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1.
The annunci ator on the hotel room door chi ned.
"Who' s there?" asked Lige.

There was no answer. Lige did not nove. He had been buying native art
too Il ong on these backward, newy settled worlds to open his hotel room
door w thout knowi ng who wanted in. Also, he was pushing eighty now, and
he was willing to m ss an occasional deal rather than take risks.

"Who's there?" he repeated. "Speak into the annunciator -the bl ack
circle on the door."

"Mster," said a voice fromthe door, "I'mCary Longan. | wote you
about sone carvings a friend of mnd did. "

It was the right name. Lige put a twenty-second hold on the hote
security button by his phone and pressed it down. In twenty seconds he
could find out enough to decide whether to flick it back up or let it
sound.

"Open," he told the door. It slid aside and let in a typical New Wrlds
backwoodsman. The dress varied, as usual fromplanet to planet, but the
snmel |l was al ways simlar. Wod-snoke, sweat, assorted native odors. This
woodi e was young, young and-stringy.

"Mster, I'mCary Longan," the woodie said, as the door slid shut behind
him "I was to remnd you your full name was Lige Bros Waters, you said
inthe letter."

Li ge reached out and flicked the security button off hold.
“Come on in," he said. "Have a seat."

Cary Longan | ooked uneasily about the hotel room It was a roomthat had
cost Lige less than half an interworld unit a day. Its carpeting was
woven of native fibers, the walls were coated with a single color, and
there was no such thing as a float chair in sight. The furniture sat
heavily on thick |egs, and was built of wood and fabric.

But the woodsman gl anced about as if in a palace. He had recently shaved
and carefully washed. But under the bony jawline, his thin neck was
shadowed wi th uncl eansed grinme. In his |eather and wool en cl ot hes he

| ooked hal f-starved and feral, a snmoke- and dirt-stained whipcord of a
man i npri soned by unfamiliar barriers to | and and sky. In his hands he
carried a honmenade wooden box about ten inches on a side.

"That's all right," Lige said. "Conme on, sit down. | pay for the
room peopl e who conme to see ne can do anything | invite themto, here."

Cary cane forward. He perched on the seat edge of a heavy, fabric
arnchair facing the bed on which Lige was sitting and passed the box
into Lige's hands. Its weight was surprising. Lige alnost dropped it.
"They're in there," Cary said.
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"The carvings your friend nade?" Lige funbled with the box, discovered
that the top slid aside, and opened it. Wthin were a nunber of

reddi sh-brown rocks, very heavy for their size. Lige took them out one
by one and lined themup- there were six of themon the bedspread.

He picked themup and turned them over, exam ning each again. He | ooked
at Cary.

"What is this? A joke?" he said.

Cary was leaning forward fromthe waist, painfully tense in his waiting.
But when Lige spoke, the tension dissolved in puzzl enent.

"M ster?"
"These-" Lige jabbed a forefinger toward them "These are carvings?"

"Sure, mster," said Cary. "The ones | wote you about. Charlie nade
t hem "

"He did?" Lige stared hard at Cary, but Cary still |ooked only puzzl ed.
"Did you see himcarve thenf"

"Sone," said Cary. "Sone he did when | wasn't there."
"Carvings of what?"
o ... "

"When you carve sonething," Lige said, patiently, "you make a shape like
sonet hing you' re | ooking at, sonething you know. These carvings are made
to look like certain particular things, aren't they?"

"Things? Ch, sure, mister." Cary lit up. He reached out and easily

pi cked up the closest of the rocks, holding it lightly between thunb and
m ddl e finger. Lige had needed to cup it in his hand to lift it
confortably. "See, this here's a fool hen sitting on its nesting hole."

"And this. . . ." He put down the first rock and picked up the one next
toit. "That's a bitch swanp rat ready to have little ones . . . and
this's a poison thorn bush nudded up for winter. This is a-well, it's a

sort of a house Charlie lives in, hinself.

He went on through the row, identifying each one. Lige stared at hima
monent, then picked up the rock Cary had put down last and turned it
over in his hands, looking at it fromall angles. Cary waited, patiently
but tensely; but when Lige exchanged the rock in his hand for one of the
others, Cary got up suddenly and paced softly over to the roonm s one

wi ndow, to stand | ooking out.

Li ge put down the | ast piece of rock he had picked up and gl anced over
at the back of this man who had brought it, and the others, to him Cary
still stood, |ooking out. Beyond himLige could see, through the
transparent glass, a view of the park across the street, where voting
boot hs were being set up, and beyond, the downtown buildings in
Arcadia's Capital City. In every direction were the walls and tops of
eternal ly new | ooki ng, poured-concrete structures with gl ass pane

wi ndows. Except for the prinitive nonvideo wi ndows, it |ooked hardly
different than any city on any other planet, except for those on the
ol dest and richest worlds. Bright scrolls of advertising signs filled
t he spaces anong and above the buildings with col or

A HAPPY NEW MORTGACGE TO ARCADI A-- THE FUTURE | N ONE GRAND STEP: EHEU AND
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KI LLEY, CONTRACTORS/ BANKERS, said one of the signs. JON THE RANKS OF
I NDUSTRI AL WORLD: VOTE TO REMORTGAGE ARCADI A, cried another. TRADE THE
W LDERNESS FOR PARKI NG LOTS, shouted a third.

Li ge sighed inwardly. The pronise of the signs was no | ess than woul d be
del i vered-al t hough few of the native Arcadi ans would realize the ful
meani ng of that delivery. Al these new colonial worlds were alike-ready
to sell their souls to industrialize in the hopes that they woul d becone
like Earth itself, or Al pha Centauri Four. Actually, the best they would
ever achieve would be a cheap imtation of the richness of those ol der

pl anets with their unbeatable head start. And the price would be deadly.
If the man by the wi ndow could nmanage to stay alive until he was the age
of Lige, he would live to see this Arcadia of his with the greater part
of its natural resources plundered or destroyed, its atnosphere
polluted, its native vegetation and wildlife killed off-all as the price
of becom ng, at best, a third-class industrial world.

For a nmonent the finger of tenptation touched Lige. He was getting old,
and he had never nade that lucky find, that rare discovery those in his
line of work always dreaned of stunbling upon, sonmeday. It nmight be
there was sone truth to what the woodie said. It mght be that the

m | lion-in-one chance was fact; that somewhere up-country, and soon to
be lost forever on a world determined to go industrial, was a tal ent
such as the field of art had not seen before-a talent that could nmake
its own nanme, and Lige's as well, if Lige could discover it. But to hope
for it was a foolish ganble. . . . Lige nmade up his mnd. He spoke

"M ster Longan."
Cary turned swiftly.

"Mster. . . ." Hiys voice slowed at the expression on the other nan's
face. "Sonething not right?"

"I"'msorry," Lige said. "I can't buy these things."
Cary stared.

"But they're carvings," he said, "and you buy carvings, mster! The ad

said so. Your letter said so-your letter | got right here. Y
He began to funble inside his |eather jacket.
"Sorry, no," said Lige. "Never mind the letter. |I know what | said. But

I don't just buy anything that's been carved. | buy art. Do you
under st and?"

Cary stopped searching under his jacket and | et his hand fall hel plessly
to his side.

"Art. . . ." he echoed.

"That's right. And these aren't art," Lige said. "I'msorry. But if
anyone told you they were, he was playing a trick on you, or your
friend-what's his nane? Charli e. "

"Charlie. Wll, that's what | call him But, mster-"

"There's no art here," said Lige, firmy. "I buy art pieces to sell them
to other people. @her people wouldn't buy these . . . pieces of yours
and Charlie's. Maybe you can see them as representations of sonething;
but I can't and nmy buyers wouldn't. They'd see them just as rocks-rocks
that had been carved, maybe, but not into anything recognizable."
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"Mster, | told you what they were-each one."

"I"'msorry. Maybe it's because | don't know the originals they were
carved to |l ook like-the fool hen, or whatever," said Lige. "But neither
woul d the people who buy fromne. Try to understand, M ster Longan. For
me to buy it, your friend would have to make a carving of sonething
could recogni ze as a carving." Cary's face lit.

"Li ke a man?" he said. "How about a carving like a man?"

"Yes," said Lige. "That's a very good exanple. Now, if Charlie had
carved sonething in the shape of a man-" "He did! He carved nme, nister,
long gun and all. Full size. It even looks like nme. You'll buy that?"
Li ge sighed, aloud this tine. "Well," he said. "I'Il look at it. Bring
it in." Cary | ooked anxious.

"Can't hardly do that. It's pretty heavy, being full size. Maybe you'd
come look at it. It's just a couple hours' fly inland."

Li ge shook his head with a touch of relief.

"I"'msorry," he said. He got to his feet and started putting the stones
back into their box. "I'mleaving this afternoon for a couple of stops
on the other habitated world in this solar system of yours."

The | ook on the woodsman's face made hi m add, rashly:

"I''"l'l be back in ten days to pick up handicraft on your Voting Day from
the people coming in. If you could have it here then, | could | ook at
it."

"How rmuch?" The words trenbled on Cary's lips. "What price night you pay
for sonmething Iike that?"

"Inmpossible to tell." Lige hefted the heavy box and passed it into
Cary's uneager grasp. He spoke briskly. "It could be anything. Two
cents, or two thousand interworld units. W buy outright or sell for you
on consi gnnent, expenses plus a forty percent conmm ssion. Now, |'ve got
to get at ny packing-"

"One thing, mister," said Cary, resisting the slight pressure wth which

Li ge urged himand his box toward the door, "I had to borrow noney for
an outfit to bring these here carvings to you. | was counting on selling
themto have noney for ... | nean, | got to pay back, and it takes noney

besides to hire an airboat to fly back in and fly out with that big
carving. If you could lend ne just a little cash. "

"Sorry," said Lige. He spoke over Cary's shoulder to the hotel room

door. "Open. Forgive me, Mster Longan. | really have to pack. | can't
I end you anything. It's not ny noney; it's the nmoney of the conpany
backing me. | have to account for it. Now, if you don't m nd. "

Cary let hinself be pushed out. The door closed in his face. Nunbly he
went down in the elevator and past the people in the street-|eve
register area. It was not until he found hinself on the sidewal k outside
that his mnd began to work again. He went down the street to look for a
publ i c phone boot h.

Wien he found one, he searched in his pocket for a smudged |ist of
nunbers and dialed the first one.

"Harry?" he said, when the party answered. "Cary Longan here, Harry.
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Listen, | need an airboat to fly upcountry and back, just one day. Going
to nake two thousand big units, Harry. Only thing is-"

"Hold it. Wait a minute," said the voice at the other end. "Are you
tal ki ng about credit? Because if you are, Longan, forget it. You get a
boat for cash-that's it."

"But listen, Harry-"

The phone went dead as the connection was broken fromthe other end of
the line.

Cary dial ed the second nunber.

Fifteen mnutes later, his w de shoulders bent with defeat, Cary
abandoned the phone booth. Still carrying the box, he wal ked on,
aimessly. After a while it began to register on himthat he was out of
the hotel area and into a section of small shops carrying farm goods and
equal ly small bars-in the back section of the City. He passed one bar as
the door opened and a man in a neatly pressed, slightly stained, white
suit lurched out.

Cary cat-stepped lightly aside to avoid being blundered into and went
on. A few steps later, however, his pace slowed. He stopped and went
back to the bar entrance. For a monent he hesitated there, shifting the
box fromone armto the other. Then, he went in.

Wthin, it was dimy lit, dark after the day-bright street. There was a
bar all down one side with a |long row of dispensers behind it, lit from
bel ow. The rest of the roomwas full of tables: slick, darkly gl eam ng
tables. Cary, who had hesitated a second just inside the door, breathed
out alittle inrelief and went forward to find a gap between enpty
seats, hal fway down the bar.

The bartender, a heavy nman, cane along the other side of the bar to neet
hi m

"You aren't too high-priced here, mister?" Cary asked.

"No, we're not too high-priced, cousin," said the bartender, sourly,
| ooking at him "You found what you're | ooking for, unless you want to
buy some packages of booze and take them back out in the scrub."”

"What | was hoping for-'' Cary put the box carefully on the bar, "was a
| ength of weed."

"No weed. W don't |ike the custonmers spitting green all over the fl oor
in here. You got nobney?" The bartender's voi ce sharpened.

"Money? Sure, mster," said Cary. "I just felt like a chew, is all. Gve
me a doubl e-your cheapest booze and a beer.”

The bartender turned away to fill the order. \When he brought the gl ass
and shot gl ass back, he thunped themon the bar in front of Cary, who
had been fingering cautiously through a pouch he held in one hand.

"Fifteen cents, interworld-that's two dollars, local. Right, mster?" He
fished out a single bill and dropped it on the bar. "I give you a five."

"Script!" said the bartender disgustedly, looking at it. But he picked
it up, turned to feed it into the slot bel ow the di spenser from which he
had drawn the booze, then turned back to slide three one-dollar script
bills at Cary. Cary picked themup cautiously and tucked them away
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bef ore tossing down the booze and begi nning to nurse the beer

"Mster. . . ." he began, but the bartender was already off down the bar
servi ng anot her custoner.

Cary drank, and ordered again. And drank and ordered sone nore. The
j agged, painful edge of hurt inside himat not selling Charlie's snall
carvings began to be blunted. A warmfog seened to fill the room

"Again, nmister," he said to the bartender. As the other brought the
drinks back, Cary patted the box before himon the bar. "You see this,
m ster? Guess what's in there. Carvings, that's what. Want to see one-"

"Forget it, cousin," said the bartender, taking the five Cary dropped on
the bar before him "You showed themto nme twi ce already.”

He turned and spoke down the bar. "Rocks. Carved, he says, by sonme dam
ani mal -one of those swanp otters, upcountry. That's all | got to do, is
| ook at rocks!" He turned away, shoved the bill into the slot belowthe
di spenser, and started off down the bar. The warm fog cl eared, suddenly.

"Mster," said Cary. The bartender went on. "Mster!"

The second time he said it, his voice was | oud enough to quiet the hum
of other voices in the now clearly seen bar.

"What's the matter with you?" the bartender said, turning and com ng
back up the bar to him "W don't |like shouting in here-"

Hi s voice broke off in a gasp. H's heavy body was jerked suddenly,
hal f way across the bar by one thin, hard hand clutching his jacket.
Anot her thin, hard hand naterialized only inches before his face,
hol ding a dark brown, six-inch thorn

"My change,” whispered Cary. "You were going to cheat nme, mster."

"Don't-don't scratch nme with that!" The bartender yammered slightly, his
j aw unhi nged by fear of the poison thorn. "I got your change. | just
forgot, that's all-that's all."

Hi s hand came forward and dropped three one-dollar script bills on the
bar. Cary let himgo, gathered in the bills with his free hand, and
backed to the door. Al at once he was al one, outside on the sidewalk

He | ooked about him surprised. Night had fallen while he had been
inside; but the artificial lighting nade the street as bright as ever.
No one was in sight.

He pinned the thorn back under the collar on his jacket and let out his
tightly held breath with a sigh, relaxing. Wth a surge, the anount he
had drunk took hold of himagain. The fog did not nove back in; but the
whol e street and its facing buildings seenmed to take a sudden wild sweep
hal fway around him then steadi ed again.

"Yeaaaahooo! " he yelled suddenly, tossing the box in the air and
catching it.

Clutching his box, he reeled off down the street into a blur of gleam ng
concrete and nore brilliantly gl eam ng signs.

2

Ajar, as if he had been dropped fromsone small hei ght onto a hard
surface, jolted Cary back to life. For a nmonent he felt nothing; and
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then a wave of nausea and a splitting headache took possession of him
He struggled to open sticky eyelids and | ooked up to see what seened to
be two nen and a young wonman. They were standing over himin a building
that seened to be a warehouse piled with trail goods.

"Al'l right, nmen. Thank you," the woman was saying, crisply, in a voice
he knew. "It's a Prayer Day, so | can't tip you. But conme back here
tomorrow after four in the afternoon and I'Il give you thirty percent
of f on anything you'd |ike fromthe stock you see around you."

One of the nmen grunted.
"Took," he said. "W should ve known, Jass."”

"l beg your pardon!" The fenal e voice sharpened. "Orvalo Qutfitters has
been in business twenty-three years and |'m an honest, religious city

woman. |f | say you'll get thirty percent off, that means an actua
thirty percent off. Go check the |lowest price fromthe other outfitters
on what you'd fancy, then conme back here and tell ne. 1'Il give you

thirty percent off that. You're being paid in dollars, pards, for a
penny-rate job. It didn't take you five minutes to carry himhere for
me!"

"VWhat if we don't have the spare cash to buy-" one of the nmen began,
grumbl i ngly.

"Then sell the discount to soneone that has!" she snapped. "Do | have to
think for you as well as reward you? Any nore objections?"

Muttering, the two went out.

"Mattie," muttered Cary, nostly to hinself, "you know you' re going to
make noney, even at thirty per-"

Pani ¢ suddenly hit him He jerked hinself up in a sitting position, for
the second conpletely forgetting the nausea and the headache, and stared
about .

"My box!"

Then he saw it, on the floor within armis length. Wth a gasp of relief
he gathered it in and hitched hinmself backwards, so that he could sit,
hal f-reclining against a pile of knapsack frames. Pain and sickness
returned. He closed his eyes agai nst them

"That's right!" said Mattie's voice. Painfully he opened his eyes to see
her standing over him "You were holding it there under a truck-Ioading
dock where you'd passed out. And the carvings are still init! | can
guess what that nmeans. You couldn't even wait to see that buyer before
getting drunk."

"Mattie. . . ." He rolled his head in negation against the hard edges of
the frames that supported it.

"Don't tell nme!" she snapped.

He shook his head weakly again, staring up at her. She was a tall
dark-haired girl of about his own age, with brown eyes in a
tight-1ipped, severe but al nbost beautiful face. She seened to waver |ike
an out-of-focus inage to Cary's bl oodshot eyes, 'as she stood above him
in aplain and rather stiff white suit-dress, white gloves, and hol ding
a book bound in silver cloth. Sernons for the Day read the title on the
cover of the book, in fiery red letters that gave the illusion of
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flaming and flickering as he wat ched.
"Mattie, howcan | tell you if you don't let nme tal k?"

"Just answer ne one thing!" she said, fiercely. "You saw the art dealer?
Yes? No?"

"Yes!" he said. "That's what |'mtrying to tell you. " The room
swam about hi m suddenly, and the headache was |i ke an ax bl ade between
his eyes. "Mattie ... | got to have a drink."

She snorted. "From me? Not |ikely!"
He managed to fight back the disconfort enough to speak

"I saw him | tell you. | stopped by here first, too. Go ook in the
delivery bin below the wall slot of your office. | slid ny guns and gear
in there to keep safe, early this norning."

She breathed through her nose at him

"If you're lying again. . . ." She whirled about, and he heard her heels
tappi ng away through the warehouse and up the three steps onto the

gl azed, different-sounding floor of the outer office. The heel sounds
ceased. Then they began again, com ng back toward him She appeared back
over him carrying the not-inconsiderable weight of his backpack, rifle,
and handgun, which she threw down beside himwith a crash

"All right!" she said. "So you cane by here. And you saw him Wy've you
still got the carvings, then? He wouldn't buy after all, was that it?"

"Mattie, listen ... | need a drink real bad."

"You're not getting one fromne," she said. "Even if | wanted to, it's a
Prayer Day. | won't handle liquor on a Prayer Day. You talk-or I'll call
the marshal's office to have you ki cked out of town."

"No, Mattie. Listen. . . ." Cary licked parched lips with a dried rag of
a tongue. "He took them ... on consignnent. He didn't have any place to
carry them He's com ng back in ten days to pick themup."

"On consignnment!" she cried. "That neans you won't get paid and | won't
get ny noney for naybe two nonths!"

"Not that long, Mattie-"

"I don't care! Two nonths is too long!" Her face was furious. "I need
that nmoney now, Cary. The New Worlds nortgage is going to be voted on in
ten days. In a nonth, the factories and projects this world will get
fromrenortgaging itself will already be building-"

"If there's enough people who vote to renew the nortgage-" began Cary.

"There will be!" she flashed. "Do you think a few woodies |ike yourself
can stop the march of progress?' "Aw, Mttie."

"Don't aw Mattie ne! Do you think a world like Arcadia is finished up,
just because it's paid back the original nortgage its col onists signed,
just to get themhere and give themthe bare essentials of survival?"

"But it's our world now, Mattie," Cary protested.

"Qur world! Qur nudhol e! Look around you-" She threw out an arm
furiously, pointing here and there about the room "Do you think this is
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civilization? Earth had this rmuch of things back in the nineteenth
century, when stars were just little things going twinkle, twinkle in
t he sky-"

She broke off, suddenly.

"Ch, what's the use of talking to you?" she said, wearily. "You like a
wi | derness world. Well, | don't. And | want ny noney. Wen the new

nort gage goes through, the nmoney fromit will finance an industrial
expansion on this world |like no one here's ever imagined. And |'m goi ng
to buy shares in the new industries with every cent | can raise. By the
time you get shot to death, or die of sone fever out there in the nuskeg
swanps, |'Il be well on ny way to being rich, with a decent roof over ny
head, and sone decent appliances to nake life livable, and ny own
private aircar. It's the first real chance for nme or anyone el se on this
world since it was first settled, ninety years ago-but you don't
understand that."

"l understand, Mattie," he said.

"No, you don't!" she said. "You don't understand anything but booze and
that crazy swamp otter-"

"He saved ny lifel"

"I know " she blazed at him "You' ve told nme. He saved your life. He
carves rocks. Wat's that got to do with nme, and how |I've worked and
sl aved and sweated and held a job days while |I tried to run this place
ni ghts and keep the business going? |I've scrinped and saved and cut
corners, and worked two shifts to get that nmoney | lent you to bring
those carvings down here and sell theml That script you drank up | ast
night was nmy script! And | want it back!"

Quiltily, he funbled inside his jacket and came out with his noney
pouch. She snatched it out of his grasp before he could open it and tore
it open herself. She held it upside down; only a few | ocal coins fel

out.

"Well, 1'Il take your gear and guns for part of it!" She kicked savagely
at his property on the floor beside him "And I1'll get a judgnent

agai nst you for the rest and have you bound put to the City |abor force,
with your wages coming to ne. There'll be ditches you can dig and
errands you can run, if nothing el se-"

"Mattie, listen!" Desperately, he broke in on her. "You didn't let ne
tell you. The statue-he'll pay cash for that!"
She stared down at himwith his pouch still held out in the air upside

down. A single, crunpled script dollar floated dowmn fromit, ignored.

"What statue?" she demanded.

"You knowthe statue of ne Charlie nade,
it."

he said. "I told you about

"Statue of you. Menory suddenly lighted her face. "That's right.
You said he carved you, standing and holding a gun. The art deal er wants
that"

"It's like a man, that's the thing," Cary said. "It's recognizabl e.

He'll pay cash, all right. Interworld units. " He del ayed a second,
drawi ng the suspense out. "Two thousand."
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"Two thousand!" The arm hol ding his enpty pouch fell linply to her side.
"That's nmore than the stock here and all |'ve been able to save, put
t oget her. "

Her face tightened. She turned fiercely on him

"You're lying!" she said. "You're lying again. Two thousand interworld
units for a piece of rock chewed by a swanp otter! No one'd pay that!"

"No, Mattie. Truth!" he said. "You can call the hotel and find the
record of my coming in to see him He's gone off-world by now Left
yest erday afternoon, but you can check with the hotel. He'll be back in
ten days-they' Il have a place saved for himthen, |ikely. Ask them
How d | know that unless I'mtelling the truth? He told nme just when he
was coni ng back and where, so | could have the statue down here for
him ™"

She glared at himfor a noment; but he faced her unflinchingly.
"Come on!" she said.

She turned and stal ked off toward the office section. He scranbl ed
painfully to his feet and lurched after her, feeling his head throb with
each footfall

He foll owed her into the outer office, which was unchanged fromthe way
it had | ooked when her father had been alive. It was a wi de room

di vided front from back by a counter running across the room except for
a swinging gate at one end. She passed through this gate and he foll owed
her-into the area hol ding two desks, the suspension files, and the
of fi ce equi pnent.

"That's why | decided to have a few drinks to celebrate,"” he said.
"That's why-"

"Be quiet," she said, sitting down at one of the desks. She punched
buttons on the desk phone for the nunber of Capital City's best hotel

In a nonent she was speaking to the reservations and information
computer there. After a nonment she punched off the phone and swung about
in her chair to face him

"See?" he said. "It was the truth, all of it. Mattie, | just got to have
a drink-"

"What about this two thousand, now?" she interrupted him "You have to
deliver the statue down here to get it?" Her nouth tightened. "I suppose
you want me to outfit and supply you again, so you can go upcountry and
bring it down?"

"Well, you see, that's the thing. | can't just go up and bring it down
overland. Not enough time. Also, it's too heavy. That's the thing, now.
I got to fly up and fly back out with it."

"Fly!" She was on her feet. "Rent an airboat both ways? Wth ny noney?"
"Don't yell," he said, feebly. "Please don't yell, Mattie. My head-"

"Who cares about your head? Qutfit you again-that's bad enough. Fly in
one way-that's unthinkabl e enough. But fly up and cargo-fly back-it'd
take nost of the ready cash |I've got!"

"Two thousand," he said, softly.
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"Two thousand-two thousand-" she m m cked. But her eyes, focused on the
wal | , had grown thoughtful. She spoke nore to herself than to him "Fly
up. Maybe. But down. "

Her eyes came sharply back to focus on him
"What's it weigh, Cary?"

"The statue?" He frowned, thinking. "Never really figured its wei ght
four, five hundred kil os, maybe."

"Four, five hundred kil ograns. she nuttered to herself.
"Thousand, el even hundred pounds, local, at five dollars' script the
pound-mile. No, no ... it'd break me. But fly up ... eleven hundred
pounds. "

She broke off suddenly and | ooked at hi m agai n.

"We'll fly up and bring it down overland," she said. "There's tinme and
can outfit us fromthe stock here, so that won't take cash. Wat'l|l we
need?"

"Mattie!" He stared at her. "Not overland. It can't be done. You don't
know! "

"I know one thing," she said grimy. "It's com ng down here overland or
not at all. That's all 1'"mganbling on top of what I've lent you
al ready. Not a penny nore-not even for two thousand units."

She took a step back toward the desk and reached out toward the phone
but t ons.

"Take it," she said. "Or I'mcalling the marshal's office right now and
the statue'll never get here. | nean it, Cary!"

He stared at her miserably, his head splitting, his stonmach floating
queasily, and his thoughts floundering |ike stock deer caught in the
mud.

"l don't know, Mattie," he nuttered. "Maybe a man could. . . ."
"It's settled, then," she said. "I'll help you."

He stared at her

"You?"

"Why not? You'll need help. 1've been upcountry before. You know that."
"But, Mattie, even if | can do it, it'll be a terrible-"

"I don't care." Her face was stiff. "I'mnot letting you out of ny
sight, this tine, until you' ve got that two thousand in your hand. -And
that's another thing. | get half of it. Half of whatever you get, now or
|later. We'll sign a paper on it. You understand?"

Cary wobbl ed his head nunbly. "Wat can a man say, Mttie?"

"Not hi ng. Because |'mright, as always. Al right, we'll draw up that
paper right now and pick out equipnent. Wiat'l|l we need?"
"Need." He forced the mired machinery of his mnd to work. "Wll, axes,

of course. Block and tackle. And rope, plenty of it and strong enough to
lift the statue-"
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"Wait!" Sharply, she broke in on him "Don't say another word about it.
| forgot. The papers and the equipnent'l|l have to wait. It's Prayer
Day. "

Cary frowned.

"We're going to need every day we got in ten days," he said.

"Can't be helped. | can't do business on a Prayer Day. It's not right
and | won't do it. W'll wait for tomorrow one minute after mdnight."

"If you say so. . . ." He let out a weary breath and | eaned agai nst one
of the tall file cabinets. "Mattie, though -seeing we're going to be
pards in this, how about just one drink for me? | need it bad. You don't
have to give it to me with your own hands. Just tell me where you keep
your trade booze-"

"I''"l'l help no one to liquor on a Prayer Day." She hesitated, however,
| ooking at hima little less harshly for the first tinme. "I'Il nake you
some coffee. Conme on."

He foll owed her through a door into the back office, which she had set
up as living quarters, converting it into a | arge, one-room apartnent,
with a cooking unit in one corner. Next to it was the accountant's desk
stacked high with file cards fromthe di sbursenment conpany in town for
whi ch she worked a five-day week, regul ar hours.

"Sit down," she said.

Cary collapsed gratefully into a wide-armed inflatable chair and let his
aching head I oll against the yielding backrest. He closed his eyes as
she went over to the cooking unit. In a mnute or two, the

mout h-wat eri ng odor of real coffee fromthe variform bean ranches down
tropi cs-way nmade hi m open his eyes again. He opened his eyes, feeling
hunbl e. She could just as well have been close about it and given him
synthetic. By her own lights, in her own way, she was a good wonan.

She brought hima good quarter-liter rmug

"Many thanks," he said sincerely, taking it. The good snell was
overpowering fromthe cup. He put it to his lips and sipped at it. Over
the rimof the cup he caught sight of her watching himwi th a strange
and unusual expression on her face.

"Cary," she said, as he |lowered his cup, "how old are you?"

"Twenty-one, " he answered.

"I'"'m nineteen," she said. "You know, if we'd been born back on one of
the rich old worlds, you and | both'd be still in school with years of
| earning to go yet before we were off on our own."

He | aughed, the noisel ess | augh of a woodsnan. "You m ght be in school,"
he said. "Not nme." And he drank again, gratefully, fromthe coffee cup
Her face tightened up again.

"Meanwhi l e," she said dryly, sitting down and picking up her silver book
whi ch she had laid aside to make the coffee, "as long as you're sitting
there drinking nmy coffee, | mght as well be reading ny sernons. |l
read out loud so it'll be to your benefit too."

Hastily, he put the coffee cup down on a side table. "Mattie," he said,
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starting to get up. "Cone to think of it, maybe | ought-"

"To what?" she cut in. Her eyes were dangerous.

"Not hing. Nothing, Mattie. . . ." He sank back into the chair and picked
up the coffee to sip at it again. "Mghty fine and nice, this rea
cof fee. "

"I't ought to be, at what it costs." She opened her book. Cary |eaned
back as she | owered her head over the open pages, closing his eyes and
filling his nostrils with the rich snell of the hot coffee, trying to
fill his mnd with being back in the upcountry.

"Sernon Eighty-three," read Mattie, in a clear, penetrating voice, "by
Al man M chaels, on The Law of All Things Made Ri ght. 'Never doubt that
there is a law that governs all things in the universe. Never doubt that
| aw governs you. Never doubt that by that law all things in the universe
are sifted, including yourself; that by it the flower is separated from
the weed, the industrious fromthe unindustrious; and by that |aw the
grain is saved while the chaff is thrown aside

" Moreover, entertain no doubts in what direction that chaff is cast.
For Hell always reigneth-another universe of tornment eternal, to which
shall go all who falter, who founder, who fail or flee. They shall be
delivered into that which is far worse than that from which they shrank,
i nt o unendi ng puni shnent.

3.

The airboat droned its heavy way inland, its rotors chew ng through the
upper air. Stretched out on the piled gear and equi pnent they were
taking with them Cary dozed in catnaps, waking nonentarily to a

refl exive al ertness, then sinking back into a doze again. H s hangover
had al nost worn off.

They had |ifted above the neatly ordered, norning-white concrete shapes
of Capital City shortly after dawn, having gotten everything ready in
the hours between midnight and five a.m Al nost i mediately they were
above the farmcountry to the east and north of the City with its black
earth and dusky green variform oaks and mapl es. They had fl own above
these colors and the norning brightness of rivers wi nding down to the
coast for nearly twenty mnutes. Now the farm ands were giving way to
pat ches of forest even nore dusky than the trees of the farmbelt, for
here anong the variformplants of Earth, the first few native varieties
were to be seen.

Up front, seated next to the airboat driver, Mattie kept up a running,
argunent ati ve conversation. Snatches of this came to Cary's ears in his
moment s of wakef ul ness.

your prices are outrageous, anyway!" That was Mattie.

"What el se?" That was the driver. "You use conplex equipnent, it costs.
Shoes are cheap. Riding cattle not nmuch nore. Hovertruck starts to
cost-not just turbine fuel. Parts and upkeep. Naturally, airboats need
nore parts, and we can only nake those by hand in nmachi ne shops. "

"Ten nonths after the new nortgage gets voted in, pard, your 'boats'l
be nmade by aut onated machinery, at a dinme a dozen."

"Sure. But by the time they're that cheap, I'll be driving plasma craft
on intercontinental hops and you'll want to hire one of those for
whatever, and it'll cost you ten times what this boat does."
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"By that tinme," Mattie's voice was sharp, "I'll be making fifty tines
what | do now, and I'll be able to afford it. |I'mbuying into nore than
one private subsidiary factory. \Wen production starts in the big
governnent general factories built with the nortgage credit, the
companies |'ve invested in will get the subcontracts. | plan to be
rich.”

"Better than factory shares, then," said the driver. "You ought to put
your noney in tinber and water rights. That's what |'m going to do.
There's mllions of board feet of |unber just waiting to be nmowed. Throw
in a few big dans and you' ve got hydroel ectric power and cleared | and
for highways and industry. Hell, there's going to be nmen getting rich
from garbage dunps al one, upcountry, if they got the sense to stake them
out in the right spots. But raw materials and power are the sure bets."

"Maybe for fifteen years fromnow, " said Mattie. "But | want my noney
while |I'myoung enough to enjoy it. "

Vaguel y troubled by the tal k-just why he could not say -Cary dozed off
agai n.

When he opened his eyes the next time, the forest belt was past and they
were above rolling foothills covered with a tweed-1ike coat of cattle
grass in which stalks of green, dull red and dark, dead brown, were
intermngled. Cccasionally a clunp of scraggly native bire trees, their
twisted | ow, ungainly shapes with fur-like tufts of green along their
naked-seem ng bl ack |inbs, broke the grassland scene.

everybody but the cousins," the pilot was saying up front. "The
farm hicks and the woodies |ike your friend back there."

"Don't be so sure some of themwon't be investing in the building from
the new nortgage too," retorted Mattie's voice

"Conme on, Mattie! What've they got to invest? The farners, sonething
maybe. Upcountry, they've got nothing. They probably won't even cone in
to vote-and we al nost won't need themif the farmers turn out. Farns and
cities can put together sixty percent of the population. W only need
two-thirds voting to renortgage.”

"If we don't need them why all the free food and booze signs going up
for the day before voting?" demanded Mat-tie. Back with the gear, Cary's
ears pricked up. He had not noticed those signhs when he was in town-too
occupied with the art dealer and drinking. But if they could get the
statue in at all, no reason they couldn't get it in a day early.

He dozed off again, dream ng of free food and drink

Ajolt of the airboat as it dropped suddenly in an air pocket brought
hi m awake again. Up front, for once, there was silence. Mattie and the
driver were taking a rest fromtheir talking. Cary | ooked out the snall
wi ndow beside the pile of gear on which he rested.

Bel ow t hem now was the | ow ridge-nountain country, ragged, sloping, and
cut by swift-running shallow rivers. He put his face next to the w ndow
and tried to see ahead as far as he coul d. He caught sight of the dul
brown wall of cliff rising sharply three thousand feet to the plateau
area on whi ch was the hi ghland swanp where Charlie and his kind |ived.
Lucky, thought Cary fleetingly, it was high sumrer. Wnter woul d nmake it
easier on the plateau itself, skidding the statue out over the ice. But
down the cliffs in winter, with ice-toothed winds cutting into them and
sudden blizzards of snothering snow.
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"You never did tell me what you're after, up there." The sound of the
driver's voice broke into the silence and Cary's thoughts abruptly.

"That's our business!" said Mattie.

"Just wondering. Your friend could be going fur hunting on those swanp
otters; but you aren't in that line of work."

"He's not a trapper."
"Looks |like one."

"He was once. Now he's nmde friends with the swanp otters. He protects
them "

"Protects then?" There was a little pause. "You' re buying ne one,
Mattie."

"Bel i eve what you want, pard.”

"But what's the percentage in protecting then? You can sell hides, how
can you sell pro-" The driver's voice changed tone suddenly. "There
isn't sonme kind of genstone deposit up there, these otters can get at?"

"If there was," Mattie's voice was tart, "you'd be flying us back."

There was anot her pause.

"Sure. | guess so. Can't figure that otter business, though

Cary dozed off briefly and woke again as the airboat tilted to clinb to
the plateau altitude. Cary raised hinmself on one el bow and | ooked out.

Just ahead now, the nearly vertical cliffs rising to the plateau were

Ii ke bastions of dark granite. Here and there upon them a poi son thorn
bush clung, its white sumer flowers | ooking speckled by the

near-invi sible dark clunps of thorns surrounding them Nothing el se grew
on the cliffs.

The airboat nmounted on the updrafts along the cliff face, flying
alongside the cliff and rising as it went. After sone fifteen mnutes,

it lifted above the edge of the plateau and Cary saw once nore the bl ack
and gray-green tableland of the swanp where Charlie's people |ived, and
the bare earth stretched beyond interspersed with poison thorn, snake
trees, native cactus, and clunps of bire, tenp, sourbark, and upland

vi ne.

where do you want me to set down?" the driver was asking.
Nhttle s head turned and her face | ooked back at Cary.

"Where, Cary?"

Cary got hinself up fromthe pile of gear and crouched forward under the
| ow roof of the airboat until he was able to | ook between the two heads
there and ahead through the w ndshi el d.

"See that clunp of bire, about ten o' clock over there?" Cary pointed.
"The one with open water nearly all around it?"

"l got it," said the driver.

"Take a line on that, m ster. About eight, naybe nine klicks straight
on, you'll conme over sone dry ground, a sort of spit coming out fromthe
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| and beyond. We'll be setting down about there. I'Il tell you just
exactly when we get there."

"Eight-plus kilometers. Right," said the driver, starting his short-run
log fromzero.. He flew on. Cary watched the log as its nunbers slowy

mount ed toward ei ght point zero. Just before it reached that number, he
spoke again to the pilot.

"You see it up there now, mster? You can tell where the ground starts
because of the swanp grass being darker there."

"Right," said the pilot again. "I see it."

"We'll want to set down where you see a sort of star-shaped earth patch
There's a log hutch there with a vine roof that's gone black from being
out in the sun. That's mne. You go down there."

"Ri ght . "

The airboat slanted earthward. A few mnutes later it canme to rest in
the clearing Cary had described. They started unl oadi ng.

"Sure you don't want to make a pick-up date?" the driver asked, before
taking of f.

"No," said Mattie. "We told you we wouldn't need you."
"Ri ght. Shut the door. Luck," said the driver

They shut the door and the airboat waddl ed forward sonme forty feet

bef ore becoming airborne. It droned off to the southwest, |eaving them
standi ng between the dark earth and the dark blue sky with its swiftly
drifting white clouds. A cool w nd bl ew about them although the sun was
war m

"Real pretty country, isn't it?" Cary said.

Mattie gl anced about her, at the flat |andscape with its dingy swanp
grass leaning this way and that in thick patterns under the varying
pressures of the wind, its black water, and its few dark clunps of
taller vegetation. Rustles, squeaks, and whistles sounded fromthe
swanp, with an occasi onal deeper sound sonethi ng between a boom and a
pop. Seeing she was not going to answer, Cary wal ked over toward the
swanp side of the clearing, put his hands on either side of his nouth,
and gave a long, fluting whistle. He waited, then whistled again. Then
once nore.

No answer came back fromthe swanmp. He turned and wal ked back to the
center of the clearing.

"What's that?" Mattie | ooked sharply at him "Are you calling this
Charlie otter of yours?"

"Not calling. Just passing the word |'mhere." Cary revolved slowy
about, head up, sniffing the air. "Sonething off here. | need to ask
Charlie about that."

"You can talk to hinP"

"Sonme," he said briefly, alnbst curtly. He turned abruptly on his hee
and started off into the swanp grass.

"On second thought, 1'll ook about a bit,"'
up. "

he said. "You set the gear
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Before Mattie could argue, the tall grass closed around him He wal ked

easily through it, for it was nowhere so thick or matted here as it was
where it grew directly out of the water. After a nonment he energed into
open ground again, where a little strip of swanp shoreline showed.

He crossed the clearing, closely exam ning the dry, blackish earth of it
as he passed, and went on into the grass on the far side, follow ng the
pattern of the shoreline. It was not until the fifth small clearing he
encountered that he found something interesting-a stick-1ike piece of
hard, half-round bl ack earth about two inches long and half an inch
thick. He picked it up, nodded to hinmself and, still holding it,
returned to the clearing where he had left Mat-tie.

She had sorted their gear and slung one of the self-supporting
hammocks-not inside the cabin, but outside, in the mddle of the

cl eari ng.

"I looked in that hutch of yours," she greeted Cary. "It's a ness. |I'm
not going to clean it up for you, and I'mnot going to sleep in it
either. | slung ny hammock out here. It'll just be for tonight. Tonorrow
we'll start noving the statue to town."

He turned wi thout answering her, wal ked over to the door of the hutch,
and opened it. He | ooked inside.

"Sure," he said softly. He canme back to the pile of gear, took his rifle
and ammo belt, and thunbed a snoke cartridge into it. He held the rifle
up in one hand casually and fired it skyward. The white plune of snoke
mount ed toward the cl ouds.

"What ' re you doi ng?" demanded Mattie.
"I''"ll give himuntil the norn," Cary said.
"H n? Who're you tal king about ?"

"The mister that nessed up ny hutch," Cary answered. He laid down the
rifle and held out his other hand to her to show the piece of earth he
had pi cked up. "Mud froma boot cleat. He's swanp-w se enough to take
of f his boots in the water and conme ashore in nocs. But he hung his
boots at his belt and some of the nud in one of the cleats dried and
fell out."

"You nean there's anot her woodsman around here?" Mattie asked.

"Unless he's left already," said Cary. "I'll sling out here and ask him
to clean up in there for ne tonorrow "

"Where's the statue?" asked Mattie. "I want to see it."

He | ooked at her.

"Close," he said. "Put your boots on. It's wet all the way."

She conplied, pulling on the heavy wadi ng overboots and rolling their
elastic tops up her legs as high as they would go. Cary |led her off into
the swanp. After a twenty-mnute slog through the ankle- to thigh-deep

water and the matted marsh grass-not so tall, here in the water, but
much nore thickly grown together-they enmerged onto sonething like a
smal | island overgrown with the marsh grass.

"Why did this Charlie put it way out here?" demanded Mattie. She was
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panting. Cary |ooked at her. She was not used to the marsh boots. She
had been trying to lift each foot directly fromthe sucking nud at each
step, instead of breaking the heel |oose first to cut down the suction

"He didn't put it," said Cary, pushing through a stand of marsh grass

ahead of her toward the crown of the island. "It cane up here. Swanp nud
pushes rocks up every spring when it thaws. Mdst're not this big,
t hough. "

As he spoke, he broke through into a small clearing; and there,
surrounded and hi dden by the grass, was the statue.

It stood |leaning at a slight angl e above the black earth in which its

| ower end was still sunk. It was a narrow finger of a rock now whatever
its original shape had been-and as tall as Cary. Like the earth which
had given it up, the statue was black-but it was a different col or bl ack
than the soil. The black of the rock was |ike the black of Earth
obsidian, in that when the sun caught its surface at a certain angle,
the surface there | ooked gray. Sonehow, standing as it did in the

hi gh-al titude sunlight, the narsh grass leaning to the wi nd behind and
all around it, the statue seemed a natural part of its surroundings in
spite of its carved shape

Mattie stared at it.

"Not nmuch of a statue," she said after a nonent. "Hardly nake out it's a

man with a gun, let alone you. . . ." She hesitated, still staring at
it. "No, there's sonmething about it |ike you, after all. But | don't
know what . "

"You like it?" Cary asked.

She shivered slightly.

"l don't know," she said, in a |lower voice. "It scares me, a little."
"Not hing to be scared about," said Cary.

"l don't nean scared, like . . . scared," she said. "I mean ... it just
makes me feel as if we shouldn't nove it from here, maybe."

"W can nove it any place we want," Cary said. "It's a statue of ne,
Mattie."

She pull ed her eyes fromthe statue and | ooked about the ring of tall
surroundi ng swanp grass.

"How are we going to get it through the swanp?"
Cary smled

"You were the one so sure we could shift it dowmn to the town," he said.
"Don't you know?"

Mattie turned on him

"I don't know the upcountry like you do!" she said. "Of course, | was
counting on you to figure out howto nove it!" She |owered her voice. "I
suppose we'll have to build a raft or sonething and float it through the

swanp to the edge of the plateau."

"No trees up here nake logs that'll float," said Cary. "Al so, too nany
spots too shallow for floating a raft through."
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"Al'l right," said Mattie. "You tell nme, then. You nust've had sone idea
when you said we nmight be able to bring it down overland."

Cary nodded.

" Sl edge, " he said.

" Sl edge?" she echoed.
Cary nodded.

"Right," he said. "Couple of good, round-bottomrunners with turned-up
ski noses, slats across them Dried grass mats on the slats to swell up
around the statue and keep it fromrolling off. The statue'll be under
water nmost of the time-that takes half the load off. Smooth runners'!
slide through the nuck of the bottom nice and easy wi thout getting
sucti on- caught . "

He turned abruptly.
"Better get back to the gear and at it. Take all afternoon to make."

They returned to the clearing where Cary's hutch sat. On the way in,
Cary gathered a huge arnful of the |and-growi ng swanp grass; and once
they were back he denonstrated to Mattie how to take fist-thick bunches
of the long grass and plait these together to nake nmats.

doesn't matter much if the mat hol ds together pretty |oose for
now, " he wound up. "Once the stal ks get wet and start swelling they'l
hol d together just as if they grew so. You go ahead. |I'Il go chop | ogs
for the runners." He took an ax and sonme rope and went off into the
grass. Shortly, Mattie heard the sound of chopping, and in a little
whil e he cane back into the clearing, draggi ng two roped-together
chewbark | ogs about ten feet long. As Mat-tie, plaiting the grass nats,
wat ched, he went about mneking his runners.

He cut a deep V-shaped notch with the ax about a hand's |ength back from
the end of one of the logs. Then, turning the log on its side, he split
it in half fromthe notch back to the other end, leaving a | ength of

hal f-log with a full thickness of head on it. Rapidly, using the ax. he
barked this, exposing the smooth wood underneath. Then, turning the

bar ked hal f-1o0g upsi de down, he took the ax high on the handle near its
head and proceeded to use it alnost |like a jackknife, to whittle the
head-t hi ckness into a curved angl e.

Wien he turned this back over on its rounded undersi de, he had what was
very plainly a runner with upcurving front end for the sl edge he had
described. Turning to the other log, he duplicated the procedure. Then
he went into the hutch for a nonent and returned with a |long pair of
obvi ously hand-split boards. He cut these into |lengths and nail ed them
crosswi se on the two runners.

"There she be," he said, putting the ax aside. He | ooked over at Mattie.
"How re you comng with those nmats?"

Matti e blinked and | ooked down at her hands.

"I've alnbst finished the second one,"” she said.

"We're going to need about eight," Cary said. "I better give you a
hand." He | ooked up at the sun, which was now down close to the western
surface of the plateau, the | and beyond the swanp. "W'Ill be ending up

by firelight as it is-"
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He broke of f suddenly and | ooked back toward the swanp.
"Mattie," he said. "Stay put where you are."

In three long, quiet strides he reached the pile of gear and picked up
his rifle. Tucking it under one arm barrel pointing down, he turned to
face the stand of grass into which he had wal ked earlier to find the
smal | piece of dried nud froma boot cleat. He stood bal anced, |egs a
little spread, facing in that direction, but tense as some wild aninal
on the alert.

Mattie gazed at himstartled, her hands gone still on the ropes of dried
swanp grass. There was nothing visible to call forth such a reaction in
hi m

"Cary-" she began
"Hush," he said.

She | ooked fromhimto the grass and saw nothing. Then, wi thout a
rustle, there was suddenly anot her woodsman standi ng just inside the
clearing at the edge of the grass. He was a bigger nman than Cary,
heavy-bodied, with long | egs and a short gun holstered at his hip. He
carried his rifle in the crook of his el bow, barrel waist-high. For a
monent he seemed so like Cary in dress and attitude that he | ooked
rel at ed.

"Mster," he said to Cary.

"Afternoon, nmister," Cary answered. "Drink and eat a bite?"

"Thanks kindly, no. | ate some already."
"Sad to hear it, mister," said Cary. "You saw ny snoke?"
The ot her shook his head.

"Must have been | ooki ng ot herways," he said.

"The airboat?" Cary said.

The other only | ooked at him

"Well, | tell you something, mster," said Cary softly, after a nonent.
"These swanmp otters here aren't for trapping.”

The ot her woodsman gazed back and cradled his rifle alittle nore
cl osel y.

"Free country," he said.

Cary shook his head slightly.

"No, mster," he said. "Not this place."
"Cary-" It was Mattie suddenly speaking.

"Shut, Mattie," he said, without raising his voice but without taking
his eyes off the other man. "You hear me, nister?"

The woodsnan gazed at himfor a |ong second w thout novenent or change
of expression.

"Mster," he said at last, "you nust think you a real Cary Longan."
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"Happens | am" said Cary. "That's ne, mister."

The | arger woodsman continued to gaze at himsteadily, this time for
several seconds.

"Heard you was pl aced el sewhere. If it's you, then-" he said at |ast.
"Heard wrong," said Cary. He did not nove, only stood waiting.

Slowy, alnpst without his seeming to have anything intentional to do
with it, the rifle in the other's hand slipped out of the crook of his
el bow and on down until its butt rested on the ground and he held it by
one hand at the nuzzle end of the barrel

"Quess | did, mster," he said. "I'll be noving on then."
"We'll be noving on likewise, in the nmorn," said Cary. "Makes no
difference. 1'll be back."

"Sure," said the other. "Makes no difference."

He | ooked for the first tine fromCary to Mattie and nodded his head at
her .

"I''"l'l say you both good night," he said.

"Mster," said Cary.
The eyes of the other cane back to him

"My hutch back there," Cary said, jerking his head at it. "M ght be
you'd take a look at it sonetinme before you pack up and | eave for good."

The ot her | ooked at the hutch and back at Cary.

"Sure. |I'll do that, mster,"” he said.

Abruptly, he was gone. Cary wal ked back to the pile of gear without a
word and laid the rifle back down. But he picked up his gunbelt with the
short gun in it and strapped it around his narrow wai st. Looking up from
doing this, he caught the eyes of Mattie upon him

"Sorry about saying you shut, Mattie," he said, mldly. "I didn't just
have the time to talk with you then.”

She | ooked at hima second or two | onger, and then without a word went
back to her mat-nmmking. He cane over, sat down cross-|egged on the
ground on the other side of the pile of pulled, dry grass stens, and
began plaiting.

They worked industriously until the light began to dim Then Cary built
a fire while Mattie cooked supper on the w ck-stove they had brought

al ong. After supper, by the light of the fire, they took up the naking
of mats again. Sonetinme during the evening, with the darkness like a
wal | all around them the stars overhead, and the fire burning warnmy in
front of them she spoke, unexpectedly:

"When's that Charlie otter going to show up?"

"Don't know he will for sure," answered Cary, |ooking up at her fromhis
plaiting. "Hope so, though."

"I'"'d like to see him" she said. After a nonent she added, "You know
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what it is in that statue that makes it ook like you? It's because it
stands the way you stand, sonetines-like you stood when you were talking
to that other woodsnan today."

"Why, how d that nmake it |ook Iike ne?" he asked.

She gl anced up and her eyes net his. "Everyone stands a little
different," she said. "Your way's |ike nobody else's, and 1 recognized
it inthe statue -that's all."

He nodded, a little wonderingly.
"l guess that's true," he said. "Everyone's different."

They finished their mats and turned in. At first |ight of dawn they woke
and nade breakfast. They were just about to sit down with their plates
when a sharp, prol onged whistle nade themturn about.

Mattie took a sudden, reflexive step backwards.

Less than fifteen feet away, just out of the swanp water onto the shore,
sat a sleekly black-furred creature about four feet long in the body and
|l ooking as if it weighed as nuch as a man. It had a | ong, sinuous neck
and head that was otter-like in every way, except for the glint of I|ong,
flat, sharp-edged teeth between the black |ips.

4.
"It's Charlie all right," said Cary. He whistled.

Charlie gave a chorus of whistles in return and came up the slope from
the water to them noving suddenly and very swiftly. He did not hunp
hinsel f along like an Earth otter, but instead undul ated up the slope on
his short legs, with a snake-like notion. Still whistling, he stopped
for a nonent before Cary, pointed his head for a second at Mat-tie, then
circled the sledge, nmoving his head over the itens of gear already on
it, as if checking each one of them out.

Cary whistled, and Charlie paused to lift his long neck to |look at him
Cary patted hinmself on the chest, pointed out over the swanp, whistled
agai n, and stepped over to squat down and pat the sledge. He was

whi stling steadily neanwhil e-short sharp notes in several different
tones. He noved his hand in a circle over the gear, stood up, and noved
to the front of the sledge and pulled on one of the drag ropes attached
toit, so that the sledge noved forward slightly. Then, dropping the
rope, he went over to Mattie, put his armaround her shoul ders, and
rubbed his cheek agai nst hers.

Mattie gasped and tried to pull away, but his arm held her inmobile.

"Sorry, Mattie," Cary said, "act like you like it. This is the way they
rub heads with each other."

"You shave fromnow on, if you're going to try sonmething like that!"
snapped Mattie-but her voice quavered on the | ast words.

He l et her go.

"Sorry, like | say," he said. "I was just trying to explain to him about
the sl edge and all."

"And ne-what was that supposed to nean? | suppose you told himl| was
your mate or sone such thing!"
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Cary smiled slightly.

"Well no, Mattie," he said. "I just told himyou were female and left it
at that. Don't go worrying about what he understands. He's bright
enough, but | can't really talk to himnuch nore than in sign | anguage."”

"You seened to be doing all right," she said.

He shook hi s head.

"We're too nuch different, us and his people," Cary said. "He says he
under st ands about the statue and the sledge, but | don't really guess he
does. Anyway, he'll find out when we get to the island.”

He turned back to the fire and squatted, picking up his plate.
"Come on," he said. "W better finish up here and get going."

They ate and finished |oading the rest of their gear on the sledge.

Then, with each one of themon a drag rope, they pulled the heavy sl edge
down into the swanp water. It followed tautly at the end of their lines
and nosed down out of sight bel ow the surface.

But as it touched the nmud, the change in the effort required to drag it
was i medi ate and startling. It glided at the end of the drag ropes,
somewhere back there, a foot or so under the black face of the swanp
water. Mattie could pull it easily alone. In fact, there was | ess effort
to the pulling than there was to the wal king itself.

"Remenber what | told you," Cary said, sloshing al ongside her and

wat chi ng. "Break your heel |oose first, then sort of |ever your foot up,
toe last, as you swi ng your weight forward on your other leg. Get the
rhythmof it, sort of. It's |ike wal king on snowshoes, only different.
mean, you got to get in the pattern of it."

Mattie tried, but it was still a struggle.

"I''"l'l take the sledge to start with," Cary said, taking the rope from
her. "You just concentrate on the wal king."

"I can pull and walk too," said Mattie, grabbing for the rope but
m ssi ng.

"Sure. And you'll get lots of chance to," said Cary, striding ahead
effortlessly with the sledge following and Charlie swimring with just
his nose out of water, snmpothly alongside. Mattie floundered in their
wake.

When they got to the island, Mattie took a rope deterninedly, and this
time Cary did not stop her. Together they pulled the sledge to the
clearing where the statue waited.

Charlie had gone quickly on ahead of them When they energed into the
clearing, he was up on his back legs, his front paws pressed agai nst the
stone shape of the statue, and his restless head searching over the
stone surface before him Fromtinme to time he whistled softly; and once
his |ips drew back, exposing the full four-inch | engths of yellow chise
teeth with which he made some small alteration in the shape on which he
pressed those front paws.

Cary pulled the sledge up with one end against the | ower part of the
statue. It now seened to | ean threateningly above the gear piled on top
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of the grass mats covering the sled to a depth of at |east a foot above
the slats. He unl oaded the gear, then dug down under the rear ends of
the runners so that the back of the sledge settled and the back slat |ay
flat on the earth. Then he tied a rope around the upper part of the
statue and ran it forward, around the front slat of the sledge and back,
so that he stood beside the statue with the end of the rope in his
hands.

"Mattie," he said, "stand on the front slat there. Help hold the sl edge
down." He whistled at Charlie; and as Mat-tie stepped up on the front
slat, Charlie came with a bound to rest on the upcurving front end of
one of the runners.

Cary took a couple of turns of the rope around his wists and began to
pul | .

H s heels dug deep into the dirt with his effort. For a nonment it did
not seemas if the statue was going to nove at all. Then, slowy at
first, then quickly, it toppled forward onto the sledge, sending out a
spray of noisture fromthe newy danpened grass mats as it sank into

t hem

The statue | ay enbedded in the straw mats, al nost hidden from sight
anong them fairly in the center of the sledge. That part of it which
had been underground, however, projected beyond the back of the sledge.

Cary runmaged anong the gear and cane up with what | ooked like a | oop of
thick wire between two snall wooden handl es. He unl ooped the wire to
give hinself a |l ength of perhaps two-thirds of a nmeter stretched between
the handles, and with this began sawing off the extra rock at the
statue's feet.

The abrasive wire cut smoothly through the rock. Charlie hopped off the
sl edge and ran back to sit, giving an occasional, al nost whinpering

whi stl e as he watched Cary work. Wen the end of rock finally fell off
onto the ground, Charlie's head di pped over it and he exami ned the
snmoot hly cut surface closely, before turning to exanine the other cut
face on the base of the statue.

Cary watched the swanp otter for a second as he recoil ed the abrasive
wire.

"Gve ne a hand getting this gear |oaded back," he said to Mattie,
turning away. Together, they got the gear back on and roped down.

"Take a drag rope now, if you'll be so kind," he said to her when this
was done. Together, they |leaned on their ropes. The sl edge resisted for
a nmonent, then noved grudgingly forward. They struggled with it at the
limts of their strength until it entered the grass. Wth the crushed
stal ks under its runners, it noved a little nore easily; and with the
hel p of the slope, they got it down and into the swanp water, the top of
the pile of gear barely showi ng through the surface of the water behind
t hem

"Al'l right now, Mattie, stand clear," Cary said, "and I'll turn her."

Mattie let go of her drag rope and stood back. Cary noved in close to
the invisible front of the sledge, took hold of both ropes, and tugged
si deways, stepping back as the front of the sledge slued around.

Charlie, who had followed themfromthe clearing into the water
suddenly swamto the pile of gear on top of the sledge and clinbed up on
it. He extended his head toward Cary and gave a long, low, fluting
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whi stle that was al nost a wail.

Cary let go of the ropes.

"Now we have it," he said. He waded over to stand beside the sl edge,
| ooking at Charlie. Their heads were alnbst on a level and only a few
i nches apart.

Cary whistled, and drew a circle with his hand, ending up with an
outstretched arm pointing toward the edge of the plateau. Charlie went
into a fluttering succession of snall whistles in a | arge range of
tones. Cary shrugged and, turning, went back to the front of the sl edge
and picked up a rope. Charlie whistled shrilly behind him

Cary turned and whistled once. Charlie repeated the shrill whistle
twice. Cary turned to Mattie.

"He's got it straight now, " Cary said. "He says he's going with us."
Mattie stared.

"You aren't going to let hin®"

"Rightly," said Cary, slowy, "I don't see how!l could stop him"
"But he doesn't understand what he's getting into!"

"Sure doesn't," said Cary. "He thinks we're taking the statue to
somepl ace where there's a lot of people like ne who'll like it. It's the
one big thing he did. He wants to be there to see themliking it."

"Can't you-" Mattie | ooked at the swanp otter. "Isn't there some way to
explain to himit's not like that?"

"Tried," said Cary. "I told you his people and us are too different.
How m 1 going to explain noney, and art buyers, and other worlds |ike
this to hin? | can't even make hi m understand what it's like off the
pl at eau, properly."

"Then nmake him stay, for his own good."
Cary shook his head.
"Can't do that,"” he said. "Wuldn't be right."

"But can't you understand!" Mattie's voice was fierce. "He may not nake
it

"Likely, he won't," said Cary. H s eyes net hers for a nmonent.

"Then you've got to stop him don't you?" demanded Mattie. She watched
himincredul ously. "It's better for himto live, even if he doesn't
understand why, isn't it?"

"Not surely," Cary said. He frowned, and stood thinking. About themthe
cool, high-altitude wind whistled faintly in the nmarsh grass and ruffled
the surface of the dark water in which they stood. Charlie hinself was
nmotionl ess as a statue on top of the gear, seeming alnost to float on
the water. There were no clouds in the dark blue sky this day; and all
about there were no light colors to be seen, only blue and bl ack and
brown and gray.

"If you're fond of him" said Mattie, in a | ower voice, "you won't want
himto kill hinmself for sonething he doesn't understand." He stood as if
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he had not heard her

"No," he said, rousing hinself at last. "But he's got a right, like
anyone el se. Conme on."

He whistled at Charlie, who plunged off the top of the gear back into
the water. Cary went back to take up a drag rope. Mattie picked up a
rope herself and fell into step autonatically beside him 1ooking up at
his face. But her help was hardly needed. Even | oaded, the sledge slid
as easily through the bottom rmuck once it was started as if through a
thick layer of grease.

Suddenly, the sled surged forward and their ropes went slack. Looking
back, they saw Charlie's nuzzle and a glint of yellowteeth at the edge
of the sledge. He had taken sone of the ropes binding down the gear
firmy in his jaws and was swi nming forward strongly, pushing the sledge
as he went.

"Look out," said Mattie tartly, "or he'll run us down. Wy don't you get
four more of themto push and you and | could ride to the edge of the
pl at eau?"

Cary | ooked over at her and found her expression a good deal nore gentle
than her voice had indicat ed.

"The rest don't care for Charlie. O me," he said.
"They don't?" she said.

"That's right."

"But you protect themfromthe trappers!”

"They don't believe | do so much," said Cary. "lI've tried to tell them
but they don't believe ne. They don't believe Charlie, either. See, they
all make shapes with their gnawing on things. Their food' s swanmp cl ams;
and their teeth keep on growing all their lives, so they've got to keep
ghawi ng on things to keep themthe proper length. But Charlie's the only
one who got nixed up in making shapes with one of us people. They're

ki nd of down on hi m because of it."

Mattie | ooked back at the powerfully sw mmng otter
"You'd think they'd be proud," she said.

"Nothing to be proud of, way they see it," Cary said. "Any nore than
with us." He net her eyes for a nonent. "Everybody human thinks |I'm
crazy to have doings with otters. The other otters think Charlie's crazy
to have doings with me. Not nuch difference either way."

They spl ashed on through the swanp, stopping at noon on a snall
grass-covered island to eat.

"WIIl we nake the edge of the plateau by dark?" Mattie asked.

"Qught to," said Cary. "Wather's good, and we've only got about another
four five klicks to go."

But after lunch they ran into a succession of shallow areas in the swanp
that were too large to go around. It took all three of them heaving
together, to get the sled across a couple of long, dry islands that
barred their path.

"Shoul d be deep enough water fromhere on," said Cary, after they had
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crossed the second of these. He | ooked up at the sun, now nearly hal fway
down the western sector of the sky. "Still ought to nmake it by sundown.”

They went on; and the wi de, grass-tufted | agoons through which they had
passed nost of the day gradually gave way to what was al nost a channe

of thigh-deep water between walls of water-growi ng swanp grass sone
twenty neters apart. The close horizon of the plateau edge could al ready
be seen, a reddish-brown ridge Iifting above the tops of the grass and

t he wat er ahead.

They reached a point where the channel narrowed to | ess than twenty
meters in width. As they passed through this neck of water, there was an
abrupt chorus of shrill whistles, and swanp otters appeared fromthe
grass on both sides of them

Charlie, who had been pushing at the back of the sledge with Mttie
pushi ng beside him | eaped suddenly up on top of the gear and whistled
back at his own kind.

"Cary!" called Mattie.

There was a note of panic in her voice. Cary turned his head, stil
| eani ng agai nst the drag rope on which he was pulling.

"It's all right, Mattie," he called back. "Don't figure they'|ll hurt
us."

Mattie hastily abandoned the rear of the sledge and canme spl ashing
hurriedly up to join him

"VWhat is it? What're they here for?" she denanded.

"Charlie-and ne," he answered, still slogging forward. "I told you they
didn't think too much of him O ne."

Matti e put her hands over her ears.

"I can't think!" she shouted to himabove the whistling. "Look at them
Look at him™"

Fromthe grass on each side of the channel otters were nmaking little
dashes out at the sledge, then stopping and turning back into the

stal ks. Their |ong necks were outstretched and curved. Their |ips were
wrinkl ed back to expose their teeth, and they clashed them together,
whi stling and hissing at Charlie.

Charlie hinself, on top of the gear, was transforned. H s neck was al so
curved and outstretched; his |lips were drawn back. He al so gnashed his
teeth, marching back and forth on the gear of the sledge as he did so,
whi stling and hissing first at the otters on his left, then at those on
his right. As with sone of the otters along the grass fronts, a
yel l owi sh formwas beginning to cling to his teeth and lips. H s eyes
wer e bl oodshot, and a sharp, acid-nusky odor began to drift forward from
himto Cary and Mattie on the foll owi ng breeze.

Then suddenly, inexplicably, he stopped pacing and whistling and sat
down on the gear. His jaws closed; his lips covered his teeth once nore.
He sat, staring back at the other otters, unnoving and silent.

Gradual |y, the whistling of the otters dw ndled in nunbers and vol une.
Their dashes at the sledge becane | ess frequent and ceased. As the
channel began to widen out, they gradually began to fall behind unti
the sl edge was noving steadily away fromthem and they sat silent in
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the water behind it.

Charlie lifted his head on its long neck and sent a long, fluting
whi stl e back at them They noved about in the water uneasily, but none
of them answer ed.

After a while, Charlie repeated his whistle. Again there was novenent
anong the dwindling figures behind him but no answer.

Once nore he signaled before the other otters were lost to sight in the
glare of the westerning sun on the water behind the sledge; and this
last tine as well no answer cane back.

They trudged on toward the edge of the plateau. Then Charlie slipped off
the gear and swam around behind the sledge to put his teeth in the ropes
and push.

They noved on. The sun was just touching its |ower edge to the western
hori zon of the plateau | and when they tugged the sledge finally up onto
dry earth again. It was not the black earth of the swanp but
iron-rust-colored soil, studded with gravel and small boul ders. Two
hundred neters beyond themthe ground di sappeared where it sl oped
steeply away to the rock edge of the plateau cliffs.

"Start setting up canp, will you, Mattie?" Cary asked. "I'll go take a
sight down the cliff while there's still some light to see by."

He went on across the two hundred neters of rock-strewn ground until his
boots scuffed on bare rock, and he | ooked down at the steep slope
leading to the cliff edge. Turning sideways, step by step, he went
carefully down that slope in the dimlight to where a wall of rock
dropped off. He | ooked over.

It was hard to see in the gathering dusk, but the cliff proper fell away
in a series of vertical drops to various shelves and pockets, in what
anounted to perhaps a sixty-degree slope overall. H's eye picked out a
series of such shelves below himon which it would be possible to start

| owering the statue. But less than fifty neters below him all details
were |lost in the gathering darkness.

"Have to check it again tonorrow norn," he said to hinself. "Don't want
to get stuck on sone |edge with no way out but back up."

He returned to the shore of the swanp. Mattie al ready had nost of the
camp gear off the sledge and the w ck-stove going. Cary hinmself built a
fire; and as the new flanes |icked upwards, brightening their inmediate
vicinity but throwing the rest of the |andscape into further darkness,
he sat back, squatting on his heels, and | ooked over at Mattie.

She was novi ng about the business of cooking with automatic notions |ike
a sl eepwal ker. He straightened to his feet and wal ked over to her,
taki ng the spoon she held from her hand.

"My night with the grub,"” he said. "Lay yourself down a bit unti
supper's done."

He pushed her gently back to the pile of gear and nmade her sit there

wi th her back supported by the unrolled sleeping bags. Then he went back
to the wick-stove and the dried neat and rice she had already in one of
the pots, covered with water, swelling and cooki ng. Wen he gl anced over
at her a few mnutes later, he saw her still in a sitting position but
deeply asl eep.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (28 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:32 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt

He stirred the neat and rice m xture and | ooked across the fire to where
Charlie lay, head upright on his |ong black neck, eyes fixed on Cary
hi nsel f.

"So," said Cary. He whistled softly, and Charlie whistled back

"All right then," said Cary. Quietly, so as not to wake Matti e, he began
to sing across the fire to the swanp otter. Charlie responded with a
series of acconpanying | ow whistles and warbl es that was al nost |ike
crooni ng.

The two of themwere enclosed in the light of the fire, together, the
otter with his head high upright and whistling, the man squatting on his
heel s by the | ow stove and si ngi ng.

"Bonni e Charlie's noo awa'
Safely o'er the friendly main.

Mony a heart will break in two,

G n he n'er comes back again.
5

The next day dawned with a gray overcast that extended solidly fromone
hori zon to the other, torn only occasionally by the wind to show a
ragged patch of the dark bl ue above. Sporadic bursts of sunlight from
such rents found the canp fromtinme to tine.

As soon as the light was good enough to make out details, as far as the
eye could ordinarily see in daylight, Cary was once nore on top of the
cliffs proper, sighting out a route downward fromledge to | edge toward
the seanmed and rugged country at the foot of the cliffs. This time
Mat-tie and Charlie were with him

"See there, Mattie," said Cary, pointing down the cliff face. "What we
want is a route down with easy drops or slopes fromledge to | edge. Not
nore than eight-ten neters between | edges, for easy handling."

"Well, there's lots of that," said Mattie, gazing downward. "It doesn't
| ook too hard."

"No, doesn't look hard," said Cary. "Harder'n it |ooks though-you'll see
when we get down a ways. Also, there's two things to watch for. We don't
want to get trapped with no | edge cl ose enough bel ow to reach, because
com ng back up's not easy and with what we got to nove, naybe not

possi ble. Also, we want to come out at the bottom by that river down
yonder . "

He pointed toward what | ooked, fromthis height, like a glinting thread,
bel ow and off to their right. The thread began in a patch-sized pool at
the foot of the cliff, a pool fed by a waterfall that sprang directly
fromthe rock of the cliff face, about a third of the way up fromits
base.

"The river?" said Mattie. "Wy?"

"From here on we got to carry or float that statue," said Cary. "There's
variform oak and scrub woods down there such as make a raft that'|
float." He | ooked up at the sky, frowning. "Just hope the weat her hol ds.
Rai n goi ng down's not good. Slick rock's bad rock to travel. Cone on."
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He turned and |l ed the way back to the canp. Wiile Mat-tie had slept the
ni ght before, after rousing briefly to eat dinner, Cary had been at work
upon the statue and the sledge. He had cut the sledge runners with an ax
into rough boards. Then he had bundled the statue in the grass mats and
| ashed a fence of boards about it on top of the mats, so that the boards
woul d act as fenders on the statue's descent . down the cliff face.

Wth the boards around it now, the statue nade a roughly cylindrica
bundl e that could be rolled al ong the ground, somewhat clunsily. Using
the two axes they had along as pry bars, Cary and Mattie together rolled
the statue with only mnor difficulty up the slope to the high point
fromwhich it fell off sharply to the cliff face. Then, tying an anchor
rope around one of the | arge boul ders enbedded in the earth at the crown
of the slope, Cary assenbl ed sheaves and bl ocks of the bl ock-and-tackle
units anong their gear. Wth these stayed to the anchor line and with
Charlie and Mattie, each at an end of the bundle to keep it from sl ueing
around, end on, to the cliff edge below, they cautiously let gravity
roll the tethered statue down to the edge.

A half-nmeter short of the cliff edge, Cary stopped the statue. Leaving
it anchored there, he went back for the rest of their gear

When this was all piled at the cliff edge also, Mattie put on a clinbing
belt. Wth another rope snhapped to the belt ring, she let herself be

| owered by Cary-1eaning back and fending herself off fromthe cliff with
her feet as she went down-to the fairly wi de | edge of rock six neters
bel ow. She unsnapped herself fromthe line and used it as a guide rope
to hold the gear away fromthe cliff as Cary sent it down on a partnered
line, load by | oad.

When the gear was down, Cary strapped a clinbing belt around Charlie's
wai st, whistling softly and reassuringly to the swanp otter as he

wor ked. Charlie made no audi bl e answer, but the snooth bl ack vel vet of
his furred throat throbbed with unvoiced whistles; and when Cary first
swung himoff his webbed feet into the air above the cliff edge, the
otter's body and linbs were rigid.

He made no attenpt to fend hinself off fromthe cliff on the way down.
But Mattie held himclear with the guide rope, as she had protected the
| oads of gear being sent down. Once on the | edge below, and free of the
belt, Charlie burst into a chorus of whistles directed up at Cary.

Cary whistled back shortly and sharply. Charlie's whistling ceased.

"All right, Mattie," Cary called down to her. "Charlie' |l help you. Keep
that guideline tight so's it doesn't bang the rock."

He anchored the statue by two new |ines running fromeach end of it to
the boul der on the crest of the rise behind him Then, handling the

bl ock-and-tackle line hinself, he let the bundled statue roll slowy off
the edge of the cliff.

"Hol d clear, Mattie!" he shouted to her, invisible on the | edge bel ow.
He | eaned back hard agai nst the bl ock-and-tackle Iine, letting the
statue | ower and pause, |ower and pause, as he checked it against the
end anchor lines and took a fresh grip on the bl ock-and-tackle rope.

After what seened like a long tine, there was a call from Mattie bel ow
"Al nost down! Easy. "

The wei ght on the block and tackle suddenly ceased, and the |ine went
slack in his hands. Cary strai ghtened up, wi ped his forehead with the
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thunb edge of his hand, and gl anced at the sky. It |ooked hardly
changed, but the rents were fewer and farther apart in its cloud cover
now.

"Be right dowmn with the ropes and tackle!" he shouted to Mattie. "Mke
one big bundle of the gear. From now on we got to nove sonme faster."

When he had untied his anchor lines, gathered his bl ock and tackle, and
rappel l ed hinself down to join the others, Cary found Matti e had bundl ed
the gear as he had said. "Fair wapped," he said, approvingly, |ooking
at the bundle. He stepped over to the rimof the | edge and | ooked at the
one bel ow. "About half again as far down, this time. Hook up, Mttie,
and 1'll start you down."

This second drop went faster: first because the gear went down in a
singl e bundl e, secondly because both Mattie and Charlie now knew what
they were to do. On the drops that foll owed as the day brightened toward
noon, they becane nore practiced. By the tine the sun, visible only as a
bright area anpong the clouds, was in its noon position overhead, they
had covered nore than half the distance to the foot of the cliff. They
sat down to a quick, cold neal, the rock slope down which they had cone
since norning | eani ng back awesonely above them

"Pretty good," said Mattie, |ooking over the rimof the | edge on which

they sat. "Looks like the drops are all longer fromhere. | can see
twelve, thirteen . . . fourteen or fifteen nore, that's all. Then
we'll be able to roll it down that slope at the foot of the edge of that

pond where the river starts."

"Sure," said Cary. "But it's going to rain."

She | ooked up at the now unbroken overcast of the sky.

"You can't be sure," she said. "Clouds are a little darker, that's all."

"Going to rain," said Cary, with finality. He finished eating, peeled
off the surface filmof his |ayered plate, and threw the film aside. He
put the plate back into the food pack, clean side in.

Mattie gul ped the |ast few bites of bread and dried neat and foll owed
his exanple. Ten minutes later they were lowering the statue to the
| edge bel ow.

But as they went for the | edge below that, there was a cold touch upon
the side of Cary's cheek, through his three-day stubble of beard. He
sai d nothing; but when the statue was down safely on the | ower |edge, he
| oosed his anchor lines quickly and rappelled down to join Mattie and
Charlie as swiftly as he coul d.

"CGet set to canp,” he told Mattie, as his feet touched the barely
sl opi ng rock on the | edge.

"Canp?" She stared at him then held out her hand, pal mup. "Just
because of a few sprinkles?"

"There'll be nore," said Cary. "That rock you're standing on gets mghty
slippery, just like it was oiled, after it gets wet enough."

She confronted him

"But even then," she said, "it's a long way from being wet. We could get
down two or three nore | edges before a little water like this gets them
wet enough to bother. And maybe by that tine the rain will have quit."
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"Not going to quit," said Cary. "Anyway, |ook down. Next three, four
| edges all got a good slope to their flat- or they' re too narrow. No
pl ace to canp overnight. Here, the ledge is nice and wi de and al nost
level. Got roomfor a fire, even."

She opened her nouth.

"No use arguing, Muttie," he said. "You aren't going no place by
yoursel f, without Charlie and me to help you."

She cl osed her nouth abruptly and turned away to gather up the ropes
Cary had let down fromthe | edge above before com ng down hinself. Cary
turned to search the | edge for small pieces of rock with which to chock
the statue bundl e against accidentally rolling toward the edge of the
drop, three neters away.

As soon as the statue was secure, he set to work to rig a rain shelter
flush with the cliff face behind themat one side, so that a patch of
the | edge rock would stay dry underfoot. Qut beyond the rain shelter he
built a fire in the center of the | edge, using pressed fire bricks from
anong their gear, for the |l edge was bare even of npss

By the time the fire was going well, the first tentative drops of

nmoi sture fromthe cloud-1aden sky had beconme a steady drizzle. This
continued steadily throughout the afternoon while they sat idle under
the shelter. Charlie lay w thout noving, his |ong neck | owered, his head
on his right forepaw, staring out and down through the rain at the
country bel ow. Cary sat |eaning back agai nst sone of the piled gear, his
eyes closed, half-dozing. Fromtime to time he was roused by the

restl ess sounds of Mattie.

"M ght as well settle back, Mattie," he said after a while. "There'll be
plenty to do when the tinme comes for doing."

"At least," her voice cane back, sharply, "we could have a breeze around
here. There isn't a breath of air stirring."

Cary opened his eyes to see what was di sturbing her before he realized
it was Charlie's snell. He hinself had gotten so used to it that he took
it for granted. It was not the acid-nmusky odor that had come from
Charlie earlier when the other swanp otters had roused his anger. This
was a fainter, generally fishy stink that was mainly from Charlie's
breath. It was not normally too noticeable in the open air: but here
under the rain shelter, at close quarters with no air noving, there was
no way not to notice it.

"No way Charlie can help it. snelling the way he does." said Cary. "Want
to change places with me. Mttie-"

He broke off. catching sight of a silver speck in the far sky bel ow the
heavy-bel lied clouds, noving steadily to the east.

"What good would that-" Mattie broke off her answer G ancing over, he
saw she had followed his direction of sight and was al so watching the
sil ver speck.

"Surveyor craft,’
mappi ng. "

she said. "The nortgage people nmust have it out here

They watched it out of sight, until it vanished into the overhanging
cloud | ayer itself
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"Cary," said Mattie. He turned and saw her watching him "Cary. what're
you going to do after the new nortgage's voted in?"

He shrugged.

"They' || not be changing tines this far upcountry. anyhow," he said.
"Not for a while, yet."

"In just a fewyears. It's all going to be devel oped, all this-" She
gestured at the plateau above and the cliff and the country bel ow.
"There'll be roads and cities up here."

"Maybe, " said Cary softly. He | ooked into the fire, burning brightly in
spite of the drizzle of drops falling into it. "Be a real fight first,
anyway. "

"A fight?" Mattie's words pounced on his. "Wy a fight? W' Il be
fighting?"

"Upcountry people." He |looked fromthe fire to her and found her face
tense. "They got guns. They'll fight." He picked up one of the axes and
with the nmetal head prodded the burning brick pieces in the fire
together, so that the flanme | eaped up even nore brilliantly. "Wn't have
no choice, city people and those nortgage misters wanting to change the
world all around."

"Vi ol ence?" said Mattie. "Violence won't work. |If the woodi es don't want
progress, the only way they can stop it is to turn out down at the city
and vote against it. But why should they want to stop progress, anyway?
It means a better world for themtoo."

He shook his head.

"No," he said. "Us people upcountry can't change. Got to die-like the
land got to die. Like Arcadia's going to sicken and die fromthis
progress of yours if it comes.”

"Di e? What're you tal king about-die?" The tone of her voice roused
Charlie fromhis gazing and the bl ack head raised on the I ong neck to
| ook at her. "This world' s going to be inproved with the nortgage
money-not killed."

Cary closed his eyes and rel axed back agai nst the gear.
"Mattie," he said, "don't you ever get tired of arguing?"

"I"'mnot arguing!" he heard her beyond his closed eyelids. "I'mjust
trying to talk a little sense, and all | get fromyou is-there's going
to be a fight, the upcountry people're going to die, the land's going to
die. You can't kill land."

"Mattie," he answered softly, speaking into the darkness of his eyelids,
"now you know what it is you're doing. You know what |'mtalking about;
but you want me to say it isn't so, so's you can feel better about it.
But what good's ny saying, when things're going to happen just the

same?"

"I tell you, you can't kill a world! A world s not |ike a nman-or an
ani mal !'"

"Sure you can kill a world, Mattie," he said. "All you got to do is

| evel so many nountains, change so many rivers, bring in too many
variformtrees and such to choke out the native-born stuff like the
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briar and the thorn bush. Al you got to do is plow enough fields, fly
enough boats, build enough cities-and you've killed it dead."

"You!" Her voice raged at him "You talk as if we started here, on
Arcadia' It isn't a hundred years since the first people came here to
settle. You talk as if we bel onged here!"

"Don't take a man nore'n a lifetime to belong in the place where he's
born," said Cary.

"Al'l right-but then | belong here too! The city people belong just as
much on Arcadi a as you upcountry woodi es. "

Eyes still closed, Cary rolled his head fromside to side against the
gear supporting it from behind.

"GQuess you don't though. Mattie," he said. "City people don't bel ong
anywhere-except in any city, on any world, because they're all the sane,
one city just |ike another, here on Arcadia. And no reason to think
they're different on any other world. Move your city people to sone
other city, sone other planet; it nmakes no difference."

"That's not true!"

He did not answer. After a while with sone sniffs and snorts and sone
smal | rustlings around, she also was silent.

"When night fell, the fire nade its usual curtain of darkness around
them so that they seenmed not so nuch perched on a | edge as enclosed in
a roofless roomwalled in rock and bl ack air. They ate a hot neal this
time.

What about Charlie?" Mttie' asked. Cary glanced at the swanp otter, who
lay still, head down, watching them

"Anywhere there's running water," Cary said, "there's shellfish and

wat erpl ant roots like up in the swanp there. And we're going to be

foll owi ng running water, nost of the ways. Wen we're where there's food
for him he'll be able to eat. therwi se, he's going to have to do
without. Can't eat our food."

Sunrise the next norning showed a dark blue sky streaked w th high,
filmy cirrostratus clouds. The rock of their | edge was dry outside the
rain shelter, and the air was dry and cool

"Three days of good weather coning anyhow," said Cary, squinting under
his pal mat the bright sky. "Make the nost of it."

They ate a quick breakfast and started the rest of their descent toward
the foot of the cliff. Shortly before noon they let the statue bundle
down at | ast on the pebbled slope falling away toward the edge of the
waterfall pool. Charlie stayed with Cary and Mattie, inpatiently waiting
while they rolled the statue down to the edge of the pool. The noment it
came to rest by sonme water grass like that in the plateau swanp, but
much taller and thicker-stemmed, the otter plunged into the pool and

di sappear ed.

"He won't go far," said Cary, looking after the otter. "Guess he got
pretty dry coming down all that rock. I'Il start cutting float |ogs for
the raft. Mattie, you better throw up a canp though. Don't suppose we'll
be ready to nove on before norn."

He took an ax and strode off through the water grass. A few m nutes
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|ater Mattie, already busy untying the canping equi prent fromthe gear
bundl e, heard the distant, steady sound of choppi ng.

By mi dafternoon, Cary had cut, rough-trimred, and dragged to the
pool si de canpsite enough variform oak | ogs sonme six to eight inches in
diameter to make a raft about three by nine meters in area. He proceeded
to tie these logs together with the thin, but extrenmely strong

mononol ecul ar wire he had brought along in the gear. He double-tied each
log to the next at both ends, and then laced in and out anobng the | ogs
and each end with one long strand, which he tightened before tying with
a cinch-1lever.

Under the pull of the cinch-lever, the fine wire bit into the wood of
the logs until it was nearly invisible.

"Look at Charlie," said Mttie.

Cary | ooked up fromconpleting his last wire tie. Charlie had reappeared
at the canpsite sonme time since and had been busy bringing shellfish out
of the pool in his nouth. These were bival ves, alnmost clamlike except
for the fact that they were thick enough in the niddle to be al nost
round. Cary had noticed this out of the corner of his eye; but now
Mattie's words directed his attention to the fact that, seated in the
shal l ow water at the pool's edge, Charlie was using his forepaws to
carefully pat bottomnmud froma pile before himaround each bival ve,
then putting the resultant nudball aside on the shore.

"Charlie, that's not going to work," Cary said. He got to his feet.

Charlie | ooked up at the sound of his nanme and watched as Cary cane
toward him Cary squatted down beside the otter and whistled
intricately, patting the nearest nudball with his hand, pointing to the
cliff down which they had just cone and out over the surface of the
pond.

"What won't work?" It was Mattie, who had come up behind the nman
Cary got to his feet.

"It's the way they store food for the winter, up in the swanmp," Cary
said. "He thinks he's going to store food that way for the rest of the
trip, in case we're sonmeplace like |ast night where there's no running
water. | can't nmake hi munderstand."

"Under st and what ?"

"Up on the plateau, when they do it, it's already turning to cold," Cary
said. "The nudballs don't only dry. they freeze. But down here they

aren't going to freeze. Those shellfish'll spoil in tw days inside nud.
But | can't get the notion rightly into him Well. . . ." Cary turned
back toward the raft. "He'll just have to find out for hinself."

Left with his shellfish and nudballs, Charlie nosed anong them and even
pi cked up some of the nmudballs in his raccoon-1like paws to handl e them
puzzl edly. Then he abandoned them and went off into the swanp grass.
Cary could hear the otter rustling about invisibly in there.

"Now." said Cary to Mattie, recoiling what was |eft of his nononol ecul ar
wire, "we'll lever this into the water to see how she floats-"

A sudden, blindingly bright thread of brilliance reached down fromthe
sky above theminto the swanp grass briefly, then disappeared. Charlie
whi stled piercingly and they heard himthrashing around. Then no nore

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (35 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:33 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt
sound, as an anplified voice booned above them

"Look out, down there! There's an animal as big as a bear in that swanp

grass right beside you. |I got it before it could spring, but maybe it's
still alive. Careful! Don't move -1'11 be right down and finish it off!"
6

Suddenl y, many things were happening at once. Cary headed toward the
place in the grass fromwhich Charlie's whistle had cone. As he went,
the fat, teardrop shape of a one-man surveyor craft dropped to earth by
the newmade raft, its brilliant white paint and green lettering | ooking
gari sh against the nuted dark tones of the I and and vegetation. A
slightly overwei ght, black-haired man in white shirt and blue shorts

st epped out.

"Hey!" he called, as Cary brushed by him "Don't go in there. Maybe it's
not dead yet-"

"Better not be dead," said Cary, plunging into the grass. He found
Charlie, lying on his side in alittle nest of crushed grass. The fur
hi gh on one shoul der was still smoking. Charlie lay still, eyes wi de
open and staring, but when Cary put one hand under a foreleg, the throb
of a beating heart pulsed lightly through the rib cage under his palm

Gently, he picked up the linp, black body and carried it back out to the
pile of gear. He laid Charlie down by the gear and jerked a nedical kit
fromthe pile. A thick shadow fell across him and across Charlie.

"VWhat's the matter with you?" The voice of the man fromthe surveyor
craft hammered at him "I just saved your life, that's all, and here you
go nmonkeying with that beast as if -" The voice tone changed as if the
man were speaking off in a new direction. "What's the matter with him

anyway? It's big as a wol f. Look at those teeth. Wat's he doi ng?"

Cary was running a small pair of power surgical clippers over the burned
area to get rid of the hair.

"It's all right, Mattie," he said, putting the clippers aside. "Far as
the burn goes, anyway. Just slid along his side. Bui the shock's got
him If he just doesn't go and die fromthat-"

"VWhat ' re you peopl e doing up here, anyway? You don't act very grateful,
either of you. What is it, sonme sort of per? How was | to know? You
there-" the voice was ai ned back at Cary again, where he knelt over
Charlie. "You know that's one of the native wild species? |'ve got ever,

right to shoot it. | said. you' Stand up and answer me when | talk to
you. I'man interplanetary Senior Survey Officer in the firmof Eheu and
Killey-that's a multiworld outfit, woodsman! 1'd |like to know what

you' re doi ng here and what you're doing protecting a wild predator. |
think you better show me your identification-"

Still holding a surgical knife in his hand. Cary got to his feet and
turned as swiftly as the sun blinks behind a fast-noving cloud. But the
Survey O ficer was four paces fromhim and Mattie was only a step from
the man. Before Cary-could cover the distance, Mattie was between them
her back to Cary, facing the surveyor

"Show you his identification?" she exploded. "Let's see your
identification, looper! | mean that! Think you've got a couple of

i gnorant woodi es here you can bully around, do you? Let ne tell you
sonmet hing-1'm Matilda Mary Orval o, Orvalo Qutfitters of Arcadia Cty. A
citywonman. a native, and a taxpayer. Show nme your papers!"”
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"Now | ook-" the surveyor stared at her. stiff-faced, jaw out-thrust.
"I"'ma Survey Oficer-"

"You!" The word seemed to curdle in Mattie's nouth. "You're a
tinker-toy! You're a hired hand for a couple of nortgage contractors
who' re guests on this world. Guests! And you're not even that. Show you
his identification? The man you're talking to was born here. He's a
citizen, looper. You' re nothing! Were's your passport-where' s your
permit to take native gane? Who gave you pernission to earn, an energy
weapon'.""

"Nobody sai d-" the surveyor chewed air furiously.

"That's tough!" said Mattie. "You know why, | ooper? Because that man
here and nme. we don't need papers. W were born here. But you do. You
need a |license to breathe -because it's not your air. It's
ours-understand that! It's our air. our land, our animals, wild or tane.
Those two bosses of yours-Eheu and Killey, nen so far up in their
conpany they probably never |aid eyes on soneone |ike you-they know
that, even if you don't. They aren't going to be too happy with an

enpl oyee who's gone around killing native animls and threatening native
citizens, just a couple of weeks before those citizens are due to vote
on a five-billion-unit planetary nortgage offered by Eheu and Killey. So

you get back in that craft and get your passport and your alien work
permit and show themto nme. unless you want to | eave your flitter here
and go back to Arcadia City overland with us in a citizen's arrest!"

Sl ab- cheeked, pale, and a little wld-eyed, the surveyor backed from
her, stunbling, until he came up against the side of his craft.

W thout turning, he reached back in through the open doorway, funbling
around.

"And one nore thing-" said Mattie. The surveyor froze with his armin
the doorway. She pointed at Cary. "You see that man? You see that short
gun at his hip? Well, he can blow your head off with that before you
could even get that energy rifle of yours out of that craft. So don't
try anything!"

"I wasn't-1 wasn't going to-"

"Get those papers, then. Get on with it!" The surveyor turned about and
runmaged hastily inside the doorway. There were the sounds of snall
objects falling to the netal floor of the craft; then he turned back,
hol ding a small gray booklet and a yellow fol der. He brought themto
Matti e.

She took them opened each, and read themthrough silently and
del i berately. Then she handed t hem back to him

"Now get out!" she said. "This tinme we're letting you get away with it.
But just keep it in mind fromnow on. You wanted to know what we're
doi ng here?" She pointed at the wapped bundl e that was the statue. "It
just happens we're bringing a very inportant work of art down to Arcadia
City. A statue that's got to be there by the day of the voting -a statue
so valuable we wouldn't risk an airboat crashing with it, so we're
bringing it down overland. And we're the two you wanted to check up on
Go on-get going!"

Carrying passport and permt, he turned back to his craft. As he began
toclinb in through its doorway, the sound of Mattie's voice brought him
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to an abrupt halt once nore, his back to them

"And just renmenber this!" snapped Mattie. "Think of the kind of trouble
I could make for you if | went to Eheu and Killey-to the very nen

t hensel ves-and told them how you tried to interfere with our bringing
that statue in, and the kind of reaction the voters of Arcadia night
have if they heard about it!"

She stopped. He stood there for a second or nore, his back to them
wai ting, then plunged on inside his craft.

The door sl ammed behind himand the craft jerked up into the air.
"Well. Mattie!" said Cary, looking admringly at her.
She snorted, evidently still too wound up for conplinents.

Suddenly above themthe anplified voice blatted down, and | ooking up,
they saw the survey craft hovering sone two hundred neters overhead.

"YOU THI NK YOU CAN MAKE TROUBLE FOR ME?" it roared, in the surveyor's
voice. "WAIT'LL YOU SEE WHAT TROUBLE | CAN MAKE FOR YOU. A FIRM LI KE
EHEU AND KI LLEY DOESNT LI KE HI CK NATI VES GETTI NG I N THEI R WAY. YOU WAI' T
AND SEE!"

Abruptly, the craft went into notion, scooting away into the southwest,
in the direction of the coast and Arcadia City, lifting in altitude as
it went. Mattie | ooked after it, the fierceness of her expression slowy
changing to a frown.

"I talk too nuch," she nuttered, after a second.

"Wul dn't say that," Can,' grinned at her. Her frown remai ned, though,
and he stepped over to touch her lightly and briefly on the shoul der, so
that she turned her head fromthe sky to look at him "Nothing to worry
about. Mster like that's going around asking to be hung all the tine.
Sooner or later soneone's going to take himup on it."

Matti e nodded slowy and rel axed. She even smled at him a little.

"l suppose you're right," she said. Her head came up suddenly and she
turned about. "How s Charlie-"

"Leave himbe," said Cary, catching her armas she started toward the
otter. Charlie still lay, eyes w de open but unseeing, notionless on his
side on the ground where Cary had put himdown. A lattice bandage
covered the I ong rectangul ar area of the shoul der wound fromthe energy
rifle. "lIt's not the burn. It's shock. Nothing we can do for himnow but
Il et himconme out of it or not. Up to him"

"Up to hin? Shock?" She turned on Cary.

"Not regul ar shock-don't know what else to call it though," Cary said.
"H s people go that way when things get too nmuch for them You know how
it's been-himgetting hooted out of the swanp by his own relatives, then
com ng down that nmountain. Now, out of nowhere, he gets shot l|ike that,
with no way to see it conming, no way to dodge, no way of knowi ng what it
was for. So, he's gone like this. He'll cone out of it or he'll die, one
of the two. But nothing we can do about it."

Mattie stared at the unnoving bl ack form

"How do you know he'll come out of it?" she asked, in a surprisingly
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hushed voi ce.

"Seen his people like this before. Seen himthis way once before, too,
after he saved nmy life. | told you that."

Mattie turned to |l ook up at him

"No, you didn't," she said. "You never said anything about his being
like this."

"Didn't 1? Maybe not, then," said Cary. "I told you how cone he saved
me? How | was sick with bl ood poisoning but running ny trapline anyway?"

She nodded.

"And | caught an otter in one of ny traps-dead she was by that tinme,"
Cary said. "And the whole tribe swarned nme when | folded up, trying to
get the body out of the trap. It was Charlie's mate."

"You told ne that," Mattie said. "You said the others wanted to kil
you, but he made them keep you alive so that he could try to find out
why you wanted to kill them so maybe they could stop the killing."

"Sure," said Cary. "It was after the others promsed not to kill ne, he
passed out like this." He shook his head slowy, renenbering. "You know,
Mattie, for along tine | thought it was his mate being killed that nade
himfold up, but he held off Iong enough to save ny life first. But that
wasn't right. | got to know his people sone better, then |I understood."”

"I't wasn't his nate?"

"Ch, sure it was that too," said Cary. "But what | nean is, that was
just part of it. Truth is, they don't have any real control over passing
out like this. Part of what did it to himthen was | osing his mate-they
only match up once a lifetine, you know but the other part was me. You
saw how the others don't have nmuch use for him The only reason they
gave in to him about me was because it was his mate 1'd killed. So, all
of a sudden there he was, not only with his mate dead, but with a sick,
two-1egged trapper to care for and all the responsibility to the rest of
the tribe for keeping me alive.”

Cary | aughed suddenly, one of his rare, soundl ess |aughs.

"You knowit was ne, sick as | was, who tried to take care of hin®
Instead of him ne? Until he came to; and | really folded up, of
course."

"Did you really know he'd saved your life then?" Mattie asked. She was
| ooki ng at hi m penetratingly.

"Way sure,"” said Cary. "Maybe | couldn't whistle-talk with themthen-I
can't really now, for that matter. But | was pretty well conscious
through the whole thing. Wien a gang of black denons with teeth as |ong
as your mddle finger start dancing all around you and taking nips, and
anot her bl ack denmon junps up on your chest and whistles at the rest
until they all back off, after a big hullabal oo-you get the idea. True.
Fact is, when | first passed out and cane to for a bit to see himlying
there like he is now | thought his people'd cone back and killed him
for backing ne up."

"You keep saying you can't hardly talk to him" Mttie said. "Seens to
me you understand himpretty well.'
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"Well, that's right enough," said Cary "But it's not so nuch fromtalk,
or sign language, or anything. You just get to know a person after a
while, and you pick up a lot of stuff about himwi thout himhaving to
tell you."

He stopped tal king and gazed at Charlie for a nmoment.

"Nothing to do but wait,"” he said. "Morn'l| bring us the answer, one way
or other. Meanwhile, you and | can get that raft floated and | oaded
right and everything ready for downriver."

They woke next morning to a warm and cl oudl ess day and the white, dead
ashes of the campfire. Beyond the fire, where Charlie had lain, the
ground was enpty. Cary clinbed out of his sleeping hammpbck and saw
Mattie, still in hers, her eyes on him

"Nothing to do with me. if that's what you're thinking," Cary said. "I
didn't get up in the night and put himsonme-wheres else. He's cone to on
his own and gone off a bit, that's all."

In fact, before breakfast was fairly started, the waters of the poo
parted to reveal the head of Charlie, carrying in another bivalve
shellfish in his nouth. He clinbed out of the water with it, sat down by
his mudpile, and started covering the nollusk with the nud.

Cary whistled to him
"Let's | ook at that shoulder, Charlie," he said
Charlie finished nudballing his shellfish and came up to Cary.

"Good enough," said Cary, exam ning the wound. He patted the bandage
back in place. "No inflammation, hardly. Never tell how a native
animal's going to take doctoring. Right; well load what's left and
travel ."

They finished breakfast, got the rest of their gear aboard, including
Charlie's nmudballed shellfish, and floated the raft, which they had

| oaded with the statue and dragged into the shallow water at the pool's
edge the night before. The raft rode evenly; the statue, still inits
wr appi ngs of rope and ax-trimed boards, lay a little to the rear to
count er bal ance the weight of the pile of gear up front.

"On our way," said Cary.

They pol ed across the pond, then had to get off and hal f-drag, half-push
the raft through the shall ow water where the pool spilled out to begin
the stream Once past this, the raft floated well again, with Cary and
Matti e aboard. Charlie swam al ongsi de for perhaps the first half-mle or
so downstream then clinbed aboard and lay in the sun, occasionally
exani ni ng the bandage on his shoulder with his nose and delicate
touchings with his teeth.

"You think there's something wong with that bandage?" asked Mtti e,
wat ching the otter, the tenth or eleventh time he did this.

Cary shook his head.

"Just itching himprobably," Cary said. "I'll ook at it again at noon
or after."

By noon, the character of the nountain streamthey were foll ow ng had
changed markedly. From a slow, neandering thread of water in spots
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hardly deep enough to float a raft, it had increased in average depth to
nearly a neter and had w dened to perhaps thirty neters. It was now
taking a nore direct route down the slope of the nopuntainside. The
current was fast and the water nounded up as it passed over subnerged
boul ders, or broke into swollen collars of foam and turbul ence around

| arge, hal f-subnerged boul ders.

Mattie stood at the back, holding a steering oar nade of two ax-trimred
boards wired to a I ong pol e fastened between a pair of upright pegs in
the end of the center log. Cary rode up front with his pole to fend them
off fromthe black, gray, and darkly reddi sh-brown boul ders rearing like
granite trolls out of the swiftly swirling water. Charlie, although he
seenmed tenpted to get into the water less than a meter fromhim lay on
the deck by the statue, nosing its boards and ropes fromtinme to time.

The river w dened further and increased its pace. The roar of its waters
was |ike a wall around themnnow. and the spray thrown up fromthe

wat er - assaul ted boulders at tines hid the clunps of briar and variform
oak on the rocky shores. A faint sound began to worry Cary, denmandi ng
his attention, and after a second, he realized it was Mattie shouting to
himfromthe back end of the raft.

He turned his head. "Wat?" he call ed.

"Can't we slow down a bit?" her voice cane to him thin and thready am d
the steady water sounds, which did not seemthat |oud, but which nuted
everything else. "1 can hardly steer it!"

He frowned and shook his head at her

"River's higher'n | figured!" he shouted back. "Water get's even faster
the next three klicks or so. Tie yourself to sonething, so you don't
slip off-and stick with that oar!"

She nodded, saving her breath apparently; and he turned back to his
poling. Just in time, for a reddish boul der the size of ten statues was
| oomi ng before them all but dead in the path of the raft.

As he had predicted, the waters increased their speed. The raft was not
into real rapids, even now, but it |eaped and plunged anong the boul ders
Ii ke an ox unbroken to saddl e or harness. Once again, Cary got the
small, irritating feeling that Mattie was calling to him but he could
not turn around now, with boul ders appearing in front of himin every
direction. Then the raft's front end was lifted over a drowned boul der
fromwhich Cary had not been able to pole themclear. It pitched up at
an angl e-

And a scream brought Cary whirling about.

Behind him dwindling in the distance, the statue, half of its boards
and matting knocked away, sat in the river, propped hal f-upright against
the boulder. Mttie clung to the statue, and he heard her scream again.
Bits of ax-hewn board and matting were strew ng thensel ves al ong the
stream bel ow the statue. The bl ack head of Charlie bobbed in the water
by the boul der.

The raft grated on anot her boul der and |urched sideways. Cary spun back
to | ook ahead of himand got his pole out just intine to fend them off
froma square chunk of black rock like a closed door in the way. Hi s
eyes ranged ahead. Just a hundred neters farther on the river bent to
the right, and the inner side of the curve, behind a fence of riverbed
boul ders, had a patch of cal mand open water touching on an open bank
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Cary reached out with the pole and thrust hard, trying to swing the raft
in toward the open patch.

For a nonent there was no reaction. Then, caught by a spinning current,
the raft began to revolve, end for end. Once nore Cary heaved
desperately on his pole-and the raft, by now level with the upper rocks
of the fence of boulders, tried to go through sideways between two of
them 1t slammed hard agai nst the | ower of the two boul ders, and rode at
last into the slower, open water.

Cary poled the raft to the bank. The current pushed strongly against it,
holding it halfway up the small slope of the level earth beyond.

He snatched up a length of rope that was anchored in a cleat nailed to
the center log. He junped ashore carrying the rope and found a briar
tree up on the level ground to tie the raft to. Then, finally, he could
take time to | ook back upriver.

There was nothing to see. Mattie was back up around the bend of the

wat er course and out of sight. Cary | eaped down to the raft and rummaged
through the gear, coming up with ax, rope, light line, and a bl ock and
tackle. Ax in hand, and with the other itenms tied to his belt or hooked
onto his clothing, he began to | ope back upstream al ong t he bank

Bushes i npeded his passage. Several tinmes he was forced to go down the
bank and wade in the shallow water at the river's edge to get by clunps
of trees or vines. But finally he saw Mattie up ahead, still clinging to
the hal f-subnmerged statue in the nmiddle of the tunbling river, with the
bl ack otter head of Charlie holding station in the waters just
downstream of her.

He reached the shore opposite her, |eaned against the trunk of a taup
tree for a nonent to get his breath, and then tried to call her.

But plainly she could not hear himover the noise of the river. She
continued to stare downstream He whistled, and Charlie's head turned
toward the shore. A second later the head was parting the water
strongly, swimmng toward him Wthin a couple of minutes, Charlie
haul ed hi nsel f, dripping, up onto the bank

Looking out at Mattie again, Cary saw that she, too, was now | ooki ng
shoreward. Evidently she had watched Charlie's swmto shore. Cary waved
to her. She did not let go of the statue in order to wave back; but she
nodded her head violently, and he could see her lips noving. But it was
i mpossi bl e to hear whatever she was sayi ng.

Cary made one end of the light Iine fast to the rope and fitted the rope
into the block and tackle. He held out the other end to Charlie, who
took it in his mouth. Cary pointed to Mattie, clinging to the statue
with the foamfl ecked water plucking at her |egs.

"Ckay, Charlie," Cary said

The swanp otter turned and went smoothly once nore into the river
current. He seemed to nove al npst without effort at right angles to the
rushing current, but Cary noted that the bl ack head pointed, not
straight across the river, but at an angle upriver as it progressed.

Charlie reached the statue and Mattie grudgingly | oosened the grip of
her right armaround the carved rock to take the end of the line from
Charlie's mouth. Wth both arns still around the statue, she stared at
Cary, ashore. He made pulling notions with his arns, as if hauling in
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sonething on a long tether.

Her head went up and down, noddi ng. She began slowly drawi ng the |ight
line into her, letting the pulled-in part trail behind her in the

wat er. The head of the rope to which Cary had attached the line lifted
fromthe bank and began to curve its way against the current through the
water to her.

It reached her at |ast. She |ooked at Cary. He nade the notions of tying
off the rope around the narrow part of the statue that was its waist.
She struggled to obey, once losing her grip on the statue and sliding
hal fway down into the water before she clinbed back up to finish the
job. When she was done, she nodded vigorously to Cary.

Cary anchored the block and tackle to the trunk of a heavy variform oak
and used the tackle to pull the rope taut. He | ocked the sheaves of the
bl ock and tackle. Then, holding the nowtight rope stretching between
tree and statue, he inched slowy into the river.

For the first third of the distance, he kept his feet under himwth the
hel p of the rope. Then he stepped down into a place where the water was
wai st deep, and his legs went fromunder him For a nmonment, he felt that
the current would pull himfromthe rope in spite of anything he could
do. Then fury boiled up in him He pulled hinself back above the rope
l'ike a man chinning himself on a bar. Suddenly he felt assistance,
somet hi ng pushing his | egs back and down agai nst the pressure of the

wat er .

It was Charlie, swinm ng strongly and pressing agai nst Cary's | ower
body. Cary got his legs on the riverbed once nore and went back to
working his way out to the statue. After a while he reached it and

| ooked up to see Mattie, wet hair hangi ng around her face, |ooking down
at him

"You all right, Mattie?" he shouted.
She nodded.

"Easy, then," he said. "All you got to do is get down into the water
behi nd ne and keep hold of the rope with your hands outside nmy hands.
We' || go back together.'

She nodded. Her face was as white as if there were no blood left in her;
but she let herself down into the water behind himand reached around
himwi th her right armto take hold of the rope beyond him

Wth the river pressing her weight against him Cary's feet started to
| eave the bottom again. Pressure fromCharlie's black body held them
there. Al three together, fighting the river as they inched with great
effort toward the shore

When they got into shallow enough water so that Cary and Mattie could
hold their feet down by thenselves, Charlie abandoned them He swaminto
the bank, pulled hinself up its small slope onto | evel ground, and
abruptly lay still, neck outstretched.

M nutes later, Cary and Mattie blundered up the bank and al so col | apsed.
Cary lay only a few seconds, however, before rousing hinself to nove
over and inspect Charlie.

"Bandage gone," he said, |ooking over at Mattie, who |ay exhausted on
the ground, watching him "He's wore out too, of course; but that's all
Didn't do hinmself any real hurt on top of what he had, seems to ne."

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (43 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:33 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt

He got creakily to his feet.

"I''"ll go see about noving the raft up here," he said, and went off down
al ong the shoreline. However, not a hundred neters from where he had
left Mattie and Charlie, his |l egs began to trenble, and his knees fol ded
up under himlike frozen | engths of rope thawed by a canpfire.

Kneel i ng, slumped on the ground, he |ooked at his |egs.

"Well," he said to them "you could have let ne down earlier, and you
didn't. I'mbeholding to you for that."

7

There was no hope of getting back on the river that day. Cary had to
spend several hours working the raft back up al ong the shoreline agai nst
the current, anchoring it to one tree, and then hauling it by block and
tackl e up to a new anchor point where it could be tied off and the whol e
procedure repeated. For the |ast hour or so, Mattie cane and worked with
him But Charlie lay where he had stopped after clinmbing out of the

wat er, and he had not noved by the tine they finally brought the raft up
|l evel with the statue and anchored it to the bank under the taut rope
curving out to the tooth-carved stone.

There were still a couple of hours of daylight left. Cary fitted a new
bandage on Charlie and then set about hauling the statue in to shore.
Under the pull of the rope the statue toppled slowy sideways and

vani shed under the surface of the river. Charlie canme to his feet. He
ran down the slope, plunged into the water, and headed out to where the
rope vanished into the swirling current. But less than a third of the
way out he slowed, turned, and swam slowy back to shore. He clinbed the
bank, his head held | ow and waggi ng on his |long neck as if he was
shaking it to himself over the situation. He dropped down at full |ength
on the ground once nore, to lie with his throat throbbing with unvoiced
whi stles, watching Cary at work.

The statue was nore stubborn an object to nove than even the raft. Four
times it got caught on boul ders underwater on the way to shore; and four
times Cary had to wade out and lever it free, fighting current, pole,
and statue all at once. But just before sunset it was finally dragged to
the river's edge, and Cary levered it aboard the raft, grounded in the
banksi de shal | ows.

It was dark before their nmeal was over. The food and the sudden end to
the need to keep hinself noving and working operated on Cary like the
effects of some heavy sedative. He sat propped against a pile of gear,
| egs stretched out, eyelids heavy, barely able to keep awake enough to
finish the second cup of strong coffee in his hand.

H s body felt linp and usel ess as an unravel ed string. C ouds had noved
in with the sunset. There was no |ight overhead and no nmoon on the
river, which roared by unseen except for the small patch of shall ows
where the raft with the statue upon it lay touched by illunination from
their canpfire. The flickering light and shadow upon the statue seemned
to nmake it nove like a live thing, seemed to give a living expression to
its face. Cary found hinself, with Mattie, sitting and staring at it.

"You know, Cary," Mattie said, soberly, "I alnobst drowned for the sake
of that thing there, today."

Cary nodded heavily and roused hinself to answer.
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"Two thousand units's a lot. of noney, Mattie."

She scow ed.

"Yes," she said. "But it's nore than just the units-ever since that
surveyor early today. That crimlooper! I'd bring that statue in now
just to set it up in the public park of Arcadia Cty, even if your art
deal er wasn't paying a script dollar for it!"

Cary opened his eyes nore w dely and gazed at her
"Wbul d you, Mattie?" he said.

"You heard what | said!'" she retorted, but there was | ess heat to her
voi ce than the words signal ed. She gazed at the statue for a nonent
wi t hout saying anything. "Charlie was worried too, wasn't he?"

She | ooked over at Cary.

"It was the statue, really, that made himgo into the river and hel p us,
wasn't it-and he wasn't actually up to it. Renenber how he tried to swim
back out to the statue when we started to drag it ashore and he coul dn't
make it? But before that, he'd hel ped you save me. Only, it wasn't so
much for me he did it, was it? It was so the statue'd get saved?"

Cary nodded sl owy.

"l guess he'd have tried to hel p anyway, Mattie," he said. "Maybe not so
hard though." Cary watched her. "Can't blanme him you know, for thinking
a lot of that statue. He's put out a lot for it, first to get it nade,
and nowto get it this far. All he wants is to see it sonepl ace where
people' |l want to cone look at it."

"They will too," said Mattie. She was watching the statue in the dancing
firelight again. "You know, | didn't really look it over back up in the
swanp when you first showed it to me. Al it seened to me then was a

stone with just a fewlittle angles to it that made it look like a
standing man with a long gun. The light's a | ot worse here, but | can
see better. | can al nbst nake out the expression on your face-or the
statue's face. Because it's you, all right-only, you know, it's

somet hing else too. It's you, but then at the sane tine it's |like every
woodi e |'ve ever seen cone into Orvalo Qutfitters. You know what |
mean?"

She turned to him
Cary shook his head above the coffee cup
"Looks just like ne, to nme," he said.

"You aren't looking at it the right way," said Mattie. "There's
sonet hing big about it that's like you, all right- but it's like
sonmet hing nore than you at the sanme tine. There's sonething about it as

if it was still standing with its lower end in the earth-like you
couldn't ever take it out of the earth. Like it was protecting the
earth. . . . You can't see that?"

Cary lifted his head and squinted at the statue through grainy eyes.

"Looks like nme saying I own sonething, all right," he said, after a

moment .

"No! More than that." She was frowning at him "Mre than you, don't you
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see . . . ? Wat do you see in it, anyway? Tell ne howit |ooks to you."

Cary took a deep breath and tried hard to focus on the statue in the
shifting firelight.

"Well, it's me-just the way | say," he answered. "That's nmy old | ong gun
I'"'m hol di ng ready-the one that got lost in the nudhole, not this one
here. | got ny heavy |eathers on, because it's late fall and you can see
how the nud's frozen in clunps, |ike high on ny boots. | got nmy short
gun slung forward where | can get at it, but the flap's still down to
keep the sleet off it. Sanme tine, | got no gloves on; and you can see

how |I' m hol di ng ny hands back against ny jacket front to help keep ny
fingers fromgetting too cold and stiff in the wind. There's the knife
in my boot top and a |ight pack on ny back. "

Heat burned his right |eg suddenly, and he jerked upright out of a

hal f-doze into which his own voice had tricked him to discover the cup
fallen fromhis hand and coffee spilled on the | eg below. Then he was so
exhausted his head spun. Qut of the spinning he becane aware of the face
of Mattie only a fewinches in front of him H s vision cleared. She was
hol di ng the now enpty cup and rubbing his danp leg with a corner of a

sl eepi ng bag liner

"But you see even nore than | do. " Her eyes gl owed strangely at
him There was an odd expression on her face. "No, don't try to talk
about it now. You're out on your feet. Here's your bag-slide intoit."
Clunsily, he obeyed and found hinmsel f horizontal on the ground, the

sl eepi ng bag warm ng around him the firelight making rapid changes of
expression on Mattie's face-framed by her darkly hangi ng hair-and
floating above him

" Sl eep. she sai d.

"Maybe. . . ." he began. And suddenly he realized he did not know what
he had been going to say. Before he could renenber, slunber took him

He cane awake, hardly realizing he was doing so, sone time later in the
ni ght. He rose and propped hinmself on one el bow to | ook about the
canmpsite.

Mattie lay sleeping on her side in her bag on the hanmobck. The fire was
down to little trickling flames and gl owi ng coals. Beyond the fire,
Charlie lay, head down but eyes open and bright with reflection fromthe
firelight, silently watching Cary. There was a sl eeping bag liner to one
side of the swanp otter, which |ooked as if it had been covering hi mbut
had been pulled off or shrugged aside. Beyond, the unseen river roared
unceasi ngly, open-throated, but seem ngly nuted now, because of the
famliarity of its voice

Cary slid out of the bag and got quietly to his feet. As Charlie's eyes
wat ched him he stepped over to add fresh wood chunks to the fire.

As the flames |licked up on the new fuel, Cary straightened up and
stepped further on, to stand by the side of Mattie's hamock, | ooking
down at her face. Her hair had recovered fromthe straightness of its
wetting in the river. It had been brushed back into soft waves and her
face was clean. The fingertips of one hand, showi ng above the edge of
the sl eeping bag, up by her face, were clean, with no dirt show ng under
the nails.

Cary turned and held his own hand up to the firelight. It showed darkly
there with tan and ingrained soil. The nails were jet black in
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sem circles under their ends. He ran a hand over his jaw and the
wire-stiff bristles of a six-day beard scratched thickly at his palm

He turned away from Mattie. Charlie's eyes still watched him Cary went
over and squatted by the swanmp otter, placing his hand lightly on the
bl ack shoul der above the |line of white bandage. Under the vel vet-soft
fur, the shoul der was hot.

Cary got to his feet, went to the gear, and cane back wi th another
bandage, which he spread out as he wal ked until it was like a small,
thick blanket about the area of a table napkin. He went on past Charlie
down to the edge of the river. He dipped the bandage into the water and
held it there until it had been soaked by the cold stream Then he
brought it back and spread it all over the bandaged shoul der

Charlie lifted his head briefly fromthe ground to look at it and then
laid his head back down again, watching Cary. A snmall whistle warbled in
his throat.

Cary rose and went to the pile of gear again. This tinme he rumuaged out
soap, solvent, and a self-sharpening razor. He carried these down and
squatted by the water's edge.

Charlie whistled softly behind him

Cary got to his feet, leaving on the bank the things he had brought, and
went back to the otter. Carefully, he picked up Charlie and carried him
to the raft, laying himdown on its inner edge. Charlie whistled again.
Reachi ng back with his supple neck, he took the wet, unfol ded bandage in
his teeth, dipped it in the running water between raft and shore, then
laid it back up on his shoul der

"Shoul d' ve thought of it earlier,"’
by the river edge.

Cary said to him squatting once nore

Cary danpened his face with the cold water, dipped one end of the soap
inthe stream held it there for a second, and then scrubbed the
softened end of the soap into his beard. Wien it was thickly coated, he
took the razor and began to shave while Charlie watched, occasionally
giving little whistles like soft questions. Cary did not answer.

When the beard was gone, Cary stripped off his jacket and shirt and
began to wash his arns and upper body. He soaped and rubbed his cl othes
in the running water, with the firelight flickering redly upon him the
river roaring by invisibly, and Charlie watching.

In the nmorning he was up before Mattie, wearing clothes not yet quite
dry that steamed before the fire as he fixed breakfast over the

wi ck-stove. He |l ooked up fromthis after a bit to see Mattie awake in
her hammock, staring hard at him

"Morn," he said.

"Morning," she answered. She | ooked at himfor a nonent |onger. Her face
changed as if she was about to say sonething-then changed again. She got
out of the hammobck without a word and went past himinto the bushes,
sayi ng over her shoul der, "Breakfast ready? Good. |'I|l be there in a

m nute."

Later on, with the food eaten, and as they were finishing their coffee,
she spoke to himin a |owered voice. "Charlie's worse, isn't he?"

"Feverish-like all around that place he was shot," Cary answered. "Don't
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know how bad that nmeans it's getting. Maybe it's just natural, his
heating up like that."

"Don't you know?" she asked. "You rnust've seen his people when they were
hurt, before this."

"Hurt, sure,"” he said. "Cuts, bites, scrapes, feet frozen -even bullets

in them Never seen one burned, though. Nothing up there on the plateau

to burn any of them 'less he walked into a fire, and he'd know better'n
that. He feels better with a wet bandage on it, so | fixed himup."

She nodded sl owy.

"He better not move around any, though,"” she said. "Nothing that's sick
or hurt gets better unless it can rest. He won't have to | eave the raft
today, wll he?"

"GQuess he will," said Cary. "Not nore than an hour downstream we cone to
Apfur's stock station. Mster there naned Aige Apfur's got a store and
sone harness-broke cattle. We'll need to | eave the raft there, hire a

coupl e oxen, and then travois cross-plains to the Strike River. Strike
River runs all the way down to the farm ands by Arcadia Cty. This
streamdon't."

"What's travoi s?"

"Travois-that's what they call a drag cart. You'll see." Cary got to his
feet. "Not as easy riding as the raft, but it'll carry Charlie and the
statue overland to the Strike. W'd best start packing."

The sun was barely into the upper branches of the oaks along the river
when the stream broadened out and becane tranquil. Just around a further
bend they cane upon a clearing with a large log building with a porch
under a vine roof sitting well back fromthe river. Al ongside the

buil ding was a pole corral holding a nunber of variformcattle-
short - bodi ed, deeper-chested and nore ninbl e-1egged than the donestic
Earth-native strain fromwhich they had been derived.

There seened no one in sight when they came around the bend, though a
curl of gray snoke was coning out a stone chimey at one end of the
buil ding. But by the tine Cary had poled the raft into the bank bel ow
the building there were five nen coning down to neet them

The one in the | ead wore bush pants and a heavy up-country shirt under a
| eat her jacket, a city-processed one with a slick exterior. He was a
short, broad, brown-faced man with very white teeth. The other four were
pal e- ski nned men, dressed in white dirt-resistant static shirts and bl ue
shorts with the EK synbol of the nortgage contractors' firmoverlaid in
gold on the right leg of each pair of shorts. The faint gold glow of a
weat her shield surrounded each of them

"Loopers," nuttered Mattie.

Cary did not bother to answer. For the fact that the four were
interlopers was witten as plainly on themas it had been on the
surveyor earlier. Those skins and cl othes had never originated on
Arcadia. As they stepped ashore fromthe raft, Cary could see to the
right and behind the log building a pair of white plastic igloos, also
with the Eheu and Killey synbol in gold on their dome roofs.

"Aige," said Cary, as the brown-faced man in | ocal clothes reached the
raft first. He nodded at the man
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"Cary. And | don't know the mi ssus-
Mattie. But Mattie broke in sharply.

began Aige Apfur, turning to

"Mss. Matilda Mary Ovalo. Ovalo Qutfitters, Arcadia Cty."
"Orvalo Qutfitters?" Aige grinned. "That'll be Dave Oval o-"

"My father," said Mattie, with a snap. "Dead seven years ago."

"Why-regrets." Aige's grin sobered. "And your nother-"
"Dead three years after that. No need for courtesies, Mster Apfur. |I'm
Ovalo Qutfitters now, and we've got sone business to do with you."

She | ooked unfavorably past himat the four | oopers who had by now
reached the river bank beside himand were exam ning the statue and
Charlie with sone anusenent.

"Why, glad to," said Aige. "Used to do business with Dave, once upon a
time-"

"And you paid for what you got?" said Mattie.

"Pai d?" Aige stared. "Why sure, Mss Ovalo. |I always did business
cash."

"No offense, Mster Apfur," said Mattie, stepping ashore. "It was a
weakness of my father's-doing business with people who didn't pay for
what they got. | believe in cash nyself, just like you: so we'll have no
trouble.” She turned to Cary, still on the raft. "Wat'd you say we'd
need from M ster Apfur?"

"Travois," said Cary. "Couple of drawi ng oxen. Leave you the raft here,
Aige, for what it's worth."

"For what it's worth, Mster Apfur," said Mattie. "Even a raft's got
worth. "

"Why, sure,"” said Aige: "We'Il figure that in, of course. Cary, there's
maybe half a dozen travels, all sizes, around back of the house. Wyn't
you pi ck one out and the oxen you want fromthe corral and |l oad up. I'1ll
take Mss Orvalo up to the house for a cup of coffee. When you're done,
we can come back out, see what you picked, and figure our deal."

"Maybe 1'd better stay here,"” said Mattie, looking sourly at the

| oopers, who had been nuttering and | aughi ng anong thensel ves, and
showi ng a tendency to crowd around the statue and Charlie on the raft.
"Unl ess these gentlenmen can be trusted not to touch anything."

"You don't need to worry about us, Ov-Mss Ovalo, is it?" a lean,

nmi ddl e-aged | ooper with receding hair said to her. "W're just getting a
ki ck out of the whole thing. You nust be the people sent old Sam Moroy
scooting back to the City as if you' d set his pants on fire. It was you,
wasn't it? This the statue?"

"It's the statue we're taking overland down to Arcadia City," said
Mattie. "Valuable property."”

"Why sure-sure. You know workingnen |ike us don't know a | ot about art.
Coul d have been just any old rock for all we could tell. . . ." The
ot her | oopers began to grin. "No, no. Cut that 'out, Team"

The grins vani shed fromthe faces of the other three.
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"You've got to forgive us, Mss Ovalo," said the |l ean | ooper. "W al
know Sam and it was the funniest thing we ever heard, the way you told
himoff, and the way he went sailing down to the City to tell his tale
about you. |'m Harby W] es-Jeth Horogh, Noyal Penz, Mace Droy." The
other three nodded to Mattie as they were introduced. "Now, we won't
touch a thing. W'll conme up to Aige's place there, and have a cup of
coffee with you; and you can tell us howit really was when you set fire
to old Sams tail that way."

The four nen and Mattie went up the sloping bank to the conbination
store and house that Ai ge Apfur owned. They nounted the steps, crossed
the narrow porch, and di sappeared inside. Left alone, Cary wal ked up the
sl ope, around the house, and exam ned a row of travois |eaning against
the 1 og wall.

These were light, long, odd-Iooking vehicles made of two bire tree
trunks with some of the heavy, curved roots still attached. They were
stripped of skin and linbs and joined together at the top end to a

har ness- bearing yoke for two drawi ng beasts. Fromthat joining, the two
tree trunks spread out at a forty-degree angle, with the polished,
tough, curved roots resting curve down on the ground. Extending from
near the joined tops alnost to the roots, the two trunks were joined by
board slats to nake a flat bed.

Cary picked out the |arger of these, a travois nearly five neters from
yoke to roots. Getting between it and the log wall, he lifted its yoke
end fromthe wall, swiveled the travois around on its roots, and laid it
down flat to examine it. The slats were firmand well nailed, and the
bearing yoke was a single S shaped pad of steaned wood, padded
generously with | eather underneath. Wen Cary stood on the roots of both
tree trunks, one at atime to test them they had good spring in them
yet.

There was a harness spike-punch, |ike a wooden-handl ed ice pick stuck
into the log wall by the end of the row of travois. Cary pulled it |oose
and used the sharp netal point to probe the |eather underside of the
yoke. The | eather was soft and new and was firmy glued to the wood
above it over all its connecting surface.

He left the travois where he had laid it and went down to the pole
corral. Taking halters fromthe top pole of one of the sections, he let
hinself in and set about the business of first choosing, then capturing
the variform oxen he had picked for the trip to the Strike River

Ten nminutes later the pair of oxen he had picked were outside the corra
and yoked to the travois. He led the beasts down to the raft, trailing
the travois with the up-curved roots bunping and sliding over the ground
behi nd t hem

He backed the travois up to the edge of the raft where it was grounded
at the river's edge, and whistled Charlie fromthe statue. Wile the
vari form oxen stood patiently, he |levered the statue around so that it
woul d be headed end up on the travois, and then he put a rope about its
head. Latching a block and tackle to the crown point of the bearing yoke
bet ween the two beasts, he slowy drew the statue up onto the slats of
the travois, |locked the block and tackle, and tied the statue in place.

Charlie, making little whistles in his throat, crept off the raft and up
onto the travois, until he lay once nore on top of the statue.

Cary | oaded the rest of the gear onto the travois and tied it securely
in position. Then he stood back. The two oxen bore the weight of the
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joined top end of the supporting trunks upon their bearing yoke with
conpl acency. Cary nodded to hinself, |led the oxen up between the house
and the hotel, and tethered themto a ground stake there.

Mattie and the nen were still inside the |og building. Cary went in and
found themsitting around the store section at the front-a |l arge, open
roompiled high with gear and food supplies. Mattie and the men were
sitting anong the stacked bl ankets with coffee cups in their hands. The
snel |l of sonething nore than sugar in their coffee perfuned the stil
air.

"All set," said Cary, briefly to Mattie and Aige. "Want to cone outside
and | ook it over?"

"Don't rush there!" called the | ean | coper naned Harby Wles, fromhis
seat on a counter beside a pile of inport equipnent, four energy rifles,
and ot her gear that obviously belonged to himand his conpanions. Wles
reached over to a stand beside the counter on which a coffee maker
stood, and filled a cup. "Taste sonme inport coffee, friend. Want it
royal e?"

"VWi ch, mster?" asked Cary.

"Wth booze in it-booze," said Wles, reaching into the pile beside him
for a large white flask fromwhich he poured a brown streaminto the
fresh cup of coffee. He poured generously. Cary was conscious of
Mattie's eyes on him but she said nothing. Cary's woods-sensitive nose
caught the sanme snell of |iquor coming fromher own coffee cup

"There you are, friend," said Wles, passing the cup into Cary's hands.
"Coffee and inport booze such as you never tasted before. Drink happy."
He slid off the counter and headed for the front door. "Excuse ne,

fol ks. Be right back."

He went out. Cary tasted the liquor-laced coffee. It did not taste as
powerful as he had expected, seeing the anbunt W/l es had poured into the
cup. Cary sipped it carefully. There was a | ong day of travois ahead.
Take it down slow and it woul dn't slow himup as mnuch.

"Poor old Sam" one of the other |oopers went on. As Cary renenbered, it
was the one called Mace sonething, a short young man with a bi g-boned
face. "Never seen himso peeled off. He was bound and deternined to get
right back to headquarters at your Arcadia City and start bl ackening
your reputations-"

"That reninds ne," Mattie interrupted, turning to Aige, "you wouldn't
have a radi ophone here |I could use to call down to the Gty?"

"Sorry, mss." Aige shook his head, apologizing with a flash of white
teeth. "Parts cost too rmuch. Just an airboat in once a nonth. It's due
in tonmorrow though. Want ne to send a nessage?”

Matti e shook her head.

"No. Never mind." She turned back to Mace. "Didn't nmean to interrupt. Go
on."

"Well," said Mace, "I was just telling you all. Sam was bound to spread
a story that'd get you into plenty trouble with E and K-you know, the
bi g boys." He wi nked. "So, just before he took off, he was asking us al
what ought to be done about you two-"

A shrill swanp-otter whistle fromoutside the building sounded through
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the log walls as if they had been nade of woven swanp grass.
8.

Cary dropped his cup, spun about, and nade it to the door in three |ong
strides. He jerked the door open and was through it, running along the
porch toward the corner behind which he had left the travois, while the
reverberations of that single piercing whistle were still nmaking his
ears sing.

He | eaped off the porch, turned the corner of the building, and
confronted the | ean | ooper, Wles. WIles was standing over the statue on
the travois, a sledgehamer still held upraised in his hands. His shirt
was torn open, and one leg of his shorts was torn and flapping. Charlie
| ay beside the travois, half on his back, his neck outstretched and his
eyes closed, his teeth hal f-grinning between his lips. H's body quivered
slightly and occasionally, |ike the body of a sleeping dog. Dark bl ood
welled slowy fromthe fur on the right side of his head.

At the sight of Cary, W/l es dropped the sledgehanmrer and snatched up
Cary's own |long gun, which lay on top of the gear |ashed to the travois.

"Hold it!" said Wles. Hs face twisted. "Just hold it. That's right.
Unhook that gunbelt around you and let it drop. Now back off four
steps.”

Slowy, Cary obeyed. The belt with his short gun in its hol ster thudded
to the hard dirt at his feet. He backed.

"That damm beast of yours went for ne," said Wles, grinning a little
now. He raised his voice. "Hey, Team Get the woman out here-oh, there
you are."

Cary noved his eyes without noving his head. Mattie canme around the
building, followed by the three other |oopers, all now carrying energy
rifles. Aige wal ked with them They cane back and stopped.

Cary | ooked down at Charlie, |ying bleeding and quivering on the ground,
then back up to Wl es.

"You're dead, mster," he said. WIles |aughed.

"No. You're dead, woodie," he said. "That is, unless we decide to be
generous and let you go, in about a week fromnow " He | ooked over at
Mace. "Did you explain things to them Mace?"

"I'd just got as far as Sam asking us for advice about what to do when
the ani mal whistled," Mce said.

"Well, that's good enough." WIles turned back to Cary. "That's right,
Sam asked us for advice. And we told him go on in and spread his story
about, but we'd handle it up here for him just to nake sure.”

He smil ed.

"You know what | told Sam about you?" he went on. "l| said you aren't the
first smart local hick to give a conpany nman trouble. Lots of tinme the
Team has trouble with sone native or other on an outback world like
this. We're used to it. And we like to handle it ourselves w thout
getting the conpany noneynen invol ved. The moneynen like it that way
too-"

"What do you think's going to happen with your noney-nen when they hear
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about this?" interrupted Mattie fiercely. "Wth an el ection coning up
and a nortgage worth billions up for vote-"

"But they aren't going to hear about it," Wles interrupted in his turn
"That's the Iine you used on old Sam wasn't it? But there's a sinple
answer. E and K might worry about this a bit if they heard of it before
the voting. But once the nortgage's voted, they're not going to give two
hel |l s. Because by that time they'll have the signatures of enough
citizens on the dotted line, and it'll be all over, lady. In fact, once
they get the nortgage in their pocket, they'll be just as glad we
instilled a little respect in you hicks."

"Only," said Mattie, savagely, "they're going to hear about it before
the voting, just as soon as we get to town."

"You aren't getting to town," said Wles. "W'I| just stash you away
sonmepl ace with one of the Teamto guard you until the voting' s over
Then, if you' ve been real nice people all the while, maybe we'll even
just turn you |l oose. O course, we'll skin your beast here, and crack up

this statue thing of yours, just to teach you a little |lesson-but that's
not all that bad, is it? As long as you cone out of it alive?"

Cary | ooked at Aige, standing behind the nen with the rifles by the end
of the tall row of travois | eaning against the |log wall.

"Ai ge," he said.

"That's right-1 was forgetting Aige." Wles |ooked over at the store
owner. "You've got a stake in this too, Aige, you know. You woul dn't
want a couple like these two here getting down to Arcadia and stirring
up troubl e that mnight sonmehow get in the way of this world' s new

nmort gage, would you? |I'd inmagine a man like you is planning to buy into
hal f a dozen of the subsidiary conpanies that'll be growing up after the
nort gage. "

Ai ge grinned and backed up against the log wall beside the first of the
racked travois.

"Well, that's a fact," he said. "I've been saving for years here for a
chance to nake a little noney. Sure, | have."

His grin widened. He | eaned his shoul ders back against the logs. Wles
| ooked at hima trifle sourly.

"Sure you have," he said. He stood staring at Aige for a mnute, during
whi ch the storekeeper grinned even nmore broadly. "All right, what's the
joke? And it'd better be funny. We can tuck three people away as easily
as two." "Well, it is funny," said Aige. He pointed. "That's Cary
Longan. "

Wles glanced at Cary.
"So that's his nane," Wles said. "All right, what about it?"

"Not hing," said Aige. "Just that Cary's got a reputation for keeping his
word. Done business with himsonme years now, and it's true. He al ways
keeps his word."

"What ' re you babbling about?" snapped Wles. "What's his word got to do
with it?"

"He just gave it. That's what nakes it so funny," said Aige. "Here you
are naking all these plans for what you're going to do with himand M ss
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Orvalo, and he already told -you you're a dead nman. Here you are, making
plans |ike mad, and on his word you been dead for three ninutes-"

Wth a sudden novenent, Aige jerked the harness spike-punch | oose from
the log wall beside himand threwit to Cary, ducking back around the
corner of the building. Cary caught the tool in mdair, threwit in one
direction, and dove in the other, rolling head over heels on the ground
until his body covered his dropped gunbelt. He cane out of his fina
roll holding his short gun and firing at the three | oopers with the
energy rifles.

They were already firing back®"to where Cary had been a split second
before. A bullet fromCary's short gun hit one of themhigh in the
shoul der, so that he seened to fling his weapon fromhim The other two
dropped their guns and backed off, hands up

"Get their rifles, Aige," called Cary, rising to his feet.

He turned toward Wles. But Mattie was there before him kneeling beside
the man, who was |lying on his back, choking out his life with the needle
shaft of the harness spike-punch through his throat. Cary turned away
and went to squat beside the dark formof Charlie, now no | onger
quivering. He felt for a heart beat and found it. Wth a deep sigh, he
sat back on his heels and began to explore with gentle fingers the

bl oody area on the side of Charlie's head, which was now beginning to
swel |.

He got up to go to the |oaded travois and bring back the nedical kit. He
cl eaned the danmaged area of blood and began to dress the wound. A shadow
fell across it, and he | ooked up

It was Mattie.
"He's dead, Cary," Mttie said

Cary gl anced over at Wles, who now lay still, the punch still in his
throat. Cary nodded, and turned back to his work on Charlie.

"He's dead." It was Mattie's voice again, naking himlook up. Her face
stared down at himfromonly inches away. "Cary, it's wong to kill!"

He stared at her. Then he spoke to her, meaning to sound no different
than ever; but his voice changed sonmehow in his throat and cane out with
a tone he had never used to her before.

"Mattie," he said, "get out of nmy light."

Al the color went out of her face. She straightened up and stepped back
fromhim He bent his head once nore over Charlie and went back to the
busi ness of bandaging. After he had finished this, he lifted Charlie
gently back onto a bed nade of two sl eeping bags |ashed on top of the
statue on the travois. It was as he was doing this that Charlie's eyes
opened, and the swanp otter stirred. "All right?" asked Cary. He
whistled at Charlie.

Charlie whistled back, at first weakly, and then nore strongly. The
notes of his |ast whistles were demandi ng.

Cary nodded and got to his feet. He turned and | ooked, but he was al one
with the dead body of Wles. He wal ked around the front of the building
and in through the door on the porch.

The three remaining | oopers were not to be seen, but he found Aige by
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the counter where they had all been grouped earlier. Aige was standing
over Mattie, who sat with a coffee cup held in both hands, hunched over
it as if it was the only source of heat in an icy world.

"Cary." Aige acknow edged Cary's presence as he came up. "I |ocked those
three up in a storeroom Mss Ovalo here's some upset.”

"Mattie," said Cary softly to her. "Charlie's all right, he says. He
doesn't want to waste tine. He wants to get going."

She paid no attention to him She spoke above the coffee cup in a | ow
voice, not to either of them to no one.

"It was for nmoney | wanted to bring the statue down to the city," she
said. "And now a man's dead. Because | wanted noney."

Ai ge | ooked at Cary. Cary bent over her.
"Mattie!" he said, nmore |oudly.

She did not nove for a second. Then she straightened up slowy, as if
her attention had just been caught. She set the cup carefully aside.

"What is it?" she said

"W've got to be nobving on," Cary said.

"Yes," she said, and | ooked at Aige. "Wat do we owe you, M ster Apfur?"

"Hundred and forty script," Aige answered. "You don't have to pay nhow,
though. | can put it on the books and the next tinme Cary's by-"

"Never wait to collect what's owed you, Mster Apfur." Stiffly, she got
to her feet and reached into one of the inside pockets of her jacket,
bringing out a fold of script. "A hundred and forty, you said?"

"Be back in a mnute," said Aige, ducking around her. "Wile you're
counting out there. "

He went out the door to the porch without finishing his sentence. Mattie
carefully counted out a hundred and forty dollars in script and laid
them on the counter. She turned toward the door

"Wit," said Cary.

She stopped and stood waiting without asking why. After a few nminutes,
Ai ge canme back in and held the door open for them

"I'"l'l see you off," he said. "I suppose you're heading for the Strike,
Cary? Qught to nake it by sunset with no trouble. Those are prine oxen
If you don't-it's near a full noon. Couple hours travel after
nmoonrise'll see you on the bank of the Strike for sure-"

"M ster Apfur," Mattie interrupted himas they noved off the porch, out
of the shadow of its roof into the sunlight, and turned left. "You'l
notify the Arcadia City authorities about this?"

"Quess so," said Aige to her. "Odinarily, we don't say anything-there's
no City law up here anyway. But since these | oopers belong to the

nmort gage conpany, |'d probably better. 1'll hand the other three over to
the airboat pilot when he comes in tonorrow, along with a report on the
whol e t hing, explaining howthey started it. You don't need to worry
about how the story'll be told."
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"That wasn't nmy worry, Mster Apfur,"” said Mttie.

They turned the corner. The travois was there waiting for them and
Charlie lifted his head fromthe sl eeping bags. The body of Wl es had
di sappear ed.

"Wel |, good luck," said Aige, as Cary took hold of the halter rope of
the off ox and began to |lead the pair with the travois behind them up
the sl ope behind the store building. "Just turn those cattle | oose when
you reach the Strike and they'll find their way back to me here in a day
or so."

"Right," said Cary, noving off w thout |ooking around. "Thanks for all
Ai ge. "

"Wl cone!" Aige called after them They nounted the slope and went down
the other side into rolling | andscape of thigh-high grass, ranging in
color fromlight brown through gray to black. There were only a few
isolated trees to be seen between them and the now cl oudl ess hori zon

They began their crossing of the plains area, noving al ong together

wi thout talking. As the sun rose toward noon, this silence between them
becane a part of the day, with its sun, its continual snall varying
breezes that left the footsteps of their passage in the bending
grasstops, and an occasi onal working snort fromone of the oxen. At
first Charlie also was silent, riding the travois. But after a while he
began to talk to hinmself in small, nusical whistlings. Looking back
once, Cary saw the swanp otter stretched out on his sleeping bags with
his head near the head of the statue as if he was hol ding a conversation
with the dark, tooth-chiseled stone.

To reach the dark, broad waters of the Strike River, it took themthe
rest of a day's silent journeying, with the native wi nged orthopters
rising fromthe sea of grass before themand settling to one side or
another with small insect sounds. In fact, the early-rising noon was
wel | above the horizon and the sun had been down better than an hour
when they at last halted on the river bank in a grove of oak and bire.

The nearly full moon had nmade travel possible, but it did not throw
enough light for proper raft-building. They made canp and turned in
early. Cary was up before the first dawn pal eness had begun to appear in
the sky. Once again he washed and scraped his beard, while coffee water
came to a boil on the wi ck-stove. In her sleeping bag and hamock Mttie
still slept; and Charlie too was asleep. He drank coffee and went off
into the tree grove with an ax.

By the tinme the sun was clear of the horizon, he had the |ogs cut,
pulled to the clearing, and ready to tie. G ancing over at Mattie, he
saw her eyes open, watching him but she was still in her sleeping bag.

By the tinme he had finished tying the raft together with wire, the day
was beginning to warmas the sun beat nore directly down on them
Mattie, Cary saw, was up now, but she had still nmade no nove to start
breakfast. Cary went over and started it hinself. By the tine the
pressed brick of neat and vegetabl es had softened in the cooking water
and turned into a stew, the biscuits and coffee al so were ready. Mttie
still had not conme over to the stove. Cary filled her plate and carried
it to her.

"Thanks," she said in a | ow voice, not |ooking up as she took plate and
eating tools from him
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He stood over her as she took the plate into her lap- sitting
cross-| egged on the ground at the foot of her hammock-and began to eat.

"Don't want to rush you, Mattie," he said, "but we've no tinme to burn
Soon's we eat, we better get |oaded and started downriver."

At that, she did raise her head. Her face was drawn and her eyes | ooked
bl eakly into his.

"I'"'m not going anywhere today," she said. "It's a Prayer Day."
He stared at her. "Prayer Day?"

"Haven't you kept count?" she said. "This is the seventh day since we
started; and it was a Prayer Day the day | found you and brought you
back to nmy premises. | couldn't start then because it was a Prayer Day;
and 1'mnot going to go on now, on a Prayer Day."

He shook his head, as if to shake her words into sonme pattern of comon
sense. "Mattie-"

"I"'mnot going to talk about it," she said. She set down the plate, got
to her feet, and wal ked over to the pile of gear. She rumraged in her
personal s bag and cane out holding the fanmiliar white volume with the
withing, fire-red letters. Opening it, she sat down and began to read,
there by the gear, ignoring her breakfast which still sat beside the
hammock. Cary studied her for a | ong nmonent and then turned away.

He went back and ate his own breakfast, then nmethodically set about
striking canp. He packed up his own hanmmock and the rest of the gear
except Mattie's hammock, bag, and the still untouched plate of stew
Then he dug sone deep stake holes at the river's edge, planted anchor
posts in them and bl ock-and-tackled the raft to the edge of the water.

He levered it into the shallows at the edge of the bank and began
loading it. Still, Mttie had not stirred. She sat, still reading.

Charlie | ooked curiously fromher to Cary as Cary went on about | oading
the statue and the gear aboard the raft. After a while he whistled
curiously at Cary.

Cary whistled back shortly and shook his head. Charlie queried him
again, but this tinme Cary only shook his head. Then Charlie turned and
made his own way to the raft, lying down on it beside the head of the
statue. The sun by now was several hours up fromthe horizon, and there
was nothing left to pack but Mattie's gear

Cary wal ked over to her

"Mattie," he said. "Charlie and | both got a stake in getting that
statue into town on tine."

She put a finger in her book to mark her place, closed it. and | ooked
up.

"Charlie and you?" she said. "I know what stake you've got in getting it
to town. You're |looking forward to nixing in with all that hoorah and

cel ebrating when the nortgage is signed, with your pockets full of nobney
to throw around. But don't tell me Charlie knows who that statue's going
to, or what it's worth to you and ne to get it there by a certain tine."

He | ooked down at her for a |long second.
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"Charlie may not know who," he said, "but he knows the statue's going
somepl ace where it'll naybe finally be appreciated. And he knows there's
some hurry to get it there. As for what it's worth-what it's worth to ne
is seeing Charlie know ng sonebody understands what he's done, before he
dies. Conmes to the noney being that inportant, you get aboard the raft
now and you can have ny share. Sure, | like cash when I'min town, |ike
anyone else; but | don't got to have it or die, like you Gty people.

Qut here, nmoney don't do nothing for anyone. Long as | got ny gear, ny
weapons, and some anmunition, there's not a thing nore | need in the
upcountry."

She kept her eyes on her book

"This is a day of rest,"” she said. "Not a day for the taking or naking
of profit-which is what I'd be doing if 1 had anything to do with noving
that statue further toward the City today."

He shook hi s head.

"W got to go," he said. "And we're going, Mttie."

"I"'mnot," she said, calmy

"I can't |eave you alone out here," he answered. "Have to take you
whet her you want to go on or not, Mttie."

"You signed a contract with me," she said, clearly and still calmny.
"You can't sell that statue to the art dealer if | say no. Put ne on
that raft by force, and you'll hear 'no' fromme for now and ever-if you

carry the statue and Charlie to Arcadia City times over."

She stopped speaki ng. He stood, |ooking down at her, saying nothing.

"Go if you want,'
here. "

she said. "I won't try to stop you. But |'m staying

She opened her book and went back to her reading. For a second nore he
wat ched her. Then he turned and went to his own gear. He brought his own
I ong gun back, laid it beside her, and went to the raft.

Charlie whistled. Cary answered. He untied the shore |ine, stepped

aboard the raft, and picked up a pole. He pushed strongly with the end
of the pole against the bank, and the front of the raft swing out into
the streamuntil the current caught it and pulled it slowy from shore.

In amnute, it was floating dowriver over a bottomtoo deep for the
pole to work against. Cary pulled the pole inboard, laid it down, and
went back to take the rudder oar. Steering the raft into the centra
current, he | ooked back up toward the canpsite, now steadily falling
behi nd t hem

Mattie still sat where he had left her, reading. The brilliant white
cover of the book caught the sunlight and seemed to burn in her hands as
she held it. She had not changed position, and she did not nmove as he
wat ched. But as the raft noved away from her, she dwi ndled steadily in
size until she was so small that her seated figure could be covered by
the tip of his uplifted little finger. Then the raft swam around a bend
in the river, and she was | ost to sight.

9

As the black linmbs and the dark green | eaves of the trees noved between
the raft and the view of Mattie, Charlie whistled sharply. The otter was
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up on all fours, standing by the statue with neck outstretched toward
Cary. As Cary looked at him Charlie whistled again and | ooked back
toward the river bend questioningly.

Cary shook his head and turned his gaze once nore to the water before
the raft, settling the shaft of the steering oar under his arm

Charlie whistled a third tine.

"No!" snapped Cary al oud. He shook his head, two sharp, distinct noves
fromone side to the other. "She wants it |ike that!"

Charlie stopped whistling. The effort of standing was begi nning to show
on him H s | egs bowed and gave under him so that he sank to the raft.
Still he held his head up for a long nmoment on his slimneck, |ooking at
Cary.

Cary stared stone-eyed as a statue hinself at the water ahead.

Charlie's neck bent. H's head dropped to the logs beneath it. He
whi stl ed once nore, alnmost as if to himself, a |ow | ong-drawn-out
whistle that faded into silence at last. Wth Cary at the oar, they
drifted on downriver in silence

Cary whistled, abruptly and fiercely, and Charlie's head cane up. Cary
had shoved the steering oar to one side, and the raft was now drifting
slowy at an angle back toward the |and. As soon as it grounded close to
the right-hand bank, Cary junped overboard with a rope, hauled the raft
as close to the bank as it could be pulled in the gravel shallows, and
ran ashore.

He tied the rope hastily to the twisted trunk of a bire tree, and

turni ng, headed through a clunp of bushes at a steady |ope back upstream
al ongside the river. He ran lightly and easily, w thout heavy breathing,
but with his mouth in a thin line and his eyes fixed ahead. Twi ce he was
forced to head inland fromthe river, but always he turned back to the
bank at the first opportunity. And it was only a few nonents before he
came out through the trees where he had cut logs for the raft that
nmorning, and found Mattie still sitting as he had left her, the book in
her hands.

He stopped running and wal ked up to her. She did not | ook at himas he
approached. Her eyes were still on the pages of the book before her. He
came up and stood over her.

"Mattie," he said.

She did not answer. Her attention was all on the pages before her. He
reached down to take the book fromher, and his fingers touched her
hands. They were chill to the touch

H s expression changed. He bent and | ooked into her down-tilted face. It
was as white as the face of a woman in shock

"Mattie-" he said. Gently, he put his fingers under her chin and forced
her face up to |l ook at him

"What ' re you doi ng here?" she whi spered.

"Quess | can't |eave you, Mattie," he said, and | et her go,
straightening up to ook at her alnost grimy. "Never thought there was
nobody | couldn't |eave, nothing I couldn't do. But | can't go on and

| eave you here. CGuess you've done that for nme. So we'll stick with you
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if you won't nove, Charlie and I."

"You're wong," Mttie said, barely above the | evel of the whisper in
whi ch she had answered first. "This time, you' re wong. You ought to go
on. Leave nme."

"Like this?" Cary's straight, dark brows cane together in a line across
his face. "Leaving you with the long gun and a day's wal k back to Aige's
is one thing. This here's sonething else. You planning to sit here and
die, Mattie?"

There was a sick feeling in himthat canme out in his voice, and she
heard it.

"l don't suicide! You think that of nme?" she flared for a second; and
then the col dness took the Iife out of her voice again. "You don't
understand. " "Wat don't | understand?"

"The universe is not nocked," she said, not |ooking at him rocking
herself a little. "There is a physics of life, and what is taken nust be
count erbal anced by what is given-" "Mattie!" The hardness of his voice
st opped her voice and her body novenent, all at once. "Wat you talking
about ?"

"You killed a man," she said. "I was the cause of it, but you were the
instrument. A man was killed for the sake of worldly gain." She | ooked
up at him "It's wong to kill, Cary. To kill puts you in debt to the

natural |aw of the universe. It makes you vul nerable. You killed himand
the | aw of averages is against you now. | was the cause. |f sonething
happens to me, that helps to bal ance the forces. G herw se the physics
of the universe stays tilted against you. You killed-"

"Mattie!"
The sudden expl osion of his voice stopped her, but only briefly.
"You don't understand," she said, dully.

"It's you who don't understand," he answered. "You think you got some
reason to pay out for me? There's nothing you owe, Mattie. Me neither.
M ster takes a weapon to nme, | take one to himit was himstarted it,
not ne."

"But you killed him There's man dead back there-"

"I Kkilled himbecause Charlie was laying there |like he was dead. |
t hought he was," Cary said. "Thought the looper'd killed him™"

"Bven if he had," said Mattie. "It's not the same thing. That | ooper was
a man-"

"Charlie's a man!"

A bl ack, hot tide washed over himfor a second, so that he coul d not
see. \Wen he had his sight back, he saw Mattie sitting frozen, staring
up at him The fury in himhad finally stopped her nouth.

"You listen to me," he said, barely above a whisper, and the jagged
words tore his throat raw, getting out. "Charlie's a man. You know who's
not a man? That | ooper's not a man. None of them s nen. No m ster on
this planet, not Aige, not nme-none of us, nen-to Charlie's people. And
that's what counts."
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She | eaned back a little fromhim He bent down over her

"You know what we are?" he said, |owvoiced. "W're animals. Aliens.
We're alien animals come out of soneplace el se where we had a right to
be, to here where we got no right. And you know what we do, now we're
here? We poison the earth and kill off the vine and the char. W bring
in our owm plants that got no right here, neither, and we plant themto
drive out the plants that bel ong here. And you know what el se we do? W
cut, and we burn, and we build; and finally, we go and kill men and
worren-real nen and wonen with a right here, because it's their world-in
order to skin themand sell their hides to be shipped off the planet to
other animals |ike us who don't even know where those hides cane from"

He stopped to draw breath, and the air seemed burned |like flane against
his raw, tight throat.

"I told you, Mattie," he said. "I told you Charlie's people hadn't any
use for me. | told you they didn't think it was any great thing, ny
keepi ng the trappers off them And | guess you thought that was rea
strange of them Strange? Strange they don't feel grateful and thankfu

an alien animal like me don't cone around Kkilling their brothers and
sisters and wives and children no nore? Grateful one |ike ne stops
another fromkilling then? That's sonme real great kindness and favor, is
it then?"

He broke off.

"But Charlie, he's even nore than the men the rest of his people are,"
he said. "Because Charlie can see an alien like ne hidden in a dirty
chunk of stone and carve that stone until it's art-until that alien's
there for all to see. You and | can't do that; but he can."

He turned and strode off blindly. It was only when bire branches whi pped
himin the face that he realized what he was doing. Then, with a great
sweep, the fury left him and his mnd cleared. Suddenly he felt washed
clean, enpty, and hollow inside. It was not like him talking so nuch.
He turned around. Mattie was still seated, staring wordlessly after him
with a white face. He went back to her. Taking her hand, he pulled her
to her feet.

"Sorry, Mattie," he said, nore quietly. "Sorry. It's not you-it's a
thousand msters |like those | oopers, over the past six years. Listen-if
you're right and the universe makes all even, it don't matter then what
shape of body there is about a person. If |I'd done nothing back there,
it'd be Charlie dead now, and that |ooper living. Happen it's the | ooper
that's dead and Charlie's still alive. W didn't start what happened,
none of us-Charlie, you, or ne. It was the |oopers figured to kil
Charlie and smash his statue fromthe first, before we even showed up at
Aige's. If it's a universe knows what happens, then it's a universe
knows that it had to be Charlie or the | ooper. And the one which Iived
had the best right to be living."

She shook her head, her face still white, but said nothing.

"Makes no matter now, anyway," Cary said. "Raft's at the bank, just
bel ow the bend there, and we aren't going further today. You'll walk
that far to be with the rest of us, even if it's a Prayer Day, sure?"

"Yes," she said.

"Good. I'lIl help strike your hammock here and pack up," said Cary,
moving to do just that. In a few mnutes he had the gear he'd left with
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her packed and ready to carry. He took it in a bundle over his right
shoul der, and with the long gun in his left hand, he | ed her back down
along the river toward the raft.

When they reached the bushes screening the spot just upstream of where
the raft had touched the shore, for the first time Cary becanme consci ous
of a sound fromjust ahead where the raft would be. It was a steady,
rhythm c thunping and rustling |ike nothing he had ever heard before. A
smal | noi se, but strange. Dropping the gear, he sprinted ahead of

Mattie, into the clearing.

Charlie was no longer on the raft. He was ashore, and the trail of
crushed grass in the soft earth of the river bank showed how he had
gotten there. H's eyes were closed, his jaws were lathered in foam and
snapped unceasingly, and his body and |inbs jerked and twitched with
such force that he noved about on the ground. The sharp odor that had
acconpani ed his earlier violent outburst against his own people when
they had left the plateau was heavy in the air.

Cary dropped at the otter's side and tried to hold the jerking body
still, but it was too strong for him He felt hinself violently shoved
asi de. Looking up, he saw Mattie, who knelt in his place beside Charlie.

"Convul sions!" Mattie snapped at him "Don't you know convul si ons when
you see then?"

She grabbed up an eight-inch length of stick, perhaps two inches in
dianeter, fromthe ground nearby and thrust it between Charlie's

m ndl essly snapping jaws. The swanp otter's chisel teeth went through
the wood as if it were a twig. Mattie reached up blindly, pulled Cary's
short gun fromits holster, and thrust the gun barrel between Charlie's
jaws. The gleanming teeth clicked and chewed on the netal, but could not
cut it through. She reached in a finger behind the barrel to pul
Charlie's long, black tongue clear of his throat.

" Sl eepi ng bags!" she cried. "Liners. Anything to wap himin, Cary!
We've got to get himwarm "

Cary turned and junped onto the raft. Wen he canme back a noment | ater
with his arns full of bedding gear, Charlie was still convul sing. Dark
bl ood had begun to trickle fromhis nostrils, staining purple the |ather
and foam just below the nostrils. Together Mattie and Cary w apped the
twi tching body thickly in bedding and held the bedding in place with
their arms in a cocoon of warnth about Charlie.

Gradual Iy, his convul sions becanme | ess violent. They sl owed and becane
intermttent. Finally, they dw ndled to heavy shudders and then stopped
entirely. Charlie at last lay still, but his eyes were still closed and
he breat hed heavily through his bl ood-encrusted nostrils.

Mattie nmet Cary's eyes and sat back, letting go of the bedding she and
Cary had been holding in place about the swanp otter. Cary let go al so.
Mattie kneeling, Cary squatting, they | ooked across Charlie at each

ot her.

"Nothing to do now but wait," said Mttie.

They got to their feet. Wth the automatic notions of habit, Cary set up
the wi ck-stove and nade cof fee. They sat drinking coffee and saying
little while the sun rose to noon overhead and started to | ower toward
the western horizon beyond the other side of the river

Charlie still lay, breathing heavily, his eyes closed, when they checked
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hi m for perhaps the dozenth tine.
"When did he eat last that you know of ?" Mattie asked Cary.

"Pool at the foot of the cliff," said Cary. "Unless he was in the water
some of the nights while we were sleeping. But | don't guess he was."

"l guess not," said Mattie. She reached out her hand, first over the
area of his bandaged shoul der, and then over the swollen side of
Charlie's head where the dead | ooper had struck him "Feel."

Cary put out his own hand. Over both damaged areas, he could feel the
feverish heat radiated up against his palm

"l don't suppose it'd nake any difference, here or on the raft," said
Mattie. She glanced at the sun. "You suppose he'd want to nmove on?"

"Quess so," said Cary.

Mattie got to her feet.

"Then we'd better travel while the light lasts,"” she said.

10.

Cary | ooked at her, and she | ooked away from him He nodded and got to
his feet.

"Sure," he said. "We'Ill|l get packed and noving."

He folded up the wi ck-stove, while Mattie took on board the raft the
gear he had left with her and which she had carried in fromthe bushes
after Cary had dropped it there to run to Charlie. Last of all, they
carried Charlie gently on a blanket-wapped litter out to the raft and
laid himon a soft pile of bedding beside the statue. He showed no signs
of knowi ng he was being noved. Hs eyes were still closed, and his
breat hi ng sounded heavily. Cary shoved the raft off fromthe bank once
more into the main current of the broad, dark river

The day had begun bright, with only a few clouds. But during the norning
a haze had noved in, and by the tinme they were once nore on their way,
the haze had been replaced by a cloud cover that was al nbst solid from
hori zon to horizon. Under these clouds, the day itself seemed dull ed,
and all its sounds nuted. They went down the brown flow of water with
hardly a gurgle, as Cary noved the steering oar to avoid a floating
deadhead or one of the occasional rocks to break- the surface of the
stream

The grasslands they had crossed by oxen and travois were being |eft
behind themnow. At first only in patches but then nore solidly, the
forest area began to close in about both sides of the river. The forest
here was barely touched by human influence. Here and there a solitary
variformoak could be seen with its stiffly upright trunk and |inbs
stretched out at right angles to the trunk's vertical line. But all
around were bire and tenp, sourbark, and bushes of poison thorn. They
all wound about with the great green hawsers of mdland vine and the
heavy dul | -purpl e bunches of the epiphytic char, that was both bl ossom
and fruit at once, clinging with invisible root filaments to the rest of
the vegetation on which it parasitically fed.

As the sky darkened overhead with the clouds and the | owering sun, so
the forest darkened, closing in around the river on which they travel ed.
By nearly sunset, shadow and dark color-the black and gray and deep
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brown of the trees and the dusky purple of the char-surrounded them on
every side. The woods were strangely quiet after the insect-filled
pl ai ns-only an occasi onal hooting or whistling came fromtheir depths.

"The |l oopers wouldn't like it here," said Mattie, unexpectedly.

Cary | ooked about him It was true. Everyone knew that | oopers found
Arcadia a drab, dark world conpared to whatever they had been accust oned
to on other planets where nen had settled. Mstly, on Arcadia, people
born here figured that the | oopers' reaction was just another way of

| ooki ng down their noses at a new world struggling to pay off its first
nort gage. But, watching the surrounding forest now, Cary suddenly
under st ood sonet hing of how the | oopers nust feel

It must look chill-like to them he thought, something like this river
and forest-chill-Ilike, sad-naking, even fearful-a fearful, sorrowfu
sort of place, with its duns and grays and bl acks and heavy purpl es.

"You're likely right," he said to Mttie.

Just as he spoke, the sun-low on the horizon now, down behind the nearer
treet ops-broke through the clouds just before setting. Suddenly the
forest was fl ooded by a back-lighting of fiery illum nation that sought
t hrough the upper branches of the twisted bire and the other trees,
making their |inbs stand out twi sted and bl ack and stark. Not just a
fearful, sorrowful place now but such a place, hell-lighted, it would
seemto |loopers. But to Cary and Mattie, watching, it was sweet and
beauti f ul

The land, the trees, the vine, the char, and the river-all of themwere
tied together into sonething to touch you, deep inside, by the |ast
light of the day. It was a hard, dark land, this Arcadia, but there was
sonmet hing strong in it to make you love it, like a song heard far off
and going away just as the sun goes down, once you were born to this
world and grown up on it.

They ran on through the forested country under a bright noon unti

m dnight, with Cary at the steering oar. At midnight Mattie relieved
him He barely had tine to pull a sleeping bag |iner over himbefore he
fell into slunber

He woke to find it nearly day, rolled hinself up into a sitting position
at the side of the raft, and splashed cold water on his face. Awake, he
went back to Mattie.

"Your turn," he said. "I'lI|l take the oar now. "

She nodded wearily, gave himthe oar, and went forward to drop down on
the beddi ng he had just abandoned, pulling sleeping bags and liners into
a nound over her.

Cary settled hinself to his steering. Reaching overside with one hand,
he brought up a palnful of cold water and drank. The river current was
steady now, and they were nmaki ng good tine.

During the next few hours, however, the river w dened and slowed. It was
now perhaps twice as wide frombank to bank as it had been up in the
forest, and occasionally they drifted past a log hutch with a woven vine
roof bl ackened by the sun, perched on the very edge of the water. But
there was no sign of life to be seen about any of these buil dings.

"Voting," said Cary to hinself, looking at the tenth one they had passed
since his wakening. "CGone to the City, likely." He glanced at the nound
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of bedding that was Mat-tie, but it gave no sign of anyone awake within
it. He weighed the idea of tying up the raft to the bank and resting
now, agai nst the hope of finding a chance to rest later. But the Gty
was still distant, overland; and with Charlie the way he was . . . sleep
|ater was the word. Hinself, he could al ways nmake do one way or another

He steered on into the rising brilliance of norning that was making the
river nowinto a white ribbon of |ight.

After a while, when the sun stood at about ten o'clock, he steered the
raft to the bank and stepped ashore to set up the w ck-stove and nake
sonme coffee. Wien it was ready, he filled a cup and carried it onto the
raft. Cup in hand, he squatted beside the pile of bedding hiding Mattie
and carefully lifted back sleeping bag liners until he uncovered her
face.

For a nmonent he squatted there, cup in hand, |ooking at her. In the
bright mdnorning light, her sleeping face was w ped snooth of npbst of
the tightness that it held always when he had seen her back in the Gty
and oftentines during waking hours on this trip with the statue.
Interestingly, he found hinself renmenbering what she had said, the day
before they had | eft, when she had asked himhow ol d he was. How ol d had
she said she was?

Ni net een. Usually, she | ooked older. Well, not ol der, but sone genera
age between ni neteen and niddl e age. Now t hough, sl eeping, she | ooked
younger. Cary tried to remenber what his younger sister had | ooked like
before she died of a bad cold. Mra had been-what was it? Twelve. She
had been the last of the famly to die. Cary wondered-if Mra had |lived
woul d he have stayed in the City like Mat-tie?

Probably not. Mra would have turned wonman and got nmarried or got a job
or sonething. Anyway, he had wanted to go to the upcountry, even then
He had tried to talk his dad into it. ... His thoughts cane back from
their wandering. What was it he had had in mnd? Ch, yes-Mra, when she
was young and sl eeping. Was that what Mattie | ooked |ike now?

He considered Mattie's slunbering face, thoughtfully, the cup of coffee
growi ng cool in his hand. No, there was sonething there |ike Mra, but
it was different. They were all different, just the way no two swanp
otters were alike. Charlie was one in a nmillion. Mattie too. Strange
where they cane from different fromall the rest. Strange where they
went to. But Mattie was no otter; she was a woman.

Mattie's eyes slowy opened, then blinked against the light of the sun
She turned and hid her face in the bag |iner beneath her.

"What is it?" she asked, nuffledly.

"Brought you some coffee,” said Cary. He becanme aware of the tenperature
of the cup in his hand. "Better warmit though. Stay put."

He went back to the fire, poured the cold cup back into the pot, sw shed
it around with the warmcoffee, and filled the cup again and brought
this to Mattie. She was up on one el bow under the covers when he brought
the cup of fresh coffee. She smiled when she took it fromhim

"Thank you kindly, Cary," she said. She sipped at it. "Tastes good."

He stayed squatting, watching her drink it. She becane aware of his gaze
on her and | ooked down at the cup

"Where are we?" she asked. "Wiat's going to happen today?"
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He heard her, but he paid her words al nost no attention
"Mattie. . . ." he began.

Her head | owered further toward the coffee. The line of her nouth grew
har d.

"You didn't answer ne," she said, sharply, but not Iooking up. "I said-"

"Hush, Mattie," he said gently. "I've sonething to talk to you about-"

She sat up suddenly, spilling coffee on the sleeping bag |iners. Her
face was tight again.

"No!" she said. "I don't want to talk. |I've got no tine for talk. It's
no use talking to nme, anyway. Mney's all I'minterested in-noney's al
I"mever going to be interested in. | learned that the hard way, trying
to stay alive, and it's too late to unlearn it now |'mwhat | am and
woul dn't change if | could. So, there's no point ny talking to anybody
about anything else. Not to you-not to anybody!"

Abruptly, she scranbled to her feet and stood | ooki ng around her

"We're tied up," she said. "Wiy? Wiy aren't we noving? You realize we've
only got three days to get to the Cty intinme to neet that art buyer of
your s?"

Slowmy, Cary uncoiled to his own upright height. He | ooked down at her a
little sadly.

"Time to eat a bite, Mattie," he said. "Conme ashore and we'll cook
sonet hing. "
11.

They nmade a | ate breakfast on the bank over the w ck-stove, and then
reboarded the raft and put it out into the current again.

"Lock and dam not too far down fromhere," said Cary to her. "Once past
that, it's only a few klicks until we've need to |leave the river and
begin travel overland to town. Happen we can pick up oxen and a wagon
fromthere on into town."

"How far fromhere to the City?" Mttie asked.

"Three days, not nore," said Cary. "We ought to be there just in
time-for voting and for Mster Waters, that's the art buyer.”

Matti e nodded.

"CGood, " she said. She was fussing over Charlie, cleaning himup, in
fact.

"Fever's down a little nmore, it seens," she said. "1 wish he'd cone to,
though. Cary, do they usually stay unconscious this |ong when they've
been hurt ?"

Cary shook his head.

"Never seen it," he answered. "I told you, | don't know that nuch about
them | can talk alittle with Charlie, and there was that tine in the
beginning | lived a while where they have all their hutches-or nests, or

mudbal | dens, whatever you call them |'ve hel ped sonme when one'd get
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shot or trapped. But there's little | really know about them any nore
than the next mster."

"But there ought to be sonething we can do!"
Cary | ooked down at his boots and shook his head enptily.
"Wait," he said. "That's all."

Alittle later they came around a very w de, sweeping curve of the river
into what was alnost a small |ake of its ponded waters. At the far end a
dam and buil dings of white concrete glittered agai nst the dark

| and- al nost eye-hurting in their reflection of the sunlight. An opened
spillway in the right part of the dam beside the | ock | et dark water

t hr ough.

Cary angled the raft to a |l anding on the side of the | ake near the | ock.
A slight figure with a soft brown beard, wearing woodsman cl ot hes and
carrying the inevitable | ong gun, wandered down to the shore of the open
grassy area where they | anded. He stepped knee deep into the water and
hel ped pull the raft into shore, to tie up

"Thank you, nmister," said Cary to him when the raft was at last tied
and they were all, except Charlie, standing on the bank

"My pleasure, mster," answered the small woodsman. He was perhaps a few
years ol der than Cary, but already his face had gone into placid,

|l eathery lines fromsun and weather. "I'm Miul Cczorny. You'll be Mster
Cary Longan and this"-he turned toward Mattie-"Mss O val 0?"

"The same,"” Cary said. He looked at the little man curiously. "W know
you, mster?"

Mul shook his head.

"Pi ece of news about you been broadcast out fromthe Cty," Ml said.
"Some | ooper run into you upcountry, said you were bringing down a
statue sone sooger of a swanp otter made." He nodded to the raft. "That
it? 1'd mghty like to take a | ook."

Cary nodded.

"Statue's for looking. That's why Charlie nmade it," he said. "Charlie's

the nane of the otter. You see himthere."

"Do," agreed Mul. "Thank you kindly." He stepped down the bank and
lightly onto the raft. He approached the statue and | eaned over to
inspect it. For nore than a few seconds he stood, bent above it,
exam ni ng the stone shape. Then he straightened up and his eyes went to
Charlie, lying beside it.

"This sooger's hurt sone," he said. "Looper gave that news you heard,
burned himwith an energy rifle," said Cary. "Another |ooper later on
hit himwith a sledge."

Mul nodded, | ooking down at Charlie's still form Then he turned and
came back off the raft up onto the bank to face Cary and Mattie once
nor e.

"Loopers," he said, wthout enphasis. He turned his head politely to one
side and spat green. His brown beard in front was tinged with the col or
of the fresh-cut vine he had been chew ng. He | ooked back at Cary and
Mattie. "That's a mghty fine statue he nmade there. You, isn't it,
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mster? Like you was in the stone. | never seen anything so fine and
real as that. Guess | understand why you want to get it to the Cty."

"Karl Turnbull honme?" asked Cary, |ooking across the |length of the dam
at the white concrete buildings on the far side which housed the

el ectric generating plant powered by the dam structure, and the famly
that owned and operated the plant.

"H mand his boys. All," said Miul, leaning on his rifle and watching
Cary.
"CGuess |I'lIl walk over and ask himto let us through the |ock," said

Cary. He glanced at Mattie. "Supposed to be free-passage through that
lock. But it's a kindly thing offering to pay himsomething. You mnd

payi ng?"
"If that's what's done, all right," said Mattie.

Cary nodded. He picked up his own rifle and wal ked away from Mattie and
Mul , down to the near end of the dam He stepped up on it and began to
cross it. Acatwalk ran the full length of the structure, suspended
airily on a pair of stressed concrete girders over the open spillway.
Cary strolled on over and up to the door in the |largest concrete
building on the dams far side. He knocked.

"Conme in," said a voice fromwthin.

Cary laid his hand on the door panel and pushed it open. He stepped into
a small roomlike an office, fitted with a pair of heavy wooden desks
and several sets of plyboard files. The back of the roomwas cl osed off
by a wall-sized sliding panel fromthe rest of the interior of the
bui l di ng. Behind the farthest of the desks sat a heavy man in his
forties with coal -black hair and eyebrows.

"M ster Turnbull," Cary nodded at him "Likely you don't renmenber ne?
I'"m Cary Longan, from upcountry."

"Remenber you," said Turnbull. He was clad in upcountry pants and woven
shirt, but his skin was al nost as pale as the skin of soneone from
Arcadia Cty. "I know all about you. Heard about you and that outfitter

nmss and the statue and otter on the broadcast fromthe City."

"Honored," said Cary. "Then | guess you can figure what |I'mhere for.
We'd take it kindly if you' d open the gates to your |ock and | ock us
down to the lower river bel ow your dam"

Turnbul | | eaned forward. Both his arns lay on the desk al ready; and as
he hunched over them the nuscles in the big forearnms swelled and his
fists closed.

"I''"l'l see you all dead, first, Longan!" he said. "You think ny
great - grandfol ks worked their heads off back before emigration so they
could bring in enough funds to buy a power station out of the first

nmort gage here on Arcadi a- and for four generations we've built on and
saved cash here for the day when the second nortgage' d be signed and
peopl e' n industry'd nove upcountry-you think we went through that for
five generations, and |'mgoing to help you nove that chunk of rock down
tothe Gty to bust up all chance for a second nortgage? You nust be
full of bad weed, woodie!"

Cary did not nmove. But his voice became quieter and his eyes nore alert
to watch the office about them
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"You' re not meking much sense, mister," he said. "We're just taking a

statue down to sell it to a | ooper art buyer fromthe Od Wrlds."
"Statue!" Turnbull junped to his feet and came around the desk. He was
not short. But he was shorter than Cary, so that his bul k made hi m| ook
abnormal ly broad, like the |ower half of a dutch door. He stanped across

the roomto the wall beside the door where Cary had come in. There was a
scope-screen there, with controls belowit. Turnbull punched buttons and
the meter-wide screen lit up with a view of the raft across the ponded
wat er behind the dam They saw the raft, what was on it, and both Mttie
and Mul beyond as if froma distance of |ess than that of the raft's
length itself.

"Look at that!"™ Turnbull grunted. "If it was a real statue, | mght
believe there was sonething sensible to it-not just that crazy upcountry
hat e you woodi es have for anything that |ooks |ike decent, high-class
civilization. But that's no statue-look at it! A chunk of old rock with
a few grooves init, that's all that is-"

"It's a statue, mister," said Cary softly.

"Don't try telling ne that! It's part of this crazy deal all you
upcountry people have for this world the way it is. Wo cares what a
world is to begin with? The point is, it ought to end up civilized, with
all the trash weeds and the trash animals and such cl eared out and good
nmut ated Earth stock moved in. Cood cities. Good, well autonated

farm and. Neat hunting preserves. Industry. Some good touri st
attractions. God knows that's one hell of a lot to hope for on a dingy,
dark, dirty, backwoods planet like this one- but my famly's invested
five generations in just that. And you expect me to help you wreck the
chance?"

He turned around, went back to his desk, and sat down.
"Cet that rock and that bundle of logs off my | ake," he said.

Cary stood for a second, wi thout answering. The silence stretched out in
the office and a little bead of sweat ran down the side of Turnbull's
angry face.

"Mster," said Cary, finally, quietly, "what set you so nuch agai nst
us?"

"You buying nme one?" snorted Turnbull. "This is a power station. W get
all the broadcasts fromthe City. One of the nobrtgage conpany surveyors
fl ew down fromup-country nearly a week ago telling how you were
bringing that rock in to try and stir up the woodies, and nmaybe even the
farnmers against voting in the new nortgage. Told how you junped hi m and
hel d guns on himand threatened him Sure, and the word canme how you
killed anot her nortgage conpany nman for just touching the statue, up at
Aige Apfur's station. You got nothing to tell nme | don't know about you,
Longan. "

"Just otherways, nmister,"” said Cary slowy. "Doesn't sound to ne like
you got anything about me or the statue right yet. But | can see there's
no use ny trying to change your mnd. So we won't talk. Just you open up
that |ock, though-"

Turnbull's hand flicked out and threw a toggle switch on the surface of
his desk. Behind himthe sliding wall slamed abruptly back into its
recess. Reveal ed behind it were four short young nen, each with arifle
at his shoul der ained at Cary.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (69 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:33 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt

"My boys," said Turnbull. "Al'l of them good shots, even if they aren't
woodi es. You back up slowy now, Longan-back up until you hit the wall
and then feel along it to your right for the door button. When you find
it, out you go-and no reaching for that short gun at your waist."

Cary | ooked fromthe four young nmen to Turnbull. The fam |y resenbl ance
was plain on all of them He backed away as Turnbull had said, felt
along the wall until his finger touched the snooth, half-round shape of
a door button, and pressed it. The door opened behind him and he backed
out .

"Be gone by norning," said Turnbull. "One way or another-1 don't care
whi ch. But be gone by norning or me and the boys'l| open fire on you
fromthe top of the generator building."

The door closed in Cary's face. He stood for a noment, gazing at its

bl ank surface of pressed concrete, like the heavy concrete walls of the
bui l di ng surrounding it. Then he turned and headed back across the
catwal k over the dam

He found Mul and Mattie seated on the bank with the wi ck-stove and a
cof feepot goi ng between them Mattie offered hima cup as he canme up and
he took it w thout a word.

"Likely," said Mul, looking up at him "he wasn't friendly, that
Turnbul I mister?"

Mattie | ooked startledly at the little nman and then back at Cary. But
Cary was | ooking at Ml hinself.

"M ght have told us," Cary said

"Thought you'd figure. 'Scuse," said Mul, apologetically. "I said you'd
been tal ked about on the video broadcasts. Figured you' d know he knew. "

"He knows wong," said Cary.
"Cary!" Mattie broke in on him "Wat is all this?"
He turned to her

"That | ooper that shot Charlie-you remenber, back at the foot of the
cliff,"” he said. "Seens the sane | ooper believed what you said, Mttie,
about the statue being inportant. He went on into town and said we were
hauling in Charlie's statue to nake trouble for those wanting the

mort gage voted in. Turnbull, over there, said the statue was supposed to
stand for |eaving Arcadia the way we want it, us in the upcountry. And
we're taking it to the Gty so wodies and farnmers'l|l see it and not

vote for the nortgage."
He stopped and drank fromhis coffee cup

"Turnbull's not going to open his lock for us," Cary said. "Raft can't
be run over the spillway-it'd break to pieces falling that far to the
| ower level. But Turnbull's got four sons and rifles. Says for us to
clear out by norning, one way or another."

Mul | ooked across at the heavy concrete building with its parapet roof
and hi gh, narrow wi ndows.

"No way to go in and change his mnd," Miul said. He | ooked back at Cary.
"You say he knows w ong?"
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"Taking this statue to the City to sell it to a | ooper art buyer," said

Cary.

Mul gazed at himstrangely, holding the coffee cup in his hand as if he
had forgotten it was there.

"You saying," said Mul slowy, "there's nothing to it?"

"Of course, sonething's to it!" Cary's voice canme as close to sounding
his anger as it ever had in his life. "There's something to it for you,
for me, for Charlie, even if not for-" he checked himsel f, catching
Mattie's eye, "Turnbull and misters like him"

"But," said Mul, "you're selling it off Arcadia--"

"That's as will be." Cary looked at the snaller man coldly. "It's
sonehow a busi ness of yours, mster?"

Mul | ooked back at himsinply. Then he put his cup down carefully on the
ground of the bank and began to funble inside his shirt.

"You're Cary Longan," Mil said. "Heard about you nore than sone little.
This hears different fromwhat | heard. Wrd said what the broadcasts
sai d-you taking a statue to town. No business of mine-you're right.

Happen it's sonething to do with cash, though. | got nme some script
here-"

He produced a snall |eather noney pouch at the end of a thong around his
neck.

"Put it away!" snapped Mattie.

He turned his head slowy to | ook at her in astonishnent, the pouch
still held in his hand.

"Put it away, | said!" cried Mattie again. "Do you hear ne?"

"Yes, mss," said Mul. He put the pouch back in his shirt. "No offense
meant - "

Mattie whirled and stal ked of f.

"No of fense taken," said Cary gently. "It's us ought to be apol ogi zi ng
to you, Mul. Thank you kindly for what you figured to offer."

Mul shrugged enbarrassedly and | ooked at the ground.

"Only script," he said. He cleared his throat and | ooked up again. "How
you going to get the raft and all down bel ow t he dan®"

Cary turned his head to | ook at the woods sl oping steeply off at the
right end of the dam

"There a portage around and down?" Cary asked. Mil nodded.

"Regular trail,"” he said. "Not w de enough for a raft though, even
you' ve got sone way of carrying it."

"Maybe we'll break the raft up, portage the rest, and build a new one
out of the tinber below"

"No tinber there now " Mil shook his head. "Turnbull and his boys | ogged
it off last year. Oh, there's trees, but not for raft-naking." He
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hesitated. "Maybe | could help a small some?"
Cary | ooked at himcl osely.

"If 1 had another man," Cary said, "we could take the raft apart and
portage the logs one at a tine, maybe. Can't do it alone."

"M ss Orvalo, she can't help either, sure,” said Mul. "Too heavy for a
worman. |'d be in favor of giving you a hand with those | ogs nyself, you
don't mnd."

"Don't mnd. Thank you kindly," said Cary. "I hoped you' d say sonething
such." He | ooked at the sun, which was now approachi ng the noon zenith.
"CQuess we mght get started right now "

Cary had Mul take himdown the trail. It was not bad for a portage
trail, alittle-steep in spots, but wi de enough to maneuver the | ogs
down it and free of roots and brush underfoot that could trip up whoever
was carrying a |load down it.

"How about Charlie?" Cary asked Mattie, when the two nen got back up to
the raft. "Think he's all right to go down on a litter?"

"I think he's better," Mattie said. They were all standing on the raft

| ooki ng down at the still, black formof the swanp otter. "He's stil
unconsci ous, but |'ve been giving himwater and he's been taking
it-look."

She reached over the side of the raft, dipped up a cupful of the fresh
wat er, and stepped over to Charlie. Lifting the Iong upper lip on the
top side of his jaw, she poured the water between his long teeth. It

di sappeared, and they could see the snooth novenent of his throat under
the black fur of his neck as the swallow ng reflex occurred.

"And he doesn't feel so hot now," said Mattie, noving her hand over
Charlie's head and shoul der. "Maybe he just needed rest to start to
mend. " She | ooked up at Cary. "If you don't joggle him carrying him
down. "

"We'll go sure careful, mss," said Mul. They carried Charlie down and
left himon the litter under the shade of the single |large tree that
grew anong the brush and new growth on the bank of the foot of the dam
Then they returned, to rope and skid the statue down the sl ope.

During the rest of the afternoon, Mattie carried the smaller pieces of
gear down, load by load, while Cary and Mul unwired the |ogs of the raft
and, one by one, struggled with them down the tw sting, sloping portage
trail

Wth practice, they grew experienced and clever. Stripped to the waist,
and their | ean bodies dripping with sweat under the |eather pads
strapped to the shoul der on which they each rested an end of the |og
they were carrying, they | earned each hard spot and how it night be
avoi ded or circunmvented. There were points where it was necessary to
back up to go around a corner. Turns so steep the man behi nd was wel |
advised to go to his knees to keep fromthrowi ng too much of the log's
wei ght on the man at the front. There were slippery spots where the
earth had worn slick, protruding tree roots or bushes that could trip
feet not expecting them And, in the end, there was the need to al ways
be braced for a slip or stunble by the man on the other end of the | og
that m ght throw unexpected wei ght upon his partner

Still, they got the logs down. At first at a steady rate, and then nore

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (72 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:33 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt

slowy, as the clinb back up-the portage trail became steadily nore of a
trial for already weary | egs.

About sunset, with a little less than half the logs yet to go, Cary's
feet went out from under himsuddenly on a turn. He had sufficiently
alert reflexes still to shout a warning to Miul, who was carrying the
rear end of the log, and to throw the front end fromhimas he fell, so
that it should not cone down on top of him But, the next thing he knew,
both Mul and Mattie-who shoul d have been down at the foot of the portage
trail -were bending over him

"He's got to have sone sleep!" Mattie was saying, furiously. "He didn't
rest hardly at all last night and not at all yesterday. ..."

"Al'l right," said Cary, and he struggled to his feet with their hands
hel ping him But when he was upright, his knees gave |ike hinges of
oi l ed | eather. Al though he objected, they I ed himdown to the foot of
t he portage.

That was the |last he remenbered, until he woke to new noonlight and sat
up to see the outlines of Mul and Mattie seated before a fire.

"What tinme is it?" he asked. But his glance at the nobon and the night
shadows had already told himit nust be nearly midnight. "Mil, we've
need to get those other |ogs down here before dawn."

The other two, however, insisted he eat first before going back to work.
He started to protest, then realized the sense of it. Gatefully, he
filled up on hot coffee and canned stew. Wen it was eaten, Mul offered
hima fresh-cut length of vine.

He started to reach for it, glanced at Mattie, and then shook his head.

"Thanks kindly, no," he said.

"CGo ahead," said Mattie, roughly.

"No, | guess not," he said slowy. He ran a hand over his chin and found
the stubble stiff upon it. He smiled over at Mattie. "Never could go
back, once | made up my mind to something. Guess maybe | won't shave,

t hough. Reason in all things."

He got to his feet and, with Miul, headed back up the portage trai
through the bl ack shadows and silver light. Wth the rest and the neal,
he felt like a giant. He was al nbst |ightheaded with the strength he had
recapt ur ed.

"Doesn't take nmuch to bring a nan back," he said to Mil.

"Bear us a few logs down the hill first," remarked Mul. "Then you tel
me that."

Nonet hel ess, although the little man was right and Cary soon found that
he had gai ned back only part of his normally rested energy and power, he
was once nore up to the work. It was slow, but as dawn was breaking,
they brought down the final |og, assenbled the |ogs on the bank of the
river bel ow the dam and set about tying themtogether

Mattie had fallen asleep by the fire. They let her rest while they
finished tying the raft, and they did not even disturb her when they
went over to the wi ck-stove to make coffee. But, as the water bubbled in
the pot, sonme ancient instinct seemed to rouse her and she sat up,
rubbi ng her eyes.
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"Al'l done?" she asked joyously, seeing the assenbled raft by the water's
edge. She got to her feet. "Here, let ne make you something to eat-"

She broke off, turning toward the shadows where Charlie |ay.

"I better tend to Charlie first though," she said. "He hasn't had any
wat er since the middle of the night-"

"Just a mnute, Mattie," Mil said.
"What ?" she turned to him

"You don't need to water himnone," said Mul. He | ooked down at his
coffee cup for a second and then | ooked up again at both of them "I
checked up on himjust a little while after you fell asleep, Mittie, and
while you were down with the log we'd just brought, Cary. | didn't see
it'd change nothing to speak of it then, rather'n later, so | just |et
it gountil one of you brought it up. The poor sooger's dead. Been dead
since just before sunrise."

12.

"And so we commend him" read Mattie, and paused to turn a page in the
white book with the fiery red letters on its cover. She searched a
monent for the proper commendation, of which there were several at that
point in the service. Cary and Mul stood quietly listening and waiting
at the side of the newy dug ground; Mattie herself stood at the foot.

At the top were a pair of stakes hol ding a roughed out piece of plank
with a nessage burned into it-the letters having been traced out in vine
sap and gunpowder and then set on fire.

CHARLI E

Do not disturb-Cary Longan

We comend him" went on Mattie, having found her place, "to the
universe to which he return, and fromwhich he will once again return
sonme day, as all titles turn and returnin tinme. As the rain to the
earth, the water to the stream the streamto the river, the river to
the ocean, and the ocean to the clouds which will fall again in rain, so
he to the universe and the universe to himin that cycle which is

wi t hout end, unbroken, indestructible, and eternal

"Therefore in this way do we find confort, that our brother Charlie is
in no way gone fromus, but for the monent passed behind a veil which
our tenporal and nonentary eyes have not the skill to pierce. He is
among us yet in all things, though we see himnot. He is with us, as we
are and shall be with him now and forever, undeniably."

Mattie closed the book and stopped speaking. They all stood for a
second, | ooking at the mounded earth and the sign; then Mattie turned
away and Cary, with Mul, imtated her. They wal ked slowy back to the
raft which was now afl oat, tethered to the bank and | oaded with al
their gear. Cary and Mattie stepped aboard.

"Mul ," said Mattie, turning to the smaller nan on the bank, "thanks for
everything."

"Pl easured nyself entirely. No need for thanks," said Mil. He stared
earnestly at her. "Likely you' ve no need for nore conpany, so |'ll say
my so long here."
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Cary turned around.
"You'd care to travel on a ways with us?" he asked.
"Grateful -if not unwel cone."
Cary | ooked at Mattie.

"Of course, cone along!" she said. "Wat made you think we woul dn't want
you after all the help you gave us?"

"Fine statue like that here, you'll not be |acking help," said Mil,
stepping onto the raft and jerking |oose the tie rope that had held it
to the bank. "Thanks kindly though."

They noved out, staying close to the bank until they were well past
being level with the spot where the water thundered down fromthe
spillway into the pool at the danis foot. Then they noved out into

nm dstream of the broadening river where the current now ran nore slowy.
"Coupl e hours we'll be into the farm ands around Beta Center G ain

El evators,"” said Cary. "W'|l stop off by sone likely farmand ask to
buy or rent wagon and oxen. Overland then, we ought to be coning into
the City by tonorrow norning."

"WIIl these farmers have phones?" Mattie asked.

"Way, | guess nost likely," Cary | ooked at her. "Bound to be a broadcast
unit at Beta Center. Phones'd be cheap to run, with a unit that close."

"They' ve sone |little noney for such extras too, farners have," put in
mul .

Matti e nodded. They floated on downriver. Well before noon, they found
thensel ves surrounded on all sides by tilled fields, interspersed with
occasi onal farnhouses, stretching to the horizon in all directions.
Cccasionally a woman in a yard, a man working in a field, or a child on
the river bank, exchanged waves wi th them

"There's a possible-l1ooking farmplace," said Cary, after a while. He
put the steering oar over and shortly they drifted up to a sturdy,

dar k-wood dock below a farnmyard green with variformEarth grass. This
was in front of a two-story building of rammed earth bl ocks patched with
narrow, green |low and vines. Beyond the building oxen nmlled in a corra
with a concrete fence.

By the time they had tied the raft to the dock, there were a coupl e of
children down to nmeet them a boy about twelve and a girl perhaps half
that age. Just behind themcane a tall, w de-shoul dered wonan in her
twenties, with a calmface. She was wearing a heavy apron and

bl ack-sm thing gl oves, which she stripped off to shake hands with
Matti e.

"l was shoei ng one of the beasts," she said. "Mss Ovalo? |'mMz
Pferden. Saw you comi ng and phoned ny husband back from the nei ghbor's.
Be here directly." She nodded at Cary and Mul. "One of you're Mster
Longan |'ve no doubt. Broadcasts didn't mention any other."

"Mul Oczorny, Mz Pferden," said Mul. "This mister's Cary Longan."

"It's pleasure to have you as our guests,"” Mz Pferden said. Her gl ance
went down to the raft. "That the statue? Mnd if | look up close at it?"

"Go right ahead, Mz Pferden," Mattie said. "Meanwhile, could | use your

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (75 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:33 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt
phone for a call to the city? I'lIl find out the charges-"

"Pay no attention to the charges,” Mz Pferden said. "W're not a poor
famly. Been on this land three generations. Stand to get rich fromit,
selling it for expansion building if the new nortgage gets voted in. But
there's no lacking here for us, regardless, even if all nortgages went
up in snoke. Svart Pferden'll be with you in a nmonent- excuse ne while

| ook over that statue.”

She went on down to the dock and Mattie went up to vanish inside the
house. A few mnutes later a |ight wagon drawn by a single trotting ox
canme around the house and halted in the gravel ed road part of the
farnyard. A bunchy-shoul dered, tough-Iooking, mddle-aged nan, an inch
or so shorter than the farmwife, got down fromthe wagon and cane up to
Cary and Mul .

"Svart Pferden," he said, acknow edging their introductions. "That the
statue down there? Excuse nme, got to take a look at that."

He went down to join his wife on the dock

Cary started to follow him but just then he saw Mattie energing from
the house. She came toward him wal king sl owy.

"Somet hi ng, Mattie?" he asked, as she cane up. She raised her face to
him frowning and angry.

"Cary, you nust know some hop-ski p-and-junp airboat outfit that'll |ease
to anybody for anything?" she said. "I've called every outfit in town I
know and they all pretend they haven't got a free boat to rent us to
bring the statue in. It's all because of that story the | ooper spread
about the statue being a synbol of not voting for the new nortgage.
People |'ve lived and dealt with nost of ny life, and they-"

She broke off.

"Anyway, you must know soneone with an airboat who'll rent to us, Cary,"
she said. "Just tell me who, and I'Il get himon the phone."

He gazed at her, troubl ed.

"Mattie," he said, "thought you didn't want to spend for an airboat.
That's why we brought it by hand this far."

"I didn't," she retorted. "But |'ve changed ny mnd. Besides, fromhere
oninit wn't cost nmuch. Even if it did, I'mnot so sure | want to put
all nmy nmoney into subsidiary conpanies fromthe new nortgage anyway."

"But that's what you said you' ve been saving for-all the years |'ve
known you," he said. "You haven't changed mind in just these couple
weeks, sure?"

"Maybe | have," she said. "If | have, it's ny business, isn't it?"

He nodded sl owy.

"Your business," he said slowy. "But it makes some difference to ne to
know why you'd change."

"You know why!" She flashed an angry glance at him "Charlie. The

| oopers. Everything. You're right; all that nortgagi ng and renortgagi ng
is going to end up doing is | eave us one nore carbon copy of every other
qui ck-built industrial world. When we aren't-we're Arcadians, with water
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and air and | and and people |ike none of the rest of them and we ought
to stay that way!"

The enotional explosion burned itself out suddenly. She stood | ooking up
at him

"I take it," Cary said, "you won't be voting for the new nortgage
your sel f ?"

She shook her head. He breathed out unhappily.

"Mattie," he said, "I can't let you spend for an airboat, even if you
figure you want to now. Happens | lied some to you, after all, about
that art buyer."

Her eyes slowy wi dened, as she stared at him "The art buyer," she
said. "He-there isn't any art buyer?"

"There's one, right enough," said Cary slowy. "He'll be there too,
waiting for us in the City as | said-if he keeps his word. Likew se, he
said he'd buy the statue and told ne two thousand interworld units. Only
one hitch. It wasn't just all that cut and dried. That rmuch noney was
the nost he said he could pay for sonething like the statue-and only if
it turned out he liked it that nuch."”

He stopped tal king. Her eyes were still w de open upon him

"But he'll pay sonething?" she said. Cary slowly shook his head.

"Can't be sure, even of that," he said. "He wouldn't pay anything for
the little carvings Charlie made. Didn't want them That's how cone |
still had them when you hunted me up next norning."

He stopped again. Still, she stood | ooking at him They were |like two
statues thenmsel ves when Mul, Mz Pferden, and Svart Pferden hinself,
with Svart in the |lead, broke the spell that bonded the two of them

"That," said Svart to Cary, coning up fromthe dock with his wi fe and

Mul a little behind, "is something I've lived this life to see, that
statue. Don't know art-can't make it out all that good, except that it's
clear and plainly a statue of you, Mster Longan-but | |ook at that, and

| can feel the earth.™

He hel d out his blunt-fingered, w de-pal med hand, the fingers
hal f-curved upward, in front of Cary.

"I feel the earth, right there. My earth,” he said. "Ml here tells ne
you need wagon and oxen to cart it to the GCty. |1'd be proud, M ster
Longan, to drive it nyself. And my wife also." He | ooked at his wfe,
who nodded.

"M ster Pferden's oxen," she said, "will pull all day and ni ght and
never slack until you set your statue down where in the City you w sh
it. You won't find better carrying by anyone."

Cary | ooked fromher to her husband.

"W were figuring just to rent ... or buy," he said.

"Rent or buy? Not fromnme," said Pferden. "I'll carry that statue to
town for the pride of it and nothing else, or I'll thank you to ask

el sewhere for cartage."

"M ster Pferden," said his wife, placidly, "is a strong-m nded man." She
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| ooked at her husband, and for a second he | ooked back at her in a
gl ance of sonething alnbst nore solid than affection

Cary nodded.

"If it's that way,'
so."

he said, "we'd be proud ourselves to have you do

"Then it's settled!" said Pferden, alnost fiercely. "Got a heavy wagon
with a winch and crane already init. Lend me a hand, misters, and we'l|l
have it out here and the statue in it before a quarter hour's past.

Amat hea," he turned to his wife, "maybe you and Mss Orval o woul d nake
us up sone lunch to take al ong."

It was closer to an hour, however, before they were actually on their
way down the conpacted dirt road | eading fromthe Pferden farmtoward
Beta Center and the direct route to Arcadia City. By that tine a snall
crowd of other farnmers had gathered, and with themthree woodsnmen who
sai d they had been heading to the City fromupcountry for Voting Day.
They said little; but when the wagon finally started out, they ended up
wal king along with it, talking in brief, quiet sentences fromtine to
time with Mul, who rode in the rear of the wagon and told them bit by
bit, of his own experiences with the statue and its three escorts.

Al along the road to Beta Center, they passed farns where peopl e had
come out to the road to speak to them and sonetimes to cone cl ose and
peer over the wagon sides at the statue. Only one farm produced a tall
round-faced man with a young-1| ooki ng body but graying hair, who stood
squarely in their road.

"Move, Tom" said Svart Pferden fromthe wagon seat, without raising his
voi ce as the oxen bore down on this man. "I'I|l drive over you
ot herwi se. "

"You' re everybody's fool, Svart!" shouted the man, shaking a finger at
Pferden. "W sold you a license to take the bread we' ve worked for out
of all our nouths, father to son, since folks first |anded here?"

But the oxen came cl ose, and he noved aside. Still, his voice shouted
after them

"I"'mnot the only one sees sense!" he called. "You'll find that out
before you're halfway to the City!"

A few nonents later a tall young man, panting heavily, burst out of a
field of tall grain and fell into step beside the cart. Pferden | ooked
over at him

"Your dad's not going to be happy with you, Jay," he said.

"Soneday-he will-" said the young man, between pants. "You need to
understand, Svart. Al his life he figured it to cone in his tine, the
second nortgage, and the famly'd always renenber that. 'It was in Tom
Arrens's tine we got rich, they'll say,' he used to tell us. But it's
not really the noney, it's the happening in his tine he wants. Just, he
doesn't see yet this is the happening, this statue. Later, soneday,

he' Il see."

"Well," Pferden said, flicking the reins to urge, the oxen on, "you
ought to know your own dad. Like he said, though, there's others fee
like himand for nost of themit'll be the noney that natters."

They drove on, passing through Beta Center, where several nore woodsmen
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on their way to the City fell in about the wagon. Large nunbers, it
seenmed, not only of the woodies, but of the farmers thensel ves, were on
their way in for the voting, tonorrow. As the afternoon wore on and the
sun went westward over the fields of dun-colored grain, |ess than a week
or so from being harvest-ready, the nunber of those acconpanying the
wagon with the statue increased. Easily the greatest nunber of these
wer e woodi es -and even now and agai n one of themwould | ounge up to the
wagon and speak; and Cary woul d | ook down fromthe wagon seat where he
sat with Mattie and Pferden, to see soneone he knew personally fromthe
upcountry.

"Hey you, Oren," he said to one | ean woodi e, "you m sters keep com ng,
you going to crowd out the farmers entirely. Thought you was the one
said swanp otters are no use except for hides."

"GQuess | was wong, Cary," said Oren. "You was right; and no upcountry
mster'll be raising gun or trap to otters fromnow on, |ike you al ways
said we shouldn't. Guess too, if it was really Arcadi ans voting, none
but otters'd be going to the polls here. But as for crowding farners-we
woods fol ks got a right."

"Whose wagon d'you think's hauling this statue?" grow ed Pferden

"Never you mind, nmister," said Oen. "It's for everybody on Arcadi a,
that statue-but it's ourn, first after the otters, remenber you that.
Because we aren't likely to forget it ourselves, we upcountry msters!”

The sun set, and still the train escorting the wagon increased in
nunmbers. For five or six nmeters on either side of the road now, the
grain was being tranpled flat by up-country boots-sonething that nmade
Pferden nutter under his breath. Steadily, the oxen pulled the wagon
forward at their unvarying pace that was scarcely nore than a brisk wal k
for a man, but which the oxen could keep up for forty-eight hours

wi t hout pause, given food and water as they went. The rise of the noon,
now down to a fingernail clipping, gave little light-but shortly
thereafter, they began to see a glow of light on the horizon ahead.

"Al pha Center," said Pferden. "We'Il|l pass through there at ni dnight,
easy-and fromthen on there'll be highway wi de enough for these
upcountry tranmpers to |l eave the fields alone."

"How far fromthere to the GCty?" asked Mattie. It was almst the first
word she had said as she sat between Pferden and Cary on the wagon seat.
Cary | ooked at her.

"Make the City by dawn easy, from Al pha Center," said Pferden. He
chuckl ed. "Sonme of these woodi es maybe'll find thensel ves under |ock for
the night if they don't behave thensel ves going through the Center,
though. Qur Beta Center's not bad, but Alpha's areal little city."

He referred to this again when at |ast they did cone out on the short
stretch of wi de-paved cenent highway just before the city limts of
Al pha Center.

"See there," he said, with a chuckle, pointing ahead. "Regular line of

police hovercars set up across the road and out into the fields on each
side. Wrd of this nob's gone ahead. They're going to see we wal k nice

and polite through their streets!”

He urged on the oxen and they pulled up until they were within a dozen
meters of the line of police cars barring the road. There were police
st andi ng between and behind the cars, wearing |ight heat arnor and
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carrying energy rifles.

"All right, that's far enough!" booned a voice fromthe anmplifier of the
central hovercar.

Pferden cursed, startledly, sharply reining the oxen to a halt. Around
and behi nd the wagon, the wal kers stopped in chain reaction, like a
caterpillar which has run its head up agai nst an obstacle. The centra
car hissed up on its jets and slid forward, revealing another car in

pl ace behind it. It pulled up al ongside the wagon, and a hel neted man

| ooked out the wi ndow at Pferden, Cary, and Mattie up on the wagon seat.

"Turn around and get out of here-you and all the rest," the man under
the hel met said. "The citizens of Al pha Center aren't letting any
upcountry totemthrough their streets to break up the nortgage voting in
Arcadia Gty tonorrow. "

Hi s gaze fastened on the tall formof Cary.

"You'll be Longan, | suppose,” he said. "Well, listen to ne. |'ve got
two hundred armed and arnored nen there with police energy rifles. Take
your fake statue and get this nob out of here or we'll open fire."

13.

"Fifteen m nutes?" said Cary calmy. "Sure, mster."

He turned to Pferden

"Turn the wagon around, Svart," he said.

Pferden blinked at himw thout noving. Mattie stared, then expl oded.

"Turn around! Just like that?" She turned on the helnmeted man in the
police hovercar. "W do you think you are, telling us to turn around?
The people in Al pha Center don't own the road through their town, or
anything like it! The streets belong to all the citizens of Arcadia; and
these are citizens on their way in to vote on the new nortgage- or not
to vote, according to their consciences-"

"Mattie," said Cary.
She broke off, staring at him

"Let's go," He said softly, and turned to Pferden once nore. "l said,
turn her around, Svart."

Pferden was also staring at him But now, slowy, he picked up the reins
and began to turn the wagon around. Miul and the woodsnen around the
wagon were already passing back the word of what had been encountered up
front.

By the time the wagon was turned around, the crowd of marchers behind it
had parted to let it go back the way it had come; and many of the
woodsmen were al so turned around and ambling away from Al pha Center. A
bright |ight shone suddenly around and beyond the wagon from behind it.
The police hovercar had turned its spotlight on the wagon.

"Keep noving," said Cary to Pferden, who grunted angrily under his
breath, but obeyed.

"But, Cary. . . ." Mattie began and then stopped at the sight of his
face, which was now thin and tight. Ahead of themthe crowd of woodies
who had foll owed them were thinning out-they al nbst seened to be
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evaporating into thin air-so that it could be seen that there had been a
consi derabl e percentage of farners anong themafter all. Then, right in
front of the plodding oxen, a woodie put a friendly armon Jay Arrens
and | ed the young man off into the dark, shoulder-high grain to the side
of the road. The other farners, |like the woodi es, began to di sappear
into the grain.

"Five mnutes |eft-then we open fire!" boonmed the anplified voice from
the police car.

"Sound right eager, don't they?" conmented Mul.

"l thought we passed a track going off just about back here, soneplace,"”
said Cary. "There it is. Turn the teamdown that, would you, Mster
Pf er den?"

Pf erden haul ed on the reins and the oxen turned off down the road onto a
dirt wagon path goi ng away through the grain.

"Now what ?" said Pferden, once they were on this new track. There was a
crackl e of energy weapons, back at the police barricade.

"Don't guess they hit anyone-everybody'd be out of sight by now " said
Cary.

"Energy weapons can't hit what they can't see," commented Mul from
al ongsi de the wagon. "We'Il just round up some of our upcountry msters
with their |ong guns-"

"No," said Cary. "Maybe a couple of weeks ago, |'d have thought of that
myself. But this is something different we got here in the wagon, what
Charlie did. Using guns wouldn't just work out with it. Wat we got to
do is vote, not shoot, if we want to keep Arcadi a natural and sweet

wi t hout a second nmortgage. Mul, why don't you slide off around and pass
the word for as many of our misters fromupcountry with nanes everybody
knows-them like Pid Gewaters, Haf Mron, and the |like-big men. Tell them
they can find me and the statue at a farmhouse around here somepl ace.

You guess there'll be sone farnmhouse that'd put us up, Mster Pferden?"

"There'll be," said Pferden, economcally.

"And maybe M ster Pferden will |ikew se ask around for those farners
that the other farnmers all know about?" Cary | ooked at Pferden, who
nodded. "Conme nmorning we'll all get together at the farmhouse and tal k
this thing over."

"Right," said Mul, and di sappeared into the grain.

Pferden drove on until the track ended in a farnyard. He went up to the
door, which opened, and he talked to the silhouette of a woman seen
against the light inside the house. He canme back

"M ssus of the house, Mz Cananeer," said Pferden, "says she'd be
honored to have you conme in. Mster Cananeer should be home directly. He
was out to join us when we were on the road."

They went in.

Four hours later Mattie was still sleeping in the bedroomto which Mz
Cananeer had taken her. But Cary, who had al so gotten sone sleep, was up
and facing sone hal f-dozen nen, half-farners, half-wodies, in the
farmhouse kitchen.
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"Heard you didn't want guns used," said Haf Mron. He was a big,

t hi ck- necked woodie with a scar on his chin. "So we all passed the word
to the misters. Don't see why, though. No hundred-two hundred-police
going to trouble us."

"If it cones to that," said a heavy-bodied farner, "we don't need no
woodi es to clear the police out of the way. Enough | and people here to
do that chore and never notice."

"How many farm people are there?" Cary asked the | ast speaker

"Counting those that cane in for Voting Day," said the man, "thirty
t housand maybe, who could make it to Gty this norning."

Cary | ooked over at Haf Mron
"And the upcountry people,"” he said. "How many?"
"Fifteen-twenty thousand," said Haf. "M sters been comng in all week."

"That's a |l ot of people,"” said Cary. "Enough to vote down the nortgage.
You see why we don't want to use guns, no way. |If we start shooting, we
gi ve those who want to nortgage again a chance to say we scared off
their voters, and the voting don't count."

"That statue got to cone in though," said Haf Mron. "If the statue
stays out of the City, everybody'|ll figure the nortgage people got us
I'icked."

"We'll get it in," said Cary. "How?" asked the heavy-bodied farmer. Cary
| aughed, his noisel ess woodsman's | augh.

"In two hours we'll hitch up Mster Pferden's team and nove out," he
said. "Just all of you go spread the word to tell the Cty folk that
thirty thousand farners and fifteen thousand upcountry people are com ng
into see Charlie's statue brought to town."

Two hours |l ater Pferden's wagon runbl ed back out of the farmyard and
onto the wagon track. Mattie, still sleepy-eyed, stared around themin
ast oni shrent .

"Where did all the people conme fronP" she said.

For the track was lined with farmers and woods people alike. As the
wagon passed, they fell in behind it. Their numbers grew, and by the
time the wagon pulled once nore up on the road, it was surrounded by
faces for fifteen meters in every direction.

They started once nore down the road toward the City. Ahead, as on the
wagon track, people stood waiting on either side along the way, peering
at the statue as the wagon passed. But when the oxen approached the

pl ace where the police barricade had been the night before, there was
not hi ng but open road. They continued on toward the City.

"Cary," said Mattie, "we've done it."
"Not yet, maybe," he said.

She | ooked at himoddly. But when they approached the edge of the Cty
proper, her face tightened. Standing across the road before themwas a
line of police double the size they had faced the night before, this
time armed with |ight energy cannon and hol di ng back the sea of farners
and woods peopl e that stood waiting.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Gordon%20R%20Dickson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt (82 of 89) [11/1/2004 12:01:33 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Gordon%20R%20Di ckson%20-%20Alien%20Art.txt

"Keep going," said Cary to Pferden

They drove on until the nose of the left ox was al nost touching the
jacket of the Captain of Police, who stood in the center of the roadway.
The Captain was a narrow faced man, perhaps a shade pal er than nornal,
but deter m ned.

"We're not letting you by, Longan," he said.

Cary, sitting on the front seat of the wagon, beside Pfer-den, nodded.
He sat silent. The Police Captain waited, and time stretched out.

"Wel | ?" denmanded the Captain. "Wat are you going to do?"
"Not hing," said Cary.
"Not hi ng?" the Captain stared at him

"That's right," said Cary. "You're not going to |l et us pass, so | guess
we just have to sit here."

He went back to silence. The Captain stared at hima nmonment |onger, then
turned and wal ked up and down the | ength of the Iine of his nen,
checki ng weapons. He came back after a while to where the wagon sat. The
oxen were patiently standing. Behind the oxen were Pferden, Cary, and
Mattie; and behind and surrounding these, the multitude of farmers and
woods people, also silently waiting. The Captain | ooked out over the
ocean of standing people, then back at Cary.

"You're still not getting through," he said to Cary.
"Look behind you," said Cary.

The Captain turned, and stiffened. Fromout of the City behind his
doubl e Iine of arned nmen, a second crowd of people were formng-City
peopl e obviously, but waiting as quietly as the farners and upcountry
peopl e without.

"Count off!" shouted the Police Captain. "By twos!"

"One. .. Two. . . One. . . Two . . ." The count went along the
doubl e Iine as each policeman counted up or down fromthe man next to
hi m

"Qdd nunbers," ordered the Captain. "About-face!"

Every ot her policeman in the |ine wheel ed about with his weapon. Now

hal f of them faced outward toward the country people and hal f faced
inward toward their own City dwellers.

"Mul ," said Cary, in the silence followi ng this maneuver, "would you and
sone of the boys cone help ne? Long as we can't take Charlie's statue
into the City, naybe we can stand it up here, so the folks can see it."

"Coming," said Mul.

He and everyone el se standing nearby was scrambling into the wagon.
Tanned hands took hold of the dark stone and heaved, then heaved agai n.
The statue Charlie had carved rose upright in the wagon, tottered a
monent, and stood still. Those who had lifted it dropped away over the
wagon' s si des.

The eyes of those on both sides of the police Iine went to the statue;
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and a slow, deep sound, like the sound of wi nd over a sea, swept across
them as each one of themreacted to the sight. There was a surge on both
sides of the line of police toward the armed nen.

"No!" shouted Cary, standing up on the wagon seat. "No violence. That's
not what Charlie carved it for!"

The surge sagged back. Once nore the crowd stood still. The line of
police stood still. The sun was warm ng, rising high in the sky.

"What are you trying to do?" whispered the Captain up at Cary.

"I"mwaiting-only waiting,"'
seat once nore

Cary answered, sitting down on the wagon

The mnutes craw ed slowy by. Suddenly, down the line of police, there
was novenent. One of the nmen there had dropped his energy rifle and
broken ranks. He was wal ki ng toward t he wagon.

"Briggens!" shouted the Captain. "Get back in rank!"

Briggens paid no attention. He noved forward into a crowd of bodies that
parted before himand closed after him shielding himfromthe handgun
the Captain had just drawn. He canme forward at |last to the very edge of
the wagon and stood | ooking up at the statue. Then, slowy and

del i berately, he took off his uniformcap and stripped away the pisto
belt he wore.

Once nore, sound runbl ed through the crowd-but this tine it was the word
bei ng passed back of what had happened by the wagon; and this tine the
sound mai ntai ned and mounted in volune toward a roar of triunmph. Oher
poli cemen were breaking ranks, throwi ng down their weapons and m ngling
with the crowds on both sides.

"M ster Pferden," said Cary. "Tine to nove, | guess." Pferden whistled
at his oxen and picked up his reins. The two bi g beasts began to nove
forward, and the police nelted away before them

"No!" shouted the Captain. "No, you-"

He ai ned his handgun at the wagon, and a nonent |ater the crowd
swal | owed hi mup before he could fire. The steady |egs of the oxen noved
on toward the City. Men had already sprung fromthe crowd about, into
the wagon to hold the statue upright; and upright it entered into the
Cty.

The sun was above the buildings at full noon when the wagon runbl ed
finally through the streets of Arcadia City to stop across the street
fromthe sane hotel in which Lige Bros Waters had greeted Cary, two
weeks before. People- city people, farnmers, and woodies, particularly
the last- filled the street about it and spilled over to choke the park
facing the hotel where the voting booths had been set up. As the wagon
reached the park, Cary put his hand on Pferden's shoul der.

"Stop here," he said. "Don't let themunload the statue yet."

"Cary!" cried Mattie, as Cary swung hinself down fromthe seat of the
wagon. "You're not going for that buyer now, are you? You aren't going
totry to sell Charlie's statue with what it neans now to all these
peopl e? What' || stop the nortgage being voted in then?"

Cary's face was grim
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"Asked M ster Waters conme back to see. My word, ny deal," he said. He
turned swiftly and went across the street into the hotel, not |ooking
back. In the | obby he hunted down the list of those in residence, found
Waters's nane, and pressed the call button

"Who?" asked a conputerized voi ce.
"Cary Longan," Cary said. "To see Mster Lige Bros Waters."
There was a second' s pause.

"Admitted," said the voice. Beside the list, one of the elevator doors
slid open. Cary stepped in, rode up, and stepped out to search down a
corridor of doors for the one bearing the name Waters. He spoke to the
door.

"I know that voice," said the black annunciator circle on the door
"Cone in." Cary touched the door, and it opened before him Inside was
the art buyer, looking no different than the last tinme Cary had seen
hi m

"That statue," Cary said, as he stepped into the room "I brought it.
But things are sone different-"

"So | gather." Lige Waters's voice was old and hard and dry. He waved to
the wi ndow on the far wall showing a view of the street before the hote
and the park beyond it. "Wat's it doing out there?"

"Qut there?" Cary stepped closer to the screen

The statue was no longer in the wagon. It had been renoved, and taken
into a central part of the park anobng the trees facing the voting
booths. It stood upright there, leaning a little to one side, evidently
because the cut across the stone of its base had not been level. But to
all intents and purposes the carved stone stood vertical enough. A line
of people flowed into the park, noving slowy past it, each one pausing
alittle to examne it before pressure fromthe |ine behind forced him
to nove on. They were woodsnen nostly in the line; but there were
farnmers as well, and astonishingly, not a few nmen and wonen in city
clothes, patiently waiting their turn with the rest.

"Let's go down," said Lige. "I want to look at it up close."

They went down, across the street, and into the park. To one side behind
the statue and its passing line, stood a little knot of people-Mttie,
Mul , Pferden, Haf Mron, and a farner Cary did not recognize.

"Mattie," Cary said as he and Lige cane up, "what's this?"
She swung about to him stiff-backed.

"Il tell you what it is!" she said. "You can't sell it w thout ny
perm ssion-and |'mnot giving it." She glanced at Lige. "Do you hear
that, |ooper? This statue's not for sale.”

Lige's face drewin until it was winkled and grim |ike the face of an
ol d snapping turtle fromEarth.

"1'"ve been hearing how you got into this business, Mss-"
"Orvalo."

"-Mss Ovalo," said Lige. "I should tell you. |I've got the recording of
a verbal contract with this man, that antedates any deal you may have
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made with him You can sue himif you want to, but you can't stop any
sale to nme."

"See you dead first, mister," said Haf Mron, casually fromthe side.
Li ge turned his snapping-turtle face, unnoved, to | ook at the big,
scarred woodsman.

"Interworld business is a little bigger than you think, friend," he

said. "The conpany | work for can get a pan-stellar judgnent giving them
the statue, and if your local courts won't execute it, we'll enbargo al
your off-world trade. Even, if necessary, get a Union Navy ship in here
to make collection.”

"W don't care-" Mattie was begi nning.

"Hush, Mattie. You too, Haf," said Cary. "My word, ny deal. |I'll do the
talking." He turned to Lige. "Like | started to say back upstairs,
mster, things are some different fromwhen | first talked to you about
Charlie's statue. Guess maybe we coul d sell you sonething other instead.
Maybe those little statues of Charlie's | showed you first."

Lige's head turned sharply to him "Told you | didn't see anything worth
buying in those lunmps!" he said. "Wat makes you think |I'd change ny
m nd now?"

Cary gazed quietly at him

"Back then you didn't sound |ike you had much interest in talking a
deal ," Cary said. "Now you do. Guess if you see sonething worth buying
in the statue there now, you'd see its like in the little statues, once
you | ook them over again."

Li ge stared back at him then slowy nmoved his gaze to the statue.

"A'l right," Lige said. "Maybe there's sonething here. Not mnuch-but
sonet hing. Maybe 1'd have seen it for nyself, even if | hadn't heard and
seen how all your people here are being noved by it. O naybe | needed
to see them |l ooking to go | ooking nyself. |I've been in business |ong
enough to know that there's no single person knows all there is to know
about art. But that doesn't have to say | was wong when | didn't see
anything the first time | |ooked at those things you call little
statues."

"Doesn't have to say it," said Cary. "But you know now you were, don't
you, mster?"

The snapping-turtle face jerked back to Cary. It was a noment before the
art deal er spoke.

"And even if | did see something in the small statues now, after all,"
he went on, "a boxful of snall pieces aren't going to make up for |osing
alife-size work that's got a whole world of people acting as if they
just discovered religion. 1'd need a ot nore snall pieces to nake up
for that -and the word | hear is your native-that swanp otter, or

what ever-who carved this is dead."

Cary nodded.

"Charlie's dead," he said. "But all his people carve sonme. Their teeth
keep growing all their lives, so they' ve got to keep them worn down. So
they all work on stones-sone better, sone worse. | can get you as many
of those you want."
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Lige glared at him

"Listen," he said, "do you know have you any idea how many nen there've
been with no art in themat all, conpared to one great artist?"

"Point isn't how nmany weren't artists. Point is, nore'n one was," said

Cary. "That's right, isn't it?"
He pointed to the statue. Lige still glared at him saying nothing.

"Mster," said Cary, "you better deal with ne-because there's no one
el se for you to deal with. You want to buy those small statues of
Charlie's instead of this big one, and for ne to go back to the
upcountry and get you nore of what his people did? O not?"

The grimand winkled face slowy relaxed. Slit-nouthed, he nodded.

"But these carvings by the other swanp otters," he said, "better be

worth it!"

"They are,"” said Cary. "But you could use themeven if they weren't,
couldn't you, mster?"

Lige's old face went suddenly pale, then flooded with dark surging
col or.

"Conme on! Cary." Mattie pulled hastily at Cary's el bow before the art
deal er could speak. "You come on with ne, right now You need to shave
and clean up. W've got to draw up new articles of partnership, and
besides there's things | want to talk to you about. "

Tal ki ng unceasingly, she drew Cary away. After a first second of
hesitation, he smled, and let hinmself be drawn. Lige stared at their
retreating backs, at first wordlessly, then finding his voice to yel
after them

"l buy art, you young backwoods hick!" Lige shouted. "ART.

Neither Cary nor Mattie turned their heads, nor slowed their pace. The
color fading slowy fromhis face, Lige turned back to the statue and
saw Haf, with the others, watching him

"And the rest of you," he snarled, "don't fool yourselves. Maybe there's
art in that thing there"-he jabbed a finger at the statue-"but it's
about the level of a child playing with clay. It's the art of a

st one- age savage painting buffalo on the wall of a cave. A spoonful of
art to a whol e wagon-si zed chunk of stone. It's got sonme accidental form
toit and a little lucky deliberate shaping that lets your eye read

something into it that may or may not be there at all. Real art's not
like that-accidental. Real art's unm stakable-it reaches out and takes
hol d of you and makes you into something different. | know And if there
was art like that, there in that thing, 1'd see it."

Haf | ooked back at the deal er, then swung his woodsman's gaze over to
the voting booths, now no longer with lines of people waiting to sign up
for the second nortgage. It was not yet noon, and already the booths
were standing enpty. A second nortgage woul d have required enough
signatures to keep the booths busy all day. Haf | ooked away fromthe
boot hs, back to the endless |ine of people filing past the statue.

"Mster," he said to Lige, "you're blind."

About Gordon R Dickson
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By
Sandra M ese

In Gordon R Dickson's action-filled universe, grimfighting nmen and
Buddha-faced nystics jostle teddy bears in spacesuits; dol phins |eap and
dragons prow ; indom nabl e heroes reshape heaven and earth by force of
will or take bunpy rides in nuailbags, construct anal og nodels of the
cosnmos or befriend the Loch Ness Monster

After nearly 40 novels and 175 shorter works spread over three decades,
this nmotl ey band of character-types has brought Dickson froma

subsi stence diet of stale bread and peanut butter to the acclaimof his
public and the esteem of his peers. He won the Hugo Award for "Sol dier,
Ask Not'' (1965) and the Nebula Award for "Call H m Lord" (1966). From
1969 to 1971 he served as President of the Science Fiction Witers'
Association and is a | egendary mai nstay of sf fan gatherings.

Di ckson wanted to be a witer fromhis earliest years. He entered the
University of Mnnesota in 1939 at age 15 to study creative witing.
After tinme out for mlitary service during World War 11, he conpleted
his Bachel or of Arts degree in 1948. He withdrew from graduate school to
become a full-time witer in 1950 and has been at it ever since. He is
one of the few sf authors to have nmade witing his sole occupation

Both training and natural inclination have nmade Di ckson unusual ly
attentive to matters of literary craftsmanship, not only in his own
work, but in the sf field as a whole. He works tirel essly to upgrade
performance standards through | ectures, convention appearances, and even
private conversations. H's dedication to deliberate craft and

phi | osophi cal argument conbi nes what he calls the "consciously thematic
novel "-the adventure story with a noral. As the author hinself explains:
"The action of the thematic novel is in no way loaded . . . with a bias
towards proving the author's point. . . . The aimis to nake the thene
such an integral part of the novel that it can be effective on the
reader wi thout ever having to be stated explicitly."

Di ckson has a conpelling interest in the theory as well as the practice
of artistic creativity. He studies-and wites about- issues like
creative overdrive, performance under stress, interactions between
different skills, and the social inmpact of gifted individuals. This
stems fromhis conviction that man's proper destiny is to grow ever nore
creative. He sees unlinted potential for achievenment in man and al

other intelligent beings.

The hi ghest and cl earest expression of Dickson's views is found in his
Chil de Cycle. Wien conplete, the Cycle will dramatize humanity's com ng
of age fromthe fourteenth century to the twenty-fourth in a series of
twel ve novel s-three historical, three contenporary, and three science
fictional. Dorsal! (1959), Necromancer (1962), "Warrior" (1965), Sol di er,
Ask Not (1968), Tactics of Mstake (1971), and "Brothers" (1973) have
appeared so far. The last pair of sf novels, The Final Encycl opedia and
Childe, are currently in preparation. The author expects to spend the
rest of his working life conpleting and polishing the Cycle.

The Cycle is a grand synthesis of Dickson's favorite thenes and notifs.
(However, a few genus of these can even be found in early novels |ike
Time to Tel eport, 1955 and Mankind on the Run, 1956.) The Cycle treats
the human race like a single organismin which the condition of each

i ndividual cell affects the health of the whole. The progressive and
conservative tendencies of this human organism synbolized as estranged
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Twi n Brothers, must be reconciled if the organismis to continue

growi ng. Specialized, sonetinmes tightly organized, groups work to ease
the problembut it can only be solved by the conbined efforts of the
Three Prine Characters-the Men of Faith, Philosophy, and War. Wen fully
mature, humanity will exercise creative and responsible control over its
own evol ution.

But al though the Cycle is Dickson's nasterpiece, not all his fiction is
that serious. (In fact, Delusion Wrld, 1961 parodies the Cycle.) One
showcase for his broad, bouncy sense of hunor is the popul ar Hoka series
witten in collaboration with his close friend Poul Anderson. (Comedy is
the only area in which these two dissimlar authors' attitudes and
witing styles coincide.) As related in Earthnman's Burden (1955) and
Star Prince Charlie (1975), the Hokas are cuddly, bright-eyed aliens
resenbling teddy bears who have a mad flair for mmcry. They love to
pl ay at bei ng cowboys or Foreign Legionnaires or other human adventure
heroes to the endl ess frustration of the human di pl onat stationed on
their planet. These stories, |like nost of Dickson's hunmorous work, are
based on the plight of a rational being in a preposterously irrationa

si tuati on.

Whet her he is witing seriously or hunorously, Dickson nakes thrifty use
of his own experiences and interests as fictional raw material. Because
he was born in Canada and has spent nobst of his adult life in

M nneapolis, he often uses Canadi an and M dwestern settings to good
effect. The quest for authenticity works both ways. For instance, it has
led himto order a conplete suit of fourteenth century arnor as a
research tool for witing nmedieval novels. Likew se, Dickson's fondness
for literature, history, art, nmusic, nmartial arts, and physical fitness
is clearly evident in his work. Since he hinself quotes Kipling, sings,
conposes songs, paints, and works out, so do many of his characters.
Needl ess to say, artistically gifted action heroes are a novelty in sf.

The wol ves, dol phins, whales, great cats, and other beasts popul ating

Di ckson's stories reflect his fascination with animals and ani nmal

behavi or. (Appropriately, his heraldic badge in the Society for Creative
Anachronismis an otter.) This carries over into his treatnent of
intelligent extraterrestrials. Beings like the Atakit in Alien from
Arcturus (1956) are directly nodeled on fam liar aninmals.

I'n concl usion, Dickson's work is the product of a keen, inquisitive mnd
purposeful ly shaping ideas into art. His stories are deliberately
constructed, not casually inprovised. He weaves structural and symnbolic
patterns into his fictional fabric to express phil osophical convictions.
At its serious best, his style is efficient, austere, alnpbst relentless,
like swift-running streans of icy water or beans of wintry northern
light. C S. Lewis's description of Norse myth applies equally well to
Di ckson's witing: "cold, spacious, severe, pale, and renote."
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