soiled gown and burst into a com-
plaint. “Lady, no ’elp good in kitchen. ’'Ow I do?—"

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, talk in Greek. You sound like an owl.”

He said with dignity, “You asked me before not to speak Greek to you,
in order to practice my Latin which offends you, but as you wish, it
doesn’t matter, I only want to say that these swineherds are of no use in
the kitchen and only hinder me. I have asked you to buy another kitchen
helper, but I really need two. It is bad enough on ordinary days, but now,
when we are at heads and tails getting ready for the banquet . ..”

“Is the bread doughy again?”

He glared at her. “The bread? He is trying hard to make it better. It
is good bread. It is not yet excellent, but he is doing his best, mistress.
Please don’t begin that again. I will see to it that he does his best.”

“See that you do yours, too.”

The cook turned with a muttered exclamation and hurled himself into
the kitchen, where she heard him shouting at the other slaves. She
moved off down the colonnade toward the front of the house.

She had sent a message nine days ago to a neighbor, asking for the
loan of his cook, and he had agreed, but there was some difficulty—the
slave was ill, and might not be able to come. But she could hardly tell
Thessalus all that without seeming to apologize.

On the way to the atrium she looked in for a moment on her last
husband, Quinctius, who lay red and wrinkled on the folded cloth in his
basket. A pregnant young slave, kneeling beside him with a fly-whisk,
watched her without speaking. She reminded herself to speak to Rufus
later: was the child his, and would he raise or expose it when it was
born?

In the corner gleamed the seated life-size carving of Priapus, where
Quinctius would go when he was small enough to rest in the hollow at
the tip of the god’s erect wooden pizzle.

It was understood that Calpurnia would do the honors, making it
possible for Quinctius to be reborn as her next child. It was not considered
likely that she would have another child, but the alternative would be a
slave or a prostitute. At any rate, Calpurnia might enjoy the god’s phal-
lus well smeared with goose-grease; she complained often enough that
she never saw Rufus’s.

The arms and legs of the little red person moved feebly; his eyes were
closed, those fierce eyes; his mouth opened and shut, but there was no
sound. That was better; for almost six months he had roared incessantly,
and nothing could be done to soothe him.

She had been fifty-one when they married, and he fifty-six, a man in
his full strength. For ten years he had astonished her with his vigor in
bed. It was the best time for both of them, because they were both past
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started around the colonnade toward Rufus’s room. Drusilla returned
their greetings, but when two more appeared, she crossed the garden
hurriedly to the passage beyond the kitchen, opened the outer door and
went into the courtyard. She walked past the kitchen garden and the
compost heap covered with the stalks of the summer’s harvest, then past
the dormitory, the kennels and stables, to the swine pen where a dozen
shoats ran up to greet her.

Then across the dark creaking bridge, hearing the unseen water talk-
ing to itself underneath, and up again, a long uphill stride into the
listening silence of the pines. From here she could look out over the
meadows and the dawn-rimmed Etruscan hills, a view that always gave
her pleasure.

The elder of her first two husbands had planted most of these trees;
wood was the estate’s chief source of income now, grapes and olives next,
then the pottery and the sheep and swine, and their little plot of wheat
last.

A bird called, clear and cold, somewhere up in the branches; then
another.

Without turning her head she knew that the stranger was standing
beside her. “Tell me,” he said, “what happens to birds? Do they go back
into the egg?”

“Don’t you know? When they are too small to fly, other animals eat
them. Except the swallow that buries itself in the mud until it is reborn
in the spring.”

“Where did you learn that?”

“Everybody knows it.”

He was gone, and she felt lightheaded, perhaps because she had been
angry before, or because she wanted her breakfast. A fragment of verse
was drifting through her mind:

The swallow tunnels in the mire;
Shall I prefer the water, or the fire?
Speak, Muses . . .

She turned to go down the hill, and after a few steps found that she
had broken into a run without meaning to. It was indecorous at her age,
but perhaps no one would see her, and after all, what if they did? The
exercise warmed her and made her limbs supple; she was smiling when
she reached the bottom.

In part of the kitchen garden, where beanstalks among the scattered
straws had begun their retreat into the earth, slaves were putting up
trestle tables. She watched them a moment, then entered the house and
went to the larder.

As she emerged carrying her herbs and spices, Thessalus the cook
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Damon Knight tells us the following tale was inspired by something he saw in
the window of a Hindu shop in Dublin, and by a visit to an excavated Roman
villa at Fishbourne in Sussex, England. While there, he held in his hand “an
oil lamp that Drusilla might have used. It was no bigger than a sparrow, and |
didn't want to give it back.” Mr. Knight's most recent novel, Why Do Birds,
was published by Tor in 1992.
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CHANGES

Change has come once again to
Asimov’s, but, unlike the last few
changes, when we had the sad duty
of reporting to you the tragic
deaths of Isaac Asimov and Baird
Searles, these are positive
changes, changes that we’re actu-
ally glad to announce. What a
relief!

First, I'm proud and happy to an-
nounce that, starting with our July
issue, Robert Silverberg’s popular
column “Reflections” will be mov-
ing to the pages of Asimov’s, where
it will be a regular monthly
feature.

Robert Silverberg is one of the
most famous SF writers of modern
times, with dozens of novels, an-
thologies, and collections to his
credit, as well as five Nebula
Awards and four Hugo Awards. (In
case you've been living under a
rock for the last few decades, a par-
tial mention of Silverberg’s best-
known works would include famous
titles such as Dying Inside, Born
with the Dead, Lord Valentine’s
Castle, The World Inside, and King-
doms of the Wall.) “Reflections,” his
monthly column of opinion and
commentary on science fiction, the
science fiction professional and
fannish scenes, the cutting edge of
scientific speculation, and the
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shape of modern society (among
dozens of other topics) has been
running in Amazing to an enthusi-
asticresponse forseveral years, and
we’re happy to be able to offer it to
our readers now as a regular fea-
ture. Bob has had a long associa-
tion with Asimov’s under several
succesive editors, since making his
first sale here to George Scithers in
the "70s (several Silverberg stories
from the pages of Asimouv’s such as
“Sailing to Byzantium” and “Enter
a Soldier. Later, Enter Another,”
have gone on to win major awards),
and it’ll be great to now be able to
feature him in the magazine each
and every month. I once said that
nobody could replace an Isaac Asi-
mov, and, of course, Bob has no in-
tention of even trying to do
that—but if there’s any writer
alive who can rival Isaac for sharp-
ness of intellect and the breadth,
depth, and variety of his interests,
it’s Silverberg, and we think his
column will be an invaluable addi-
tion to the magazine.

We will also continue to feature
Guest Editorials from time to time
(we are always on the lookout for
them), and, of course, your re-
sponse, the response of the reader-
ship at large, to both Silverberg’s
“Reflections” column and the
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STELLAR RANGER

by Steve Perry

On the galaxy’s backwater worlds, when the local
law is not enough, you can always call the Stellar
Rangers. A brand-new SF adventure series by the
highly successful author of Matadora and The
Man Who Never Missed.

THE GATES OF NOON

by Michael Scott Rohan

A sequel to the well-reviewed Chase The Morning
by the author of the Winter Of The World series.
“Infused with the energies of the classic adventure

novels.... Lively and supplied with great characters....
Bravo!” — Locus

FIRELORD

by Parke Godwin

The acclaimed author of Sherwood presents a
dazzling retelling of the Arthurian legend, narrated
by the great king himself amid the collapse of the
Roman Empire in Britain.

THE HACKER AND THE ANTS
LI EN by Rudy Rucker
HHEﬁEH A new SF novel by the successful author of
NTﬁ* Software, Wetware and The Hollow Earth.
, !ﬂ i “A genius...a cult hero among discriminating
g cyberpunks.” — San Diego Union
“Rucker never wants for new inventions.
— The Washington Post Book World

An AvoNova Book/William Morrow Hardcover
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Guest Editorials is not only wel-
come, but actively solicited. We
welcome such feedback, and the
most interesting letters of this sort
will definitely be featured in our
letters column on a regular basis.

Our next announcement is that,
after an exhaustive search (and
boy, was it! Have you ever tried to
read your way through a slush pile
consisting of hundreds of sample
reviews and critical articles? My
advice is, don’t!) we have come up
with a replacement for the late
Baird Searles, our regular book re-
viewer for many years. It would no
doubt have amused Baird to learn
that it takes three people to replace
him—for we have decided to rotate
the “On Books” column through a
sequence of three different review-
ers, and so Moshe Feder, Peter
Heck, and Paul Di Filippo will be
sharing the reviewing slot on a ro-
tating basis. In addition, Norman
Spinrad’s column will continue as
usual, so, in effect, we will be fea-
turing four different critical voices
in Asimov’s which should, we
hope, give us balanced coverage of
a very wide range of different
kinds of books, across a wide spec-
trum of tastes and sensibilites. The
first of the new reviewers starts in
this very issue; turn to Sheila Wil-
liams’s introduction to “On Books”
on page 166 for more details of this
plan, and for biographical sketches
of our three new reviewers.

So, to all of the new additions to
the magazine; Welcome Aboard!
And when I have to come to you
again with changes, may they al-
ways be as pleasant as these! @
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Please do not send us your manuscript until
you've gotten a copy of our manuscript
guidelines. To obtain this, send us a self-
addressed, stamped business-size envelope
(what stationery stores call @ number 10 enve-
lope), and a note requesting this information.
Please write “manuscript guidelines” in the
bottom left-hand corner of the outside enve-
lope. The address for this and for all editorial
correspondence is Asimov’s, Bantam
Doubleday Dell Mogoozmes 1540 Broadway,
NY, NY 10036. While we're always looking for
new writers, please, in the interest of time-sav-
ing. find out what we’re looking for, and how
to prepare it, before submitting your story.
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