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PRI NTED I N THE UNI TED STATES OF AMERI CA
THE ELEPHANT

The el ephant's a beast, 'tis said, That wears its tail upon its head; And where the beastie's tai
should be, A winkled suit's all one can see. It eats too nuch, its brain's too small It takes up
roomfromwall to wall; Ears too big, and feet too flat, Now, who could |love a thing |ike that?

Yet, bullhands tell of circus rings Surrounded by those snelly things. Ballet girls would perch on
top Wiile bullhands followed with a nmop And spade and barrow to haul away The stuff the beasts et
yest erday. Bull hands speak of those squashed flat By giants who are sorry that Their keepers,
friends, conpanions all Mist be scraped fromoff the wall.

Bul | hands sing in tones adored O all of those who have been gored, O torn apart, or tranpled
down By sonme bewrinkled, tusked clown. It's sad to say but it's no act, They |ove the beasts, and
that's a fact. And if you have but half a wit, Can't find that 'pon which you sit, Your back is
strong, your mind is weak, Your sense of snell is not at peak, Then what they say, nmy friends, is
true: You can be a bullhand too.

The Admiralty Ofice of the Tenth Quadrant Federation announced today that the circus starship,
Cty of Banboo, enroute to the planet H dgva in the Tenth Quadrant, failed to report in accordance
with its flight plan four days ago. Ninth and Tenth Quadtant-deep space radi o searches detected
neither distress calls nor automatic energency beacon signals. Standard trade route sweeps have
been begun.

The ship, housing the entire conpany of O Hara's Greater Shows, the first of the interstellar
circuses, is presuned to have been lost with all hands.

Bl LLBOARD, May 29th, 2148, p.I.
ONE

In the darkness, above the atnobsphere of the strange planet, ten smaller crafts detached
thenselves froma great ship, fired their entry burns, and fell toward the planet's surface. Wen
the shuttles were little nore than points of reflected |ight, the great ship seened to wobbl e,
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then roll. For a nonent the ship's novenent seened to stabilize, then its powerful engines gave a
brief, blinding flash, the ship nosed over, and dived toward the pl anet.

A huge man wi th a bandaged head npaned and opened his eyes as he felt the reality around him
shaking, then slanming to a devastating halt. He closed his eyes as pains that could nelt stee
shot through his head.

Noi ses. The snell of acid. The snell of snoke.

He drove awareness fromhis mnd. There was so rmuch to drive away. A dying ship, a dying show, a
dyi ng daught er —

"CGet these two patched up, fast! | need them back on the radios."

"Are we down?"

"Are we down, Mange? Hell yes we're down! Just put a dent in a goddamed nountain!"
so much to keep away: a dying show, a dying daughter, dying itself, the bulls—

He opened his eyes and stared bl ankly at the blur of rushing, scream ng bodies. Soneone had said
sonet hi ng about the bulls—

"Jesus, we're spread all over the place!"
"Fire control, down to the main carrousel! Pony? Pony Red, where are you?"
Unintel ligible crackles, words.

"Cet down to the main carrousel! The bulls and horses've broken | oose and are shredding the place.
Fire control, where'n the hell are you? Flane in the port carrousel!"

The bull's. Somet hing about the bulls. And fire.

He Iifted an arm Tingling nunbness covering his body. Data began to enter the blank circuits of
his mnd. The bulls. Have to get to the bulls.

"What about the atnospheric readi ngs?"

"Screw 'eml If the air out there's no good, it doesn't matter much, does it? Wth that Hartford
going in the port bay we don't have enough left in here to Iight a match. Open the dammed vents
and hit the fans!"

"That was sone great |landing, Fireball."

"You try and deadstick in one of these bastards, punk! It's got the glide angle of a brick."
"I said it was a good | andi ng—

"Where'n the hell are the others?"

"Try the radio, stupid—wait. What's that call?"

"It... it's the Baraboo, skipper. It's out of control.... It's diving into the atnosphere...
Signal's dead."

The voices. He pushed hinself up fromthe couch and stunbled toward the voices. But now the
control cabin was silent.

There was a breath of fresh air on his face, and he inhaled. He gul ped at the air, and gul ped
again. His vision cleared a bit and he could make out the shuttle crew standing |ike statues
before the control banks.

"You. Fireball. Wiat is it?"
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The command pilot of the Number Three car turned her head and | ooked at him She seenmed not to
notice the blood dripping fromher forehead. "The Baraboo. It...it just got exed. W got away just
intim."

Fireball nodded at another crewnenber. "Try and raise the other cars."

The crewrenber stabbed at some buttons. "Any cars, this is Nunber Three. Wiere are you?" She
listened, then tried again. 'This is Nunber Three. Any cars, where are you?"

He rubbed his eyes, sat down on the edge of a couch, and | ooked at the shuttle's pilot. "Sonebody
sai d somet hi ng about the bulls."

Fireball Hanah Sanagi squatted next to him "Bullhook, it's hell down there. The outside hatch to
the loading runs is jamred. The bulls are going crazy." The pilot stood and shouted toward the
hands that stabbed at the conmuni cations bank. "What about fire control ?"

"Forget it."
"Anyt hing yet fromthe other cars?"
"Not yet."

Bul | hook WIlly got to his feet and supported hinsel f against the couch's backrest as a crackle
filled the conpartnent. "Hey! It's Nunber Ten! One, Four, Five, and Ten are within sight of each
other near a big body of water." The crewrenber talked rapidly into the comruni cati ons system
"We're pretty bunged up. Cane to a stop against a nountain. Heard anything fromthe ot hers?"

He squinted his eyes against the light com ng through the cockpit observation ports. Through them
he coul d see bright sky, green trees hung with golden hair, a range of nopuntains.

More crackling. "WAit! I'mgetting a strong signal from Number Six. Six can see Nunber Eight.
Eight can't see Nine, but is getting a good signal. Number Two? Where are you, Nunber Two?"

Sil ence. "Can anyone get a signal from Two? Wat about Seven?" Crackles, desperate calls, silence.
"Ckay, let's try and figure out how far we are fromeach other and in what relation.”

On the couch rested a neter-long gol d-ti pped hook and goad. Bullhook WIly picked it up, turned,
pul I ed hinself through the conpartnment door, and headed down the dark conpani on way. The snell of
it. Hot insulation, boiling hydraulic fluid, and overpowering every other odor, the snell of
burning flesh-.

The frantic calls fromthe control cabin were soon covered by the screans of the animals. He
turned into the conpani on-way | eading to the huge cage of rotating tubes that held the

el ephants. An emergency light flashed in his face, then out of the darkness and snoke a voice
yel | ed.

"Pony! Pony Red! I1t's Bull hookl The boss el ephant man is here!"

Bul  hook hel d his hand' between the light and his eyes. "WAxy, you want to get that dam |ight out
of ny face."

The beam of |ight dropped as Bull hook supported hinself by placing a hand agai nst a bul khead. The
bul khead was hot. Too hot. That was the smaller port carrousel containing half of the remaining
Perches. Bull hook wi thdrew his hand. "Waxy, what about the horses?"

The dark shape hol ding the enmergency |ight shook his head. "No good. Pony Red had to seal off the
port carrousel to try and contain the fire. Doesn't | ook good. There's no fire in the starboard
horse barn and in the main carrousel, but the snoke and lack of air is driving the nags and bulls
crazy."

"There'll be air soon."
Anot her shape joined the one holding the lamp. "Mther Machree, but it's the hell of Hartford down

there," The voice belonged to Pony Red Mira, boss animal man. "Waxy, why'd you put out the call?"
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The one holding the | anp pointed at Bull hook. "The boss el ephant man."

Pony Red noved next to Bull hook and placed a hand on the boss el ephant man's shoul der. "Are you
all right? The last tine | saw you the back of your skull was caved in."

"I"'mon ny feet. We're down. W got to get the |lead stock out of here. Way aren't the bay doors
open?"

The boss ani mal man shook his head. "The last | heard fromthe crew back there, the doors were
jamred. They can't get to the control mat bl ows the damm doors off because of the bulls. Two of
"emare loose in the runs tearing up the place. Now we can't raise the aft crewat all."

Bul | hook rubbed his eyes. "The carrousel. Can it still rotate?"
"Sure, but—=-
"CGet some lights on and nove tube number one to the bottom facing the doors. |I'Il get 'emopen.”

Pony Red shook Bul | hook's shoul der. "You can't get through any of the tubes; especially nunber
one. Six of the eight bulls in there have broken | ocose. W're trying nowto get a crew around to
open the doors fromthe outside."

Bul | hook began to pull hinmself down the conpani onway.

"Damit, Pony, if they won't open fromthe inside, they sure as hell can't be opened fromthe
outside. Not in time. Just get tube nunber one facing the doors. 1'Il get through." "Wy numnber
one?" "Mng is in nunber one."

Bul | hook wal ked between the two men and felt his way down the corridor until he reached the port
to the main bay. He pulled hinself through, ignored the elevator, and began working his way down
the access | adder. Half of the way down nausea and di zzi ness washed over himas the pain in his
head fl ashed |ights before his eyes. He hung onto the | adder, resting his cheek against one of its
cleated rungs. The snoke covered himlike a hot blanket; the screans fromthe animals nunbed his
ears.

Crying. Just barely audible, there was crying anong the screanms. Lights went on in the access
tube, turning the blackness into a dark gray pall. Bullhook WIly |Iowered hinself another rung,
then another, until he stood on the | ower deck access conpartnent to the main carrousel. The air
was a bit better. Fresh, cool air. He glanced to his left and could see the hazy outline of an
open nmi ntenance port. Through the nan-sized doorway, he could see green grass. He turned fromthe
| adder and lurched toward the cl osed doors that opened into the tubes as the runble of the main
carrousel turning vibrated the shuttle.

Bef ore the doors, three figures knelt over a fourth. One of the kneeling figures stood and grabbed
Bul I hook. "What're you doin' here, Bullhook? You can hardly stand."

Bul | hook forced his eyes to resolve the i mages before him Packy Dern was hol ding him Wwco Wacko
and Dot the Pot were kneeling over the still body of Haystack Harry. "Wat happened, Packy?"

The bul | hand nodded toward Haystack. "Waco and | managed to pull himout of the nunber four tube.
Too late." He | ooked back at Bull hook. "There's sonme others still in there."

"What about the rest of the bull hands?"
Packy shook his head. "God, | don't know Most of 'emnust be out of the shuttle by now "

Bul | hook cl osed his eyes for a nonment. "Waco. Get Dot out of here. Go through that open
mai nt enance port."

The snake charner | ooked over his shoulder at the boss el ephant man. "Wat about you?"

Bul | hook noved over and pulled Dot the Pot to her feet.
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"Hayst ack's been exed, Dot. You have to get out of here."

Dot wi ped the tears fromher cheeks with the back of her hand. "I can't just |leave him Don't nake
me | eave him"

"Packy and I'I|l take care of him You go with Waco now. You're just in the way."
The snake charner stood, held Dot's arm and | ooked at Bul | hook. "What about you?"
"Il be along."

The snake charner studied Bull hook with dark, narrowed eyes. "There aren't any heroes in the
circus, Bullhook; just dead troupers and |ive ones."

"Get al ong, Waco." He placed a hand on the snake charner's shoulder. "I'll be all right."

Waco spat on the deck and turned Dot the Pot toward the maintenance port. As the pair noved toward
the opening, Bull-hook pointed at the body. "Packy, grab Haystack and get out of here.”

Packy Dem shook his head. "I heard the big cage turning, Bullhook. If you open those doors, it'll
take about two seconds for this conpartnent to be full up with damed mad pachyderns. "

The boss el ephant man notioned with his bull hook toward the body. "Get Haystack and beat it. |
have to get to the other end and open the main hatch."

"There's a crew outside working on it now "
"Packy, there's no tinme to work through fromthe outside. Now get noving."

"You can't make it!"

"M ng and | can." Bull hook pointed again at the body. "Now beat it.
Packy shook his head and lifted the dead bull hand's shoul ders. "Maybe | can help."

Bul | hook WIlly stared at the closed doors to the main carrousel. "Beat it. And get that crew away
fromthe doors."

Packy pull ed Haystack's body away, and just before he reached the maintenance port, Bullhook
called out. "Hey, Packy!"

"What ?"
"Little WIIl. Take care of her. You know "

"Yeah. | know." The bull hand | owered Haystack's body through the port, then dropped hinself
through to the outside.

Bul | hook WIly weaved before the closed doors, looking at the red square that needed to be pressed
to open them "Just

hope to hell Mng is tjie first one out."

He reached out his left hand, slapped the red square, and stumbled to the right of the doors as
they hissed open. There was no addition to the snoke, but the sound of the screaming bulls
deafened him A panic-driven el ephant thundered through the open doorway, her shredded |eft ear
dripping blood. It took only a split-second for Bullhook to recognize Canbo. As Canbo runbl ed
around the conpartnment |ooking for a pachydermsized exit, she was i mediately foll owed by
Queeni e. Queenie's trunk was al nost severed through.

Bul | hook | ooked around the edge of the door and screaned. "M ng! Here, Mng! Goddammt, M ng,
where are you?"

Down the | ength of the tube, three bulls were in the aisle on their sides either dead or dying.
The remaining five bulls were | oose and stanpeding in the confined area.
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"M ng! Danmit, Mng!" Bull hook sagged agai nst the open door as his vision blurred. One of the five
bul I s paused, turned toward the forward end, then began wal ki ng toward the conpartnent. "M ng
That's it, baby. Ri ght here."

Bul | hook felt a thunderous whack across his shoul ders, his face snmashed agai nst the bul khead. He
stopped hinmsel f from sagging to the deck, reached out, grabbed the rungs of an access |adder, and
began pulling hinmself out of danger. Queenie rushed at himagain and tried to pull himdown, but
she coul d not raise her wounded trunk. Just as he managed to pull hinself above her, Queenie
ramed the | adder and bul khead.

M ng entered the conpartment and bel |l owed. Bull hook called fromhis perch upon the | adder. "M ng!
Over here, girl! Get Queenie away fromthe | adder! C non, Mng, you beautiful thing!"

Bul | hook saw M ng | ook up at him The sound she nmade was a blast of relief and joy.
"That's right, Mng. I'mhere. Conme on over and save old Bull hook's ass."

M ng | owered her head, tucked her trunk down, and charged at Queenie's side. The inpact vibrated
the entire conpartnent, alnost causing Bullhook to lose his grip. Frightened by the attack,
Queeni e noved away fromthe | adder.

"Over here, Mng!" He smacked his bull hook agai nst the bul khead and M ng noved toward the | adder
The pachyderm presented her port side to the boss el ephant nan when she saw hi mwhirl his bull hook
in acircle. Wen she was cl ose enough, Bullhook WIlly |eaped fromthe | adder and | anded upon

M ng's

back. Painfully he pulled hinself forward until he sat straddling the great beast's neck, the toes
of his boots behind her ears.

"A'l right, babe! Let's get us the hell out of here!" He tapped Mng's right shoulder with his
bul | hook. "Shy, babe! Shy!"

The el ephant turned to the right, and when she was facing the doors, Bullhook | owered hinself
until his right cheek was against the top of Mng's head. The stink of burned flesh filled his
nostrils. "Let's go, babe! Miule up that dammed machi ne! Go!"

M ng went through the doors and entered the nunmber one tube of the main carrousel, first at a fast
wal k, then at a trot. Wth screaned commands and taps with his bull hook, the boss el ephant man
steered M ng around the three dead el ephants. Wth butts of her head, swats with her trunk, and
goads with her tusks, M ng bulldozed the frightened el ephants out of her path. One of the bulls
attenpted to fight back, and Bullhook felt a tusk enter the calf of his left leg. "Go, dammit! Go
M ng!"

At the other end of the tube, the snmoke was still thick. "Tut, babe. Park that thing until | can
find the doorknob."

M ng stopped and the boss el ephant nman tried to clear his vision. "G eat Bool abong, show ne the
door knob. Show ne." He shook his head, but the notion did nore to increase the pain in his head
than it did to clarify his vision. "Hell." He leaned to his right, reached down, and tapped the
front of the el ephant's shoul der.

"G ve old Bull hook a kneel, babe. Let's go. Down, Mng."

As the el ephant slowy knelt, Bullhook slid fromher neck until his feet touched the hot deck
plates. His left leg collapsed, and he craw ed upon his hands and knees until he cane to the aft
tube doors. Pulling hinself up, he felt for the door panel. Once he found it, he pounded it wth
his fist, causing the doors to hiss open. On the other side of the door, the two bulls that had
broken | oose fromthe nunber four tube were scream ng and stanpedi ng up and down the runs that |ed
fromthe three carrousel doors to the nmamin hatch. The bul khead panel s above the port carrouse

door radi ated orange heat. The remains of two human bodi es sneared agai nst the cleated surface of
the runs expl ai ned why Pony Red Mira hadn't been able to raise the aft watch.
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Bul | hook pushed away fromthe bul khead, collapsing upon the deck. He | ooked at the bull. M ng
stood patiently awaiting

further instructions. The boss el ephant man t hought he bl acked out for a second, then was brought
wi de awake by the blinding pains that coursed through his | eg, back, and head. The pains eased for
a monent, and Bull hook called out. "Mng. | can't make it. Get that durante out and | og nme out of
here!" He smacked his bull hook against the deck. "M ng, let's go!"

The pachyderm noved to her right until she faced the boss el ephant nan's prone figure. Then she
reared up on her hind |l egs and screaned. Her front |egs cane down hard, and Bull-hook knew what
was in her mnd. He knew because he had been there. "M ng! This is Bull hook, honey. Bullhook." The
el ephant snorted, rocking back and forth. "That was another crash, another tine, another place.
Years ago, babe. This is Bull hook, Mng." He held up his gold-tipped hook and goad. "Bull hook."

M ng stood still for a noment, then she |owered her head, lifted her trunk, and gently shoved her
tusks beneath Bul | hook's body. The boss el ephant man held his gold tipped bull hook out so that it
woul d not be out of the elephant's sight. "Renenber ne, Mng. You gore ne and it's liable to ruin
my whol e day."

The el ephant's trunk w apped gently around Bul | hook's wai st as her head cane up. "Ckay, babe.
Let's lead this parade out of here. Go, babe, go!"

M ng noved out toward the main hatch. The two bulls ranpaging in the runs noved toward her. "Ml e,
babe! Get me to that dammed switch box! Go!" Mng crossed the runs and stopped before the huge
hatch door. The heavy netal door was warped fromthe inpact against the bottomof the shuttle.
Not hi ng short of blowing the thing off of its bolts would open it. "Shy, babe. Get ne over! Shy!"

The el ephant noved Bul | hook to the right, and the boss el ephant man reached out and flipped open
the cover on the energency switch. He pulled down the bright red handl e inside and then bl ackened
out as two hundred exploding bolts went off at the sane tine that a bull snmashed into Mng's side.
When he opened his eyes, his body was bei ng shaken unnercifully as M ng stanpeded through the open
air and tall grass of the strange planet. Voices called after them but Mng wasn't |istening.

"M ng! Mng!" The el ephant slowed to a trot, then to a wal k. "Tut, babe! Put ne down, honey."

The huge beast shuddered and then | owered her head, depositing the boss el ephant man upon the
grass. Her head lifted and she stood, snorting and shaking her head. "Good girl. Good girl."

The voi ces again. Louder. Feet running through the grass. Bull hook opened his eyis And | ooked at
the clear, blue sky. Parade weather. Dam, but it's a beautiful day. Packy Dern's face cane into
view as the bull hand knelt and quickly exam ned the boss el ephant man. Bull hook felt something
pl aced beneath his head and pressure being applied to his left leg. O her hands; other faces.
Waco, Dot the Pot, Madman, Pony Red, Mdll ...

Packy's face | ooked at himand smled. "Watcha been up to, Bull hook?"

"Alittle this; alittle that.'

Bul | hook felt a needle being poked into his arm Packy nodded. "Well, it sure looks like it was
fun."
"You know what they say, Packy... life with the circus is just one |long uninterrupted dee-light."

\

The bl ue sky grew bl ack, Packy's face faded, and the sharp jags and angles of pain snmoothed into a
cal mnight sea of slow' nobtions and soft sounds.

There was nore touching agai nst his body, dimvoices, a bullhand singing "El ephant Kindergarten"

to her pachyderm That's Kirn's voice. That's right, honey. The car crashed, | don't know where in
the hell we are, no one will ever find us, don't know where our next meal is coning from but calm
down. Sone things are still the sane. I'mstill here, and nule up still means trot....

And life? It's the sane as its always been: life with the circus is just one | ong uninterrupted
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dee-1ight.
Yowzuh! Yowzuh!

Step right up and feast your little bug-eyes on the wonderous nonsters fromthe planet Earth!
Peruse the ponderous pachyder ns—

—Fhat's what | said, sir, or nadam or thing, as the case nay be. Pachyderns—
—Cause that's what they're called, sonny.

One quarter credit, a nere twenty-five percent of a one note will adnmit you to feast your eyes,
bul bs, sensors, or whatever the hell it is you use—

Beat it boy, you bother ne.
Now, fol ks, slither right up..
TVWO

Waco Whacko, the snake charner, turned away from Bull-hook WIIly's body as Mange Ranger, the
show s vet, ran up and began pushing his way through to the fallen bullhand. Waco headed back to
the shuttle and clinbed one of the |adders to one of the open energency ports. The other bull hands
were urging, coaxing, and cursing their pachyderns out of the main hatch. As he entered the port
and headed for his quarters, he could feel the runble of the main carrousel turning, bringing

anot her tube of bulls in line with the hatch.

Entering his quarters, he sat upon a | ocker, the smoke still heavy in the air. He picked up a gray
cardboard box and placed it upon his |lap. He opened the box and | ooked at the five fist-sized blue
eggs within it. A spot of noisture appeared upon one of the eggs, and Waco w ped the shell of the

egg dry with a fingertip. Another droplet appeared and Waco lifted his hand and touched his cheek

Tears. The sickness. Again the sickness.

A voice cane fromthe conpartnent door. "Everybody out!"
Waco's head turned and he saw Firebal |l Hanah Sanagi's face | ooking through the hatch

"WAco, you have to get out. The only way we can control the fire is to smother it. We're sealing
up the shuttle."

Waco nodded and Fireball's face di sappeared. The snake charner cl osed the box,, but renmained
sitting upon the | ocker.

The sickness. CGod, the sickness.

Fifteen years before, Buns Bunyoro had brought it on. And now, Bull hook WIly. Waco renenbered the
Arcadia wintering grounds in a distant place called Florida. In another tine, an-« other place,
anot her di nensi on.

Waco had been readi ng when soneone knocked upon the door to his van. Waco opened the door to see
the boss aninmal nman, Pony Red Mira, standing on the |ot.

"Waco, you know we went to pick up those two new bulls this norning. It was a ness. The freighter
crew exed one bull and cut up the other one."

The snake charnmer stared at the boss animal man, his face and heart frozen. ;

Pony Red | ooked down. "Buns got "it. I'll be by later to gather up his things
his hands into his trouser pockets, turned, and wal ked toward the el ephant barn

The big man t hrust

"Sorry."

Waco closed the van's door and returned to his reading.
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Later that evening there was another knock upon the door. Waco | ooked at his book, realizing that
he had been | ooking at the same page for over two hours. He put the book aside and opened the
door. The new bul |l hand that Buns had taken under his wing, Bullhook WIly, clinbed the steps and
stood in the open doorway. "Buns got exed. Thought you'd want to know. " WIIly | ooked up at Waco.

"l heard." Waco nodded toward Bul | hook's bandaged hand. "How s the mtt?"

"Ckay. We had to winch that one bull out of the freighter. Caught ny hand between the cable and
deck. Bone Breaker fixed it up'n gave ne sonething for the pain."

Waco cocked his head toward the interior of his van. "Conme in if you want."
"I just wanted to say how sorry I am"”

Waco dropped into an easy chair and cl asped his hands together. "Don't be sorry on nmy account,
Bul | hook. "

WIlly sat down in a chair facing the snake charnmer. "He was your friend, wasn't he?"

"That's what he called hinself." The snake charmer's deep bl ack eyes studied WIlly. "I have no
fri ends—o human friends."

WIlly | ooked down and shook his head. "Why'd you live with himthen? And' for ten years?

"He paid rent." The snake charner reached out a hand and stroked a passing python. "Hs
conversation was enjoyable." He sat back. "Do | sound a little cold to you?"

WIlly slowy nodded. "That's the word: cold.”

Waco closed his eyes and | eaned his head against the chair's headrest. "I never let nyself becone
friends with a human. The human is the only animal that ever disappoints ne." He opened his eyes
and | ooked at WIly. "I haven't had nuch contact with nonhuman intelligent aliens, but | inmagine
that they, too, will disappoint ne. Buns went and committed suicide today, or the next thing to
it. By doing so, | suppose you think he is sonme sort of hero. | don't. Although | do not include
mysel f anong them there are those who have an affection for Buns. Buns cheated them Buns is a
cheat. He is a hunan and a cheat. | expected nothing nore fromhim | expect nothing nore from any
human. "

Bul | hook Wlly sat quietly for a monent, and then he swung his bullhook fromhis |eft hand, stood
and turned toward the door. "I better be getting back to the bam | start trying to break in that
bull tonight."

The snake charner stood and wal ked Bul | hook WIly to the door. As WIly reached the bottom step,
Waco spoke. "What is the bull's nane?"

"M ng. "

"How ol d are you, Bull hook?"

"Ei ghteen."

"Do you think you can handl e her?"

Wl ly shrugged, then ran the fingers of his good hand through his hair. "I don't know That's not
good, is it? Poison Jimused to say that you have to know you can do it. |If you don't the bull can
tell."

Waco nodded. "Animals can read humans a whole | ot better than humans can read aninals. Does M ng
have you scared?"

WIlly licked his lips, shrugged, then nodded. "Now she does. Qut there on the airfield | didn't
even think about it. There wasn't tinme to think. But... since then |I've had sone tine."

"Good. You keep thinking, Bullhook. It works the sane with any animal. You think, watch, and
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study. You study M ng until you can read her—dnderstand her. \Wen you understand

her, you'll know what she wants, what she needs, and what you have to do. Once yoi ynderstand her,
you won't be scared. Don't make your nove until then,"

Wl ly rubbed his chin, then dropped his hand to his side. "Waco, did you know Peison Jinf You two
talk a lot alike."

Waco shook his head. "Just to talk to years ago when he was with O Hara's. But all animal nen know
the same things. The ones who don't either wind up dead or killing their aninmals."

WIly nodded and turned toward the barn. "Thanks, Waco."
"Bul | hook?"

WIlly turned and | ooked back at the snake charner. "Yeah?"
"If you want you can nmove out of the barn and stay here."
WIlly's eyebrows went up. "Wat for?"

"Ten credits a week."

WIlly shrugged. "Way not? I'Il go get my kit."

"Not tonight." The snake charnmer half-turned back into his van. "Tonorrow. Move in tonorrow.
Tonight... tonight |I have sonme thinking to do." Waco went inside, closing the door behind him

And then there cane the sickness. Waco had cried and swore to the universe that he woul d never
agai n | ove.

And now Bul | hook WIly was broken and gaspi ng upon the surface of a planet that didn't even appear
in any of the star charts. And die sickness was agai n upon the snake charner.

In the box upon his lap were the eggs of five of the twenty Ssendi ssian snake tel epaths that Waco
had brought to the show. The eggs were all that remmined of the Ssendissians. And the eggs were
conscious, feeling their own special sickness for their dead parents.

Waco stood and |l eft the conpartnent. When he again stood upon the planet's soil, he | ooked at the
huge | ake mat began far down the slope fromthe wecked shuttle. Beyond the | ake was a forest, or
swanp. But no“humans; nothing to | ove.

He began wal ki ng toward the shore.
THREE

On the evening of that first day, across the huge lake, into the thin edge of the swanp just

vi sible beyond it, the sun was setting. Packy Dern sat on the dew weighted grass with his arns

wr apped around his knees. The few clouds in the sky were black-red edged with gold placed agai nst
a sky as scarlet as blood. And, lordy, there had been plenty of bl ood.

He closed his eyes and held his head down for a noment. "Hell, yes.” He lifted his head and | ooked
at the near shore of the | ake. The vee-shaped trough cut by the nenagerie shuttle's belly began
there. It ended in the trees far to his left. To the right of the trough were rock-capped hills.
To the left was a ravine cut by the exiting waters of the | ake as they fl owed downhill toward the
south. Considering the alternatives, Fireball had made a great | anding.

A practical |anding, too.

Bul | hook WIlly and the thirty-two other troupers who had died had been laid out in the short
stretch of trough a hundred yards fromthe shore. There weren't any dozers or shovels with which
to dig graves. And after the bodies were arranged at the bottom of the trough, all those who
weren't injured gathered on the two sides. The boss ani mal man had stared at the bodies
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for an instant and then began kicking clods of dirt and grass into the cut. The two hundred and
twenty-six troupers standing with himthen becane animated. Wth feet, hands, sticks and tears
they covered the dead.

Packy shook the image fromhis mnd. Wthout |ooking at it, he picked up the mahogany- handl ed,
gol d-ti pped bul Il hook that was on the grass next to his own steel and rubber affair. Wth the
warnth of the fine wood against his rough hands, he remenbered. Poison Jim Bolger used to carry
that hook before his trunk was put on the lot. Poison Jimwas a |lush, and nobody wants a bull and
with a nose like a fire alarmin control of tons of pachyderm

So he was fired and the bull hand was swal | owed up by that strange, cruel universe that existed
outside the lot. Then, fifteen years later, the gold-tipped bullhook returned. It was in the hands
of a skinny, eighteen-year-old Johnny-cone-lately naned WIlly Kole. The kid never |et that
bul I hook out of his sight. That's why they called himBull hook WIly. And only ten years |later,
Pony Red nade Bul | hook boss el ephant man even though there were other hands ol der and carrying
nmore years with the bulls. No one ever questioned the boss aninmal nman's decision, because the
bul I hands knew Bul | hook WIly, and Bull hook WIlIly knew which end of a bull the tail was on.

"Hel | ." Packy picked up his own bull hook, pushed hinself to his feet, and brushed the seat of his
trousers. He turned and noved up the gentle incline toward the kraal

"Poi son Jimwould say 'Boy, | say, boy, hosses go in a corral. 'Zat |ook |like a dam hoss, boy?
"Zat's a bull, boy, an' bulls go in a kraal.""

And Bul I hook WIlly would | augh at his own story.

Packy halted at the crude fence the bull hands had constructed out of rocks and the trunks of trees
uprooted by the landing of the Nunber Three car. The fence forned one side of a rough triangle.
The second was fornmed by a sheer wall of stone that seenmed to extend forever upwards. The third
side was formed by a cliff.

"You don't have to worry about a bull walking off a cliff, boy. Bull's got nobre sense'n a nan
Don't you, | say, don't you know nothin' ?"

And Bul | hook woul d | augh.

Packy reached the fence and clinbed up the rocks and logs until he could | ook over the top.
Ghostly beans of white light in the shadows below the reflected red of the rock wall testified

that the show s vet, Mange Ranger, was still working on sewing together Queenie's trunk. Severa
hands were hel ping the vet work on the anesthetized pachydermwhile two bull hands stood between
the operation and the remaining bulls. Just in case.

Packy's bull, Robber, was contentedly yanking up and munchi ng the grass of the conpound. Thank the
Bool abong for small favors. The grass was edi bl e® Most of the hay and grain feed had been tossed
out to lighten ship | ong before the Baraboo had burned.

Qut of seventy-five bulls, thirty-four renained. Most of themhad died in the parent ship's bad
air, their carcasses tossed out to lighten ship. N ne had di ed when Nunber Three went down.
Tonorrow woul d begin the job of hauling the dead bulls and the eighty dead horses fromthe port
carrousel out of the shuttle to join the others in the big ditch. The one hundred and twenty-two
surviving horses, Percherons and performing, were strung out at the edge of the trees bel ow the
kraal . One hundred and twenty-two horses renai ning out of three hundred and fifty. None of the

t housand or so other aninal s—big cats, canels, giraffes, apes, birds, snakes—none of them had nade
it down.

Near the edge of the cliff, her formmotionless in the shadows, Mng stood away fromthe other
bull's | ooking toward the darkness. Years before, it had been M ng on her side while Mange Ranger
worked to sew up the cuts and the |laser burns inflicted by sone airfield yahoo at Port Paolito.
That was in '27, fifteen years before O Hara's Greater Shows took to the star road, in the

el ephant barn at the show s wintering grounds in Arcadia, Florida, North Anmerican Union

Packy | ooked at Mange and his crew working on Queenie, 'but what he saw was that night so | ong
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ago. Mange had fini shed working on M ng, and Packy had agreed to sit up in the barn and keep
watch. It was very late, and Mng struggled to her feet as the anesthetic wore off. She tested the
chains on her feet, snorted, and then bell owed. She fought agai nst her chains for a few ninutes,
then stood notionl ess except for her sides, heaving with each hard breath she took

Packy had picked up an arm oad of hay and began wal king toward M ng, but before he could offer the
hay, M ng bel |l owed, stanped her feet, and began swi nging her trunk.-That trunk had taken out one
bul I hand, Buns Bunyoro, as Buns and the new kid, Bullhook WIly, tried to get the pachyderm out of
the air-freighter's hold. Mng swng her trunk again and Packy threw t he hay down upon the
concrete fl oor of the el ephant

barn. "To hell with you, lady. | got a wife and a whi skey habit to consider.'
the stacked haybal es and stretched out, waiting for the bull to settle down.

Packy returned to

He dozed, then canme awake as he sensed anot her presence in the barn. A nunber of the bull hands
slept in the barn when they were tapped, and Packy prepared to resune his nap. Then he saw the new
kid, Bullhook WIly, sitting in the hay a few feet away. His forearns rested upon his knees, the
farmous bul | hook dangling fromhis right hand tapped steadily against his shoe. Directly across
from Bul | hook, M ng stood silently, staring back at him The nountain of gray flesh was a |iving
part of the shadows; then a glint froman eye, the gl eamof a tusk. Each detectable notion from
the el ephant seened to knot the kid's insides tighter and tighter

M ng was the only bull wi thout a bullhand; and the kid was the only bull hand short one pachyderm
But besides being a killer, that particul ar pachydermwas hurting, frightened, and angry. Packy

wi ped the sleep fromhis eyes, crawl ed across the haybal es, and deposited hinself next to Bull hook
Wlly.

"If you was smart, you'd wait 'till norning."

WIlly turned his head. "Wo's that?"

"I't's nme: Packy."

WIlly | ooked back toward Mng. "If | was smart, Packy, |1'd be in the treasury wagon."

"Bul I hook, in the norning we can get her chained up on a cross and her head tethered down so she

can't swing (hose tusks so wi de. You need at |east a couple of extra hands to bring that bull in
line."

"M ng's already scared and confused, Packy. | want her to know that I'mthe one she's supposed to
mnd." WIly | ooked up at the darkness. "It's quiet now and she's calm | figure it's now or

never." He | ooked back at Packy. "M ng is mne. She's got to know that."
"Buns was a good hand, Bull hook. And that pachyderm exed him"

A snort canme fromthe shadows, then the clank of a leg testing the strength of, a chain. Bull hook

studi ed the shadows. He pointed his bull hook toward the animal. "If | don't get her to toe the
line, she'll be neat for the cats."”

Packy pl aced a hand on Bul | hook's shoulder. "Mng is still scared. Wait until norning."

"No. "

Packy renoved his hand. "That joy juice Mange Ranger

shot in her runp's all wore off by now She's hurtin'."

"She won't hurt any less in the norning."

Packy sighed and | eaned back in the straw. "Bull hook, you and Buns have a lot in common."
"Thanks. "

"Yessir, pig-headed, bull-happy, and dead."
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Bul | hook' s head snapped toward the other bull hand. "Packy..."
"What ?"

Bul | hook took a deep breath, exhal ed, then | ooked back toward Mng. "Like | said: if | was snmart,
I'"d be in the treasury wagon." He | ooked back toward the shadows and pushed hinself to his feet.
"l got to go.,and see ny el ephant."

Packy sat up. "Talk to her. Al the time; talk to her. Keep your voice quiet, but |let
mean busi ness.”

er know you

"Right." Bull hook bent over, picked up a handful of hay, and stood.
"Remenber, kid: all you have to do is chicken once and it's all over."

Bul | hook nodded and wal ked fromthe straw onto the concrete in front of Mng's stall. "Al right,
girl. Easy now" Mng studied WIlly, first with one eye, then the next. He stopped before her
just out of reach. "You don't hurt much now, girl. You' re nothing but scared." He reached out the
hay. "You haven't eaten for a long time, baby. Cone on, now. " He shook the hay.

Packy saw the el ephant study the interior of the bull pen, then exam ne the scrap of flesh
standing in front of her. No bull hand ever |ooked so small; nor any bull so |arge.

M ng reached out her trunk and took the offering. As she stuffed the hay into her nouth, she kept
an eye on Bull hook. As she chewed, Bull hook WIly noved closer. M ng brought up her head, then
lowered it. WIly reached out a hand and stroked M ng's trunk. The bull swung her trunk, caught
Bul I -hook in his middle, and sent himtunbling across the floor.

Packy sighed and shook his head. "Are you still alive?"

The boy got up on one el bow, reached two fingers into his ¢« nouth, and withdrew a tooth. Bull hook
WIlly laughed. "Packy, I'lIl be dammed if we don't have a dentist in the show now "

WIly pushed hinself up fromthe floor, picked up his bull-hook, and wal ked until he stood
directly in front of Mng. He swatted her cheek with the bullhook and comranded: "No." He reached
out a hand and stroked her trunk. "This is what we

shoul d be doing, babe. | don't want to hit you. But you have to behave. If we don't”get al ong,
you'll be cut up and fed to the cats. Let's go."
M ng agai n swung her trunk, bow ing Bull hook across the floor and into a wall. Again, Packy shook

his head. Wen the kid stood his face dripped red. He returned, stood before the pachyderm w ped
the blood on his sleeve, lifted his stick, and swatted her cheek with it. "No, babe. Don't do
that."

The pachyderm stood quietly. WIly turned away then came back carrying another |oad of hay. M ng
studied it, then reached out her trunk. She took the hay and all owed Bull hook to stroke her trunk
as she ate. After stuffing in a |oad of hay, she slowy raised her trunk and wapped it around
Bul | hook' s shoul ders, then his waist.

Packy got to his feet. A trunk around his waist, then the bull pulls you between its front |egs,
then it begins to work on you with die ivory. But this bull was not preparing for a gore job; she
was sniffing her new master. The kid didn't trenble, and he kept his gold-tipped bullhook in plain
view. Mng eyed the stick, then let her trunk drop to pick up some of the hay that was in front of
her .

Bul | hook WIly went back to get sone nore hay. As he stooped down, Packy |let out his breath.
"She's yours, Bull-hook. She's all yours."

"Yeah." There was a glistening of tears on the kid's cheeks. "Yeah." Bull hook WIly picked up the
hay and returned to his el ephant.

But that was a |l ot of years ago.
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And the first sunset was dying on a strange pl anet.
And Madman Mulligan was M ng's bul | hand, now.

The survivors were setting up housekeeping in grass shacks and caves. Packy felt a chill, clinbed
down fromthe fence, and | ooked toward the rough | ong house that had been put up as a nakeshift
infirmary to house the injured. Somewhere in there, fighting for her life, was Little WII,

Bul | hook' s twel ve-year-ol d daughter. Footsteps cane fromthe direction of the still-snol dering
shuttle. It was Pony Red Mira, the boss animl nan.

" Packy?"

"Yeah?"

"You' re boss el ephant nman."

"l don't want the job, Pony."

"Who asked you?" Pony Red clinbed the fence, went over

the top, down the other side, and continued toward the white Iights. Mange was still working on
Queeni e.

Packy gl anced at the final red of the sun against the sky, then | ooked down at the gol d-tipped
bul  hook in his hands.

"Yessir, pig-headed, bull-happy, and dead,"
He began wal king toward the infirmary.
FOUR

Little WIIl held herself notionless in the dark. She knew that all she had to do was to open her
eyes, and the bl ackness would go away. But then would cone the hurt.

She snell ed wood snoke, heard a fire's quiet crackle, then noticed that soneone was hol di ng her

| eft hand. The hand hol ding hers was |large, warm and gentle. She cautiously rose fromthe

bl ackness, just a little, ready to recoil if the pain returned. Her head ached, but that searing,
shattering bolt of agony that had always waited for her to open her eyes appeared to be gone. She
let more of that cotton of blackness drop from her and opened her eyes to tiny slits.

Above her were poles and thatch. They seenmed to nove in the flickering yellow light. She turned
her head slightly to the left. A shadow hovered over her; a shadow and half a face. The face was
famliar. Wspy gray hair, long face. She opened her eyes the rest of the way and tried to cal
out to the man with her thoughts.

The man's eyes were closed, his face relaxed. Little WIIl tried to project her thought into the
man's mnd as Nhissia had trained her to do. She frowned as the thought refused to form She tried
harder, and then gasped as the pain returned. She

gripped the man's hand as she covered herself with the bl ackness. .

In her dream she | ooked for another face; another man. The one who had deserted her. So | ong ago.
Long before she coul d speak

In the brightly Iit hotel room she sat on the big man's knee, his arns around her resting on the
edge of the table, his |large hands hol ding four cards. She | ooked into his sad face, then turned
to see the nan on the other side of the table. He was dark and was al so holding four cards. His
face was al so sad. "Your draw, Bullhook."

The | arge man reached forward, picked up a card froma stack of cards, |ooked at it, then tossed
it upon the table.
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The dark nan frowned as he drew a card. The dark man put the new card into his hand and hesit at ed.
"Throw anyt hi ng you want, Waco. Anything at all."

The dark nan rai sed his eyebrows w thout | ooking away fromhis cards. "You sound awfully snug for
a man with bull plop for brains.”

"Sticks and stones, Waco. C non."

The dark man touched first one card, a second, then pulled out and discarded a third. "Chew on
that, Bull hook."

The big man put down his cards next to the dark one's discard. "Ain't they pretty? How nany did
catch you with?"

The dark one tossed his cards on the table. "I'mover. That's gane."

The big man wrapped his arnms around her and jiggled her on his knee. "How about that, Little WII?
Your old man just w pped the drawers off that hose nerchant over there.”

She gi ggl ed.

The dark one gathered up the cards. "Another ganme?"

The big man shook his head. "I can't. | have to go soon."

"Do you think you'll have nuch trouble rounding up the bulls?"

The big man shrugged. "Can't tell, yet. Eco-Watch doesn't want to | et anything off of
Earth—efficially."

The dark one | eaned back itThis chair. "Unofficially?"

"Money tal ks. |'m supposed to cone up with around two hundred bulls. I'll probably be away for
two, three nonths." He nmussed up her hair. "I sure hate to go right after you and ne found each
other." He kissed her cheek, then | ooked back at the dark one. "Waco, how conme she doesn't talk?
t hought

kids this age could say at |least a few words."
"It takes sone kids |onger than others."

The big man shook his head. "I wonder if it's that genetic thing. Fromthe war. There was a
problem"

"Bul I hook, it takes sone kids |onger than others. Don't go |ooking for trouble." The dark one
nodded his head toward the hotel roomis outside glass wall. "What were you doing out in the cold
cruel for the past two years?"

"Wandered around. | saw a couple of planets; Mendik and Qurylim Handl ed some animals there." He
pushed a |l ock of black hair fromthe little girl's eyes, then he | ooked back at the dark one. "I
went back to the foster canp—except it's not a foster camp anynore. You remenber the place | told
you about?" , The dark one nodded. "I renenber."

"Ad Doctor Mentz is dead. The canp is just a regular school. Atabi is the school district
superintendent. | talked to him" The big man shook his head. "He's a lot different than
remenber ed. "

"Did you ever find what you were | ooking for, Bullhook?"

The big man studi ed her, and then hugged her again. "I think so." He | ooked back at the dark one.
"How come you canme back to the show, Waco? Ssendi ss sounded |i ke snake heaven."

The dark one | aughed, then sipped at a cup of herb tea. "Bullhook, | was a flop as a teacher. MWy
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course on Earth snakes bored ny students stiff. The trouble with telepaths is that they have some
rather startling ways to |l et you know that they're bored. | can tell you that the novelty of
juvenile tel epathic pranksters wears off quickly."

The big man bounced her on his knee. "How did you get your act together?"

"The ones | have with ne are adults. They know better than to nmess with soneone's mnd. In between
classes | guess | prattled to them about the circus. The circus they found interesting. Wen M.
John put out the call for the star show, | decided to see what | could put together. Wat | have
with me, Bullhook, is alnbpst the entire faculty of the Surissa—the school where | was teaching."

"When do | get to neet thenf"

The dark one shrugged. "They should be up soon. Ssen-dissians sleep about fifty percent of the
time. Are you sure you can't stick around a little |onger?"

The big man shook his head. "Me and nmy crew have to be at Eastern Regional ifl half an hour to
catch the Burma shuttle.” He lifted her and placed her on the floor. The door to the hotel room
opened, and she saw her nother standing in the doorway.

Kristina | ooked at the big man. "I see you two found each other. How ve you been, WIIly?"
Bul | hook stood up. "Fine. You're |ooking good, Kris."

"No thanks to you."

The big man | ooked down. "I had that coming."

Kristina snorted out a laugh. "That and a | ot nore, you bastard. Two and a half years without a
damed word. "

The big man turned to the dark one. "I got to be going, Waco." He |ooked at Kristina, then averted
his gl ance and wal ked around her, |eaving the room

The dark one drummed his fingertips on the table top, but renained silent. Kristina |ooked at him
"Waco, can you | ook after WI helmna for another hour or so? | have a few things to iron out about
the delivery of ny new cat."

The dark one shrugged. "No problem™

Kristina | ooked at the dark one for a nmonent. "Do you think I'mtoo rough on WIly?"
"I't's none of ny business."

Kristina nodded. "You're damed right." She turned and left, closing the door behind her.

Little WIIl sat on the roonis carpet and she watched as the dark one got up to brew another cup of
tea. Through the open bedroom door cane a |long, gray serpent. It halted in the doorway and studied
her. She crawl ed toward the serpent. Wen she was within armis | ength, she reached out a hand and
touched its warm skin. She |ooked up at the triangul ar head weaving on that slender gray body.

"You are pretty."

The head of the serpent weaved down until it was at the sane level as Little WII's head. The
serpent's eyes were violet; the pupils cat-like. "To ne do you speak?"

She stroked the serpent again. "You are pretty. So very pretty."

The serpent reared up, examined the little girl, then again brought down its head. "Thank you.
think you are pretty, too."

She giggled and hid her face in her hands. "Ch, I'mnot pretty. Kristina says | ama horror."

The serpent | ooked at the dark one. The dark one was ab-
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sorted in brewing his tea. The serpent |ooked back at the little girl. "W is Kristina?" "She's
my nmonmy. "*

The serpent's head rocked up and down. "She is your nother.'
fat her?"

The serpent hissed. "Wio is your

She hel d her hands 5pn her cheeks. "/ think it is the nan who just left. He | ooks very sad to nme."
"I am not surprised."

Little WIIl frowned. "/ do not understand."

The serpent reared up again. "/ neant nothing." The serpent's head turned toward the dark one. The
dark one turned toward the serpent, then picked up his fresh cup of tea. He nodded at the serpent,
then left the room The serpent turned back to face the little girl. "What is your name?"

"Mormy calls me W1 helnmna. Everyone else calls ne Little WII."

The serpent's head bobbed up and down. "/ amcalled Hassih, Little WIIl. Wuld you like to
befri ends?"

Little WIIl clapped her hands. "Ch yes! Ch yes!™

The serpent's head bobbed again. "Then we shall befriends, Little WIIl. Watch as | tie nyself into
a knot."

Little WIIl cl apped her hands and opened her nmouth to a silent |augh.
and the dream faded as the snell of snoke returned.

Little WIIl did not see; she did not hear. But she felt the nan's presence next to her. And there
was anot her. They tal ked.

"l got the gang working on beefing up the kraal. Al the dead stock is out of Nunmber Three.
Christ, what a ness." Silence. "Pony, some of the troupers're talking |ike we ought to cut up and
preserve the neat."

A longer silence. "Put "emin the trench, Packy. W' ve found enough edible stuff to get by. W're
not eating our damed aninmals!" Silence. "Hell, Packy, we've been covered in crap before, but
this..."

More sil ence.
"l don't have no answers, Pony. Except we do like always: don't think about it—

"—And just nove on to the next stand, Packy? Just where is that next stand? And when in bl ood-eyed
damation is the city going to kick us off this lot?!"

Little WIIl opened her eyes to narrow slits. It was night

again. Packy Dern was still sitting on the platformto her left. Pony Red Mira's huge form stood
between the two platforns. He was rubbing his eyes. He | owered his hand and jabbed Packy's

shoul der. "Look, you. Keep your trap shut about this. | just need a little sleep. Haven't slept
since..."

"This ain't nmy first May, Pony."

The boss aninmal man | ooked to his right, then to his left. In the light froma fire, Little WII
coul d see that Pony's eyes were dark circled, his |eather-brown face deeply lined. "There's an
enpty spot." He turned his head back toward Packy. "Fireball hasn't had any luck with the radios.
Her knob twirlers can talk to the other cars, but no subspace comp. | just can't understand how
Arnhei m managed to sabotage every single stinking radio in the show "

"The guy had a head full of bedbugs. What's to explain? They got hold of Nunmber Two yet ?"
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The boss animal man slowy shook his head. "They finally got a fix on Nunmber Seven. Kuum c says
that he's in the mddl e of sone dammed desert." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I'mfor some
sl eep.”

" Pony?"
"What ?"
"What's the nane of this planet? Just in case soneone should ask?"

The boss animal man stared off into the darkness for a long tinme. "Funny. Back on the Banboo when
the route book man was running that dammed fool nane-the-planet contest, | had nore inportant
things on ny mind. Never did find out what nane won. A nane seens a |lot nore inportant now." He

| ooked down at the boss el ephant man. "Wat did you pick?"

"Nowhere."

"That stinks."

"What did you pick?"

"Phi | adel phia." Pony Red shrugged and | et his hands fall to his sides. "I thought it was funny."
"Go get some sleep.”

As the boss animal nman turned and stunbled off into the darkness, Packy |ooked down at Little
WIl. Hs long, sorrowfulface frowed for an instant, then smled. "I'Il be—~ He turned away and
whi spered | oudly. "Mange! Mange! Cone here."

Anot her shadow rushed up and stopped. "For crissakes, Packy, will you pipe down?"
"1 whispered."”

"Li ke a foghorn you whispered." The shadow nodded toward Little WII. "Wat is it?"
"She's awake. Her eyes are open."

Mange moved to the right, bent over, and placed a warm hand against Little WIl's face. The hand
qui ckly nmoved down her left armand held her wist. "Little WII?"

She opened her nouth and tried to speak. Pain; white, stunning pain. The shadows and yel |l ows
bl ended together, swam and faded as she felt herself falling end-over-end into a universe where
pai n was not al |l owed.

It was a beautiful universe, Al of it lights, laughter, and glitter. It was a straw house on a
hard | ot and a warm evening. It was the w ndjamers playing "The Governor's Waltz" while seventy-
five bulls turned, hind-ended, and kootched in unison. It was thousands of cheering voices, and
they all cheered for her. Covered in spangles, she sat astride Mng's neck in the spectacul ar. Her
father would steal an instant and | ook up at her

She woul d al ways sneak a peek during the Lion Lady's perfornmance. Center ring, the spots al
turned toward her nother and the cats, the crowd hushed, appl audi ng, gasping, cheering. No matter
where they played, however alien the planet or its people, mis universe stayed the sanme. It was
i ke the dog who buried a bone beneath the treasury wagon and then at the next stand, on another
pl anet, went beneath the treasury wagon to dig it up again. Once she saw her father sneaking a
peek at the Lion Lady's act, and fromthen on, they watched together.

On the City of Banboo between planets, the universe was huge gray pets, Goofy Joe gossi ping,
Mootch Movill telling funny stories; clowns, canvasmen, tackspitters, bullhands, hostlers, and a
whi t e- bearded gi ant that everyone called "M. John."

But the universe had sone special nonents. Little WII watched porter Pickle Nose Porse set up the
tabl e, chanpagne and gl asses in the exercise run next to the main carrousel in shuttle Nunber
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Three. Bullhook WIly was sitting on a haybale with his armaround Kristina, and both of them were
tal king to Pony Red. She wal ked through the crowmd of handlers, medics, and ani mal act perforners
until she stood next to Bullhook. "Daddy, is it all right if | go see the bulls?"

Bul | hook | ooked down at her. "Just for a little while. You don't want to m ss the |ine-crossing
cerenony. "

"I won't." She stood on her toes and kissed him then turned and kissed Kristina. "/'// be right
back, Mmmy."
The Lion Lady kissed Little WII. "Al right, but don't get your clothes dirty. | want you pretty

for the cerenony."

"Yes, Momy." She turned and ran through the crowd. She waved as she saw Waco and his twenty
Ssendi ssi ans. \When she reached the port to the main carrousel, she stepped in and wal ked to the
center of the great rotatable tube. Wthin the |large tube were nore tubes, each one independantly
rotatabl e, and each one containing ten or nore el ephants. She clinbed the | adder and catwal k and
entered one of the tubes. Inside the snells of el ephant and hay were strong. In their separate
stalls, the bulls contentedly nunched their rations. Seated on a bucket in front of Robber's stal
was Packy Bern. "H , Packy!"

The bul | hand junped, turned around, then shook his head. "You shouldn't ought to sneak up on a nman

that way, Little WIIl. Gve a fellowtine to get used to you yelling at his eardruns fromthe

i nsi de. "

Little WIIl held her hands behind her. "I'msorry."

Packy waved a hand. "It's all right." He resumed his seat on the bucket. "Are you gonna try and

talk to Reg agai n?"

She nodded. "Sone day | bet | can talk to the bulls. | get a feeling fromReg. She's really trying
to say sonething."

Packy shrugged and | ooked up at Robber. "I been talking to Robber a |ot of years, now | think she
under st ands. "

"How come you aren't with everybody el se?"

He | ooked at the little girl. "Big noment comng up, Little WII. We're going to be the very first
starshow to cross the quadrant line. Inportant occasion." He nodded, then | ooked back at Robber
"At atime like this, I can't think of anyone |I'd rather be with."

"I"'mgoing to see Reg."
Packy nodded. "Good | uck."

Little WIIl wal ked around the bucket and headed toward the back of the tube. Wien she got to Reg's
stall, she |looked up at the great pachyderm "Reg? Reg? Do you hear ne, Reg?"

The bull turned her head, then reached out her trunk and caressed Little WII. The trunk noved
back to its hay.

"Ch, please, Reg! Say sonmething to ne. Please."
The bull continued eating.

Little WIIl nmoved in next to the bull, reached up, and stroked the aninal's cheek. "Nnissia says
that touching helps mind-talk with people. Can y'ou hear ne now, Reg?"

The bull stopped eating. She stood notionless, then Little WII closed her eyes and felt a fl ood
of warnth; an ocean of love. It covered her. "Ch, Reg! Oh, Reg! You talked to nme! | |love you, Reg.
And you love ne." Little WII felt a trenble beneath her feet. She opened her eyes and | ooked
toward Packy.
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The bul | hand was standing, |ooking toward the entrance to the tube. "Wat in the hell was that?"

The deck pulled out frombeneath Little WIIl's feet, and she saw Packy bei ng knocked to his knees
just before her head struck the deck. "Daddy! Daddy! Mmry! OCh, it hurts!" She | ooked up, her
vision blurred with tears, and saw Reg's enornous foot sw nging toward her.

And the universe is all laughter, bright colors, and cotton candy. And it's nud, broken bones,
fights with rubes, pain, endless hard work, frustration, poisoned ani mals, crooked governnents.
It's wind-blown ice shredding the main top on a dark night; it's nainmed, crippled, and dead
friends; it's the Lion Lady putting a gun to her head an instant after killing her cats; it's
Bul | hook WIly broken and bl eeding on the grass of an unknown planet; it's a little girl, hurt,
al one, and afraid.

The universe is what it's always been: one |ong uninterrupted dee-Ilight.
"Little WII? Little WII? It's ne, Packy."

She opened her eyes. The light said that it was norning. There were no feelings. If you don't fee
you don't hurt. The little girl's stare remained fixed for a nonent upon the thatched roof above.
She turned her head to her left and saw Packy Demsitting on the platformnext to her own. Little
Wl closed her eyes.

"Little WIIl. Now that Bull hook's gone, |I'mgoing to take care of you." Packy's voice broke.
"Bul I hook... he asked ne to take care of you. Is that all right?"

A stone does not |ove; a stone does not suffer |oss; a stone does not hurt. Lucky stone.

Packy tooTc her hand in both of his. "W'Il|l be okay together, Little WIIl. You'll see." He reached
to his side and placed sonething in Little WIIl's hand. She opened her eyes as she lifted the
object. It was her father's gol den-tipped bull hook

ELEPHANT SONG 35

No one | oves a stone; no one cares if a stone suffers; no one hurts for the sake«of a stone. Poor
st one.

Little WIIl clutched the bull hook to her breast and cri ed.

Packy put his arns beneath her knees and shoul ders, lifted her, and held her close. "W'I|| be okay
together. You'll see."
RUE

It seens that the wi nner of the nane-the-planet contest was the late John J. O Hara. Before he had
died in the bad air of the Banboo, the Governor had picked the nane Monus, after the ancient Earth
god of ridicule. And they called the planet Mnus.

In the days that passed other things took on names. Car Nunber Three, the nenagerie shuttle,

| ooked out upon the body of water they called Table Lake. The waters canme fromthe surrounding
mount ai ns that formed a huge basin they called the G eat Muick Swanp. At the edge of the swanp, was
the | ake. At the southeast edge of the lake, its waters drained over rocky falls forning the
headwat ers of what they called the Fake Foot River

The netal panels fromthe shuttle that formed the bl ades of the waterwheel were strangely shaped,
roughly resenbling the oversized fake feet some of the Joeys once wore. The water-wheel drove the
stripped armature taken fromthe shuttle, upon which was speed-gear nounted the abrasive core

bl ades taken fromthe port engine boring assenbly. The bl ades could cut the al nost indestructable
metal that formed the shuttle's skin. To build a road, there nust be tools. To have tools, there
nmust

be nmetal. To have netal, Nunber Three was devour ed.

The road would stretch fromthe three cars north of Nunmber Three, through the nountains, south
past Tabl e Lake, to the four cars next to the sea. The northernnost car was run by Cross-eyed M ke

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20B...us%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (20 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt

I kona, the boss porter. The southernnbst car was run by the boss canvasnman, Duckfoot Tarzak
Before it was constructed it was called the |kona-Tarzak Road.

Firebal | Hanah Sanagi, chief pilot of Nunmber Three, sat upon a grassy hilltop and watched as her
ship disappeared bit by bit. She | ooked down as she listened to the shriek of the core bl ades
cutting teeth into saw bl ades, cutting cargo bl ocks into wedges, axes, and sl edges. They were
maki ng shovel bl ades, dredges, parts for the scoop assenbly the bulls would pull as they carved
their way through the gap in the nountains to the north. Arivulet fromthe north edge of Table
Lake fell and twisted its way through the gorge at the bottom of the gap. The sheer walls of the
gorge neant putting in a clinbing, twisting road to get above the walls. The scouts reported that
there was a lot of digging to do to nmake it to what the troupers in the three northern cars were
calling the Emerald Vall ey.

Sout heast toward Tarzak, the expedition reported that it was nostly brush and trees to clear,
bridges to throw across streans, bits of swanp to drain. The Fake Foot River did flow all of the
way to Tarzak. It was not suitable for navigation except for very short stretches. M dway between
Mira and Tarzak, the river cascaded down a great cliff. That would require sone carving, too.

She | ooked up again and studied her ship. For eight years, ever since she abandoned her post at
the Arnheim & Boon orbiting shipyard to help crewthe Cty of Banboo, Nunber Three had been all of
hone, mi ssion, and her reason for existence. She winced as a | arge sheet of netal fell from
beneath the port wing of the huge delta-shaped craft. She tried to blot out the cheers of the ones
who had worked so tirelessly to detach that sheet of metal. The first saw bl ades were already in
use bringing down trees, shaping the trees into planks, and the planks into wagons to be pulled by
the Percherons. Nunber Three's wheel wights had been busy. The wagons would roll on wooden wheel s
rinmed by strips of netal cut from Nunber Three's skin.

She stood, turned her back on Nunber Three, and | ooked across Table Lake at the green of the swanp
and jungl e beyond. They said that Waco Whacko had taken his box of eggs and

had wal ked out into the darkness. The water-filled footprints the next norning pointed toward the
| ake. A search party had foll owed the footsteps around the | ake until the marks were obscured by
the underbrush and the darkness of the jungle's overhangi ng cover.

She studi ed the jungle; wondering what had driven Waco into it; what Waco had found there. The
scream of the core blades cutting into hardened netal deafened her

She heard footsteps in the grass behind her, but she did not turn to see who it was. "Firebal | ?"
The voi ce belonged to the boss ani mal nan.

"What do you want, Pony?"
"W need sone hel p hacking apart the carrousels.”

Fireball slowy shook her head. "Not ne, Pony. You talk to Hollywood; he's Nunmber Three's
engineer. He'll help you shred that car down until there's nothing left but a nmenory."

Pony Red studied Fireball's back for a noment. "We could use nmore hel p."

"Count me out." She turned and faced the boss aninmal man. "Pony, | signed up with the show ei ght
years ago to push the nenagerie shuttle. My job is over."

"W're in the cart, Fireball. And we've got to plug it through—=

She | ooked back at the edge of the jungle. "I've seen this show in bloody fights, smashed to

pi eces by the weather, in jail, and every other which way." She held her hand to her neck. "I am
up to here watching reruns of this plucky little troupe pulling its cookies out of the fire. If
you want Nunber Three hacked up, find yourself another girl."

The boss ani mal man reached out a hand and touched her shoulder. Instantly the shoul der wi thdrew
and Fireball began wal king rapidly toward the | ake, Pony Red Mira yelled after her, but his words
were covered by the scream of the core blades cutting netal.
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She began running. Her speed increased as she reached the hard sand of the | ake shore. Faster and
faster she ran along the shore, driven by the sounds of scream ng netal. There cane a nonent when
the harshness of her breaths, the pounding of her heart, and the pains in her |legs and gut blotted
out everything. She splashed through the shallows that led to the Snake Mountain Gap and conti nued
on the other side, running. She ran until the setting sun washed her face, and the bl ood pounding
in her head blinded her.

Just about all of the shipyard gang that had crewed the Banboo and its ten shuttles had burned in
the atnosphere along with the starship. Sabotage. Devilishly clever, and designed to maroon the
show in the mddl e of nowhere. Karl Arnheim the former owner of the A&BCE shipyard, was pull ed
fromone of the pod assenblies, his body burned to a crisp

"Why?" Fireball screamed her question at the setting sun, then she collapsed upon the sand. "Wy?"
Her breaths cane in short gasps as she ground her cheek into the cool ness of the wet sand.

Ni ght cane, she opened her eyes, and pushed herself to a sitting position. Above her spread
countl ess stars. Never to travel anong them again; never to see the show, hear the crowd... 7

She struggled to her feet, alnost pleased at the ache in her nmuscles. The still |ake reflected the
starlight, and it |ooked to Fireball as though she were standing on the edge of the universe. A
thin band of darkness between the stars of the | ake and the stars of the night sky told her that
the jungl e was near. She | ooked back toward the Nunber Three car, but could see only the yell ow

pi npricks of a half dozen canpfires. She turned toward the band of darkness and resumed running

al ong the edge of the universe. Before the sun nmade visible the details of the shore she had left,
she wanted to be deep within the jungle.

At the edge of the jungle, great dark shapes noted the tiny creature running toward them They
turned and slithered off into the nud. The past few days had brought nmuch to disturb the serenity
of the swanp. It was none of their concern, and so they hissed quietly and noved toward the
swanp's dark, steaming interior.

SI X

Packy Dern sat upon a rock outside the door of the sick shack. He was | ooking across the dusty way
at one of the crude hootches that had been built. The particul ar hootch he had built had done

worl ds to convince himthat his calling was pushing bull. Years before, his career as husband and
father had convinced himof the sane thing as wife and son hit the lot and jumped the gate to | ook
for what they hoped woul d be saner surroundi ngs. Packy kicked a small stone and cl asped his hands.

"Can't say | much blanme 'em"
"Bl ame who?"
Packy | ooked around and saw Mange Ranger standing in the sick shack's doorway. "Nothin'." He

| ooked back at his hootch. "How s it goin' in there, Mange?"

The veterinarian sat upon a stunp and grinned. "I think we're going to do just fine. Everybody in
there is on the nend and | just had ny first good night's sleep since | don't know when."

Packy nodded once then bent over, picked up a stick, and began breaking it into tiny pieces.
"Maybe we can go a couple days at a time now wi thout burying soneone."

"What was in your feed this norning, Packy?"

The boss el ephant man tossed the remains of the stick on the ground. "Little WII. She just sits
there in the hootch. Now that she can talk |ike everybody else, she don't talk at all. Even that
think-talk. It's like livin® with a ghost, her sittin' around starin' at that damed bul | hook."

Mange bent over, placed his el bows on his knees, and cl asped his hands together. "She's |ost,
Packy. Her parents are dead. A lot of her friends are dead. The show is gone. Her whole world is
different."

"For a man that sticks his armup a bull's hind end for a living, Mange, you sure are talking up a
shrink storm"
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Mange | ooked toward Packy's hootch. "I nake a better shrink that you do an architect."

Packy snorted. "That's-no damed lie." He |ooked at the show s veterinarian. "Mange, what am |
going to do with her?"

Mange thought upon it for a long tinme. He | ooked up at the boss el ephant man. "Tell her about what
she does for a living."

"You nean the show? The show s dead."

The veterinarian shook his head. "No. | don't nean the show. Tell her about the bulls and the
bul I hands. " Mange pushed hinself to his feet. "I'd better get back." He grinned. "I'mgoing to
deliver a baby."

"A baby what ?"
"A baby human, plopbrain. Qur Saint Travers is about to increase our nunbers by one.”

Mange went back into the sick shack and Packy went back to staring at his hootch. He thought for a
monent about Jewel Travers, WIld Wst equestrian, known to the show as "Saint." Her husband,
Shorty was dead. "Yet life goes on." Packy stood and headed toward his hootch. "And on, and on,
and on."

Gangs in the Emerald Valley and in Tarzak woul d connect their own cars with roads the best they
could without bulls or horses, and would then begin cutting their ways toward the gangs worki ng
north and south fromMira. Pony Red Mira bossed the road gang worki ng south toward Tarzak, while
Packy Dern bossed the gang that worked its way through the shorter, but nore treacherous, Shake
Mount ai n Gap.

At ni ght Packy Dern's gang woul d huddl e around fires and tal k about nothi ng—eld show stories, idle
specul ations about the next day's work, anything but the fix they were in. Little WIIl would
remain silent, watching. Mng was with the Snake Muntain gang, and it seened that at any tinme

Bul  hook WIly

m ght appear, swinging his gold-tipped bull hook, bellowi ng out his orders to the rest of the
bul I hands. Then she woul d see Madman Mul | i gan pushing M ng. Then she would | ook at the bull hook in
her hands and softly cry.

The sun would rise, the gang would begin the next day's work, and Little WIIl would rermain at the
canp either staring at her bullhook or into the depths of the gorge. Thirty days into the cut, and
Packy began bringing Little WIl with himto work.

Little WIIl sat quietly in the back of the wagon watching the bull hands and hostlers work their
animals. Wth harness, carefully planned aval anches, but nmore often with shovel s and backs, the
crew cut their way up the steep incline to get above the walls of the Gap. The boiling river at
the bottom of the gorge nade a constant background roar causing both bull hands and hostlers to
shout their instructions to their animals. The noise the river made sounded |like the cromd in the
bl ues on a good night. The river was nanmed The Push

Packy Dern brought Robber to a stop next to the wagon. "Little WII?"
She remmi ned notionl ess. "Yes?"
"Honey, you can't just sit around all the time. It's not good."

"I don't feel |ike doing anything." She | ooked down, shook her head, and sniffed. "Don't want to
do anything."

She was tal king now But the fact registered on no one, including herself. She tal ked because the
thoughts wouldn't talk for her. That's all she knew. No big deal

Packy reached out a hand and gave Little WIIl's back an unacknow edged pat. He studied her for a
monent, shook his head, then shouted, "Mle up, girl!" Robber |unbered forward where Packy turned
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her around to hitch her harness to a wagon recently filled with dirt and rock

Little WIl wi ped her eyes with the backs of her hands and turned to see Stub Jacobs bringing
Reg' s wagonl oad of fill to the edge of the cliff that forned the gap wall. She saw himcall Reg to
a halt, then Stub went back to the wagon to watch as two men pl aced rocks behind the wheels. They
waved as Stub and the bullhand called to Reg to back up. As the bull backed toward the cliff's
edge, the front of the wagon rose causing the wagon to begin enptying its | oad.

She saw it before it happened. The rock disappearing in a cloud of dust, the wagon falling over
the cliff—

"WAit!" Her tiny screamwas drowned by the roar from The

Push. She began clinbing up the side of the wagon. "Wait! Stop!" As the dirt aad rock began
falling down the face of the cliff, the rock behind the wagon's | eft wheel crunbled slew ng the
wagon around. Stub called to Reg, but the wagon's other wheel jumped the rock behind it and the
wagon went over the cliff.

Reg dug in as the weight of the wagon pulled her toward the gap and Stub rushed behi nd her and
began trying to free the harness fromthe wagon. One of the nen threw Stub a knife, and in seconds
the harness parted. The wagon fell and Stub Jacobs fell with it, his screans covered by the roar
of the water. Reg stood alone on the edge of the cliff waiting for Stub to hand out the next

order.

Work st opped and buHhands and hostlers gathered at the edge of the cliff and | ooked down. Little

WI1l clinmbed dowmn fromthe wagon and wal ked over to Reg. She stood in front of the bull, reached
out a hand, and stroked her trunk. "It's nme, Reg. Do you renenber ne?"
Reg gently wrapped her trunk around Little WIIl's shoulders. Little WII |ooked up at Reg' s eyes.

"/ have to go get sonmething first, Reg."

Little WIIl went back to the wagon and returned carrying a mahogany-handl ed, gol d-ti pped bul | hook
She stood by Reg's left front leg. "Let's go, Reg. There's work to do."

She | ed the el ephant away fromthe cliff and backed her up to the next wagon in line. Little WII
| ooked back to see Packy staring at her. "Packy, | need soneone to repair Reg's harness."

Packy continued staring at her, then he | ooked at those standing around at the edge of the cliff.
Shiner Pete Adnelli nodded at Packy and noved off to repair the harness. The rest returned to
their animals and shovels.

That night around the fire, they tal ked about Stub Jacobs. Not a spectacul ar human bei ng; just
anot her el ephant tranp, which nade hima spectacul ar human being in sone circles.

Packy held Little WII and tal ked. "Honey, did you ever wonder why the show don't have big
| egends—super heroes—Ii ke Paul Bunyan or Pecos Pete?"

Little WIIl shook her head. "Wo are they?"

"See, now. The loggers in the north end of the union used to storytell about a nonster |ogger nane
of Paul Bunyan. He was so big that his footprints left |akes, and he could take his ax and fell a
thousand trees at a tinme. Cowboys out in the west

end of the union used to talk of Pecos Pete. Pete would wassel rivers and wi ndstorns and tane
"em But, honey, loggin' and bein' a cowboy are snall things next to bein' a trouper. The show is
full of heroes, and it'd take one bungus inagination to cone up with sonething Iike a Paul Bunyan
for the circus."

Waxy Adnelli, boss harnessman, |eaned forward and pointed across the fire at Little WII. "At the
cl em on Masstone | saw Stub Jacobs, along with M. John and your papa, wade into a mean bunch of
soldiers with nothin' but tent stakes, and they flattened the ot of 'em

Dot the Pot Drake nodded as she stared into the fire. "Bottle Bottomgot killed in that clem" She
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| ooked up at Little WII. "He was the route book nman before the show picked up that |unmpy guy from
the planet Pendiia, Warts." Dot tossed a tiny stick into the fire. "And now he's dead as a
doornail ."

The silence around the fire grew oppressive, and one by one they left the flanes to find a private
pl ace to sleep. Little WII, still looking into the fire, |eaned agai nst Packy. "How cone they
don't talk like they used to? Back before the crash?"

Packy put his left armaround Little WIIl's shoulders. "Don't knowif | can put it right, Little
WIl. Back before they were troupers. Now they're a road gang. It'd be all right if they could see
the end of this season; but they can't. We're stuck, there's nothin' anybody can do about it, and
it sticks in their throats. If they'd start cussin' Arnheim nakin' jokes, things'd be back to
nornmal . But they don't want to talk about it. And as long as they don't talk about it, Arnheimhas
us whi pped. "

"Packy, isn't Karl Arnhei mdead?"

The boss el ephant man nodded his head. "And that's what's got "em Little WIIl. A trouper can
fight anything. Anything but a dammed ghost." He | ooked into her eyes, seeing the confusion there.
"When you get a little older and begin col-lectin' your own stable of ghosts, you'll see what |I'm
tal kin' about."

Little WIIl |ooked back at the flanes. In them she could see shapes formpuzzl e pieces. Wiat they
were pieces to, she couldn't see; she could see that not enough pieces were there. Wen Packy
moved off to his bedroll, Little WII continued staring at the fire.

"/ wish it could be like it was," she thought.

"Me too."

Little WIIl |ooked up across the fire, startled, to see another

startled face | ooking back at her. It was Shiner Pete Adnelli, Waxy's son. *

She tried her thoughts again. "Shiner, was that you?"
He nodded, his nouth gaping.
"Did you work with Waco and the Ssendi ssi ans?"

"A... alittle.” He held his hands to his head for a nonment, then stood and wal ked away fromthe
fire.

Little WIIl studied the flanmes for a long tine, then stood and nade her way to Packy's bedroll
She snuggl ed agai nst the boss el ephant man, and as she was dozing she | et the thought escape.
" Goodni ght Shiner."

A troubl ed thought returned. "Yeah. CGoodnight."

Little WIIl closed her"eyes and | et her dreans carry her back to the ship and her good friends the
Ssendi ssi ans.

They were laying up on the planet Ahngar at the nmain spaceport near the Royal City of A mandii a.
Hassi h the Ssen-di ssian was | ooped several tines over Bullhook WIly's right shoul der and across
his chest. Bullhook held Little WIl's hand as the three of them watched the technicians and

wel ders working on the main animal carrousel in shuttle Nunber Three. The Ssendi ssian turned from
the work and | ooked at Bull hook. '-'How many were killed when the neteor struck?"

Bul | hook shook his head. "N neteen troupers and forty-ni ne ani mal s—si xteen of thembulls. Four
bul I hands. nine fromthe shuttle crew, a pony punk, three hostlers, and two canel hands." Again he
shook his head. "God, what a nightrmare. The danage jamred the main carrousel and we coul dn't
rotate it to get the bulls out of the shuttle and into the ship. W had to cut themout. Those
that weren't injured fromthe nmeteorite got it in the stanpede."
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Hassi h | ooked back at the workers. "It is such a pity. Can the bulls be replaced?"

The big man turned and went down the gangway to the ground port, Little WII wal ki ng beside him
"W can get nore bulls. W just can't replace the one's we lost. Big Mb got it, Go Co,
Princess..."

Little WIIl pulled on the tip of the Sssendissian's tail. "Hassih, please tell ny daddy |'m
sorry."

They stepped down to the surface of the parking ranp and headed for their van. Hassih spoke to
Bul  hook. "Little WII expresses her condol ences.”

The big man | ooked down at the little girl and smled. "I"'mglad you' re with ne right now, baby.
Very glad." He squeezed her hand and she squeezed back

"Hassih, tell ny daddy | love him"
The Ssendi ssi an bobbed its head around. "Your daughter expresses her affection.”

Bul | hook WIly raised an eyebrow and | ooked at Hassih. "You know, Hassih old shoelace, | can't
hel p but believe her words | ost sonething in the translation." He opened the van door, Hassih
slithered inside, and Little WIIl clinbed in after. After closing the passenger door, Bull hook
WIlly wal ked around the front of the van and clinbed into the driver's seat, closing his door
behind him He reached to energize the van's notor, then hesitated. He faced the Ssendi ssian.
"Hassih, | don't understand this telepathy stuff. If Little WIIl can talk to you, and if you can
talk to ne, why can't she talk to ne?"

"Bul | hook, you cannot receive the sane as she sends. It is much like the radios on the ships. She
i s sending on one frequency, but you can only receive on another. It is nuch nore conplicated than
that, but that is why."

"And you can dial up and down both sending and receiving?"

"Roughly. But Little WIIl cannot. Perhaps she could with training. Perhaps you could be trained."
Hassih swung its head around and studied Little WIIl. Then the Ssendissian | ooked at Bul |l hook. "/
will ask Nnhissia. Nhissia is an expert in comunications. My talents lie el sewhere."”

Bul hook Wlly started up the van. "Wat did you do back at the old acadeny, Hassi h?"

The Ssendi ssi an | ooked through the windshield. "My training is in the arts of killing and
preparing the kill for consunption. I amtold you call this hone economnics."

The big man noved the van. As it approached the fences surrounding the field, he turned to the
Ssendi ssian. "I would appreciate it if you would ask Nhissia if anything can be done."

Hassi h's head bobbed up and down. The Ssendi ssian | ooked at Little WIIl, then turned its head
toward Bul | hook. "Little WIIl expresses her disconfort."

Wl ly sighed and shook his head. "Hassih, just tell ne what she sai d—exactly."

Hassi h cocked its head to one side, then | ooked back through the wi ndshield. "Little WIIl said:
"Tell ny daddy that | have to go to the bathroom"'"

It was a stand sonmewhere. Only one anobng many, but inportant. Al stands are inportant.

The show s children crowded the dressing top donning their costunes for the nost spectacul ar
street parade ever put on by O Hara's G eater Shows. The inhabitants of the planet, as well as
their cities and their streets, were on a grand scale. The city of Tiomb was the first stand, and
Tiom's main street would dwarf any kind of human displ ay—except the circus. O Hara swore to fil

t he enornmous avenue. Al seventy-five bulls, the entire conplinent of baggage and perform ng
horses, all perforners, every show and cage wagon, even the show s can-vasnen and razorbacks found
t hensel ves costuming for the parade

As her costum ng and makeup were conpleted, Little WII gathered with the other show children
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under the watchful eye of Iron Jaw Jill, the show s ballet director. "Now you kids freeze. Mess up
those spangles, and I'll see your bony little buns across a trunk!" She turned and di sappeared
into the crowd of ballet girls donning briefs and feathered headdresses. On a row of trunks off to
the side, Cown Alley was touching up its last frizzy head and securing its |ast fake foot.

Little WIIl turned as she heard angry shouting. The show ki ds backed away froma scuffling pair of
boys rolling on the wood shavi ngs. They pounded and punched each other w thout mercy until Iron
Jaw Jill pulled them apart. Even held apart, they swng in each other's direction at the enpty
air. "Hold your hosses! Now " She shook the two until they stopped swi nging. "Look at your
costunes!"

Little WIIl stood on her toes to see who the boys were. The bl ond-haired one with the bl ocody nose
was M key Dirak, the advance nmanager's son. The brown-haired one with the bl oody nose was Pete
Adnel li, Waxy the harnessman's son. Both of their costunes were in blood-covered tatters. Iron Jaw
shook M key. "Wat's this about?"

He sniffed and wiped his nose with the back of his hand. "Nothin'. Pete just junped ne."

Iron Jaw | ooked at Pete. "Well ?:

Pete tried to take another swing at Mkey, but was pulled out of range by Iron Jaw. "You liar!"
Iron Jaw shook Pete until he quieted. "Now, what do you have to say for yourself?"

Even flushed fromfighting, Little WIIl could see the blush creeping into Pete's cheeks. "M key
sai d somet hing."

"What thing? Qut with it!"

Pete nunbl ed.

I ron Jaw shook his shbul der again. "Speak up, young nman!"

Pete pointed at Mkey. "He called... he called Little WIIl a nanme."

Iron Jaw | ooked at M key. "Wat nane?"

"Nothin'i"

Pete | unged again at M key and succeeded in | andi ng anot her punch on M key's nose. "Liar!"

Iron Jaw pul l ed Pete back. "Calmdown, young man, or |'Il drop your drawers and tan your hide
right this mnute!" She glowered at Pete until he stood notionless.

Pete | ooked from M key down to the wood shavings. "He said she was a dummy.”

Iron Jaw s eyebrows went up. "Wat?"

Pete pointed at Mkey. "He called Little WIIl a dummy!"

M key grimaced. "l... | didn't nean nothin' by it. Everybody knows she can't tal k!"

Little WIIl noticed sone of the other children |ooking in her direction. Tears welled in her eyes,
she hid her face and ran fromthe dressing top

Later that evening in the Nunber Three car noving to the next stand, Little WII went through the
port carrousel. Anpbng the massive white Percheron horses, she found Pete Adnelli seated on a
bucket, glumy polishing a mountain of harnesses. She wal ked up to himand stopped. He | ooked up
at her, blushed, then | ooked back at his work. "Uh, hi." He glancedl at the pile of brass-studded
| eather at his side. "Waxy wasn't too happy to hear about nme missin' parade."

She squatted down and placed her hand on his. Pete's blush turned fire-red. He grinned. "It wasn't
nothin'. He...just shouldn't of said that."
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Little WIIl sniled, renoved her hand, and pulled a halter fromthe nountain of |eather. She dipped
her fingertips in the clear, liquid polish and began rubbing it into the halter's |eather

Pete kept |ooking at his work, but he grinned.

Little WIIl watched as Waco Whacko, her father and the Ssendi ssian, Nhissia, sat silently.
Bul | hook WIly and Waco sat in chairs facing Nhissia, who was hanging fromthe cabin's |ight
fixture.

"Wel |, Nhissia, you told Waco you m ght have figured out sonmething new Can Little WII talk to nme
now?"

Nhi ssi a's head bobbed around, |ooking first at Little WIIl, then at Waco, then at Bull hook. "Can
you all tell what | am saying?"

Waco nodded. "I heard."

Bul | hook' s eyebrows went up. "Yes." He turned to his daughter. "Did you hear that?"

She nodded, then | ooked up at Nhissia. "/ heard. We all heard at the sanme tinme, Nhissia."

The Ssendi ssian's head bobbed up and down. "It is as | suspected. | hoped that | could train
myself to communicate with nore than one human at a tine. | have been trying out various
conbi nations." Nhissia | ooked at Bul |l hook. "Waco and | have been working on this together. W
didn't let you know because we didn't want to raise fal se hope."

The big man | ooked at Waco. "Thank you." He | ooked at Nhissia. "Thank you both."

Little WIl stood up. "Can | talk to ny daddy now?" She | ooked at Bul |l hook, but he only frowned.
Little WIl pouted. "Nnhissia, | can't!"

"Have patience. Little WII. | have only learned to do this with humans nysel f." Nhissia | ooked at
Bul | hook. "I found that a nunber of the young humans on this ship have the sane mnd ability as
Little WIl's."

Waco | eaned toward Bul | hook. "W checked it out with Bone Breaker's records. There are twenty-six
kids with the show that have the sanme genetic peculiarity. Bone Breaker thinks it's the war
Anyway, nine of the kids have the ability to transmit communications, but never devel oped it
because they can tal k. The rest of us don't transnmt sinply because we don't have the ability. But
all of us can receive." The snake charner snmiled at Nhissia. "So far Nhissia has trained two of
the kids to transnmt by mind, and one of the two can speak directly to ne."

Little WIIl sat back down in her chair. "Can you fix nmy mind to talk to others?"

Nhi ssia | ooked fromLittle WII to the bull hand and the snake charnmer. "She asked if she can be
trained."” The Ssendi ssian | ooked back at Little WIIl. "/ think so. It will take much work, but
think it can be done.™

Bul | hook Wl ly Kol e | ooked down at his daughter..

Little WIl awakened, a hand shaki ng her shoul der. She turned and saw Packy's outline against the
al most light of the new norning. "What is it, Packy?"

"You were havin' sone dream Thought |'d step in just in case the tigers had you cornered." The
boss el ephant man patted her shoul der. "Okay?" *

Little WIIl nodded and they both snuggled into the bedroll. "Packy?"
"What, honey?"
"Packy, was ny daddy a nice man?"

Packy renmained notionless for a monent, then shrugged the shoul der he wasn't attenpting to sl eep
upon. "He was an el ephant tranmp."
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Hi gh praise from Packy Dern
SEVEN

The gang working toward Tarzak had made it to the place where the Fake Foot Ri ver cascaded down a
steep cliff; forty miles fromMira, the half-way point to Tarzak. As the gang noved farther
south, the thinner becane the trees; and | ogs and planks were needed to cross the streans. Pickle
Nose Porse, Nunmber Three's porter, had established a supply and tinbering point mdway between
Nunber Three and the cliff.

The cliff extended right and left as far as could be seen. A harsh, steady wind blew fromthe

pl at eau where Pony's gang stood, down the face of the cliff. The rock of the cliff wasn't the
shal e and crunbl ed | edge of the Snake Mountain Gap. The face of Blowdown Ciff was solid granite.
After his bull, Bandit, had been killed in a fall down the cliff, bullhand Sergeant Spook Tieras
establi shed a tool sharpening and repair station at the drop in the river which becane known as
the Bandit Falls. The road down Bl omdown Ciff would have to be chisel ed.

In the Snake Mountain Gap, seven days work went sliding into The Push when a trenor near a fault
in the gap's vicinity caused thousands of tons of rock and soil to | oosen. No one was killed, but
boss hanessman Waxy Adnelli's |left arm was

crushed. Waxy was carried back to the place that everyone now called Mira, where Mange Ranger
managed to save the har-nessman's life at the co'st of his arm

Several nights after Packy's crew had begun to repair the damage, canvasman Goofy Joe Napol
clinmbed the road into the camp near the peak of the Snhake Muntains. There were greetings then
everyone gathered around a fire to eat and hear the news that CGoofy Joe brought. Since the only
radios left working were in cars Ten and Four—both in Tarzak—+the gang was eager to hear what Goofy
had to say.

Packy nodded at the canvasnan and asked the first question. "Goofy, have the radios in Tarzak
pi cked up anything yet?"

CGoofy Joe shook his head. "And they're not listening anynore, either. They want to save the juice
they have left for when Nunber Ten takes off. They've got the remaining fuel fromthe other three
cars loaded up in her. Leadfoot Sina's taking it up to try and find Nunber Two."

Dot the Pot | eaned forward toward the fire. "Wen does it take off?"

"I't should be gone by now. Wile they' re | ooking for Number Two, Leadfoot's going to try a little
mappi ng. There's a chance he can find a route to Nunber Seven. So far we have roads connecting all
of the cars in Tarzak. We nade the bridges out of the cars. No wood to speak of down there."

"What ' re you doi ng for houses?"

"Packy, we haven't had a drop of rain since we touched down. We're buil ding houses out of sun-
dried nud bricks. Roofs are the problem W can thatch with the | ong grass we have down there, but
we don't have any wood for roof poles."”

Packy nodded. "Once we get the road through, we can get planks, |logs, and poles to you." He

poi nted at Goofy Joe. "You tell Tarzak mat in exchange for those planks and poles, we're going to
need netal. Especially another set of those core blades. W grind with them but both of ours from
Nunber Three are about all wore out."

"When | was in Pony Red's canp, he said the same thing."

Little WIIl |ooked up at the canvasman. "CGoofy, what's it like in Tarzak? How re they taking al
t hi s?"
Goofy | ooked around at the grimfaced circle of listeners. "It's about the sane all over. W're in

the cart and there's no question about it. It's |ike everybody needed to hit soneone, but that
soneone isn't around."
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Snaggl et oot h scratched his head, then held out his hands.

"What about Rat Man Jack, the route man? Wn't he send out soneone when we .don't show up on
tinme?"

CGoofy shrugged. "Snaggl etooth, do you know what a parsec is?"
"No. "

"Leadf oot sort of explained it to nme. It's one bullzonkus distance, | can tell you that. Take ten
and nultiply it by itself thirteen tinmes, then multiply it sone nore. Got that?"

Snaggl et oot h shrugged.

"Never mind. It's a bunch. It's about fifty or so of those things between Ahngar and H dgva in the
Tenth Quadrant. That's in a straight line, which we didn't take. Now, we coul d' ve gone anywhere in
bet ween, see? And those searches have to be done at sublight speed to do any good. On top of that,
we coul d have gone off course anywhere in between, which we did. Add to that the possiblity that
we just m ght have bl own up, and there's not going to be a |lot of enthusiasmfor spending the next
several centuries searching for us."

The listeners sat quietly for awhile. Packy picked up a handful of pebbles and began flicking them
one at atine into the fire. "Goofy, we're alnost through the gap. Stretch Dirak's gang fromthe
north is only a couple of mles away. Fisty Bill Ris's gang and Cross-eyed M ke | kona have roads
connecting all of the Enerald Valley cars. If Fatlip Louie will have the road cleared from Tar zak,
then all we have left is Pony Red getting down that cliff."

Goofy nodded. "That sound's good to ne."

Dot the Pot | ooked at Packy, then | ooked at Goofy Joe. "And then what, Goofy? What then? W'l

have a road fromlkona to Tarzak, but we'll still be stuck on this dammed little mnudball."
"Don't really know. " He held out his hands. "W'l|l have to get sone kind of act together. There's
still Number Seven to get to."

Dot snorted out a | augh. "Another damed road." She pushed herself to her feet and wal ked fromthe
fire. One by one the others got up and went to put in some shut-eye before the next day's hard
wor K.

CGoofy Joe sat staring at the fire for a long time, then he stood and | ooked around at the night.
Little WIl was still at the fire. He | ooked down at her. "This is sure a happy bunch."

She sm | ed synpathetically. "Because of that fault, we |lost a week's work. Where are you goi ng
now?"

"I thought I'd cross the nmountain here and spread the gossip to the gangs up north."

"CGoofy, it's dangerous-- to travel that way even when you have the light with you. At night you
could kill yourself."

The canvasnman rubbed a finger beneath his nose and then snorted as he let his hands drop to side.
"I just don't want to hang around this bunch of sad sacks. I'mtoo easy to depress."”

Little WIIl thought for a nonent, then | ooked up again at the canvasnan. "Goofy Joe, how | ong have
you been with O Hara' s?"

The canvasman rubbed his chin and | ooked up at the stars. "Let's see. That was sone after the
war.. .nmust be about twenty-five—twenty-six years."

"You were there when ny nother and father got nmarried?"

"There?" Goofy Joe resuned his seat by the fire. "The world was there, Little WII. Little Joe,
the show s chaplin, did the honors in the center ring. The boss el ephant nan narrying the Lion

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20B...us%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (30 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt

Lady. M. John gave away the bride, and Waco Whacko was Bul | hook' s best man." Goofy frowned. "I
wonder where Waco is now. Anyway, that was an occasion. You shoul d've been there... well, you know
what | nean."

"Goofy, what happened to then? Wiy did they split up?”

The canvasnman settled back upon his el bows. "The show s hard on a |ot of marriages, Little WII.
And you got to understand this thing between cats and bulls. They're natural enem es. You know
that when a bull died it was usually cut up and fed to the cats."

Little WII| nodded.

"Five tons of neat isn't to be sneezed at, prices being what they are...were. Anyway, after your
parents got married, things were just fine until that stand in..." Goofy rubbed his chin. "That
was in Ri chnond, North Anerican Union." He nodded. "Damm, but that was one helluva night."

He sat up. "I guess you were only one or two years old then." The canvasman shook his head. "See,
the Lion Lady's father, Hunpy Ireland, he was a canel hand. Never did like the cats, old Hunpy.
But Kris wanted a cat act, and you'd have to know Kris before R chnond to know why she got
everything she ever wanted. | never net anybody who was harder to say no to.

"Wel |, Hunpy gave up his canel and becane part of the Lion Lady's cat act." Goofy shook his head.
"God, but Hunmpy was scared of those cats." He | ooked up at the stars. "The cats

got Hunpy in R chnond. Chewed himup so that there wasn't enough left to call spit. Kris stepped
in and tried to stop it, but the cats were crazy and cut her up real bad. Took off half of her
face. "

Little WIIl gasped.

CGoofy Joe held out his hands. "They fixed her up in the hospital, though. Renol ded her face and
seal ed up her cuts |ike nothing happened. Both of themleft the show then. A year later the Lion
Lady was back with her act. W didn't see anything of Bullhook WIly until right before the Gty
of Bar - aboo took to the star road. They nust've separated in Ri chnond."

"But why?"

Goofy Joe stretched out itext to the fire. "The nost reliable gossip | heard was that Bul |l hook
went crazy and tried to kill the cats. Those cats were nore inportant to the Lion Lady than even
her own Iife. | bet that's what happened, and Kris put Bull hook's trunk out on the lot."

The canvasman yawned and cradl ed his head against his arm "That's why Kris killed herself, Little
WI1l. The air on the Baraboo was bad, and her cats were suffering. | think one or two had al ready
died. What | heard was that she killed the rest of them then killed herself."

He lifted hinmself upon one el bow "Hey, | shouldn't be talking this stuff. I'msorry."
"I wanted you to, Goofy. | wanted to know. "

The canvasman snorted and put his head back down upon his arm He snorted again and cl osed his
eyes. "@uess |'m about as cheery as the rest of this flipping funeral."

Little WIIl pushed herself to her feet, wal ked until she found Packy in the shadows, and cuddl ed
in next to the boss el ephant man

" Munph. "
" CGoodni ght Packy."
" Mmph. "

Little WIIl closed her eyes until the light fromthe fire sparkled and filled her vision. Bullhook
WIlly and the Lion Lady had been apart, but there had been a tine.
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Her mind called out a nane: "Pete. Are you awake?"
"1''m awake. "
"Pete, Nhissia once taught ne how to share a nenory. Can you do that?"
"l suppose so. What do | do?"
"Just open your mind as far as you can; as though you were listening as hard as you could."
"Ckay. |I'mlistening?
Little WIIl closed her eyes and brought back the beautiful starship—deep inside.

Most of the show s three thousand troupers were gathered in the main practice arena of the City of
Bar aboo. Those who manned the ship's stations listened to the intercom Little WIIl sat in the
crowded seats between Kristina and Bul | hook. Little WII watched as, in the center of the arena,
John J. O Hara took a mcrophone froma propman and lifted it to his |ips.

"The last two seasons were rough. Karl Arnheimhad as many as six shows doggi ng our tracks at one
point." He lifted a fist. "By dam, we nmet opposition with opposition and each tine wal ked away
with victory!"

The troupers cheered.

O Hara | owered his fist, then | ooked around the arena. "But we left friends behind. Joliet Jake
Sobie and Siren Sally Fong died in the clemon Tuulurim On the planet Mrvah, Arnheinm s sabotage
made us | eave nine of the Irish Brigade in hospitals and another four troupers in the ground.

Bl ondi e MacDeer, Pieface Jack Gool ahan, Tooter Tamazan, and Peyote Pete Beartooth died there." The
CGovernor rubbed his eyes, then lowered his hand. "At the last stand, on Dyvaul, eleven died...

You all know who they were."

Agai n he | ooked around the arena. "W obtained victory... but the price. The price is too high."
He held out his arns. "All of us—we are entertainers. W are show people. | amin the
entertai nnent business. | amnot going to spend any nore lives on Karl Arnheim"”

The stands around the arena buzzed with chatter. O Hara waited for the troupers to quiet down.
"Begi nni ng next season, |'mtaking the show out of«the Ninth Quadrant. O Hara's Greater Shows is
going to open up the Tenth Quadrant to the star circus." The stands were silent. O Hara | ooked
around the arena, then continued. "We will be gone for a long tinme each stretch. Five, maybe six
years at a tine. Each one of your has to decide if you want to cone along with the show, or |eave
it when we lay up on Ahngar." He held the mcrophone to his lips for a few nonents |onger, then

| owered it. A propman took the mcrophone from O Hara's hand and the show s owner wal ked sl owy
out of the arena.

As the troupers came down the stands in small groups, Kristina reached across Little WIIl and
pl aced her hand on Bull hook's arm "What about you, WIIly? Are you staying with the show?"

He watched the troupers filing out of the practice arena, then shrugged. "Wat about you and
Little WII?"

The Lion Lady smiled. "The cats stay with the show, and so do we."

"Then so do I."

Kristina | ooked down for a nonent, then ainmed her gaze at Wlly. "I've been rough on you."
Bul | hook nodded. "I don't blame you."

The Lion Lady glanced at Little WIIl, then back at Bull hook. "No. But |'m beginning to,r

Little WIIl watched as the big man placed his hand on Kristina's hand. "Regal |ady, can a hunbl e
bul I hand interest you in a cup of coffee?"
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Her nother |aughed. "In sooth, WIly Kole, that's the best offer |I've had all day."
Little WIIl snmiled and | ooked around at the stands. "Hassih? Hassi h? Wiere are you?"

"Little WII?" The Ssendi ssian's thought was weak. "/ amin nmy quarters with one of your cursed
human col ds. Are you wel | ?"

She | ooked at her parents hol ding hands, snmiling at each other. "My nommy and daddy | ove each
other. Isn't that wonderful ?"

An al nost audible telepathic sniff, then Hassih said: "Life with a circus is one |ong
uni nterrupted dee-light."

Little WIIl and Shiner Pete both | aughed. She opened her eyes, stood, and wal ked around the
sl eepi ng bodies until she was next to the boss harnessman's son

"I'sit all right, Pete?"

"Sure."

She sat beside himand they hel d hands.

"Pete, what's going to happen to us? The show?"

The boy was silent for a nonent. "/ asked Waxy that just before Mange cut off ny dad's arm Waxy
said you can kill troupers and you can kill animals, but you can't kill the show " Pete squeezed
her hand. "You can't kill the show "

They watched the fire until they both drifted off to sleep
El GHT

In the Snake Mountain Gap, when the gangs working north and south met, that night a cel ebration
was held. The attenpt at merriment was lubricated by a brew that the Emrerald Valley fol ks made out
of the sweet sap from angel hair trees that cane in several grades ranging fromsweet wine to
varni sh renover.

As bot h gangs gathered around fires and drank, Goofy Joe made his way into the canp fromthe
south. Shortly after, the gangs |earned that boss aninmal nman Pony Red Mira had been killed south
of the Tieras station in a fall down Sl owdown Ciff.

Little WIIl and Shiner Pete left their fire and gri mconpani ons and wal ked the gap road in the
darkness toward the Enerald Valley. Wen they reached the downsl ope, they saw bel ow themthe fire
lights of the town of Dirak. Beyond that were the lights of Ris; and far away agai nst the soft

bl ackness of a huge nountain were the faint flickerings of the lights of Dcona. Below them from
the direction of Dirak, cane the netallic wail of a tin flute. That would be Dublin Dan, a
bannerman with Stretch Dirak's advance.

Singing joined the sounds of the flute. The night air and distance blurred the words, but Little
W1l recognized the song

about the killer elephant, Black D anond. Bull hook WIIly had taught her the song "about the outlaw
bull and how it was tortured to death, conmitting all future bullhands to seek revenge upon an
extinct organization called the Texas Rangers.

It was a mournful song, and Shiner Pete spoke out |oud. "Soneone fromthe Enerald Valley gang
must' ve gone ahead and told 'em about Pony Red."

Little WIIl put her arm around Shiner's wai st and | eaned her head agai nst his shoulder. "lIfeel a
thought in your mnd."

Shi ner Pete nodded. "/ was just remenbering on the ship after the sabotage had been di scovered and
the air was running short. They were going to kill the animals to conserve air, but Pony seal ed
of f Nunber Three and refused to open the hatch until M. John agreed to try and save them" He
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| ooked down at her. "That was after you were hurt." He |ooked back at the lights of Dirak. "If it
wasn't for Pony, there wouldn't be bulls or horses on Mnus."

Little WIl wiped the tears fromher cheeks and turned away fromthe lights. "Let's go back. |
don't want to go any farther."

Shiner Pete turned, placed his armaround Little WII's shoul ders, and they both wal ked t he dark
road toward where the road gangs were sorting through their own thoughts.

When they reached their bedrolls, only a few troupers still sat around the fires, drinking. Shiner
Pete fell into a troubled sleep, but Little WIIl continued staring at one of the fires.

She was wat ching the sane fire as the dawnlight canme upon the canp, gray and chilly. Packy Dern,
Stretch Dirak, Fisty Bill R s, and Goofy Joe still sat around the fire. Stretch Dirak | ooked at
the gat hering evidence of the new day, passed on the jug, and spoke to Packy. "Wo's going to take
over as boss ani mal man?"

Packy sl owy shook his head. "Skinner Suggs, the boss hostler, don't know nothin' about bulls, an
I don't know nothin' about nags. 'Sides, | don't guess we got nuch need for a boss aninal man
now. " The boss el ephant man pushed his fingers through his thinning gray hair. "Goddam Pony,

al ways been with the show. Took ne on when the show only had five bulls."

CGoofy Joe passed on the jug. "Packy, you novin' your gang south to hel p Skinner get down the
cliff?"

Packy | owered the jug fromhis |ips and nodded. "Some, | guess. Mst'11l be goin' back to Mira.
.to finish buildin" their houses. Funny how we call the towmn Mira."

He shook his head and spat on the ground. "Crumy little shacks. Damed hobo jungle. Trouper's got
no busi ness ownin' a damm house anyway. He stood, stunbled around in a circle, then faced the fire
with his hands held out. "Trouper's got no busi ness—o busi ness—en this here dammed pl anet." He
stabbed at his chest with his thunb. "Lookit us! Goddammed road gang!" He sat down with a thunp.

" Goddamed road gang."

Fisty Bill took the jug and depleted its contents. After he lowered the jug, he pointed with his
thunb back toward the sleeping crews. "Seens |ike you and Waxy' 11 have to nove in together."

Packy | ooked in the indicated direction and saw Little WII pretending to be sound asleep next to
Shiner Pete, Waxy's son. Packy shook his head. "Bill, you got an imagination that'd put Motch
Movill to shane. She's only thirteen; and what's Pete? Fourteen, fifteen?"

Stretch shook his head. "Back where | cone from thirteenis alittle over the hill."

"I bet Waxy'd have a little sonething to say about that." Fisty Bill |ooked up at Goofy Joe.
"What ' s WAxy doin' now?"

"After Mange trimed of f Waxy's wi ng, Waxy wanted to get back to working harness. Warts got to him
first."”

"The route book man?"

CGoofy Joe nodded. "Warts's gettin' sonmeone fromeach of the cars to keep records. Wo's alive,
who' s dead, who gets born, who owns what. Since he's doin' it for Warts, Mange has Waxy keeping
records on the horses, too. Wants to keep track of the nag... pop... population 'e says."

Fisty snorted. "Tal k about your one-armed paper hangers."

They continued in silence for a nonent, passing a newWy opened jug. Packy finished a blast, passed
on the jug, and | ooked at Stretch. "Stretch, what's goin' to happen to then?"

"Who?"
Packy waved a hand in the general direction of Little WIIl and Shiner Pete. "Them Romeo and

Juliet. Al the show kids."
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"Damed if | know. " Stretch shook his head. "I keep waiting for sonething—a ship in the sky, a
call on the radio. The route man coul d keep pluggi ng and get us out of here. Maybe. Maybe sonebody
or sonmething will see Nunmber Ten circling around out there. Mst everybody's hopi ng somnething of
the sort." He rubbed his chin. "But the kids're different. They'll just get on with it."

"On with what?'

"Life. Living. For the real young ones, this is hone."

Fisty Bill | ooked down and shook his head. "Sonofabitch. Can't believe we're just goin' to rol
over and die like this. | mean... dammt, Stretch, when you think of the things we've gone
t hrough. "

"Amheimis ghost's got us by the short hairs, for sure."
"I don't want to ever hear that damed nanme again!"
"Nobody does, Fisty."

Stretch thought for a nonent. "Fisty, when you cone right down to it, what good are nobst of us
here? I'mthe advance car boss, but there's nothing to advertise, no place to hang the banners, no
rubes to read 'em You boss the opposition brigade, but you got no opposition."

He pointed a finger. "Packy and his bull hands have sonmething to do, but it's tinbering and
roadgangi ng. Anyway, all those bulls are fenal es. Wat happens when the | ast of those dies off?
What are the bull hands then? A show without an audi ence just ain't no show "

CGoofy Joe nodded. "Down in Tarzak we got a |lot of can-vasmen with no canvas. TheyVe turnin' into a
bunch of bricklayers. Damed sorry bunch of hod-carriers they nake, too."

Fisty Bill reached out his hand and took the jug. After a long pull, he passed it along and | ooked
toward the far wall of the gorge. The sound of the river seened far away. "Sonetines | think Waco
and Fireball had the right idea. Just wander off in the jungle and say the hell with it all."

Goofy Joe held up his hands. "Laydeeeezzz an' gen' nmen. Step right up'n see the great show stick
its finger up its nose, roll over'n die." He |laughed as he dropped his hands into his |ap. "Boys,
down in Tarzak you should see Warts. The route book man's tryin' to keep a show goin'. A show
woul d you believe?" He pointed a finger at his circle of sodden listeners. "You know that right
after the Tarzak cars went down—coul dn't of been an hour after—that dammed Pendiian'd tal ked
everybody into holdin' a parade? A parade. Do you believe that?"

Packy frowned at the canvasman. "A parade?"

Goofy Joe nodded. "Dammed right. We did it, too. Right there with nothin', in the mddle of
nowhere, in front of nobody. A flipping damed parade."

"A parade." Packy pushed hinmself to his feet and stood weaving before the fire. He | ooked past the
string of Percherons

to where the bulls were standing quietly. "A parade.'’
began stunbling toward his bedroll.

Packy | ooked down, nibbed his-eyes, and

"I wish we'd a done that."

Four days later it was a sonber sort of parade that nade its way fromthe Snake Muntain Gap,
across the Push River Bridge, into the town of Mira. The bulls, horses, bullhands, and hostlers
were stained the sanme ochre yellow as the dust that rose fromthe road. Before putting the bulls
into the kraal for the night, Packy Dern led the bulls to the shallows of Table Lake, just bel ow
the trench grave they called the Big Lot, to allow the bull hands to wash thensel ves and their
pachyder ns.

Grass and small flowers of yellow and bl ue covered the graves fromthe original burying where Pony
Red Mira had kicked in the first clod of dirt. Now there was fresh soil in the trench. Pony Red
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was hol ding up sonme of it; the rest was supported by the el even troupers from Nunber Three that
had di ed buil ding the Dcona-Tarzak Road.

The bulls secured in the kraal and fed, Little WIIl and Packy went to their house to conplete it.
When they arrived, the plank walls were washed white with chal k and clay, the thatched roof had
been replaced with one of shingles, and the dirt floor inside had been covered with wood. They
both stood in the doorway staring at the | ow wooden table and the stuffed cushions that served
both as chairs and beds.

"Well, how about it?"

They turned to see Waxy Adnelli, the left sleeve of his tattered shirt tied into a knot. Packy
pointed with his thunb toward the interior of the one-roomed structure. "Wat the hell happened?"

Waxy grinned and swept his right arm about indicating the nany finished white houses of Mira. "A

bi g crew of canvas-nmen and razorbacks were sent here from Tarzak to get lunmber. | worked a little
deal . "

Little WIIl |ooked back inside. "It's beautiful," She pulled on Packy's arm "Isn't it, Packy?
Just | ook."

Packy | ooked back inside. First his frown relaxed into an expression of resignation, then his
shoul ders slunped. "It's pretty. Pretty as hell. A regular damed nansion." He tossed his bull hook
i nside, turned, and wal ked toward the | ake.

Little WIIl |ooked at Waxy. "What's the matter?"
Waxy scratched his chin, shrugged, spat on the ground,

then | ooked at Packy's receding back. "Stupid, stupid nme. | guess | never thought ft out too
clear." He | ooked back at the .house. "As long as we were holed up in shacks and the caves, we
were just making do until help arrived."

He pointed at the house. "This just told Packy that no help is comng; we're dug in here for the
I ong haul ." Waxy stared at the house until his eyes began to glisten. "Yeah. | guess that's what
it means." He turned and wal ked the small path that wound anong Mira's new houses.

Little WIIl ran fromthe door and headed toward the |ake. By the tine she had caught up with
Packy, the boss el ephant man was seated upon the sand, staring across the water. She knelt beside
him "Packy, it's a nice house."

Packy nodded, half-smiled, and patted her shoulder. "Sure it is, kid. Sure." He |ooked at his
hands, cut and scarred fromthe endl ess days of work cutting through the Snake Muntain Gap. He
cl asped his hands, let out a brief |augh, and nodded again. "I guess we were doing the sanme thing
buil ding a dammed road. | just never thought about it." He renoved his gl asses and rubbed his
eyes. "Damm, but | miss the show. Damm, but | nmiss it."

"We all do. But it isn't dead yet, Packy."

The boss el ephant man held his hands out toward the waters of Table Lake. "John J. O Hara hinself
could wal k across that water and tell nme that, and you know what |1'd tell hinP I'd say, that's one
hel | uva wat er-wal ki ng act you got there, M. John, but where's your goddanmmed audi ence?"

He stood and pointed toward the water. "Wuere's your star-ship but a whiff of ashes around sone

| unp of nowhere? Where's your center ring but tossed out into freezing dammed space along with the
white tops and dead bulls? Were's your clowns? You know where they are? They're in damed Tarzak,
clearing roads, digging up roots, building damed houses out of damed nud!"

Little WIIl stood next to Packy and took his hand as he lowered it. "Don't talk like that about
M. John. He was a good man."

Packy nodded. ' Too dammed good." He | ooked down at her. "How do you fight a ghost? I'mfit near to
split I'mso dammed nmad. But how do you fight a damed ghost ?"
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She turned back toward the house. "Let's go hone."
"Honme." He nodded and began wal ki ng. "Hone."
NI NE

For three days Packy sat in the house, staring through a wi ndow toward Tabl e Lake. During that
time Little WIIl and Shiner Pete would walk the forests, and clinb the hills, exploring.

They were hi gh upon one of the Snake Mountain's foothills when Shiner Pete pointed toward the
west. "Look."

Little WIIl |ooked past the |ake and the jungle beyond to see white-capped peaks in the distance.
"Pete, they look just like the white tops." She |ooked at him "W're still a show, aren't we,
Pet e?"

He sat down on the grass and wapped his arnms around his knees. "I don't know "

She sat beside him "You said the show couldn't be killed."
"Maybe | was wong." He shook his head. "Waxy's down. He's so down. Everybody is." e«
"Pete, just who was Karl Arnhei n?"

"All I knowis he got us inthe fix we're in. Every time | ask Waxy about Arnheim he don't want
to talk about him™"

"Nei t her does Packy."

They sat in silence for a long time, |looking at the white-topped nountains. Little WII | owered
her gl ance and stared

at the jungle betweeg the nountains and the | ake. "Pete, what do you think happened to Waco and
Fi rebal | ?"

"Dead nost likely." He pushed hinself to his feet and held out his hand. "Cone on. Let's go back
This is getting to be as nuch fun as staking babies out on anthills."

"Nunber Ten is back down."

Monments after word of Nunmber Ten's return had spread throughout Mira, Little WII, Packy and the
others from Nunber Three gathered in the square narking the center of town. The sun was hot and
the air quiet as Waxy Adnelli stood before a box and shook a handful of papers in the air. "l got
this stuff fromWarts down in Tarzak." He put the papers upon the box and began reading.

"Across that ocean next to Tarzak is another continent. Nunber Two went down there. Nunber Two's
radio was working ..."

And the inhabitants of Mira | earned that car Nunber Two was | ocated across the sea upon a
continent the troupers in Nunmber Two were calling Mdway. One hundred and nine troupers went to
the big | ot when Nunber Two hit. Anong them Bone Breaker Bob Naseby, the show s surgeon, was
fatally injured when Two pl owed up sone real estate upon touching down. This left the tota

medi cal know edge on Mo-nus in the hands of Butterfingers MCorkle, Bone Breaker's flunky, and
Mange Ranger. Leadfoot had gi ven Number Two instructions on how to get to Tarzak. Boat buil ding
was al ready in progress.

And the inhabitants of Mira asked about friends, |oved ones, fanmly, enem es that had gone down
with Nurmber Two.

Fish Face Gllis, kid show director, dead.

Na- Na, the two-headed | ady, dead.
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Pod, the three-legged man, lost a | eg.
Dog Face Dick, the wolfman, alive.
Bi g Sue, the giantess, alive.
Teena and Weena, nidgets, both alive.
Amazi ng Ozanund, magi cian, alive.
Madam Zel da, fortune teller, alive
Sli ppery Sash, escape artist, dead.
El ectric Lips, barker, dead.
Mot or Mourn, barker, alive.
Moot ch Movill, shooting gallery concessionaire, alive..
After he had read out the list of living and dead, Waxy continued with Wart's report.

Nunber Ten said that there appeared to be a possible route through the Upl and Mountains north of
Kuum ¢, and through the swanp and jungle fromKuumic to Mira. The grades appeared to be gentle,
with no swanps to drain, and only one nmmjor river crossing.

An expedition from Kuum ¢ had nmade it across the desert to Tarzak, provisioning thenselves with
cobit root along the way. They protected thensel ves fromthe desert sun by using | oose hooded
robes made fromtheir clothing. The expedition reported that there were | arge nunbers of fissures
along the route (confirmed by Nunber Ten) that gave off a hot, constant flanme. It was supposed
that the fires were fed by sone enornmous natural gas reservoir. The expedition used these fires to
cook their cobit and to keep warm during the desert nights.

Fart her around the planet were various and sundry islands of assorted sizes, and then a huge,
jungl e-covered continent with high nountains and wi de pl ateaus. Number Ten then crossed a wi de
sea, then returned to this continent. Since it was between M dway and the western continent, the
mass of | and where nine of the Baraboo's ten cars had put down was called the Central Continent.
M dway is mdway, while the continent west of the Central Continent was called the Wstern

Cont i nent .

After sonme comentary regarding the originality of the continents' nanmes, Waxy conti nued.

The sea west of Central was called the Western Sea, while the body of water between the Centra
and M dway continents was called the Sea of Baraboo. Before |anding back in Tarzak, Nunber Ten

not ed what appeared to be an enornous geological rift that split the northern third of the Centra
Continent. The hi gh peaked cliff visible across Tarzak's harbor was the south-emend of this rift.
Leadf oot Sina, chief pilot of Nunber Ten, reported that this mght nean shaky tines in Tarzak

t own.

The neasurenents taken by Number Ten showed that there was no measurabl e winter on Monus, the
Moman year was .eight-tenths of an Earth year long, divided into three hundred and four days of
roughly twenty-three hours each. Warts had divided the three hundred and four days of the Mman
year into ten nonths of five weeks of six days each.

The year began with the nonth of May, followed by: Rain, Mud, Wnd, Thunder, Hail, Flood, Quake,
Layup, and Wnter. The days were call ed: Wrkday, Bluesday, Herdsday, Quads-day, Payday, and
Funday.

To fill in the remaining four days, Warts had created an el eventh nonth, The "Season, consisting
of the days of Put Up, The Stand, The Show, and Teardown. M dni ght of Teardown, the fourth day of
The Season, woul d be the anniversary of The Crash

Waxy | owered the paper from whi ch he had been reading. "This four-day nonth called The Season
Warts's put out the call for everyone to show at Tarzak for parade."”
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There was a grumbl e anong the inhabitants of Mira. Packy Dem wal ked forward into the square and
shouted: "The bull-hands' || be there—ith bells on!" He | ooked around at the now silent crowd,
then he turned to Waxy. "How | ong do we got before The Season? Wat day is it?"

Waxy studi ed anot her sheet of paper. "Let's see, this is the two hundred and si xty-ei ghth day
since the crash, which nmakes... ummm this the nonth of Wnter. Bluesday, the eighth of Wnter.
That neans there're twenty-two days before The Season.™

Packy | ooked around at the faces. "My road gang. Get it together. W' re noving' out in tw hours
to join the boss hostler's gang to finish gettin' down Slowdown Ciff. Fromthere we go on to
Tarzak to nmake parade."

THE CALENDAR OF MOMUS

Mont hs:
1 May
6 Hai l
11 The Season

N

Rai n
Fl ood
1 Put Up

~

wud

Quake
The Stand

N 00 W

W nd
Layup
The Show

w o s~

5 Thunder
10 Wnter
4 Tear down

Days:
Wor kday Bl uesday
Her dsday Quadsday

Payday Funday
1 2
3 4

5 6

7 8

9 10
11 12
13 14
15 16
17 18
19 20
21 22
23 24
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25 26
27 28
29 30

TEN

The | kona-Tarzak Road was finished and it was Put Up, the first day of The Season. Little WII sat
astride Reg's neck,, leading the bulls of Mira down the road toward Tarzak. The bulls each pulled
wagons piled high with lunber, while the horse-drawn wagons filled with people fromMira and the
Eneral d Vall ey had raced on ahead. |In exchange for the lunber, the bulls would bring back core

bl ades, gears, netal, and salt-packed fish. The people from Nunber Two woul d not be there; they
were still building their boats. But Kuumic would be represented by a del egati on that had crossed
the desert.

As Reg reached the crossroad going off to Sina, the desert, and Tarzak, Little WII tapped Reg's
| eft shoul der with her bull hook, and headed toward Tarzak. She closed her eyes and tried to
renenber the parades she had ridden in with the show She had been in costune, the bulls had been
decked out in spangles, and the windjamrers filled the air with lusty marches. But the costunes,
spangl es and instrunents had been tossed out to lighten the Baraboo as it tried to nmake orbit
around Monus.

It hadn't mattered what planet they had played, beings of every sort and description would |ine
the ways and cheer the

parade after their own fashion. As Little WII| opened her eyes to see Reg crossingl the [ ast netal
bridge into- the town of Tarzak, there were no crowded, cheering ways. The whitewashed nud huts of
Tarzak were silent as the inhabitants continued with the day's occupation. They had all seen bulls
before, and there was work to do.

Packy Dern rode on a horse toward her fromthe direction of Tarzak. He pulled up beside her.
"Little WIIl, lead themthrough the town to the clearing on the other side. W have a kraal put up
there for the bulls.”

She nodded and Packy mamde a clucking sound and rode on ahead. Little WIIl sighed and patted Reg
behind the bull's right ear. "Just a little nore, Reg. Not nuch of a parade, is it?"

Far into the jungle fromMira, Waco Whacko enmerged into a large clearing carrying the fruit he
had gathered. He wal ked through the tall grass to the bark shack he had built, stooped inside, and
deposited the fruit on a stone slab. Stepping outside, he exam ned the clear sky, then | ooked down
and wal ked up the rise in the center of the clearing. As he approached a noss-covered nound, they
began:

"Waco. Waco, Talk to us, Waco."

"It's not our fault, Waco. Please talk to us."

Waco studied the noss covering, tested its noisture with his fingers, then stood. "I proni sed your
parents | would care for you. | did not promse themto entertain you, or |love you." He turned
away. "If you want conversation, talk to each other." He wal ked away from the nound.

"Waco! Waco! Don't | eave us, Waco!"

When he was out of range of the Ssendissians' thoughts, he turned back and | ooked at the nound.
One night twenty days before, Waco had been dreami ng. He was wal ki ng through jade forests hung
with jewel ed | eaves and fruit, the forest carpet beneath his bare feet nade of satin. He had
awakened to find hinself up to his knees in quicksand.

The Ssendi ssi ans eggs nen | aughed at the joke they had played upon him After four hours, Waco had
pul I ed his exhausted body fromthe deathly trap and col |l apsed anong the rot of the jungle floor
The next norning he had noved the eggs into the center of the clearing and had placed his sl eeping
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quarters out of the infant Ssendi ssians' range.
He studi ed the nound, searching his soul for sone snall
remai ni ng spark of affection. The thing he searched, he concluded, was dead. 4

There was a | oud splash, and Waco crouched and turned his head in the direction of the small | ake
that bordered one edge of the clearing. His eyes squinted, but the brightness of the sun and the
shade of the trees surrounding the | ake obscured his vision. He began noving toward the | ake.

Several tinmes he had felt mat he was bei ng watched, and once he had caught the flash of a huge
creature as it bolted out of sight. Wien he had arrived at the point where the creature had stood
wat ching him Waco snelled a curious odor and observed a wi de expanse of flattened vegetation. In
its flight, the creature had nade a swath through the jungle alnost fifteen feet wide. Trees six
i nches thick had been pushed aside to right and left as though they had possessed no roots.

Waco crouched lower in the grass as he approached the trees at the edge of the | ake. He coul d hear
not hi ng save the buzzing of an occasional water wasp in the hot, still air. He noved quietly
through the trees and squatted behind a berrybush. The water rippled fromhis right. He | ooked in
that direction and saw a woman sitting naked in the water, near the rocks that lined the | ake's
shor e.

She cupped her hands, lowered theminto the water, then brought themup to rinse her face. She
bent forward and di pped her long black hair into the water. As she sat up, she raised her arns and
twi sted the excess water fromher hair. Waco studied her tiny nmouth, pug nose, and al nond eyes. He
stood up, wal ked to the edge of the |lake, and called out. "Well, Hanah Sanagi, |ook at you."

Fi reball Hanah Sanagi started for an instant, then | owered her arms as she saw him "Wco.
Everybody said you were dead." She lowered her arms into the water again and brought themup to
spl ash water on her breasts. She | ooked again at Waco. "CGetting an eyeful ?"

Waco turned away. "I apologize. | didn't expect to find anyone out here."

Hanah stood. "I didn't expect to find you either. You can | ook, Waco. Fromwhat | hear, | don't
have anything to worry about."

Waco frowned as he | ooked back at her. "Wat is that supposed to nean?"

Hanah wal ked fromthe water, w ped the water from her body with swift strokes of her hands, then
pi cked up her cl ot hes

frombeneath a tree. She returned to the water, squatted upon a rock, and began rinsing and
wringing out her clothes. Waco wal ked around the shore until he stood beneath the trees behind
her. "I asked what you neant by that?"

"You're a garry, aren't you? That's the word | heard. Al those years living with Buns and
Bul | hook. "

Waco flushed and turned away. "Don't believe everything you hear."
"Are you?"
Waco | owered hinself to the ground and | eaned against a tree. "Am | what ?"

"A garry." She finished winging out her clothes, then turned and wal ked to a |large, snooth rock
that was bathed in the hot Iight of the sun. Sheyspread her clothes to dry.

Waco shook his head, picked up a stick, and flexed it until it snapped. "It's not anyone's
busi ness.” He | ooked at her again, and she was stretched out on the rock beside her drying
clothing. Waco tossed the pieces of stick aside. "What are you doi ng here?"

Hanah smiled as she drew her hands down from her breasts along the length of her body. "That's
none of your business." She stretched in the sun, fanned out her hair, and clasped her hands
behi nd her head. "How are the eggs, Waco? Are they still alive?"
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"Yes. They're still alive." He rubbed his eyes, then | ooked back at Hanah

She turned her head, glanced at Waco, then closed her eyes and faced the sun. "I left when they
began chewi ng up Nunber Three to nake tools. They're building a road to connect the cars. |
wandered a lot. | guess | felt like pulling the plug a time or two." She shrugged. "But | didn't."

She | ooked back at Waco. "Say, have you seen one of those lizards that live in this swanp yet?"

Waco shook his head. "No. | came close a couple of tines. The tracks they nake seemto indicate
that they are fairly large."

Hanah | aughed. "1'll say they're large. | got a good | ook at one while it was playing patty-cake
in a big nud puddle. It -nade a bull look |ike a puppy dog." She shrugged. "Once it saw ne,
though, it took off like its tail was on fire."

They were both quiet for a long time. Waco studi ed the naked worman. "Hanah?"
"Yes, Waco?"
"How do you feel now, about Nunber Three?"

She opened her eyes and | ooked at the clear sky. Then she sat up and began turning her clothes

over. "l've worked it out of me. | don't know how long it's been that |'ve been wanderi ng® around
the jungle, but at sone time or other, | discovered that |I'd gone for a couple of days w thout

t hi nki ng about the car." She turned over on her stomach and spread out. "I can take it, | guess.
I"ve just been exploring the jungle since. It's an interesting place. | don't know that | really

want to be back with the old crowd yet. O ever." She lifted her head. "Wco?"
"What ?"
"Are you a garry or not?"

The snake charner smled, |ooked down at the ground, and shrugged. "I don't know. " H's face grew
serious. "Everything and everyone di sappoints ne. | didn't want to risk anything."

"You're a virgin? Both ways?"

"Al'l ways." Waco picked up another stick and fiddled with it as he | ooked up at the sky. He | ooked
down at the ground and shook his head. "There are a | ot of unhappy people in the universe, Hanah
I''mnot unique."

Hanah Sanagi studied the snake charmer. "Waco, how long will it take for those eggs to hatch?"

He sighed, then shrugged. "On Ssendiss it takes about two hundred and eighty Earth years." He held
up a hand toward the sky. "Wth the different climate, gravity, soil nutrients, | don't know |
don't even know if they'll live to be hatched,"

Hanah | owered her head to her arns. "That's a |ot of years."
"Alot of years.”

"Waco, when ny clothes are dry, show nme where your digs are.”
The snake charner junped to his feet. "Wy?"

Hanah wi ggl ed on the warm face of the rock. "Ch, | don't know If nothing else, you could use a
cook. If you were, any skinnier you wouldn't even cast a shadow. Besides, two hundred and eighty
years is a long tinme."

The former snake charmer settled back against the tree and studied the forner pilot.
ELEUEN

After all had assenbled in the clearing next to Tarzak to begin The Season, they sat surrounding a
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large log fire. First they ate cobit and freakfish, prepared by the cookhouse gang, then they
wor ked on jugs of sapwi ne. As the sun noved toward the horizon, Blacky Squab, the Iithographer,
and his printer's devil, Meph, handed out the printed maps of Monus.

"Now, don't you bend that paper too much; it'll break."

"Holy... .Blacky, you-snell |ike year-old sardines!"

"That's the ink. Careful you don't smear it. It's not quite dry yet."
"How long's it going to take to dry?"

"Don't know. | haven't had any dry yet."

"Jeez, Bl acky, stand downw nd!"

"What's this paper nmade out of ?"

"Cobit mlk, clay, and a stringy plant that grows in the wetland down in the delta—there, | told
you% not to bend it. Here's another."

" Phew "
"Bl acky, what's these little squiggles? Dam paper is |unpy."
"Those're the roads. Put your glasses on. You—don't bend that!"

"My gl asses got busted in the Snake Mouuntain Gap." "You just never |learned to read. Here, don't
bend the paper, and don't snear the ink*..."

The | onger they studied the maps, the quieter they became. The marks of their year's work were
small in conparison with the size of the planet. They, in turn, felt small; hel pless. The sapw ne
began to flow at an increased rate. Wen the sun fell below the horizon, the sky still tinted with
bl uish-red, the fire in the center of the clearing was replenished with fresh wood. They sat and
wat ched the fire. Shiner Pete Adnelli sat next to Little WIIl. They stared into the fire and held
hands.

Across the fire fromthem Stretch Dirak, the advance manager, weaved to his feet and wal ked into
the clearing; a sapwine jug dangling in his hand. He | ooked around the circle of faces. "Wll,
what in the hell are we going to do? Wat's next?"

Packy Dern | ooked up fromthe fire and shouted across the clearing. "The Mira-Kuuni c Road."

"Bah!" Stretch shook his head. ."l don't want to hear about any nore damed roads! What're we
going to do about getting off this nudball ?" He searched the circle of faces. "Leadfoot, where are
you?"

Leadf oot waved a hand. "Over here. And we're not going to do a dammed thing about getting off the
skin. W're stuck."

"Stuck?" Stretch wal ked around the fire until he stood before Leadfoot. "Wat about Nunber Ten?"
Leadf oot shrugged. "What about it?"
"Can't you rig sonething?"

Leadf oot shook his head, then laughed. "I'ma pilot, Stretch. Just for the hell of it, let's say
that we can make up the fuel that bird eats, which we can't. No one here knows how. But let's say
we can. Then what? We can get up into orbit. Sightseeing tours, and that's it. Maybe we can get a
couple of million nmiles away before the air runs out. If only a couple of us goes, maybe nore."

"VWhat about an air recycler?"

Leadf oot shook his head, then | ooked up at Stretch. He shook his head again, then stood and wal ked
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out into the clearing. "Let's say there's no air probl emand no water problem-and no food problem
At Number Ten's top speed, it would take thousands—thousands—ef years just to nmake it to a trade
route." He shook his head, then | ooked around at the circle of faces.

"While I'mat it | mght as well ex the idea of a light drive." He held out his hands. "Does
anyone here know how to build one?" He | ooked around at the silent faces. "Anyone?" Leadfoot
thrust his hands into his pockets and faced the fire. "I know this rmuch about |ight drives. Just
to build it, providing someone knew how, takes a huge industrial base just to manufacture the
components. It would take generations just to put together that industrial base."

He stared at the fire a nonent |onger. "Besides, the only drive | know anything about is too big
for Nunber Ten. See... we'd have to build a ship, as well." He | ooked at the advance nanager
"Hell, Stretch, we don't even have the know how or the parts to put together a deep space radio."
Leadf oot went back to his place and sat down.

Stretch rubbed the back of his neck, then threw his enpty jug into the fire. "Damm!" He turned
away fromthe fire, went back to his place and sat down.

Again silence, save the crackle of the fire, then a slender figure across the fire from Stretch
stood up. "Mst of you don't know nme. |'m Rhoda Lerner, in wardrobe. | joined the show in Ahngar
just before... this." She frowned and pl aced her hands on her hips. "Well, | just want to know
somet hi ng. \What happened? |'ve been with this down at the corners, hard |uck gang for nost a year
now, and nobody tal ks about it. What happened? Wiy?" She | ooked around the fire until Warts Tho
stood up and noved into the clearing.

The Pendiian rubbed his bunmpy chin. "There's a |lot of you that joined |last season. Karl Arnheim
sabotaged the City of Baraboo and marooned us here. Arnheim and John J. O Hara had a | ong feud
going. Arnheim s conpany built the ship for the Governor, but he never intended to deliver

I nstead he was planning on selling the thing as a warship to soneone el se for about doubl e what

O Hara contracted to pay him In any event, O Hara snatched the ship before Arnheimcould conplete
the deal with the other party. O Hara paid for the ship, but Arnheimlost his shirt all the sane.
Ever since, Arnheims been after the show. " Warts held out his hands. "Except Arnheims dead now. "

Mange Ranger, the veterinarian, stood up. "Warts, don't forget; Arnheimwas crazier than a sock
full of bedbugs." Mange | ooked around. "Bone Breaker told me that on the ship when he exam ned
Arnheim s body." Mange sat down.

Warts shrugged. "That's about it." He returned to his place

and sat down. Rhoda the wardrobe | ady, hands still on hips, |ooked around at the silent faces,
then sat down. Boss can-vasman Duckfoot Tarzal c sat shaking his head. Little WII |eaned over and
shook the huge man's arm

"Duckf oot ?"

The boss canvasman conti nued shaking his head. "Damrit. Dammit, Little WIIl. If we don't do
somet hi ng soon, we are whi pped."” He | ooked up at the troupers surrounding the fire and pointed his
finger at thein. "Look at them This is supposed to be a celebration—a holiday." He lowered his
arm "Just look at them"

Little WIIl studied the faces. All of themwere lost in thought. Al of themread: whipped, done,
defeated. In the cart.

A horrible aroma assaulted her nostrils and an ink-covered hand gave her one of the evil-snelling
maps of Monus. The aroma noved on and she studied the |ines and snears that represented the planet
upon which she was sitting.

As she studied the map, the defeated faces around her fell into a collage of other inpressions:
the geol ogical fault that had done away with a week's work in the Snake Mountain Gap, Goofy Joe at
the fire tal king about fighting ghosts, Packy crushed at seeing his tenporary shelter turned into
a permanent hone, Shiner Pete saying that you can kill troupers and you can kill animls, but you
can never kill the show.
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On the nap was represented the huge geological rift that extended fromthe harbor at Tarzak
straight normoff the end of the Central Continent. The formati on had no name. Al of it cane
together in her head: the place, the situation, the nood, what the name should be. It was al so
clear to her who should say the nanme. She cl osed her eyes and searched the crowd with her nind.
When she found the one she was | ooking for, she planted the nane.

" Ah- hah!"

Everyone | ooked toward the source of the exclamation. Cholly Jacoby, the tranp clown, sprang to
his feet and wal ked quickly into the clearing. He stood next to the fire, held up his map in order
that he could read by its light, then he lowered the nap to his side. He | ooked around. "Bl acky?"

The |ithographer stood and wal ked over. "What?"
Cholly stabbed at the map with his finger. "Wat's that?"

Bl acky shrugged. "I don't know. It's sort of a nobuntain. Leadfoot drew it that way."

Cholly nodded. "I see. | see." As Blacky returned to his place, everyone faced" their maps toward
the fire to try and see what had captured the clown's interest. Cholly turned toward Leadfoot.
"Leadf oot, what is this thing?"

Leadf oot got up and wal ked over to the clown. He | ooked to see where Cholly's finger was pointing.
"Ch. That's a long geological rift in the planet's crust. It begins a little north of Tarzak

her e"—he poi nted—and goes straight north right off the end of the continent as far as | could see
fromloworbit. See, it's a big fold in the crust. Maybe plates in the planet's crust grinding
together. It probably means frequent quakes near the fault zone."

Cholly | ooked at Leadfoot. "How conme it's not nanmed?"

Leadf oot | ooked at Cholly, eyebrows upraised. "What was | going to call it?"

Cholly snorted. "It's obvious." He | ooked around at the faces. "Arnheimis Fault."

For ten full seconds the troupers stared at the clown; then the |aughi ng began. Between their
tears they borrowed the few pencils that remmi ned, or used pieces of charcoal, and marked the nane
on their nmaps. True, it was Arnheims Fault. Cholly bowed, doffed the derby that he no | onger
wore, then retired to the circle.

That night they ate, drank and sang the show songs. Dr. Weens borrowed a hostler and four horses,
went to Number One, and came back with the calliope. The boiler was fired up, and then the shrieks
of the steamnusic joined the |aughter, the conbination forever putting to rest the ghost of Karl
Arn-heim

The next three days saw clowns, jugglers, riders and others performtheir acts. Little WII
proudly stood beside Reg as the bulls paraded tail-and-trunk around the crude ring of cut |ogs on
The Show. On Teardown, the fourth day of The Season, the troupers headed back toward their towns
to continue all the nmundane tasks of day-to-day survival. No one could ever be accused of saying
that they | ooked |ike one, but they were once again a show.

TVELVE

Upon returning to Mira nost of the road gang repaired harness, tools, and wagons. The renai nder
constructed a piling, beam and plank bridge across the Fake Foot River, opening the southern
route around Table Lake, the first step in constructing the Mira—Kuum ¢ Road. Daybreak of the
nmorni ng following the conpletion of the bridge saw the bull-hands | ead their charges fromthe
kraal to the bridge agai nst a hushed background of harness jingles and the | ow grunble a pl anet
seens to nake when nore than one el ephant at a tinme wal ks.

The bulls were clucked to a halt, the soil of Mpnus stopped shaking, and the grunble was repl aced
by the shouts, curses, profanities, blasphem es, obscenities, and other affectionate expressions
of the hostlers bringing into line their wagons and tinber-skidding teanms. As norning' s progress
filled in the night's grays with col or, Cookie Jo Wayne pulled up her cookhouse wagon at the end
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of the col um.

Little WIIl's thoughts ski pped among her nenories of the many nornings standing in line with the
bulls. There were the chilly nornings in the Snake Muntain Gap, standing next to Reg. But there
were the many nornings sitting on Bull hook

WIlly's shoulders next to Mng. The shadows of the bulls had stood agai nst strange skies of
orange, red, purple, and blue. At tines the air would be so dry her tongue would stick to the top
of her nouth. El sewhere, noving onto the | ot of another strange city on another strange planet,
the air mght be so humd that everyone's clothes were drenched before the sun peeked over the
hori zon. On one planet, every norning was greeted by flurries of fat snowfl akes that would nelt as
soon as they touched the ground.

She | ooked at her gold-tipped bull hook and renenbered her father putting M ng through her paces.
Both bulls and bull hands were killed, or just grew old and di sappeared. But the nore the show
changed, the nore it becane to her a fixed place in a constantly changi ng uni verse. She turned,
| ooked down the line of bulls, and watched M ng until the waving of a hand caught her attention
Shiner Pete was clinbing into the harness wagon

"All ready to go, Little WII?"

She waved back. "All ready." She turned to Reg and petted the bull's shoulder. "Are you all ready,
girl?"«' Reg snorted and nodded her head.

"Little WII?" She | ooked forward and saw Packy notioning with his hand for her to cone on. She
wal ked up and stood next to the boss el ephant man as he held out his map, and pointed at the lines
and scribbles that had been entered upon it by the trail blazing gang. "Wat the hell does that
say?"

She gl anced at it, then | ooked up at Packy. "It says, 'Soft area. Follow the north trail.""

Packy slowy shook his head as he | ooked again at the map. "Well, | guess it's ny gl asses instead
of Short Mrt's witin'." He | ooked back at Little WII. "You think you can read this map, follow
the bl azes, and push Reg at the sane tinme?"

"I think so."

Packy rubbed his chin, then pointed toward the bridge. "Then when we get across the bridge, nove
Reg to the front end. | don't want us rollin' into a quicksand bath because ny gl asses don't work
so good."

Little WIIl took the map. "Wat did Mange say about your eyes?"

"He's a dammed vet." Packy disnissed the subject with a wave of his hand, then raised an eyebrow
and glared at Little WIIl. "And don't you go peekin' inside ny head—er anyone el se' s—wi t hout
permi ssion. Hear?"

They both turned and | ooked as Waxy Adnelli came fromthe door of his house and wal ked up to
Packy. Waxy | ooked past the bridge toward the southern edge of the | ake, then | ooked back at
Packy. "You about ready?"

" About . "

Little WIIl observed Waxy's apparently pernmanent frown. "Good norning, Waxy."
Waxy shook his head. "I'll let you know. "

"I's sonet hing wong?"

Packy studied the town of Mira's record keeper. "Waxy, you do | ook sort of in the mddle of
sonet hing sticky."

Waxy snorted, rubbed his chin, and pointed his hand toward the south. "Turtl ehead cane up from
Tarzak | ast night. You know what Warts has ne doin' now? |'m supposed to interview everybody and

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20B...us%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (46 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt
record their renenbrances of the show "
"What's wong with that?"

"Wth the old wheeze popul ati on we got, do you have any idea how long that's goin' to take? And
Warts wants copies before we go down to Tarzak for The Season next. Wat am | supposed to record
on? Bl acky Squab hasn't sent any nore paper up here in nore'n a nonth. |'malready keepin' notes
on the dam walls."

Packy grinned and shook his head. "Sounds |ike you found your life's work."
Little WIIl placed a hand on Waxy's shoul der. "Look upon it as a challenge.”

Waxy shrugged off her hand. "This is too early in the day for cracks fromthe back of the-blues."
He | ooked at Packy. "I don't have to do this stuff. It's not like | was bein' paid."

Little WIIl pointed a finger at Waxy. "You are too being paid. Stew Travers gave you a whol e sack
of cobit roots for marrying himto D anonds Mary." She turned to Packy. "Wat are you going to pay
to have Waxy marry you to Cookie Jo?"

Packy snorted. "I already got nme an el ephant, short stuff. What do | need a wife for?"
Little WIIl frowned and grinned at the sane tine. "You don't know?"

Waxy waved his arm about. "Enough, you two! | got serious problens." He | owered his voice and
moved nore closely to Packy. "That's the thing." He pointed his thunb at this chest. "Me marryin
people. My Great Bool abong, Packy! Poge Loder canme to ne after | married Stew and Di anbnds and
told me I'd burn in hellfire, brinmstone, and such for doin' that."

"You worryin' about that, Waxy?"

"No. Not that." Waxy sighed. "It's just that sone others want to get married, too. That'll have
Poge screamin' damation in the square twenty-three hours a day." He | ooked at Little WII, then
up at Packy. "And what if he's right? Who am| to be marryin' people?”

Little WIIl snmiled, a glint of mschief in her eyes. "Waxy, who better than the boss harness man
to tie the knot?"

Waxy's glowering face studied Little WII for a nonent. He then spake: "If you know what's good
for you, sprout, don't risk readin' nmy mnd right about now " He | ooked at Packy. "Look, the
reason |'mhere is to find out if you can find sonething for Dot the Pot to do on the road gang."

"There's nothin' for her to do now that Queenie's dead. Wiy do you want her out of town?"
"Why?" Waxy's voice |owered. "She's after ny bones, that's why!"
Packy held out his hands. "There's nothin' | can do, 'cept give the bride away."

Waxy turned abruptly and nmarched back to his house. "Goddanmm bul | hands been shovelin' plop so |ong
their heads're packed solid with it!"

A call came fromthe colum, and Packy answered it by waving his bull hook above his head. He

| onered the bull hook and faced Little WII. "Get on back to your rubber nule, bull-hand. W .got a
mess of trees to push over and clear before nmaking canp." She began wal ki ng toward Reg when Packy
called out. "Hey!" She turned and | ooked back at the boss el ephant man. "And you put that nonsense
about Cookie Jo out on the lot. Don't want to be givin' her any dunb ideas."

Packy cl ucked at Robber and the col um began to nove, lifting the dust into the still norning air
as it followed the boss el ephant man across the Fake Foot River Bridge.

Deep in the Great Muck Swanp, Waco Whacko awakened froma troubled dream He lifted hinself up on
one el bow and studied the interior of his hut. Nothing seened unusual except for the many

i nprovenents that Fireball had nmade. He | ooked at the woven curtain he had nade to separate their
sl eepi ng quarters.
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"Firebal | ?" he whispered. Getting no reply, Waco | owered hinsel f back down upon his sleeping mat
and closed his eyes. He tried to drift into sleep, but strange, threatening thoughts

interfered. He and Fireball |ived al nost as brother and sister. Her conpany, once thought by Waco
to be an intrusion on his isolation, turned out to be not only pleasant and entertaining, but had
becone a vital pan of his existence.

In his head he conjured up a vision of the shuttle pilot. Hanah Sanagi. Long bl ack hair agai nst
the cream ness of her skin; her face always sonething of joy, sensual ness, or serenity—

Waco suddenly sat up. "Yes, Waco, you stupid bastard," he said quietly to hinself. "You' ve done it
again." Love. Goddammed | ove.

Al though it seened |ike yesterday, it nust have been nonths ago that Hanah Sanagi and he sat
outside, facing each other across the night's cooking fire. And Hanah was tal ki ng. Waco had
noticed that he wasn't listening to her words; he was watching the novenent of her |ips, the black
flash of her |ong-lashed eyes, the subtle notion of the nmuscles beneath the skin of her |ong neck
And he had stopped—had frozen everything that he could or ever would feel. He had left the fire
and had wal ked the darkness until he stood next to the nmound of eggs.

"Are you | eaving us, Waco? WIIl you |l eave with the fenal e?"
He | ooked up at the stars. "No. | won't |eave you."
"We can feel your feelings, Waco. There is a war within you. Who will care for us when you | eave?"

Waco | owered his glance, rubbed his eyes, and shook his head. "I won't |eave you. | proni sed your
parents. "

"You think you do not feel, Waco. But we can see past the walls you have built in your m nd. You
feel, Waco. You |love the fermale."

"Silence!" Waco breathed hard for a nonment, then closed his eyes. "It doesn't matter. It will
never matter. | nade ny prom se."

He turned and | ooked down the hiir toward the wash of yellow |Iight made by the cooking fire.
Beyond that place of |ight was the absol ute bl ackness of the jungle and the cl oud-covered night
sky. Alnpst in the center of that |ight, Hanah knelt as she nade tea fromthe strange-tasting

| eaves she had di scovered. That l|ight, that wonman; the center of Waco's universe. He |owered a
shield of icy indifference over his realization. There would be—oul d be—no | ove.

To love is to risk too nuch.
He returned to the fire, had his cobit bread and tea, and

listened with detachnent as Hanah tal ked about trying to capture and train one of the swanp
nmonsters. He had joined the conversation, his internal war placed far behind him

He had thought it was far behind him As he sat upon his sleeping pallet cursing hinself, his
feelings, and Hanah Sanagi, he knew that he had once agai n opened hinself up to the sickness. He
pull ed on his clothes and spoke in the direction of the grass curtain. "Hanah? Hanah? We have to
tal k. "

He stood, pulled on his shirt, and | ooked around the edge of the curtain. "Hanah?" She was not
upon her sleeping mat. He turned, wal ked through the hut's entrance, and stood in the early
nmorning light searching the treeline. He heard a | ow nban, and when he faced the direction of the
sound, he saw Hanah's hal f-dressed body col | apsed upon the nound/rf eggs.

"Hanah!" The scream cane fromhis gut. He ran up the hill, pulled her body fromthe nound, and
cradl ed her head as he knelt upon the grass. "Danmmit, Hanah. | told you to stay away fromthem |
told you!"

Her eyes fluttered open and her mouth worked at soundl ess words. Waco faced the nmound. "Stop it!
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St op whatever you're doing! Stop it, or I'lIl smash every dammed one of you!"

Hanah seenmed alnost to turn to liquid in his arns as a timd whinper fought itself from her nouth.
"I didn"t.. .Waco, | didn't. In ny sleep. They came to nme... in ny sleep." Her whinper evolved
into racking sobs as she lifted her arns and w apped them around Waco's wai st, her face buried in
hi s chest.

He pl aced his cheek against the top of her head. "Wy? Dammt, why?"

And the eggs spoke to him "A precaution, Waco."

" Agai nst what ?"

"You | ove her. We need you, but you love her. She is dangerous to us." *
"She is no threat to you! | pronised your parents!”

"Proni ses can be broken, Waco. She nust die."

"Di e?" Waco placed his right arm beneath Hanah's knees and stood lifting her. "I'm noving her out
of your range. She does not die!"

"She dies. W nust protect ourselves. We will kill her mind before you can take her away fromus."
Waco noistened his lips. "Don't do this. Don't do this to ne."
"W nust protect ourselves, Wco."

Waco | owered his head until his cheek was agai nst Hanah's. "Don't you understand that you are
going to need soneone else to take care of you after I'mdead? It will take al nbst three hundred
years before you may | eave your shells. | will only be alive, perhaps, another fifteen or twenty
years, if that."

The eggs were silent.

Waco lifted his head. "There will have to be soneone to take care of you after | die. For that, |
must have a child. To do that, | need this woman. | need... Hanah. Kill her and you kil
yourselves." He turned away fromthe nound. "May | take her away, now? Speak to ne!"

The t hought cane, timd and repentant. "If we |et you have her, Waco, do you pronise not to punish
us?

"l prom se."

Waco wal ked fromthe nound carrying the now unconsci ous wonan. He whi spered into her unhearing
ear, "Dam ne. Damm me, but | |ove you."

Many nights later, in the road gang's canp deep in the G eat Muck Swanp, Little WIIl drew her |ips
away from Pete's, her glance cast down. "My face, Pete, it feels so hot."

"M ne, too."
She | ooked around at the dark of the canp. "Wat if soneone saw us?"

"What if they did?" He nestled her head in the crook of his arm "Cone on, Little WIIl. You're
stiff as a board. Pocky's going to be getting us up at the crack. He wants five niles of road
cl eared before tonmorrow night. Go to sleep.”

"I can't." She sniffed.
"Now what's wrong?"
She buried her face in his chest. "I don't know. |'m so confused."

He wrapped his arnms around her. "Now, |ook, you. You love me and | love you. That's howit's
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al ways going to be. There's nothing confusing about that."
She | ooked up into his face. He wiped the tears from her cheeks. "Pete..."
"Quit crying, Little WIIl. W haven't done anything."
" Pet e?"
He kissed the tip of her nose. "Wat?"
Her hand stole beneath his shirt and caressed his chest. "Pete, | |ove you."
Pete swal | owed, and quickly glanced around. The rest of

the road canp was dead asleep. "Er..." He swallowed again. H s face was burning up, and in other
districts strange and wonderful things were happening. "I, uh..."

"Pete?" Her hand began unbuttoning his shirt.
"Who... what?"

"Say you |l ove ne, Pete. Say you |love ne nore than anything else in the world." She opened his
shirt and kissed his chest.

Pete wrapped his arns around her, held her tight, then rel eased one hand to Iift her chin toward
his face. "I feel so crazy right now. | |love you. Little WIIl. | love you nore than anything el se
in the Universe."

He swal | owed, then touched his lips to hers.
THI RTEEN

Twenty mles of new road through the swanp, and the |l ead gang of bulls had nade it to the gentle
foothills of the Upland Mwuntains. There was a natural pass through the nountains, then a gentle
.slope down into the Great Desert all of the way to where Nunber Seven had gone down. Once there,
the Mira-Kuum ¢ Road woul d be done.

Packy Dern sat in front of the canpfire. He | ooked at Pete Adnelli, then turned and | ooked at
Little WIIl. Again he | ooked at Pete, then back at Little WII. He shrugged and | ooked down. "I
don't know. On Earth, I'd know. Here things are different." He | ooked at Pete. "I'mpretty darned

sure what Waxy's going to say, though."

Pete squeezed Little WII's hand. "It doesn't matter." He | eaned over and ki ssed her cheek. "I'm
t hi nki ng about going back to Mira with the supply wagon and aski ng Waxy."

Packy scratched his head. "I don't know, kids. You two are awful young." He shrugged”®. "But the
two of you are beautiful, and,"” he pushed hinself to his feet, "I'"'mjust an old man."

Pete | ooked up at the boss el ephant nman. "Packy. Were're you goi ng?"
Packy | ooked around at the road gang eating their evening

meal s, gl anced at the cookhouse wagon, then | ooked back at Pete aiid Little WIf. "I think I'll go
see if | can find nyself an old woman."

In their new hut, farther fromthe egg nmound, Hanah and Waco sat together in the dark, watching
the light fromthe cooking fire outside. H's armwas around her shoul ders, and she | eaned her ful
wei ght agai nst him Wco turned his head and | ooked down into Hanah's face. Her eyes were
transfixed by the light of the fire.

"Hanah, what are you thinking?"

The frozen expression on her face slowy nelted as her eyes closed. "I was trying to renenber the
checkout sequence for launching the car. | knew that better than nmy own nane." She was silent for
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along tine. "It's all scranbled up, now-great gaping blanks." Her head shook slowy. "I don't
know. Those eggs. They've taken so nuch fromne." She | ooked up into Waco's face. "Waco. | can't
even renmenber ny nother's face."

He pl aced his hand agai nst her head and pressed her face against his chest. "Ssendissians have
great powers, Hanah. The adults take them for granted and they know when and how to use them
Those eggs are just babies.”

Hanah si ghed. "What they did...what they said." She shook her head. "About the last word |I'd use
to describe themis 'babies'."

Waco | ooked at the fire while he searched for the proper words. "Ssendissians pass on their
menories to their children. Each one of those eggs possesses the nenories, know edge, and nental
skills that woul d take a hunman thousands of years to acquire." He paused and | ooked down at her
"But they are still babies. They aren't mature in how to use their powers. Wat woul d a hunan baby
be like if it could destroy ninds at whinP"

Hanah shuddered. "It frightens ne.'
know we' re out of range here?"

She pointed toward where the old hut once stood. "How do we

"Wt don't. | didn't think the range expanded as they grew older, but it does. |I'mcertain that
they wouldn't be particularly honest on the subject. Again, they are just babies.”

Hanah | ooked above the fire toward the darkness which contai ned the nound of eggs. "It nust be
| onely for them"

Waco | ooked toward the darkness. "I never thought of it.

It probably is. Ssendissian parents are constantly in contact with their children before they
hatch. They instruct, teach..."

Hanah | ooked up at Waco. "And they love. They love and they teach their'children |ove. Don't
t hey?"

"Yes."

She pointed toward the darkness. "If they have their parents' nenories, they know what their
parents experienced as babies. They know what being |oved neans.” She | owered her hand as she
| ooked up at him "You haven't given themthat."

He shook his head and renmi ned sil ent.

"I can't blame a baby for crying and striking out when it is mstreated. And by denying them your
| ove, you have nmistreated them"™

Waco closed his eyes. "Loving is not always an easy thing to do."
She lifted a hand and placed it against his cheek. "You said you | oved ne."
"Yes. But | did not say it was easy."

She pulled his head down until their lips touched. When she rel eased him she again faced the
fire. "It will becone easier for you to | ove the |longer you are |oved."

Waco joined her in looking at the fire. H s soul shuddered at the thought of trading in
confortabl e desolation for the uncertainties of |oving and being | oved. He | ooked up toward the
mound and whi spered. "Have you been |i stening?"

The answer came into his mnd. "Yes."
"Then your powers extend to here?"

"And beyond. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20B...us%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (51 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt

Waco nodded. "I have been wrong. Fromnow on | shall love you as if | was parent to you all. And
so will this woman, if she chooses. But you nust |et her choose."

There was silence fromthe nound, but Waco felt Hanah's hand squeeze his arm He | ooked down, and
Hanah Sanagi was smling.

The grade down the foothills fromthe Upland Mountain Pass was gentle, the work consisting chiefly
of nmoving boulders and clearing the thorned desert scrub. It was hot work, and dusty. At night the
special cold of the desert had the bull hands near their fires.

It was Payday, the eleventh of Quake, and the talk around the fires began with excited
antici pations about seeing old" friends who had gone down with boss property nman G abbit

Kuum c in Number Seven. Eventually the talk turned to how the town of Mira would represent itself
in the parade come The Season in Tarzak two nont hs hence.

Little WIIl heard none of the talk, and when the desert chill finally drove her conpani ons beneath
their angel hair bl ankets, she renained sitting up alone, staring into the fire. Eleven days ago,
Shi ner Pete had taken the supply wagon into Mira to ask his father about marrying her. Each night
at the fire since, her doubts about Waxy's approval grew.

Her body shuddered with a chill, and she added nore wood to the fire. The supply wagon had
returned that norning, and Pete hadn't been with it. The hostler who drove the wagon, Bye Jim
woul d only say that things seenmed "durned tense" in Mira town. Wen aslted to el aborate, Bye Jim
scow ed, thought for a moment, then shook his head. "Jes' tense. Durned tense!" He then began
searching for help in |oading the wagon

Little WIIl |ooked around at the canp and saw the dark shapes that were her sleeping conrades.
Many of them had paired up, sleeping together. Because there were no bushes or trees behind which
to seek privacy, the desert formof |ove consisted mainly of hot breathing and furtive gropes
beneath bl ankets. She turned and | ooked over her left shoul der.

Next to one of the bl anket-covered nounds, Packy's bull-hook was planted in the sand. Hangi ng from
the handl e was Cookie Jo's plaid cap. Little WII turned back to the fire, w shing that her
thoughts could carry all of the way back to Mira and Shiner Pete.

At that nonment she heard the Perches tied up along the nag line getting restless. She stood and
wal ked around the sleeping fornms, wondering if some strange ani nal was bothering the horses. Wile
they were working their way through the G eat Mick, several nenbers of the road gang caught
glinpses of sone the planet's ani mated w erdness-huge dragons, |aughing |izards. The sizes

i nvol ved increased with each telling around the fire.

She approached the string of huge horses and saw Shiner Pete wal king toward her, his hands thrust
into his pockets, his blanket roll hanging linply in the crook of his left arm

"Pete!"
He junped as her call slammed his consciousness. "Unh... hi, Little WII."

She hugged him kissed him and upon getting |ess than enthusiastic response, she |ooked up into
his troubl ed face.

"Pete, what's wong? Aren't you glad to see nme?"

He Iifted a hand and touched her cheek. "Sure. Sure | am" He kissed her again. ""It's just that
things didn't work out so good." He shivered agai nst the cold, bent over, and picked up his
bl anket roll. "Let's get under sone covers. | just realized that I'mfreezing."

Later, as they snuggl ed together beneath their blankets, Little WIIl buried herself in the crook
of Pete's shoulder. "Now, Pete. Wat is it? Wiat did Waxy say?"

"I never asked him" He was quiet as Little WIIl's body stiffened. "/ meant to, but you don't know
how things are in Mira. It seens |ike everybody's mad at Waxy and Waxy's nad at everybody. Page
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Loder and sone ot hers've got the whol e town upset about Waxy marrying Stew and Di anonds. It got so
bad that Stew and Di anonds noved out of town and went north to live in'Dirak."

This, it seens, was only the begi nning. Waxy had been so angry about Stew and D anonds bei ng
driven out of town that he had "officially" annull ed Poge Loder's marriage to Baggage Horse Betty,
ef fectively maki ng bastards out' of Poge's three children. In retaliation, Poge publicly accused
Dot the Pot of adulterating with Waxy. Wen Dot |earned of this, she broke Poge's nose. \Wen Waxy
| earned of this, he "officially" an-nalled the weddi ng of Poge Loder's parents, naking Poge a
bastard in name as well as in disposition

Now, Poge never recogni zed any of Waxy's "official dissolutions," but his w fe, Baggage Horse
Betty, did, for reasons of her own, no doubt. And now that she was free and cl ear of Poge & Sons,
she noved out and was begi nning to | et wheel wight Sunburst Sid call upon her. In Sunburst's
house.

To make a conplicated story | ess so, Waxy perforned two weddings in absentia: Baggage Horse Betty
to Sunburst Sid (purely an act of altruismto keep themfromsin), and Poge Loder to his own

nmot her (endi ng Poge's bastardi sm but rendering his status sonmething nore colorful). Poge then set
up his own narriage concession, arguing that if Waxy could, so could anyone. He then proceeded to
marry, in absentia, Dot , the Pot to Daisy, a retired Percheron; and then he married Waxy to Waxy,
telling Waxy in public and in person the full neaning of this enigmatic relationship.

Al inall, the time was not ripe for a fifteen-year-old son to ask his father if he could marry a
fourteen-year-old girl. Shiner Pete decided at that point to take a horse and head back

to the road gang before things started getting ridicul ous.

Little WIIl, now possessing a better understandi ng of the phrase "durned tense," squeezed Pete's
hand and asked: "What are we going to do?"

Pete | ooked up at the stars and was silent for a long time. "Little WII?"
"Yes, Pete?"
"Can you place a thought in soneone else's m nd?"

She frowned as she thought back to The Season the first. She had placed the name "Arnheims Fault"
into Cholly Ja-coby's mind. She noistened her |ips and | ooked up into Pete's face. "/ think so.
I'"ve done it before.™

"I'"ve played with it sone, and | think | can, too.
plan. If it works, we'll wind up narried."

Pete cl osed his eyes and nodded. "/ have a

"What if it doesn't work?"

Pete sighed. "The way things are going in Mira right now, |I'll probably wind up narried to Packy
and you'll be the proud nother of the whole blamed herd of bulls."

Waco pushed hinself off fromthe bottomof the |ake. As his head broke the surface, he inhaled
deeply of the rain-washed air.

"Waco! "
He paddl ed around to see Hanah Sanagi standing on the shore. "What?"

"Just a minute." She renoved her clothing, dived into the water, and swamtoward himw th cl ean,
swift strokes. She canme to a stop next to him "I checked out the racket."

Waco paddl ed in place, slightly unconfortable. "Wat was it?"

"There's a road through the jungle a little north of us. The gang that built it is heading back
toward Nunber Three."

"How cl ose is the road?"
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"Along the top of that crest, out of the swamp. Four or five mles."

"That's still pretty close.
the eggs deeper into the jungle. They're dangerous.

Waco | ooked down at the ripples in the water. "Maybe 1'd better nove
" He began swimmng toward the shore.”

"Wait, Waco."

He turned and faced her. "Wat is it?"

"You don't have to nove themright this mnute, do you?"

"It's not that. I'm. .just not... you know. "

She swam next to him and touched his cheek. "No, don't pull away. Waco?"
"Wat ?"

"Waco, just close your eyes."

"What for?"

"Don't ask so many damed questions. C ose your eyes."

He cl osed his eyes. "Now what ?"

Hanah smiled. "Now, take a deep breath." As Waco conplied, she wapped her arns and | egs around
hi m and ki ssed himas the water closed over their heads.

FOURTEEN

When the road gang returned to Mira after conpleting the road to Kuunmic, it was hard to ignore
the signs. Upon Waxy's house was a sign that read: "The Pope." Farther up the street, hanging from
the edge of Poge Loder's roof, was a sign that read: "The real Pope. Vi price!" Farther up the
street, painted in Waxy's unmi stakable style, a sign | eaned agai nst Sunburst Sid's house, which
read: "In here sleeps the cheap pope's ex-wi fe." Against the kraal fence was a sign that read:
"Waxy's harem Anything on all fours apply within."

True, the signs were troubl ed.

After securing the bulls, Little WIIl and Shiner Pete sat upon the |logs of the kraal fence | ooking
down at the town. Packy and the other bull hands had descended the grassy slope and were wal ki ng
Mira's dusty street to get to their houses. Little WII swall owed against the hard lunp in her
throat and turned to Pete. "Wiere do we begi n?"

Shi ner Pete shielded his eyes against the sun and exanined the town. "This is |like harness that's
been all tossed around and scranmbled in a trunk. It just |ooks like a bunch of hooks and knots;
but you can fix it. Wat you have to do is, one by

one, untie each knot, unhook each hook." He pointed his finger at Sunburst Sid s house. "There's
where we start."

Dot the Pot Drake sat on a | ong stone bench in the shade of her house's porch near the kraal
Cooki e Jo Wayne having secured the cookhouse wagon and horses, joined Dot on the bench. After an
initial exchange of greetings and news, Cookie Jo pushed her silver-blond hair from her eyes and
nodded toward the town. "How are you and Waxy getting on."

"About |ike dogs' n'cats. You and Packy?"
Cooki e Jo sighed and shook her head. "I don't know "

They absent-nmi ndedly watched the heat of Mira's street nake the air above it dance. There were
the sounds of angry voices com ng from Sunburst Sid' s place, and Dot raised her eyebrows when she
saw Baggage Horse Betty march from Sunburst's door. "Now, will you look at that."
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Cooki e Jo watched as Sunburst stood in his doorway, calling out to Betty. Betty turned to reply
and saw Waxy's "In here sleeps the cheap pope's ex-wife" sign. Picking up the sign, Betty turned
abruptly and wal ked with rapid strides toward Poge Loder's place. Cookie Jo | ooked at Dot. "What
do you suppose i s happeni ng?"

Dot the Pot shook her head and watched as Betty | eaned the sign next to Poge's door, picked up a
rock, and scratched the "ex-" out of the sign's wording. Wen she was finished, she exam ned the
results of her efforts, then took a deep breath and di sappeared into the darkness of Poge's
doorway. After a few nonents, Poge appeared in the doorway, went to where his "The real pope! ¥2
price!" sign was hanging and took it down. He turned, read the sign | eaning next to his door,

pi cked up the sign, and carried both of the signs indoors. A nonent |ater, Poge ran fromthe
doorway toward Dot's house. As he approached, Dot nodded. "How you doin', Poge?"

The nman nodded, ran past the house to the kraal fence, picked up the "Waxy's harent sign there,
then turned and ran back to his own house. Seconds after he had entered it, Poge's door curtain
covered the entrance to his house.

Dot | eaned back against the front wall of her house. "Now if | was Motch Mwill, 1'd say there
m ght be a story in that."

Cooki e Jo | eaned forward, and a few nonents |ater, Waxy wal ked fromthe door of his house. His
eyes were confusion capped by a frown. He stood in the sun for a nonment, scratched his head, and
| ooked back at his house. Lowering his hand,

he rushed to his "The Pope" sign, pulled it fromthe wall, and threw it inside the house as though
the sign enbarrassed him The deed done, Waxy sat down upon a split-stunp chair next to his door
and stared in the direction of Poge Loder's place.

After a few nore monents, Cookie Jo and Dot watched Poge Loder emerge from his doorway at the same
time that Waxy got to his feet. Slowy, as though their feet were dragging through w nter syrup,
the two nen approached each other, neeting in the center of the street. The two wonen coul d see
that the two nen were talking, and that it was talk instead of scream ng was an event.

Cooki e Jo shook her head. "I don't get it. | thought you said those two had been going at it l|ike

Arnhei m and t he CGovernor." , -

Dot nodded, observed the two nmen shake hands, then rubbed her eyes as the two nen turned and

wal ked back to their hormes. When she opened her eyes she studied the deserted street, heard

| aught er nearby, and turned her gaze toward the kraal fence. She pointed at Little WII and Shiner
Pete. "Now aren't those two just falling all over thenselves just a bit?"

Cooki e Jo studied the pair and | ooked back at Dot. "You don't suppose they were working a little
of their think-and-do?"

"That's exactly what | suppose. Naughty, naughty."

Cookie Jo lifted her head, studied Packy Dern's house for a nonent, then turned to Dot. "I don't
i magi ne that they take requests."

"Hrfm " Dot rubbed her chin, |ooked at Waxy's house, and nodded. "I bet they do." She grinned and
| ooked at Cookie Jo. "If they don't soneone who shall remain naneless might just rat on themto
Waxy. "

The two wonen stood and headed for the kraal fence.

Waxy sat on his cushion before his Iow plank table trying to wite yesterday's entry in the Mira
book. He chewed upon his reed pen for a nmonment, then tossed the thing down. "I don't understand
it." He held his armout toward the walls of the room "I do not understand it! | hate that
sonof abi tch!"

H s fist slammed down upon the table. "And there | was, pleasant as you please, standing in the
m ddl e of the dammed street, in broad daylight, shaking hands— He shook his head. "Maybe |'m
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sick."
He | ooked down at the papers, then swept themfromthe

table with a single stroke of his arm "Boring! That's what you are! D-e-d deadly dull ~goddammed
paper wor k! "

He | eaned his back against the wall and | ooked at Mira's street through his open doorway. "Got
half a mind to put my dammed sign back up."

A great cal mwashed over him He |eaned the back of his head against the wall and closed his eyes.
The faint sounds of the wi ndjanmers pounding out ragtinme in the main top began thunping at the

i nsides of his eardrunms as the full conplement of seventy-five bulls went tail-and-trunk around
the hi ppodronme inside his eyelids. The image singled down to one bull. It was Queenie all decked
out in silver sequins for the spectacular. Next to Queenie's left front stood the bull hand,
Dorot hy Drake, in dark blue sequins, her glossy black hair pinned up from her neck and capped by a
| ong bl ue plune.

Waxy snmiled as he let the vision and the sounds play in his mnd. Dorothy turned, kootched al ong
wi th her pachyderm displaying her Iong, shapely legs. Her legs. They were clad in French knit
hose—the kind with seans down the back

"“vum "

She whirl ed about, and soon Waxy coul d see nothing but the sequined bullhand in the spotlight. The
top of her costune seemed to strain against her anple bosom

"Dam, but how did she ever get a handle |ike Dot the Pot?"

She smled, the scarlet of her |ips against the white of her teeth, the rich satin cream of her
skin, the sparkling black of her eyes..

the i mge wavered, her eyes changed to the color of blue, then back to black, then one was
bl ue and the other black, then both were blue and stayed that way.

He heard a tiny voice. "/ told you they were blue."
"I thought they were black," answered another tiny voice.
"Wl l, you shoul d' ve checked."

Waxy studied the imge, conforted by Dorthy's smle and the continuity of her eye pignmentation

"Well, I'mglad that's settled." Beautiful blue eyes. And, G eat Bool abong, those | egs! Those

I ong, lovely, |uscious—

Waxy opened his eyes. "l've never even seen the dammed show " He frowned. "I've al ways been
repai ring and polishing harness! |'ve never seen Dot in anything but bullcrap-covered overalls!"”

He scratched his head and tried to remenber the tinme. There nust have been a tinme when Dot was in
costune. He cl osed

his eyes, and there was Dorothy Drake inside his house. The snells! She was cocking. The cobit
bread cut like fine, aged beef filet. Waxy chewed, and by damm it was beef! Dorothy, darling,
Dorot hy. Wiere ever did you get beef on Monus? Anything for you, Waxy | ove.

Waxy stood, wal ked around his table, and stunbled out into the street. Corn on the cob, |obster,
scrappl e, potpie, turkey, cranberry sauce, waternelon, spaghetti!

Lovely, lovely Dorothy, where in the hell did you get spaghetti? Wth anti pasto? Chianti ? Mama
mal 'At's-a sone spicy neatball

Anyt hing for you, Waxy—
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Waxy opened his eyes, realizing that he had just run into soneone. He | ooked at the person's face,
and it was Packy Dern.

"Uh, hi Packy."

Packy | ooked about the dusty street, then frowned at Waxy. "Hi, Waxy. Uh, where're you goin'?"
"Dammed if | know. "

Packy nodded once. "See you there." The boss el ephant man continued his stunble down the street.

—and the | ovely Dorothy Drake again filled Waxy's vision. His feet wal ked upon cl ouds of whipped
cream the vision just out of reach. Those legs, that body, that smle, spaghetti! Waxy, | can
hel p you with the paperwork. "Dorothy," he called. "Dorothy!" "Wat is it, Waxy?"

He opened his eyes and found hinself next to the kraal, standing in front of Dot the Pot's porch
She was garbed in tattered overalls, her hair was snaggl ed, and Waxy suddenly renenbered the | ady

busting Poge Loder's nose. Still, before himflashed i nages of the bull hand, her bosom strai ning
agai nst her bl ue-sequi ned costune, French knit stockings, the snmell —the snell goddamm t —ef
spaghetti!

Waxy cl osed his eyes, rubbed them then | ooked away fromthe glorious vision just to clear his
m nd. He saw a boy and a girl sitting upon the kraal fence. They both screaned in surprise and
fell over backwards when they realized that they were | ooking at thensel ves.

Little WIIl and Shiner Pete held hands as they stood before Waxy's table, Cookie Jo and Dot the
Pot standi ng behind them Waxy sat upon his cushion while Packy stood next to him his

face a study in perpendicul ar outrage. Waxy tapped his reed pen upon the table and | poked, first
at Little WIIl, then at Shiner Pete.

n \My?ll
Shiner Pete | ooked Waxy square in the eye. "Little WIl and | want to get married.”

Waxy dropped the pen. "Hoo! Wuld that turn Poge's crank." He studied the pair, then held out his
hand. "But why all this other stuff?"

Pete shuffled his feet around some, then spoke. "You didn't seemtoo keen on narriage the |ast
time | was in town. We thought if we could square away your troubles with Poge—

"What's that got to do with me and Dot ?" Waxy pointed at the boss el ephant man. "And Packy and
Cooki e Jo?"

Dot the Pot stepped forward and placed her hand upon Little WII's shoulder. "I asked themto do
Cookie Jo and ne a favor. If it's anybody's fault, it's mne."

Cooki e Jo glanced at Packy, then at Waxy. "And mine." She |ooked at Packy, but the boss el ephant
man turned his glance toward Waxy. "Look, old son, can't we just put this thing to rest?"

Waxy | eaned back against the wall, his eyebrows attenpting to mate with his hairline. "I don't
know." He | ooked at the boss el ephant man. "Wat about you?"

Packy's face reddened as his voice lowered. "Well, | was going to ask Cooki e once we got back

anyways— Cooki e Jo issued a snall scream and al nost flattened Packy against the wall.
"You never said. Packy, you never said."

Hi s composure al nost restored, Packy | ooked into Cookie Jo's eyes. "Cookie, sone things go w thout
saying." He shrugged. '"Sides, | didn't knowif you'd go for it."

Waxy | ooked at Shiner Pete and pointed at Cookie Jo. "Wiat did you do? Did you have her slinging
hash in the altogether?"

Pete's face flushed and he remai ned silent. Waxy scratched his chin, then | ooked up at Dot the
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Pot. "Well?"
"Well, what?"
"You going to nake ne say it?"
Dot grinned. "You can bet your brass buttons on that, Waxy."
"That spaghetti was hitting below the belt."

Dot withdrew her hand fromLittle WII's shoul der and | eaned over Waxy's table. "You want
spaghetti? I'Il figure out howto make it."

Waxy | ooked down and hunched his shoul ders up and down. "What're you going to do with a one-arned
man?"

"It's not your armFminterested in."
such a jerk."

Dot nmoved around the table and knelt next to Waxy. "You are

Waxy | ooked up at Shiner Pete and Little WII. "I guess that |eaves you two." Waxy waved his arm
about. "Does Poge know about any of this?"

Both Pete and Little WIIl shook their heads.

Waxy pursed his lips for a nonent, and then nodded. "Good. Never tell him Never. Neither himnor
Baggage Horse Betty." Waxy grinned. "There's a tine and a place for everything. Now, as to you
t wo—

Weeks later, far to the south in Tarzak, Warts, the Pendiian route book man, was conferring with
his assistant, Agdok Shti-nmak, one of the turtle-shelled inhabitants of the planet Wl -I| abee.
Turtl ehead held out a paper with a two-fingered hand. "Then there is this copy of the entry for
the town of Mira."

Warts sighed, took the sheet of paper, and read it:
Wor kday, the 1st of Layup, Second year since the Crash Waxy Adnelli on the Mira Books

Today the road gang returned. No one died, and the Mira-. Kuumic Road is finished. Everybody is
getting ready for The Season the second in Tarzak Marriages annul | ed:

Baggage Horse Betty Loder to Sunburst Sid Bates;
Dot the Pot Drake to Daisy the Percheron;

Poge Loder to his nother, Agnes Loder;

Waxy Adnelli to Waxy Adnelli;

Poge Loder to the Mira town cesspool;

Waxy Adnelli to various and sundry plants and animals in the imediate vicinity of the town.
Married today:

Poge Loder to his wife, Baggage Horse Betty, to be nmade retroactive enough to take care of the
three Loder boys;

Mortinmer Loder and Agnes Loder, to be made retroactive enough to legitinze Poge in the eyes of
the religion to which he is afflicted,;

Boss el ephant man Packy Dern to Cookie Jo Wayne;
Waxy Adnelli to Dot the Pot Drake;
Shiner Pete Adnelli to Little WIl Kole. And may the G eat Bool abong | ook over us, each and every

one. Warts handed the paper back to his assistant. "Turtl ehead,"”
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he said, "our primary purpose is to preserve John J. O Hara's vision of the show W rnust devote
our every effort at making a success out of The Season the second." He waved a | unpy hand at the
paper. "l think that human mating and religious rituals are sonething better left to specialists.”

Turtl ehead gl anced at the paper, then | ooked back at Warts. "Do you still want nme to nove to Mira
and hel p Waxy?"

Warts nodded. "Waxy has conpl ai ned about the workload." Warts tapped a lunpy finger against the
paper. "Still, | wonder why Poge wedded the town cesspool? Is it synbolic?"

"I't would seemto be, since such an arrangenent hardly seenms productive." Turtl ehead pl aced the
paper into the Mira Book, then | ooked back at Warts. "Perhaps it was arranged. It was the custom
upon ny pl anet."

Warts scratched his lunps and nodded. "Perhaps. After The Season, | mght ask Waxy to explain a
few of these things. Meanwhile, there is The Seaaon for which to prepare.” Warts noticed a curious
expressi on upon Turtlehead's face, that of it which could be seen beneath his shell. "Is sonething
bot hering you?"

Turtl ehead angrily tapped one finger against the cover of the Mira Book. "It seens rather call ous
for Waxy to wed all of those plants and animals, and then to dunp them for one fenal e human."

Warts nodded. "As | said, perhaps the subject is better left to specialists.”
FI FTEEN

As the bulls crossed the delta bridges on the way to Tarzak for The Season the second, Little WII
noti ced changes. From her rolling perch upon Reg's neck, the sun reflecting fromthe nany

whi t ewashed adobe houses lining the streets made her squint her eyes. Across the delta, the houses
of the fishing village started by Leadfoot Sina dotted the dark yell ow dunes above the bl ueness of
the sea. A single pier extended fromthe beach over the water. Tied to the pier were two | arge
fishing boats with fixed nmasts and several smaller craft.

The street-side walls of sone of the houses in Tarzak sported decorations in celebration of The
Season. There were multicol ored bunches of flowers, garlands woven from scarlet-colored delta

bl ood-tails, and painted designs and show scenes. Here and there was a sign identifying the
house's inhabitant as a netal -worker, mason, carpenter, well-digger, or any of several other
occupations. Upon the wall of Cholly Jacoby's house was painted: "d owni ng—€heap Laffs." Goofy
Joe's house sported a slogan: "All the news that it pays to tell."” Upon the wall of boss canvasman
Duckf oot Tarzak's house was the sinple nessage: "Conplaints—and they better be good."

The people were different as well. Many wore | ong, hooded

robes to protect thenselves fromthe sun after the fashion of those in the desert town of Kuum c.
There were many new Monans, perched upon shoul ders or carried in arnms and back-slings. The big
change Little WIIl noticed, however, was in the faces of those who watched the bulls nove through
the town. This tine the people watched. The indifference of The Season the | ast was gone. The
faces were smiling, but Little WII could see lips silently mouthing nunbers. They were counting
the bulls that had nmade it to the cel ebration

Little WIIl closed her eyes. They would find three bulls mssing fromthe parade. Queenie and
Canbo were dead, and Duchess was in the kraal back in Mira. Duchess was too weak to make the
trip. Next season there would be fewer bulls; and then as each season cane, the people of Tarzak
woul d find thensel ves counting even fewer bulls. The inmage cane into Little WIIl's head. The bulls

were the tie to the past—+o the show To many, while the pachydernms still made parade for The
Season, that mason was still a canvasman, that cobit-root gatherer was still a juggler, and that
pai nter was still a propman. Bull hands were still bull hands, which neant the show still |ived. The

nunber of bulls making the annual parade was begi nning to becone a way of reckoning time—the tinme
remai ni ng on the show s ticket.

On the way to the kraal, the parade passed by where the celebration was held the year before. This
year planks fromMira and Porse fornmed a circle of stands around a sawdust covered ring. At one
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side of the ring, Doc Wens was polishing the calliope, while jugglers, riders, tunblers, and
equilibrists practiced their acts.

Thi ngs—puzzl e- pi eces—amne together in Little WIIl's head. The imge was unclear, but it was a wash
of despair, loneliness, death. She shook it from her m nd.

On the evening of Put Up, the first boat from M dway nmade | andfall at Tarzak. Modst of those
attendi ng The Season were there to greet those who had gone down with Nunber Two. Unaware of the
vessel 's approach, Little WIIl was with Shiner Pete, Waxy and Dot the Pot in Warts's house as
Warts went over the past year's records fromthe towm of Mira.

The [ unpy Pendiian | ooked up fromthe papers he was reading and | ooked at Waxy. "Wo are the Texas
Ri ngers?"

Waxy rubbed his chin. "Well, as | renmenber Bull hook WIly telling it, the Texas Rangers was a
programin the old United

States that gave enploynent to the nentally handi capped.”

Warts nodded. "l«ee. And this organi zation was enployed by Al G Barnes to execute the outlaw
el ephant, Bl ack Di anbnd?"

"That's about the size of it."
"As the bullhands viewit, then, these outpatients did a poor job of the execution."

Dot the Pot tapped her finger upon the papers Warts was readi ng. "Those coppers punped over two-
hundred rounds into Black D anond. | hear there was sonme question as to whether Di anond died from
gunshot wounds or starvation."

Warts held up his hand. "Coppers?' He turned to Waxy. "I thought you said that the Texas Rangers
was a work program for the nentally handi capped. "

"l did. Where do you think coppers cone fron?"

Warts stood, his bunps gathered into a stormy glower. "Upon ny planet, Waxy, | was a translator in
the Bureau of Regret—eur departnment of police!"

Waxy gl owered back. "Well, Warts, nobody ever said you was perfect! In fact—=

"Pardon nme, fellow artistes.” A famliar face entered Warts's house. The ki sser in question was
attached to Mootch Myvill, shooting gallery concessionaire

"Mootch!" Little WII rushed and enbraced the shaggy man. "The boat from Nunmber Two is in!"

Moot ch pl aced his hands upon her shoul ders and held her out at armis length. "I have quite
accepted this effect | have on young lovelies, ny dear." He |lowered his head and squinted his
eyes. "But who are you?"

Her eyebrows went up as her nouth opened. "Little WII."

Moot ch's eyebrows reached for some altitude. "Bullhook WIlly's girl?" She smled and nodded.

Moot ch shook his head. "Tine passes. My apol ogi es, ny dear, but when last | saw you, you were but
a sprout. You have reached num nundom " He patted her shoulder. "You're a balmto the retinas, ny
girl. How s the boss el ephant nan?"

Little WIl's smle vani shed. "Packy Dern's boss el ephant man, now. Bul |l hook WIly's dead."
Moot ch shook his head. "My apol ogies. W don't get much in the way of news over to Mdway."
Little WIIl held her hand out toward Pete. "You renmenber Shiner Pete? W're married."”

"Hoo." Mobotch shook his head. "Tempus is fugitin' all over
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the place." He nodded at Pete. "My assesserbations, ny boy." As he gathered Little WIIl in his
arnms and hugged her, he | ooked up at Dot the Pot. "You're looking in the peak, Dot darlin'."

Dot put her arm around Waxy's waist. "Waxy and | are married."

Mootch released Little WIIl, reached out and shook hands with Waxy. "My fellicitudes, Wax." He
nodded toward Waxy's missing arm "You're | ooking slightly |opsided these days."

"The price of a landslide, Motch. | keep the Mira books, now "

Moot ch rel eased Waxy's hand and turned to Warts. "Wich rem nds nme." He nodded at Warts. "As
al ways, ny bunmpy little buddy, you look like hell."

Warts nodded back. "Likewi se, |'msure."

"l seek sonme information." Motch draped the hulk of his armover the Pendiian's shoul ders. "Tell
me, light of my life, is Carrot Nose alive?"

Warts shook his head. "He died when Number Nine went down. |'mvery sorry."

Moot ch sniffed and shook his head. "Regrettable. A great tragedy." He raised one bushy white
eyebrow. "And Cheesy Kraft? Is he well?"

"No. He drowned."

"I see. | see. Apity." Motch frowed. "And Razor Red Stanpo? How is he?"

"He was killed roadganging in the Snake Mountain Gap. |'mawfully sorry."

Moot ch Movill rubbed his chin as he | ooked at the roof of Warts's house. "Ah, Fate." He | ooked
back at Warts as he reached into his pocket. "Many thanks, ny lumpy little friend. You have done
me a great service." Mootch dropped several copper BB s into Warts's outstretched hand.

Warts added themto the other BB's in his trouser pocket. Everyone in the show had a few of
Mootch's BB's rattling around. They were represented as shares in the Caddywanpus, a fictitious
busi ness enterprise of Miotch's primarily designed as an excuse to borrow noney to support his
i neptitude at poker. Warts | ooked up at Mbotch.

"l just told you that your best friends are dead. How did | do you a service?"

Moot ch pulled Warts to the door and pointed a hand toward the vastness of the outdoors. "Look at
all that, ny boy. An

entire globe with thousands of parched souls thirsting for the first good story they' ve heard in a
fly's age." He lowered his voice and spoke in el aborate confidentiality to the route book man.
"Rem nd me sonetine, Warts, to fill you in about the stupendous, man-eating sea reptiles our ship
encountered on its journey across the Sea of Baraboo."

Warts went saucer-eyed. "Sea nonsters?" He turned and reached for pen and paper. "I nust record—

Moot ch sl apped Warts's back. "Ah, ny boy, you bring joy to an old man's heart!" He grabbed the
| apel s of his shredded coat. "And | amthe only conpetent liar |left on Mnus."

He waved a hand at Dot, Waxy, and Little WIIl. "Farewell one; farewell all." Myotch Mvill turned,
cl asped his hands behind his back, began whistling, and wal ked into Tarzak's busy street, off to
do the good work.

S| XTEEN

Later that evening, after the bulls were paraded tail-and-trunk around the ring, Little WIIl sat
in the blues between Packy and Shiner Pete, surrounded by the other bullhands and residents of the
town of Mira. Fish oil torches lined the edge of the ring and the outside edge of the stands
while in the center of the ring a large fire of logs was started. Wen the log fire was burning
brightly, Spats Skorzini entered the ring carrying a |l ong, wooden staff.
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"Laydeeez and gentlenmen! The Ring of Tarzak wel comes one and all for The Season!" The stands
rocked wi th appl ause. When the noise died down, the man in the ring | owered the stick. "I am your
master of the Great Ring of Tarzak, Spats Skorzini."

More appl ause, acknow edgi ng both the death of Ri ngmaster Sam and the acceptance of R ngnaster
Spats. Spats bowed, then pointed at Warts Tho. "For our first attraction tonight, Warts Tho and
the record keepers of Monus!"

To | oud appl ause, Warts cane down fromthe blues foll owed by Waxy Adnelli fromMira, Arcadia Joe
W nmpl e from Kuunic, Spook Tieras fromthe town of the sane nane, Bunion Paul Foote from Porse,
Angel a Dear Burack from Dirak, Honey

Buns Wagner from R s, Hooks Javorak from Sina, and Luscious Leona Washi ngton from | kona. Warts
read to the audience froma prepared list.

"l have conpiled the figures for Mnus supplied to ne by the other record keepers. This past year,
there have been ninety-one marriages, two hundred and three deaths, and two hundred and fifty-one
live births. The popul ation on the Central Continent now stands at one thousand, nine hundred and
four." He lowered the paper for an instant. "Wth all these marriages, | expect we'll break two
thousand by The Season the next."

Little WIIl heard Poge Loder's voice calling out fromthe back of the blues. "Wat about, this
marryin' thing, anyway?"

Warts lowered his papers. "Wat about it?"

Little WIIl turned around and | ooked up to see Poge standing, frowning, and scratching his head.
"Well," he began, "it don't seem proper sonehow for you bookkeepers to be marryin' folks. It's not
li ke you was judges, or even a chaplain like Little Joe."

Warts held out his hands. "Marriage is a human ritual. It nakes no difference to ne who
officiates, or even if the ritual is perforned at all. However, those who do want a ritual seemto
want a record nmade of the event; and the record keepers keep the records.”

Waxy pointed up at Poge. "Are you going to start up again?"

Poge' s shoul ders noved up, then down. "Waxy, |I'mnot tryin' to start up any trouble. It just seens
you bookkeepers ought to be called sonething with a little nore class.”

"Li ke what ?"
Poge thought for a monent. "Maybe justice of the peace?"
Little WIIl heard a bellow comng fromthe opposite side of the blues. "Like hell!"

She turned and saw boss canvasnman Duckfoot Tarzak get to his feet: "Anane like that's liable to
put ideas in people's heads. W don't want any jaypees on this planet." He pointed around at the
stands. "Don't you renenber the nunber of crooked jaypees the show had to pay of f? You call those
bookkeepers jaypees and the next thing you know, they' Il be issuing pernmits, naking |aws, and
hiring coppers to push everybody around." Duckfoot Tarzak resunmed his seat.

VWhitey Etren, mine from Tarzak, stood and addressed the ring. "I don't think we ought to be hasty
in dismssing the idea of | aw and government. \Wat are we supposed to do about the crimnnal?"

Duckf oot stood and faced Whitey. "Put his trunk on the lot."
"Exil e?"

Duckf oot held out his hands, then lowered them "Call it anything you want. You got a sticky-
fingered fellow, we do what we always do. Either he comes up with the goods, you take it out of
his hide, or his trunk is on the lot until he coughs up."

A voice called fromthe | kona section of the blues. "Wat about nurder?"
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Duckf oot shook his head and scowl ed at the speaker. "Wo is that? Bungo?"

"Yeah. "

"Where' ve you been for the |ast twenty years, Bungo? Qut on the lot. Qut on the Iot until the bum
coughs up the goods. Now you ex sonebody, the goods you gotta cough up is sonebody's life, isn't
it?"

The one call ed Bungo scratched his chin. "Sounds like a long time out on the lot."

"Dam right." Duckfoot faced the center of the ring. "Look, there's a whole continent west of here
without a soul onit. Al you rubes who want to be kings, coppers, or governnent paper w zards
nmove out there. We'll hang a plague sign all around you and be done with it!" Duckfoot resumed his
seat .

Waxy jabbed Warts in the ribs with his elbow. "Don't look |Iike we're gonna be jaypees, do it?"
Warts sighed, shook his head, then | ooked up at Poge. "Do you have anot her suggestion?"
Poge hel d out his hands. "Maybe preacher, ninister—sonething |like that. O maybe chaplains.”

Waxy | aughed, "Danmit, Poge, what in the hell're you using for brains? Me? A Bible-thunmper?"
Laughter filled the ring.

"Excuse nme." The ring hushed at the sound of the strange, quiet voice. Turtlehead Agdok noved his
shell into the ring fromthe Tarzak section of the blues and parked it next to Warts. Turtl ehead's
tiny red eyes peered out frombeneath his shell up at Poge. "Upon ny planet of \Wall abee, the nest
hi stori ans performthe record-keeping and nmake the nuptial agreenments. They are non-theistic and
possess no powers of |aw "

"What're they call ed?"

"They are called historians. The word in my |anguage is phreest."

Poge nodded. "Priest. That sounds good." He sat down.

Waxy jabbed Warts in the arm "I'Il be goddamed if anybody's gonna call nme a priest! |'mno—=
Warts held up his hand. "Turtl ehead said the word was freest."

Turtl ehead shook his shell. "No. That's phreest. P-p-p-p-h-h-r-r-reest.”

Waxy and the ot her bookeepers w ped their faces. As he dried his hand upon his shirt, Waxy frowned
at Turtlehead. "That's sone juicy word."

Sergeant Spook Tieras, after drying his own face, nodded at Warts. "I think | prefer Poge's
pronunci ation."

Waxy faced the Spook. "You're from Ahngar. You don't even know what a priest is."
The will owthin Ahngarian faced Waxy. "Wuld you rather be a p-p-p-p-h-h-r-r-reest?"
Waxy dried his face again. "That's not the point!"

A voice called fromthe blues. "Let's call "empriests and be done with it! Let's get on with the
show "

More voi ces shouted agreenment, quieting down after Warts held up his hands. "That's settled, then
The bookeepers will be called priests.™

Waxy grabbed Warts's shoul der. "Now, just a dammed second—

Warts pulled his shoul der free and shouted at Waxy. "That is settled!"
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Waxy snorted and spat upon the sawdust. "Well, domm dommr, gobbi gobbi; |'ma goddamed priest."
"Excuse nme," said Turtlehead, "the word is pronounced—=
The priesthood of Monus ducked.

The priests, then, in turn, recounted the happenings of their towns over the past year. The Mira-
Kuum ¢ Road was conpl ete, Cross-eyed M ke |kona was noving to the opposite end of the Enerald
Valley to establish a fishing village on the coast of the Western Sea, since fresh fish couldn't
be brought to the valley from Tarzak. The town woul d be call ed Anoki; |kona spelled backwards.

The road gang fromMira had reported seeing huge nonsters while working their way through the
Great Muck Swanp, which was agreed to be the aftereffects of a bad batch of sapw ne.

Kraut Messer, boss of the cookhouse gang from Tarzak, had arranged contracts for hostlers, horses,
and wagons fromMira, sawdust fromthe mll in Porse, and special saws, tools, and fittings from
Tieras. The object was to go to the frozen |akes up the Wite Top Muntains and bring back ice.
For this he would need a road cut fromwhere the Mira-Kuum c Road crossed the Upland Muntain
Range through to the Wiite Top Muntain Lakes. The road gang fromMira would get the contract.

Arcadia Joe Wnple reported that copper and iron had been di scovered near Kuumic, and that Tiny

Ji m Whi ster, boss blacksnmith, had nOved to Kuunmic from Tarzak in order to construct and operate a
smelter. It did not appear feasible to use the natural fires fromthe desert for this purpose, no
coal deposits had yet been found, thus charcoal woul d be obtained from beyond the Upl and
Mount ai ns. Arcadia Joe himself would be going to establish the charcoal manufacturing facility at
the point where Kraut Messer's road to the Wiite Top Mountains joined the Mira-Kumm c road. Tiny
Jimhad contracted for hostlers, horses, and wagons fromMira to nove the charcoal to Kuumic, and
to haul the finished netal goods to Tarzak and points north.

The war drobe people in Tarzak had di scovered how to make cloth fromthe downy fibres of the
angel hair tree, and also how to dye the fabric and weave it into various colors. As part of the
barter that Season, the cloth, already made into robes, would be exchanged for the goods from
ot her towns.

On The Stand, the next night of The Season, they were in the blues and had just conpleted singing
"The Song of Bar-aboo," nusic by Tarzak wi ndj ammrer Fl ubber Munenebe, |yrics by Tarzak cl own

St ubbl es Joco Cruz. Warts gathered his priests before the fire. Next to themwas a | arge wooden
crate.

"My friends," said Warts, "Car Nunmber One is all gone. ,Wuere it stood is nothing but scrub bush
and grass. But as the car was being taken apart, it was discovered that the | ocker for the top
flags was never enptied when the ship was being lightened. That is what this box contains."

He paused, then | ooked around at the crowd. "John J. O Hara's dying wish was that you peopl e—show
peopl e—woul d never forget who you are. The best—the very best—of all the circuses that ever
existed."

A cheer fromthe cromd. Warts held up his hands.

"We've all been in the sane clothes for two years now, and we're beginning to* |ook a bit ragged.
The young ones are growing, and it's time for new cl othes. The wardrobe people, as you were told
| ast night, have produced a | arge nunber of robes nodel ed after the fashion of those from Kuum c.
The robe is loose, it fits any size, and it is both cool and can protect you agai nst the sun."

Warts scratched his bunps, then folded his arns. "W nust do many things to live; we only have The

Season in which to be a show In this box are the top colors. | want the division heads to cone to
this box and pick out the color and pattern that will forever after represent your show
occupation. No matter what you rmust do between Seasons, your robe will remnd both you and ot hers
what you really are. Wo will be the first?"

The circle of troupers nuttered anong thensel yes. Packy Dern patted Little WII on her shoul der
"You go out there and find out what the bullhands'l| wear."
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She | ooked up at the boss el ephant man. "Packy, you should pick it. Not ne."
He smiled and shoved her toward the box. "Go on."

Little WIIl | ooked back at Packy and Shiner Pete, then wal ked forward and stood before the box.
She | ooked up at Warts. "I can pick any col or?"

Warts shrugged. "You're first. Pick anything you want."

Little WIIl bent over and searched anong the flags. Wen she had found what she wanted, she fol ded
the flag and wal ked back to Packy and handed the flag to him Packy unfolded the flag. It was
maroon and gray in vertical stripes. Little WII put her armaround Pete's waist and smled at
Packy. "The gray is for the bulls."

Packy | owered his eyebrows. "And the maroon?"

"That's because it's pretty.

Several persons rushed to the box. Cholly Jacoby wal ked away with a solid orange flag. The Amazing
Ozamund, magici an, wal ked away with a flag of red and bl ack stripes. Madam Zel da, the fortune
teller, came away with a flag of solid blue. Gthers rushed to the box and renoved whatever it was
that their fingers could grab. After a few nmonents there was no one el se around the box. Waxy
Adnel l'i jabbed Warts in the ribs. "Hey, what about us?"

Warts frowned. "Harness nen?"
"No. Priests! W're an occupation."”

Warts rubbed his bunpy chin, then shrugged. "I never thought about it. It's not |like we had rea
show j obs. "

Waxy snorted. "You telling me that the route book isn't a job? That's what we do: the route book."

"l guess." Warts shrugged again, then pointed at the box. "Waxy, see what's left."

Waxy shook his head and went to the box. He looked into it, then | ooked back at Warts. "You | unp-
headed Pendiian! There's only one flag left!" Waxy turned, bent over, then stood up holding a flag
of black and white checked dianpbnds. "If | have to wear this, |I'm going back on harness!"

Warts wal ked over and | ooked at the flag. He | ooked up at Waxy. "I think it is just fine." He took
the flag fromWaxy and held it out to the rest of the priests. The comments fromthe Moman
priesthood ranged from"Je-sus H Christ" to "Mithuh."

The Show began with a parade around the ring |l ed by Packy Dem and Robber, with the rest of the
bulls tail-and-trunk in tow. As the bull hands conpleted their circuit of the ring, they placed the
bulls into the kraal and noved into the blues as Doc Wens honked out "The Entrance of the

d adi ators" on the calliope.

Horse acts, jugglers, equilibrists, and clowns performed, but it was difficult to inagine a show
wi thout the up top crowd—flyers, wire-wal kers, and iron jaw acts. But the up top acts require
rigging, and they were still |earning how to nmake rope. The Season the third prom sed to have a
full show, conplete with the upstairs crowd.

Even so, there was a bit of sparkle in The Season the second. Blue, silver, and pink sequins were
on a few costunes. The sequins were nade fromthe outside |ayer of freakfish carapace

In her place in the blues, Little WII sighed and | et her mind touch Shiner Pete's. "Everyone is
trying so hard. But it just isn't the show "

Pet e squeezed her hand. "C ose your eyes and listen."

Little WIIl closed her eyes. The screamof the calliope filled her hearing, while the snells of
people, bulls, horses, and food filled her sense of snell. She could al nost taste cotton candy.
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The fabric—the spirit—was still there. Wiat reality could not provide, inagination could. Pete's
t hought s touched her again. "Renenber what Waxy said. You can't kill the show "

She kept her eyes closed, listened, and recalled the many

stands on nmany planets. City after city, transformed for a nonent into the fantasyJand of the
show, the conpany, the circus. She felt the tears dribble down her cheeks, then felt Pete's gentle
touch wi ping the tears away. He spoke out loud. "You can't kill the show "

She put her arms around his neck, hugged him and then | aughed.

On the norning of Teardown, Little WIIl gently renoved Pete's armfrom around her shoul ders and
stood up. The sky was cl oud-dotted, but the day pronised to be clear and not too hot. She | ooked
down at Pete, then turned and went to check on Reg. She nade her way into the bull kraal, found
Reg, and stroked the pachyderm s trunk. "Is everything all right, Reg?"

The bull snorted and nodded her head. Little WIIl checked to nake certain that Reg and the other
bull s were secure, watered, and fed. Wen she was finished, she clinbed the kraal fence and headed
back toward where Pete and the other bull hands slept. Half of the way there she heard angry

voi ces. She frowned and wal ked around the outside of the Ring blues until she saw Duckfoot Tarzak
towering over the tiny Pendiian, Warts. Duckfoot was wearing a brown and tan robe that didn't
quite reach to the mddle of his thighs.

Duckf oot jabbed his massive hands at his own chest. "Look at this, you lunpy noron! Am | supposed
to run around hal f naked?"

Wwarts held out his hands. "We'll just have to come up with a bigger robe for you, Duckfoot. I'm
sure wardrobe can conme up with sonething. They have plenty of cloth."

Duckf oot stabbed the Pendiian in the chest. "Danmit, Warts, if people're goin' to insist on namn
this towm after-ne, | don't want to be nmade to | ook like a fool!"

"l understand..."

Little WIl wal ked up and | ooked at Duckfoot's knees. The boss canvasman scowl ed at her. "Wat're
you | ookin' at, sprout?”

Little WIIl |ooked up at Duckfoot and grinned. "Sheer dee-light." She turned and wal ked back to
her bedroll and husband, | aughi ng.

SEUENTEEN

On Workday, the First of May, the beginning of the third year since the crash, the colum of bulls
was forming for the trip back to Mira. The bullhands all wore their new gray and maroon stri ped
robes, although nost wore their trousers as well. Shiner Pete had gone ahead with the horses.
Little WIIl and Packy were checking a slight scrape on Reg's left front | eg when a del egati on of

ei ght bul | hands canme up behind them

"Packy, we want a word."

Packy stood, turned around, and | ooked at the speaker. "Wat's up, MII|? Wy didn't you folks
| eave with the horse -wagons?"

The wonman poi nted her bull hook at the houses of Tarzak. "The bunch of us here, and our famlies,
are staying. W aren't heading back to Mira."

Little WIIl stood. "What do you nmean, not going back? You have to. Mira is where the bull hands
live."

Mol |l smled and shook her head. "Little WIIl, | haven't been a bull hand since Nunmber”~Three went
down killing Big Nance." Ml | cocked her head toward the others standi ng behind her. "None of us
has bull to push."

Packy rubbed his chin and shook his head. "Mll, there's still the White Top Muntain Road to
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build."

"You can build it without us. W want to stay in Tarzak. There's nore people here; nore things to
do. Better ways of naking a living than cutting dust on a chain gang."

Packy nodded. "We'll mss you." He | ooked around her at the others. "Al of you."
"We'll get together next Season."
He | ooked back at Ml I. "What're you going to do?"

"I think 1"l try my hand at fishing. |1've been |ooking at those boats in Sina; talked to a few
peopl e. "

Little WIIl slowy shook her head. "Mdl |, won't you niss the bulls?"

"Sure. But we'll get a glinpse of one every now and then." She cocked her head back toward Mad Man
Mul I'igan. "Mad Man is keeping Mng in Tarzak."

Little WIIl held her hands to her nobuth. "Not Mng."

Packy's face darkened as he wal ked around Mol|l and grabbed Mad Man by the front of his robe. "Like
hell you are!"

Mad Man pull ed the boss el ephant man's hands free fromhis robe. "Like hell I"mnot!"
"M ng isn't yours. She belongs to the show. "

"Show ne the papers, Packy! There ain't no show" Mad Man took a deep breath and exhal ed as he
snoot hed the front of his robe. "Packy, | ain't been paid a |lousy quarter-note since the crash. |
been pushing bull for two years, and no pay. | figure | earned that bull. You figure different, we
can have it out right here and now. "

Packy | ooked down the columm of bulls, then down at the ground, shaking his head. "Dam."
Little WIIl touched the boss el ephant man's arm "Packy?"

He pulled his armaway and began wal king slowy toward Robber. "Mad Man's right, Little WIIl. Dam
him but he's right. I'"msorry."

Little WIIl saw Mad Man | ook down at the sight of her tears. He | ooked up again. "I know what M ng
was to Bull hook, Little WII. You know I'Ill take care of her."

Robber began noving toward the first delta bridge. Little WIIl turned away from Mad Man and
started wal king after Packy. "Let's go, Reg."

Her pachyderm |l unbered after her, followed by the rest of the colum.

On the second night from Tarzak, the bull hands were preparing to nmake canp outside the timnber town
of Porse, when

a wagon pulled by a pair of Perches thundered down the road fromMira. The driver pulled up the
team just outside of canmp, then junped down frofh the wagon as the cloud of dust that had foll owed
himslowy covered the horses and noved through Porse's only street. The driver was Shiner Pete. r

"Packy!"

Little WIIl rushed up to her husband. "Pete, what is it?"

"Where's Packy?"

She pointed toward the trees. "He's over there hobbling Robber. Wat's w ong?"

He shook his head. "Not sure." He ran toward Packy.
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The boss el ephant nan stood and brushed of f his hands as he saw Pete and Little WII running
toward him "Hold your bosses. What's this about?"

They stopped and Pete held up his hand as he caught his breath. "In Mira. Can't go into town.
Mange says to head the colum down the Kuunmic Road as soon as you hit the edge of town. He's
al ready headed the hostlers, horse teanms, tools, and wagons that way."

"Spill it, Shiner. Wuat's goin" on?"

Pet e shook his head. "A disease. Right now that's about all Mange knows. Just about everybody who
was | eft behind in Mira when we went down for The Season's got it. Snaggle-tooth, The First Lady,
and Wal king Rug are all dead." He | ooked down and closed his eyes. "I don't understand it. Waxy
and Dot the Pot are down with it, and they were with us in Tarzak."

"What about Cookie Jo?"
"She went out with the hostlers.™

Packy placed a hand on Pete's shoul der and | ooked back toward where the bull hands were gathering
around fires to cook the evening neal. "Wat's this bug |ike? Nothing unusual, but we've had a few
hands gri pi ng about headaches and stomach cranps.”

Shiner Pete's shoul ders slunped as he nodded. "That's it. Dammit, but that's it. Mange said that
i f the bull hands show synptons, you should separate those who have it fromthose who don't. Drop
the sick ones off in Mira, then the rest of you head out to build the Wite Top Muntain Road."
He pointed down the road toward Tarzak. "That nmeans that everybody picked it up at The Season. Al
the towns'I| have it."

Little WIIl placed her armaround Shiner's waist. "Can't Mange do anythi ng?"
Shi ner Pete shook his head, then | ooked at Packy. "I can take the sick ones in the wagon."

Packy | ooked toward the canpfires. "Dammit all to hell anyway." He | ooked back at Pete. "If Mange
wants the sick separate fromthe healthy, I'lIl get one of the sickies to drive the wagon. You stay
with us." He | ooked back at,the fires. "GQuess we better go and tell "em" He began wal ki ng t oward
the fires.

The next evening the columm turned at Mira and entered the Great Mick Swanp, the snmell of Mira's
burning houses still in their nostrils. In the days that foll owed, as they noved along the Mira-
Kuum ¢ Road, three tines they nmet wagons filled with the sick, heading the other way.

Wien they reached the place where the road crossed the Upl and Muntains, they found the hostlers
and road gang already at work, carving their way up to the frozen | akes at the foot of Wite Top
Mount ai n. That night Little WIIl and Shiner Pete sat at the sane fire as Packy and boss hostler
Ski nner Suggs. Skinner had just passed a nap to Packy, and as the boss el ephant nan studied it,
Ski nner talked to the fire.

"W got Kraut Messer's trail half blazed, but it's going to be a rough road to build." He reached
back, picked up a rock, and handed it to Shiner Pete. "W have at |east four ridges of that stuff
to cut through."

Little WIIl looked at the rock in Shiner's hands. It was cloudy, and speared with shafts of black
mneral, but the light fromthe fire could be seen through it. She | ooked at Skinner. "What is
it?"

"According to Wndy Fedder, it's called pegnatite. That clear stuff is quartz, and it's just |ike
tryin' to chop through solid glass. But it's either that, or run the road hal f-way around the
damed swanp."

Packy took the rock, examined it, then handed it back to Skinner. "Steengrease?"
"I can't see any way around it."

The punk fromrotting frond trees m xed with powered charcoal and treated with the acid fromthe
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fruit of the death tree explodes after the mxture has dried into a sem -solid goo. It expl odes
when jarred, when ignited, when heated, or when the nmobod is upon it. Butterfingers MCorkle from
Mira discovered it; Firehole Steen from Kuum ¢ manufactured and used it for mning—for a brief
time. Firehole' s pieces were never found.

The concoction was cal |l ed Steengrease.

Soon after the road "was begun, the road gang was out of the jungle and into the sparse trees and
grasses of the Upland foothills. Each turn and curve of the road took them higher and cl oser to
the base of Wiite Top Mountain. Five tinmes wagons were sent to Mira filled with the sick. The
fifth wagon returned with a few of the ones who had recovered fromthe still unknown di sease.

By the tinme the nights becane chill enough to require blankets for the bulls, five nore bulls and
bul I hands had left the gang. Two bulls were steered north toward the Enerald Valley; three went
south to Kuumic to help work the mnes. And a coldness entered Little WIIl's heart as she counted
the twenty-three bulls left to build the Wiite Top Mountain Road. The inage of Bull hook WIlly, the
full line of bulls, and the show filled her mind. The inage and the col dness conbined to forma
resol ve—a mi ssion—to preserve what she knew and what she was.

Then bul l hand SIim Kimand her bull Tori were torn apart as Steengrease expl oded unexpectedly at
the cut through the first ridge. And then the bulls nunbered twenty-two.

The nont hs passed, the newly stricken were replaced in part by the recovered, and the gang heard
from Goofy Joe how t hose who had not recovered were filling Mira's Big Lot. The road gang had
reached the | ast, and the biggest, of the pegmatite ridges.

It was too steep to go over, and there was no way around. Working on the rock with hamers and
chisels left everyone with a hammer bl eeding fromthe cuts nmade by nunerous splinters of razor-
sharp quartz. Wthin that same hour, Sterno Ti Myati had her |eft eye closed forever when a
splinter punctured it.

The Steengrease was brought up. Three tines before, Shiner Pete had worked with those who had
wor ked the touchy explosive. At the fourth cut, Shiner was the sole renaining nmenber of this
select, and highly scarce, group

For the fourth time that day, Shiner Pete worked his way up the cut with a bucket of Steengrease
to fill the cracks in the cut's jagged face. Once the cracks were filled, grease-smeared strings
inmplanted in the cracks, and Pete safely down the hill, the ends of the strings were drawn
together and prepared for ignition

Little WIIl stood by Reg's left front as her husband prepared to set off the charges. She was with
the rest of the bull hands and el ephants, far back fromthe hill. As Pete talked with Packy, Little
Wl studied the cracks in the pegmatite. She saw the slope of the hill, the anmounts of

St eengrease Pete had placed into the cracks. She had seen the differences in fuse | engths, and had
seen Steengrease used before. She turned to the other bullhands. "All up! W have to nove!"

Sl obby M ke Kuboski had | aughed. "I'mjust a little wore. This is the first time |'ve had to sit
on ny buns all day. | don't feel much Iike noving."

Little WIIl |ooked at Slobby Mke, then at his bull, Dancer, then at the other bullhands. "If we
don't nove, the rocks fromthe blast will kill us." She pointed down. "A lot of the big ones are
going to land right here."

There was | aughter all around. They were a long way fromthe cut. Little WIIl |ooked at them all
then turned and noved Reg a hundred yards fromthe rest. The rest of the bullhands talked it up as
t hough they were hunoring a child' s whins, but they foll owed—all| but Sl obby and Dancer

Shi ner Pete and Packy had | ooked around, surprised that the bulls had noved; but they returned to
their work. Packy moved of f and hid behind a tall standing rock. Pete had the fuse ends behind
anot her rock. He prepared to slamthe ends of the fuses between two rocks. Little WIIl noved a
step forward as she saw a huge nmass of rock falling upon Pete. But he hadn't even set off the
charges. She bit her lip and turned to the singer-turned-harness worker, Canary Mary. "Canary,
I... | see a nass of rock landing right where Pete is standing right now"
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The singer put her armaround Little WIIl's shoulders. "Don't worry, honey. Planting the charges
was the dangerous part. Everyone's far enough away fromthe bl ast—

"No!" Little WIIl shook her head. "You don't understand. |'ve seen this before when Stub went over
the cliff in the Snake Mountain Gap. | can see things that'll happen.” She pointed toward Sl obby
and Dancer. "A horrible thing will happen there. | don't know how I know, but | do." She pointed
at Shiner Pete. "Right there will |and one of the largest rocks fromthe blast. | knowit. | just

know it!" Canary Mary had patted Little WIl's armas Shiner Pete swng the rock down upon the
fuse ends. »

It was a deafening roar against the ears, clouds of gray and white powder clinbing into the sky.
Above t he powder there

were quartz shards, and nany huge sl abs and boul ders. Many of the nonsterous hunks of hill fel
where the bulls had been standi ng—where Sl obby and Dancer still stood. But Little WII was
wat ching the lone slab that tunbled in the air, reached its peak, then began dropping toward
Shi ner Pete.

Pete was crouched against a rock, his face and eyes covered. The noise of the blast stil
reverberated fromthe hills. Little WII screaned at the falling rock, ran at it, and waved her
hands. Al sawit. The young wonman ran in panic toward the cut; the rock—+five tons if an
ounce—hanged direction and | anded twenty feet from Shiner Pete. Slobby and Dancer were crushed.

That night Shiner Pete and Little WIIl huddl ed under a bl anket before a fire. "They said you noved
the rock."

Little WIIl nodded once. "I think | did. Since then |'ve tried twice to nove snall things, but I
can't. | don't understand it. The Ssendi ssians never said anything about noving things with
t houghts. "

"They wouldn't. They just talk and listen with thoughts. They don't nmove things." He squeezed her
hand. "Maybe everybody's eyes were tricked."

Little WIIl sighed, closed her eyes, and nodded. "Maybe." She ran the images through her head,
t hen began cryi ng.

Pete put his arm around her shoul ders. "You're thinking about Dancer."
"Twenty-one, Pete. W have twenty-one bulls left with us."
El GHTEEN

The Season the third passed al nost without notice; the event being marked only by Cookie Jo being
sent back to Mira with a pregnancy that was making her too ill to run the cookhouse. As Thunder

of the Fourth year since the crash began, the road had reached the frozen crest where Little WII
could stand on the road and | ook down upon the whiteness of the frozen | akes at the foot of Wite
Top Mount ai n.

Fromthat same crest she could | ook east, over the Great Mick Swanp far below, to where the town
of Mira was lost in the distant haze. She sadly shook her head at the wi nding scratch in the
pl anet's surface that the bull hands were calling "Bull Buster Road." Eleven men and wonen had died

fromaccidents; another nine fromillness. Over thirty had died in Mira fromillness. Besides
Dancer, the White Top Mountain Road had clained the |lives of two nore bulls: Prima and Sail or,
both fromthe cold. Nineteen bulls left. She | ooked west. And there were still the | akes to reach.

She turned and wal ked back to where the gang was canped in a draw that protected them sonewhat
fromthe icy winds. Munds of blankets were gathered around wi nd-whi pped fires as bl anket-covered
Packy Dern checked the bulls' blankets and

feed. Before she could cross the frozen ground and join Pete's huddl ed form Packy crossed over
fromthe bulls and stopped
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her .
"Little WIIl. Tonmorrow norning hook Reg up to a wagon

and head back to Mira."

Her eyes opened wi de. "Wiy? The nags do that." "Not this tinme. Reg isn't taking the cold good. If
you don't get your bull outta these nmountains soon, she'll die." Packy cocked his head toward the
canmpfires. "W got sonme sick to go in, too." He placed a hand upon her shoul der. "Pete | ooks |ike
he's down with the bug. Four others." Packy turned back to the bulls. "Get sonme sleep. | can't
spare anyone. You'll be pushing your parade by yourself -

Three days later, the air warmand | azy around her, Little WII half dozed as she sat astride
Reg' s neck. Reg's harness was hooked to one of the fill wagons, the wagon's bay held five very
sick men and women. One of them was Shiner Pete. Reg was lunbering north up the Mira-Kuumc road
toward home. At odd nonments, sensing Little WIIl was asleep, Reg would conme to a halt and begin
pul ling up grass fromthe roadside. Little WIl would tap the beast's shoul der with her bull hook,
and Reg woul d nove off again. Then, again, Little WIIl would doze.

In her mind she saw herself a hundred steps in front of the bull, urging it on. She wal ked the
road ahead of the bull, seeing what was around the corners. A curious dream She stopped in the
center of the road, turned back, and waited for Reg. After a while, the el ephant-drawn wagon

appeared fromaround a bend in the road. Sitting astride Reg's neck was a sleeping Little WII.

She turned away fromthe i mage and | ooked up at the avenue of sky between the trees. Her arns went
up, and she rose above the trees. Hi gher and higher, until she could | ook back and see Wite Top
Mount ai n. Higher still, until the sky above was dark. Then she | ooked down. The narks on the
surface of Mdinus nade by the road gang were invisible. But ahead, near Table Lake, she could see
the houses of Mira. There was one afire, and the bl ackened remai ns of three others could be seen
A little beyond the houses she could see the huge swath cut through the forest when Nunber Three
plowed to a stop. At

the end of that swath there was nothing except the forest trying to heal itself.

She felt a force—five distinct powers—surrounding her. They were forces only to be felt, not seen
Who are you? she asked.

And you? called the forces. Wwo are you?

Her mind whirled as she renenbered the voices: Hassih, Nhissia—the Ssendi ssians. But they were
killed in the ship long before the crash

We are the children of Ssendiss.
And they were strong. One woul d push her, then the next. She felt so weak—

She | ooked down and tried to find the el ephant-drawn wagon. As she searched, the forces swatted
her down. She tunbled rapidly and the green of the Great Miuck Swanp rushed up at her*—

Little WIIl opened her eyes. Reg was again sneaking a bite at the roadsi de. She tapped Reg's
shoul der with the bull hook and the ani nal noved off down the road.

Little WIIl felt Shiner Pete's thoughts, and she let themin. "Is sonething wong, Little WII?"

"No. | must have had a bad dream Go back to sleep." She felt Shiner Pete drifting off, his fever
making his mnd swim Little WII | ooked up at that avenue of blue above the road.

At least | think it was a dream she thought to herself. She tapped Reg on the shoul der, then
settled back into a hal f-doze

I n another three days, the wagon was in Mira, Reg was in the kraal, and Little WIIl was in her
bed next to Pete, both of themswimring in the killer fever of the disease.
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Little WIIl and Shiner Pete flew above the clouds. "See, Pete? | was right, wasn't [?"

Pete swung in a loop around Little WII. "You were right." He level ed out and | ooked down. "Look
We're over Tarzak." He | ooked at the wisp of light that was his wife. "/ wonder how fast we can
go." He streaked out over the Sea of Baraboo toward the continent of M dway.

"Pete, do you think we shoul d?" He was far ahead and did not answer. Little WII| noved until she
was beside Pete. Far below the mirror of the sea shined back at them and they could see four of
the fishing boats from Tarzak on the water. "Pete, let's go faster. As fast as we can.”

The two wisps arrowed toward the East. For a nonment all they could see was sky and water, then
ahead on the darkening horizon was the continent of Mdway. They slowed. "Look!" called Pete.
"I't's Mowebwe! Where Number Two went down. "

Bel ow them were flickers of light. Pete and Little WIIl were still in the sky's light; but it was
the begi nning of one of nmany |long nights in Mowebwe. The flickers of Iight becane fires, and the
fires became wooden houses in flames. Men and wonmen with torches could be seen heading toward a

still dark house. Little WII cried and streaked on ahead, into the night. For awhile there was
not hi ng but the stars above and bl ackness below. Little WIIl still cried. "Pete."

"What ?"

"Pete, I wish we had a nmoon. | wish we had a noon, Pete." In the darkness they touched, then

rushed for the sun.

By the ninth night of Quake, Packy Dern was standing in the door of Mange Ranger's house. Mange
and Butterfingers were slunped at Mange's paper-littered table.

"I wish I'd been here, Mange. You sure the boy's all right?"

Mange sat cross-legged on the cushion before his table, his face resting in his hands. He nodded
wi t hout | ooking up. "He's all right, Packy. You're the father of a brand-new bounci ng baby boy."

Butterfingers | ooked back at Packy. "The bug doesn't hit the kids. None of them born on Mnus."
"What about Cookie Jo? She | ooks like hell."

Mange shook his head and | owered his hands. "Don't know. | just don't know " The vet rubbed his
aching eyes and pointed at the table's nountain of notes. "W've tried everything. Just finished
an experinent." Mange stared at the papers. "Nothing. Not a damed thing."

He swept his notes to the plank floor of the shack with a single sweep of his left arm "Christ,
feel like a goddammed wi tchdoctor! Torchi ng houses, chanting over boils..." He | ooked at
Butterfingers. "It doesn't matter what in the hell we do. Is it a virus? A bacteria? A voodoo
spel | ? W know it's not transferable fromhuman to human. What is it, then? How many dammed

i nsects have we | ogged?"

Butterfingers shook his head. "Dunno. Miust be a couple thousand by now. There nust be thousands
nore."

Mange | ooked at Packy. "W have collected a billion roots,

| eaves, barks, berries—hell! Dammit, we don't even have a goddammed optical m croscope! Nothing!
If we could just do blood tests, we mght be able to find out what it is that nakes the kids bom
on the planet immne to the dammed bug."

Butterfingers | owered his head down upon his arns. "So, what do we do?" His shoulders gave a tiny
heave. "Squinty Mysdov over to Arcadia is trying to figure out howto grind | enses out of that gem
quartz they found there, but we're not going to see enough through that kind of equipnent. An old
el ectron m croscope probably wouldn't be nmuch help, and... we're long way from.. anything |ike
that." Butterfingers's formwas still except for the shallow notion of his breathing.

Mange stood and novedraway fromthe table. He stood next to Packy and | ooked through the open
doorway, staring at the snoldering coals of a recently torched house. "I half feel like putting on
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a mask and loin cloth and doing a dance." He stepped through the doorway into the night and wal ked
toward the | arge plank and shingle structure that housed the stricken whose houses were in ashes.

As they passed it, Mange pointed at the snmoking ruin. "I nust've told thema thousand tines that
torching doesn't help. Elimnated that a long tine ago." He held out his hands and let them sl ap
against his legs. "Still, every couple of nights, a torch gets tossed into an enpty house."

Packy followed the vet into the infirmary. By the Iight of four candles, he could see the
quadrupl e rows of plank beds extending the | ength of the | arge room

Mange nuttered out |oud. "Why do a few get the bug then get better while everyone else curls up
and dies? Wiy don't the newy born get the bug at all?" He wal ked past a few beds until he stood
| ooki ng down at Shiner Pete and Little WII. Packy joined him

They were both quiet and resting confortably. Their color was good and the fever seenmed to be
past. But they tal ked about projecting their nminds all over the planet, seeing huge green lizards
in the swanp, and even finding and tal king with Waco Whacko's eggs. "The fever was high; it's

al ways high. W've had a nunber of cases of brain damage." Mange shook his head. "The linited
telepathic ability of some of the show kids is sonething | discussed with Bone Breaker and that
Ssen-di ssian, Nhissia. But even the Ssendi ssians can't release their

thoughts fromtheir bodies, sailing through space and time. The fever is always very high; the
skin hot to the touch. Perhaps brain damage." *

Packy rubbed his chin and | ooked at the vet. "WAco's snakes couldn't nove things with their
t houghts, could they?"

"Tel eki nesi s?" Mange shook his head. "No."

"Little WIIl can. A bunch of those on the road gang saw her nove a helluva huge rock."
Mange rai sed his eyebrows. "And how many of those had the bug?”

"l don't know, but—=-

"Did you see her nove the rock?"

Packy shook his head.

Mange shook his head again and wal ked toward the door. "Wat | wouldn't give just for a goddamed
t her mroneter. "

Al t hough the ice wagons began rolling their sawdust-packed cargos through the town on their way to
Tar zak, The Season the fourth saw no one fromMira or the Enerald Valley travel south for the

cel ebration. There were too many new grave markers; too many down with the bug; the recovered too

weak to travel. Those who could gathered in Mira's tiny square and observed The Show by wat chi ng

Packy Dern put Robber through her routine. A week later Packy was in his bed, down with the bug.

It was on the thirteenth of Wnd, the fifth year since the crash, that Little WII rose from her
bed and hobbl ed out into the sunshine. As she felt the warnth of the sun reach to her bones, she
reached her hand inside her robes and felt the way her ribcage protruded in front of her sunken

abdonen. Everyone in Mira | ooked as though they were starving to death.

Pete was still in bed; still weak.

She noved slowy down the street until she came to Packy's house. Cookie Jo was sitting on the
stone bench in front of the house nursing her child, Mrt.

"Cooki e, how s Packy?"

Cooki e Jo nodded toward one end of the bench. "Sit down, Little WII. You |look Iike a strong
wi nd' d bl ow you away."

Little WIl shook her head. "The sun does ne good. Besides, if | sit down, | don't know how | ong
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it would be before | could get up again." She nodded toward the door. "How s Packy?"
A |l ook came into Cookie Jo's eyes. "I don't know. Mange

says the fever's past. But Packy just stays in bed |like he was waiting to die. He wo"h't eat
anyt hing. "

Little WIIl held her hand to her forehead as dizzyness whirled the ground. "Maybe | will sit down
for a bit." She took the three steps necessary and dropped down upon the bench

"Are you better now?"
"Better. I'mstill alittle wobbly on ny pins."

Cooki e Jo rearranged her baby, then |ooked at Little WIIl. "Honey, are you sure you should be up?
If you had a mirror right now, you' d scare yourself half to death."

"If 1 was a bikini queen, 1'd be in the ballet."
"How s Pete?"

Little WIIl shook her head. "Wak. | think he's on the nend, though." She | ooked into the dark
doorway of Packy's house, then back at Cookie Jo. "Is it okay if I go in and see hin®"

"He won't talk to anyone. Not even ne."

Little WIIl placed her hand against the wall of the house and pushed herself to her feet. Still
hol ding onto the wall, she entered the room and stopped inside the door. "Packy?"

Hearing no answer, she wal ked to the window to her right and pulled aside the piece of blanket
that covered it. Sunlight flooded the room "Pull back that curtain.”

Little WIIl looked in the direction of the weak voice and saw Packy's emaciated formin bed. "Wat
are you, Packv a bat?"

"Pull back the curtain and get out of here."

Little WIIl hobbled to the next wi ndow and opened it to the light. "Packy, you have to have light
to put your clothes on."

"C ot hes?" The boss el ephant man stared at her with sunken eyes. "I'mnot putting on any cl ot hes,
and if you got any sense, you' d get yourself back to bed."

Little WIIl folded her arnms and | ooked down at Packy. "I can't go to bed. There's bull to be
pushed. "
Packy turned his face to the wall. "Just go away, Little WIIl. Please."

"Just going to curl up and die, huh? You know what Bull-hook WIly would' ve said."

Packy turned on his side, facing the wall. "He's dead. Everybody's dead. Every goddammed body's
dead. "

Little WII felt the tears spring to her eyes. "He'd say, 'Bullhand, get your narrow ass out of
that hay and push sone bull!'" She funed at Packy's back for a nonent, then lifted her right |eg
and ki cked the boss el ephant man in the soft end.

Packy rolled over and sat up as Little WII staggered to regain her balance, "dammt, Little WII,
| don't care if you are married! |'mgonna whip your butt till it glows in the goddammed dark!"

She turned toward the door. "First you have to catch ne." Little WII| stepped outside and | eaned
agai nst the doorfrane. The street seenmed to tip and swimin front of her face. "Cookie? Cookie?"
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Little WIIl felt strong hands grip her upper arns. "Are you all right?"
"Get me back to nmy bed. | can't walk..."

She seened to fall through a hole in the planet's crust. And the planet was hollow, dark, and
col d.

Bul | hook WIly was drunk. She remenbered that she was nine years old. It was only later that she
figured out that her father had been carrying a few snorts under his belt.

They had been in the main sl eeping bay of the Baraboo. Since he wasn't hitched to anything or
anyone, Bullhook WIlly slept with the rest of the bullhands. He had taken a long pull froma
bottle, then pointed the neck of the bottle at her.

"There's not a goddammed bul | hand on this ship who's worth a crap without his bull." He tapped the
bottl eneck against his chest. "Me too. Especially ne." He took another pull, lowered the bottle to
his lap, then smled at her. "Lookit me, kid. Lookit nme hard. |I'mnothing w thout those bulls. Not

a dammed thing."

He rubbed his eyes, then | ooked above her at sonething Only he could see. "A bull hand, his nane
was Coober Jones, worked the Snow Show out of Seattle when Poison Jimand | were together. Damn

Goober. He turned his bull into an outlaw.. .killed Poison Jim" He shook his head and | ooked back
up at that nothingness. "You ever find a bull hand who thinks he's something wthout his rubber
mul e, you kill that sonofabitch or throw ' 'imout on the lot. Got no business swi nging a bullhook."

Then, with his hand, he waved i mages fromhis nmind and | aughed. He told her a story. It was the
one about Kraut Stuka. Kraut was filing his bull's toenails when the show s new vet asked Kraut
why the bull was meking that "pok-a-ta-pok-a-ta" sound with her trunk

"'*'Oh,' says Kraut going back to his bull's pedicure, '"this bull's an outboard.

She didn't know what an outboard was. But she | aughed, because Bull hook WH y | aughed. And Bul | hook
WIlly was boss el ephant nan for O Hara's Greater Shows. She | aughed because the |aughter of giants
is infectious. And Bull hook WIlly was a giant. He was the nan in charge of the care, feeding,
performance, training, and procurenment of over a hundred of the largest |and mammal s known
anywhere in the universe

Her father.
NI NETEEN

When Little WII opened her eyes, Packy's tired face was | ooking back at her. It was just |ike
after the crash. She reached out her hand and touched Packy's. The boss el ephant man squinted at
her. "Little WII?"

Her mouth was dry and she wet her lips with her tongue. "Packy.'
face came into view. "Pete."

She squeezed his hand as anot her

Shiner Pete knelt on the floor next to the sleeping cushions. "How do you feel ?"

Little WIIl closed her eyes and thought. For sone reason, the question wasn't an easy one to
answer. Her eyes opened and she sniled. "Hungry. How s Reg?"

Packy nodded. "In the pink."
She frowned first at Packy then at Pete. "You two are up."

Packy snorted and | ooked at Pete. "I guess you're right, Pete. You got yourself a real fortune
teller inthis girl."

"The last | renenber, | was up and you two were flat in the sack."

Packy raised his eyebrows and | ooked into her eyes. "You nean the tinme you struggled out of your
si ckbed for the sole purpose of kicking poor old Packy's ass?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20B...us%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (75 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt
Little WIl's face grew hot. She nodded. Shiner Pete took her other hand and held it. "That was
five months ago."
"Five nonths."
"I't's Payday, the fifth of Layup."

Little WIIl pulled upon the hands that held hers until she was in a sitting position. The effort
made her stomach swm "l want to go to the kraal and see Reg. Then to the lake. | just want to
scrub nyself until | bleed, then stretch out in the sun. And food. Mountains of food."

Pet e reached back and his hand returned holding a cup of cold broth. Little WIIl's |ips eagerly
sought the cups's edge, and she quickly took a large swall ow. About to take another, she frowned.
“l... | think Pmfull."

Packy | aughed and shook his head. "Your stomach's shrunked down to the size of a pea. You'll be
able to eat nore later."

She took a tiny sip of the broth, choked it down, then returned the cup to Pete. As Pete replaced

the cup, she | ooked at Packy. "If it's Layup, then there's only a few weeks until The Season."
"That's right. Still nobody's going to Tarzak 'cause of the bug. But we've been buil ding stands
here in Mira. By the Bool abong, Little WIIl, we got us a Geat Ring right here in Mira."

Little WIIl frowned as she tried to renmenber sonething. "I had a dream Mng. | was in Tarzak, and

Mng... Mng' s dead." She | ooked at Pete.

"W haven't heard anything |like that. Goofy Joe was through just yesterday, and he didn't say
anyt hi ng about M ng being exed."

She pl aced her hands on Packy's and Pete's shoulders. "Help me up. | want to see Reg."

Pet e took her hand and reached beneath her |eft shoulder, pulling her to her feet as he stood. She
| ooked down at the boss el ephant man. "Packy?"

He smiled and shrugged. "Pete'11l help you up to the kraal. My legs; they don't work so good.
Cookie Jo'11 be by in a bit to help ne out.”

Horror crossed Little WIl's face. "Did it.. .is it because | kicked—

Packy | aughed and shook his head. "Hell no, girl. You were so weak you couldn't've killed a fly
with that kick." He pointed

in the direction of the kraal. "Robber got spooked by a storm about two nonths ago and she wal ked
around on me a bit. | always said Robber waS a pain in the ass, but..." He shrugged and hel d out
hi s hands.

"Packy, your still boss el ephant man?"

He nodded. "You're dammed right | am And you better get your act together fast, snippit, 'cause
we got another road to do. We're cutting through to the Mira-Kuumic Road from Porse. It'll take
al nrost three days travel off the trip fromWite Top Mountain to Tarzak." He frowned. "I suppose
Kraut's gonna try and pay us off again with those dammed BB' s of Mdyotch's. But | guess as |long as
they buy things in Tarzak—

"BB' s? The road gang was paid off for the nmountain road with BB s?"

Packy sighed as his eyebrows went up. "Like the man once said to ne, '"If | was smart, 1'd be in
the treasury wagon."'"

Little WIIl shook her head as Pete hel ped her out of the door. "All that for a handful of BB's."

Pete | aughed. "Hey, we got bags of 'emthousands—for the job. And we've already paid off the Sina
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fishers with "em and iron from Kuum c—=

"BB s!" Little WII glanced at Pete. "Motch Myvill rust have billions of those things. | |ove'
you, nmy man, but with your brains you could be a bull hand too. BB s!"

Shi ner Pete shook his head and hel ped his wife up the incline to the kraal

By Put Up of The Season the fifth, Little WII and Pete put on a feed for Waxy and Mange to mark
t he occasion. Packy and Cookie Jo couldn't be there. Packy was down again with the bug and Cookie
Jo was caring for him There would be a Season in Mira. A lot of people didn't have the bug; but
there would be a pall on the event. A lot of people did have the bug; for the third and fourth
time. Dot the Pot was also in bed.

As Little WIIl and Pete brought the food to the table, Waxy and Mange sat upon their cushions.
Waxy spoke wi thout |ooking at Mange. "You | ooked at J3ot yet?"

Mange grinned and nodded his head. "I |ooked at her." Waxy's eyebrows went up and he faced the
vet. "Well?" Mange's grin disappeared and he shook his head. "I don't see any way around it,
Waxy. "

Waxy | ooked at the table and sighed. "Damm. That woman's
strong as a dammed bull!" He shook his head. "Never thought the bug'd get her." "It didn't."
Waxy frowned at Mange. "Headaches, cranps, dizzy-ness—f it's not the bug, what is it?"

Mange pl ucked a tungberry off of a plate and popped it into his mouth. "Dot's pregnant." He chewed
on the fruit, swallowed it, then faced Waxy with an inpassive expression. "W know what causes
that, now "

Waxy stood and ran fromthe roominto the street. Mange | ooked up at Little WII. "I'm sorry about
that. It | ooks like only dinner for three."

Little WIIl grinned as she dropped onto her cushion and faced the vet. "Mange, are you sure?"

The vet nodded. "It's nice to hand Qut news like that once in awhile. | bet Waxy is crowing his
way around the planet right now " He chuckl ed once, then his expression grew sonber as Pete took
his place at the table. "Everything you two told ne has checked out. Wen Goofy Joe cane through
Mira last tine, he told about themplanning to rebuild the Great Ring in Tarzak out of cut stone.
That, and Mng is dead. They don't know the cause. Goofy Joe cane straight here after he found
out, so there's no other way you coul d have known. This neans that you two can use your thoughts
the way you said you could. It's not brain damage."

Pete nodded. "Well, that's good news—as far as it goes."

Little WIIl frowned as she nunched upon a tungberry. "Wen we were both sick, we tried to contact
one of those nonsters we saw before in the G eat Muck Swanp. Pete couldn't get to its thoughts,
but | think I did."

Mange' s eyebrows went up. "And?"

Little WIIl shrugged. "I can't explainit. It felt me, and... and it was surprised. Just
surprised. It was curious in a way, until | spoke to it. Then it just ran off into the swanp
screaming like a little kid."

Mange chuckl ed. "I bet you scared the eggs out of the thing."

Pete and Little WII [aughed. Pete pointed toward the door with his thunb. "Were's
Butterfingers?"

Mange shook his head. "It |ooks Iike he's got the bug, too." Mange snorted. "At least | don't have
tungberry pits all over the table.”

Pete frowned. "He doesn't |like the pits?"
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Mange shook his head. "He |ikes the sweet part, but that sour shot fromthe pits he hates."

Little WIIl held her hands to her tenples. Pete | ooked at her. She | ooked up Mange. "Mange, this
is... likel told you when T saw the rocks com ng down on Pete and the bulls. It's the
tungberries."”

"What's the tungberries?"
Little WIIl leaned forward. "Mange, it's the tungberries. That's the cure for the bug!"

Mange smiled and shook his head. "W tried that. A lot of troupers have died who ate tungberries
by the bushel ."

"The pits, Mange! Did they all eat the pits?"

Mange sat back and rubbed his chin. "I don't know." He held out his hands. "It still doesn't
expl ai n why the newborn babies on the Central Continent don't get the bug. They eat tungberries,
but I've never seen a kid that liked the pits. It's an acquired taste."

Little WIIl frowned, then | ooked back at Mange. "Did you ever see a kid spit out the pits? They
don't crack themfor the sour taste, but they don't have any teeth, either."

Mange studied Little WII. "So they swallow the pulp and the seeds whole." He | ooked down at the
table top. "And just about everyone has the bug on Mdway, including the kids, because... they
don't have tungberries at all over there!" He | ooked again at Little WII. "Mybe. Just maybe." He

pi cked up the plate of tungberries and began squashing the grape-sized fruit with his hand. Then
he picked out the small handfull of pits fromthe nmass of pulp then stood up and grabbed the jug
of sapwi ne.

Little WIIl |ooked up at Mange. "How are you going to try thenf"

"Butterfngers McCQuinea pig."

The vet turned and ran into the street. Shiner Pete |ooked at his wife. "It |ooks |ike our dinner
party is playing to an enpty house." He broke sone cobit. "I sure hope the tungberries are the
answer . "

Little WIIl |ooked down at her food, then turned her head and | ooked through the doorway at the
night. "They'll work." Images danced in the darkness. "l see other things, too, Pete. Wat are we

going to be without the bulls?"
"We'll be man and wife. There are other things you can—+"
She faced him "I nmean the bull hands! Wh.at will they be w thout the bulls?"

Pete shook his head. "Just |ike everybody else."” Little WIIl stood»"You don't understand." She
wal ked out into Mira's dark street and headed toward the kraal. She wal ked the incline, clinbed
the fence, and studied the shadows. She whispered to herself. "Wthout the bulls, we are nothing."

The begi nnings of the things Little WII saw that night unfolded as the years passed. By The
Season the sixth, the Porse Cutoff had been constructed. The success of the tungberry experi nent
had everyone eating the things—pits and all—-and shipnents of fruit and tungberry plants being sent
to Mdway. By The Season the seventh, the "bug" had been elimnated, and the Momans preparedtonce
again to hold the celebration in the Town of Tarzak. As she rode Reg across the delta bridges,
Little WIIl again saw the roadsi de watchers counting the bulls. They counted seventeen. M ng had
died in Tarzak, the two Enerald Valley bulls had sickened and died fromeating the poi sonous
spring ferns that grew up north, and one of the three bulls in Kuumic had died in a mne accident.
There were a total of nineteen bulls |eft upon Monus.

During Put Up that night, they | earned who had survived the bug; who had di ed. Duckfoot Tarzak,
Leadfoot Sina, Fisty Bill Ris, Gabbit Kuunic, Dogface D ck, Cholly Jacoby, Madam Zel da, and many
ot hers passed into nenory.
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That night Spats Skorzini introduced hinmself as the Master of the G eat R ng of Tarzak, and
i ntroduced Warts as the Master of the Tarzak Priesthood. The spielers in Tarzak were calling
t hensel ves barkers; the candy and fizz butchers were calling thensel ves nmerchants; and the
canvasnen and razorbacks were calling thensel ves roustabouts.

The bul | hands were still bul |l hands.

On the way back to Mira, Chilly Ned's bull, General, went outlaw, killing three hostlers and two
children, and had to be executed. The only nethod available to themwas an anci ent one. They
anchored General's back legs to sone trees, and then attached a strong team of Perches to a slip-
ringed chain around General's neck. To Little WII the strangul ati on of General seened to take
forever. The execution filled everyone's mnd, and no one noticed Chilly Ned wal ki ng of f al one
into the darkness.

Si xteen bulls made parade in Tarzak for The Season the seventh. The two Kuumic bulls still Iived,
and then there were eighteen bulls upon Minus. Passing onto the Big Lot were

Amazi ng Ozanund, magi ci an; Packy Dern, boss el ephant man; Stretch Dirak, advance car manager;
El ectric Lips, barker; Ptomaine Tilly, candy butcher; Skinner Suggs, boss hostler; and Chilly
Ned, . bul | hand.

Before they had left Mira, the bullhands elected Little WII boss el ephant man—Master of the
M ira Bull hands.

On Put Up, the Master of the Tarzak Priesthood disclosed the official religion of the Myman
priests. A survey had been conducted, and the priests had agreed in advance to take on the
religion of the majority. The majority preference was "no preference." And the Master of the

Tar zak Priesthood spake: "lIn accordance with our agreenment in Porse, then, the priesthood s
official religion is the majority's: No Preference. It might be tine-saving to take notes off
rituals and prayers supplied by those with religious afflictions in case the need of such rituals
and prayers pops up in the future."

And Poge Loder stood and spoke fromthe Mira section of the Geat Ring. "I want to know about
profanity. A priest shouldn't go about talkin' the way Waxy does."

Warts studi ed upon the request, then replied to Poge. "Anong other conplaints, | have pondered the
use of the name 'Mormus' as an oath, and | see little objection. Mirus was an ancient nythica
Earthling deity specializing in ridicule. The Governor naned this planet after that deity as a

j oke. Hence, | cannot see how using the nanme as an oath would constitute bl aspheny. Since we are
officially No Preferencians, | can't inmagi ne what woul d constitute bl aspheny.

"However, along with your conplaints, Poge, | have received many conpl aints concerning the use of
certain words by priests, and these conplaints do not all conme fromthe religiously distressed. At
burials we should have no nore send-off phrases such as 'Gve 'emhell, you son of a bitch,' 'Wen
you get there, save one with big knockers for nme,' 'You were a beautiful bastard,' and 'Death
sucks. "

Warts turned to the other nenbers of the Moman Priesthood standing in the ring with him "I would

add that in recording pregnancies and births, the proper word is fetus, not 'waternelon' or 'l oaf
of bread'; the word for wonb is not 'the old patch' or 'oven,' and the process by which this event
accrues is not to be referred to by the expression you are currently using."

Waxy placed his armupon Turtl ehead' s shell. "Could you please go up into the Mira stands and
expl ain the proper pronunciation of our trade to old Poge?"

" \My?u

"He seenms to be mssing the goddammed point of what the hell it is to be a dammed priest. That's
why. "

"The proper pro—

"I know. | know. But tell Poge. He needs it."
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Turtl ehead noved off into the cut-stone steps of the Mira bl ues.

Warts cleared his throat and addressed the Great Ring. "In answer to the question put to ne by
many of you, the invention of the tel ephone has been postponed for |ack of interest."”

On The Season the eighth, they learned that Jingles MGurk, Goofy Joe, and Motch Myvill had taken
on apprentices, and were denmanding new job tides. Fromthat day on, |oan sharks were to be known
as "cashiers," gossips as "newstellers,” and liars as "storytellers."

Only twel ve bulls made parade that year. Four had to be retired; too weak to make the trip to
Tarzak. Little WIIl had remained in Mira along with Mange Ranger and Shiner Pete. Before the
bul I hands returned to Mira from The Season, Mange placed into Little WIll's arms a baby boy and a
baby girl. She naned the boy Johnjay, after John J. O Hara. She naned the girl My, after the
month that used to begin every show-a |long time ago.

Shiner Pete asked his wife if now the future of the bullhands | ooked so bleak. Little WILdid not
respond. The baby boy appeared to have nmental powers that dw ndled hers. She could not inmagine
what Johnjay woul d becone.

The baby girl, My, was crippled! She would never have the use of her |egs. Mange was sorry. Pete
accepted it. Little WII stopped probing the future. The answer had come to her |ong before. For
the bul | hands there woul d be no future. The el ephant song would die. Wat, if anything, would
replace it, she could not inagine.

But she knew one thing: while the bulls lived, the bullhands lived. She took her gold-tipped
bul I hook and held it within arms reach of her baby, Johnjay. He touched its col dness, w thdrew
hi s hands, and cri ed.

Deep in the Great Mick Swanp, Waco Whacko knelt before the nmound beneath which were buried the
five Ssendi ssian eggs. As he tested the noisture of the soil, he spoke.

"Hanah will have our baby in a couple of nmonths."
"It is what we have all waited for."

"She should go back to where Nunber Three went down. There are people there that can help her. And
| want to be with her."

W,
Waco stood and | ooked down at the nmound. "What do you mean, no?"
"The nmeaning is clear."

"You would not let ne go with her?"

"Neither of you will |eave us. Hanah shall have the child here."

* Waco | ooked down the hill toward the shack. "This is foolish! Wat if the child dies?"

"Then you and Hanah w || produce another. W cannot risk you |eaving us."

He | ooked back at the nmound. "What if they both die? It happens often with human births if the
proper help is not available."

The eggs were silent for a nonment. "Waco, if they both die, you will find another female. Wth
her, then, you will produce another child."

"And if another fenal e doesn't come al ong?"

"Hanah will stay, Waco. Both of you will stay." The eggs appeared to tal k anmong t hemsel ves for a
monent. Then they spoke again. "// is time you were told, Wico."
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"Tol d what ?"

"You will never |eave here. Hanah will never |eave here. W shall keep your child, and your
child s descendants, until we are free of our shells. Don't try to fight this, Waco. W are strong
enough now to prevent you from harmng us. W can kill Hanah."

Waco wal ked down the hill toward the shack. When he was m dway between the shack and the nound, he

turned back. "We have | oved you and cared for you night and day for years. Wiy don't you trust
us?"

"W are only babies, Waco." The thought-hiss of Ssendis-sian | aughter came fromall sides. "W do
not know any better."

At the feeling of nore laughter, Waco's hands turned into fists. He began stormng up the hill.
"It's time you were taught better!"”

A huge hand of nothi ngness swatted Waco to the ground. He pushed hinself up fromthe ground,
touched his hand to his nouth, then withdrew it and | ooked with astoni shnent at the bl ood upon it.
"Dam you!" He | ooked up at the nound.

"If you do this, it will cost you our love. Don't you understand that?"
"W do not need | ove, Waco. What we need are keepers. You taught us that."

The huge hand of nothi ngness swatted Waco's face, bow ing himbackwards toward the shack. Again
and again the force struck until Waco was unconsci ous.

The eggs called to the shack. "Hanah Sanagi. Conme and coll ect your mate."

Dul | -eyed and listless, Hanah energed fromthe shack. She stumbled at the eggs' direction unti

she stood over Waco's bl eeding form She | ooked down at himand hal f-smled, half-cried. "I told
you. | told you."

The eggs spoke to her'. "You will have the child here, Hanah."

"I know." She squatted and began cl eaning the grass and dirt from Waco's cuts. "I know "

"The child will be a female. Her name is Ssura."”

Hanah | ooked toward the nound, confused. "Her nane?"
"Her name is Ssura. It means guardian. And she is ours. We are already in her mnd."

Hanah pl aced her hands upon her swollen abdonen, bowed her head, and was sadly amused to think
that the biggest favor she could do for her child would be to kill it.

"W are in your mnd, too, Hanah Sanagi."
She sighed and returned to cleaning Waco's cuts. "I know. You never let ne forget."

On The Season the eleventh, Little WIIl brought Johnjay and May to Tarzak. El even bulls nade
parade. By The Season the fifteenth, there were only eight bulls. On The season the twenty-first,
there were two bulls in the parade. Seven others were in the Mira kraal too old, too weak, to
travel to Tarzak. On The Season the twenty-eighth, the only bull to nake parade in Tarzak was Reg.

Little WIIl wal ked al ongside the animal, and they were foll owed by Johnjay carrying May, and by
the remaining bull-hands of Mira.

On The Season the twenty-ninth, the bulls and the bullhands of Mira were absent fromthe parade.
TVEENTY

By The Season the thirty-first, the only renmaining bulls upon Mormus were the six retired
pachyderns in the Mira kraal. Few went out of their way to attend Tarzak's cel ebration. However,
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nmore than a fewtraveled to Mira to see the six old bulls that still lived. For nost Mmans, it
was a trip of privation and hardship. The children and the young adults conpl ai ned. But the old
ones—those who had conme down when the Bar-aboo was exed—woul d listen to no conplaints. They went
to Mira to see the bulls; that, and to remenber a tine that had | ong passed into menory al ong
with many of their friends and | oved ones.

The young ones had never seen the show. The sparkle, the joy, the need of the big top, was
something foreign to them The bulls were curiosities—freaks froma storyteller's past.

Those who canme would find a young girl seated in the grass of the kraal nmaking drawi ngs while a
handsonme young boy sat upon one of the bulls, or stood by its side. Wen the girl would | eave, the
young boy would carry her to the house of Little WIIl, Master of the Mira Bull hands. Then he
woul d head for The Tusk, Mira's tavern. There at the tavern, the one called Johnjay woul d anuse
his friends, and whoever happened to be

within earshot, with |oud, drunken |ies about telepathic eggs, pachyderns, and a ghost called
Bul | hook W Ivy.

If urged, and if plied with sufficient novills and sapw ne, the boy would denbnstrate his
abilities at cards and dice. And he would | ament that no one would ganble wi th hi mbecause peopl e
believed wongly that he had inherited his parent's nmental gifts. Then a card in the center of the
table would flip over by itself. The boy woul d place his hand upon the card and | ook as though he
were enbarrassed. And then he woul d | augh.

"Bah! But nmy head is boiled!" Mrtify weaved, | ooked at the cl osed door of The Tusk, then | ooked
down at his conpanion sitting in the dust of the Mira Square. He dropped down next to him and

| ooked up at the stars. "Wen, oh, when shall our rescue fromthis nudball conme?" Mrtify |aughed.
"Look at them Look at the stars, Johnjay! My nother, Cookie Jo, says we used to live there.

I magi ne that."

Johnj ay | ooked up, his head swiming. He giggled. "There seens to be an unconmon nunber of stars
out tonight."

Mortify waved a hand at Johnjay. "Your eyes are crossed."”

Johnj ay picked at his bullhand's robe, belched, and turned toward Mrtify. "Does it | ook as though
Cups was in the right, then, to throw us fromhis door?"

"Foo!" Mortify scratched his head and pointed toward the tavern door. "I amthe one studying
medi cine with old Mange! Not Cups! Who then should know better than | what potions we need?"

"To ward off the evening chill."
"To renove tungberry stains."
Johnj ay | aughed. "And to renove warts—

"Shhh!" Mortify | ooked about the darkened square. "The priests are everywhere." They both | aughed.
Mortify reached inside his robe and withdrew a jug. "Observe. Medicine!"

Johnjay sat upright. "By Monus, there is dip in your blood. How did you steal that?"

"Steal ?" Mrtify |ooked nortified. "Wuld you have ne put out on the lot? This is ny price for
carrying Cups's footprint upon ny soft end!" He uncapped the jug, drank deeply fromit, then
handed it to Johnjay. "Here. Tine to soften those hard edges of reality."

Johnjay drank fromthe jug, spilling a small anmount upon his robe. He | owered the jug and bobbed
his bleary gaze at his

conpani on's shadowed form "Tell me, Mrtify."
"Tell you what?"

"VWhat is your prise for this potion?"
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Mortify's expression grew sonber, and he | ooked up at the stars. "Tell me how | can get to those
ot her worlds, Johnjay. Were the houses and streets are bright with many lights; where there are
wonder ful machi nes and entertai nnents, rich foods..." He reached for the jug, took it, and drank.

Johnj ay shook his head. "Maybe there are no other worlds.
it.

He retrieved the jug as Mrtify | owered

"No ot her worl ds?"

Johnjay drank fromthe jug, then handed it back to his conpani on. He waved a hand toward the sky.
"VWhat if they are nyths? Stories invented in one of old Mwill's drunken stupors? He is not Master
of the Tarzak Storytellers because of his strict application of truth. What if we have al ways been
her e?"

Mortify placed the jug upon the ground between them "Nonsense. Wiy woul d the old people Iie?"

"To give us hope? Do they entice us with tales of these other worlds—aorlds that have nany
bull s—+o0 keep the bull-hands with no bulls at their craft?"

Mortify shook his head. "There are too nmany things. W can see pieces fromthe cars. And there are
the draw ngs—

"My sister, May, paints the bulls. But she also paints pictures of things she's never seen."

"There is sonething else, Johnjay. A d Mange, he can't use three quarters of his know edge. To use
it requires machines and instrunments that don't exist to adm nister powders and potions that no
one can nmeke." He | eaned forward. "That's why | want to go to those other worlds, Johnjay. To

| earn.”

Johnj ay shrugged. "For what purpose?"
"It interests ne."

"If it interests you." Johnjay nodded, then drank fromthe jug, replacing it between them

"Johnjay, don't you want to know why you can see images fromother's heads, or how you can nove
things and see what will happen with your m nd?"

"Not particularly. |I find little use for such things in working harness for ny father." He
shrugged. "Maybe | would like to see a real circus; a circus |ike we've been told the show was.
Sonepl ace that has nore than six bulls.” He shook his head. "Perhaps not—

"You two!" A boom canme down from above them "Stop that noise and go hone!" The shutters above the
tavern door slammed shut.

Johnjay stood. "It is a public square!"”

The shutters opened again. "Y.es, and you may howl in it the night through if you want to travel
to Porse to wet your whistles fromnow on!"

Mortify pushed hinself to his feet and pulled upon Johnjay's arm "Cone! Hush and come! Cups
threatens doom " He pulled harder.

Johnj ay staggered against Mrtify, then began weaving toward the corner of the square. "Doom
doom doom "

Mortify | aughed. "Doom da doom doom"
"Doom di ddy boom boom doom doomnl "

They sni ckered and giggled their way to the corner of the square, then Mrtify pushed Johnjay down
the road toward the kraal and turned to stagger toward his" own hone. Johnjay turned tw ce around
and stopped to scratch his head. "CGone. Everyone is gone, gone, gone."
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He shrugged and began the clinb between the dark houses toward the kraal. "Ba bum de dum" He
held his robe out and whirled in the center of the street. "Ba bum ditty bum de dum" He
stunbl ed, cane to a halt, and | ooked up at the stars.

"Monus, you great fat laughing fool! Wth all that | drink, you do not even give nme pink

el ephants. Here is a bullhand without a bull, in a circus world that has no show Am 1| not funny?"
He hung his head, sighed, then headed toward his parents' house. It was a sinple affair, four
roons and a porch, situated on the edge of the kraal. Johnjay supported hinself by one of the
porch supports and | ooked into die darkness for the bulls. He could see nothing, for the night was
too dark. Shaking his head, he went through the door curtain, through the eating room into his
tiny sleeping quarters. He dropped upon his sleeping cushions and stretched out. For a nonent, he
stared at the fuzzy imges of stars hangi ng outside the roonms sol e w ndow.

"What nust it have been like to travel anobng the stars? What were those other worlds like to walk
upon?"

"Johnj ay?"
He turned as he heard Little WII's voice. "Yes, Mther?"
She entered the roomcarrying a snall fat-oil |anp. "John-say,, don't you know how late it is?"

He cl osed his eyes and pl aced his hands beneath his head.

"No. But it nmust be very late. Very, very late." He opened his eyes, then closed them agai nst the
bri ghtness of the flame. "Was there sonething you wanted, Mother?"

Little WIIl |ooked down at himand bit her lip. "I wanted to give you sonething."

He squinted an eye open and saw his nother's arm extendi ng beyond the flane, holding an object. He
reached out a hand and took it; then he examined it in the light fromthe lanmp. It was a bull hook
An uncontrollable laughing fit came over himas he dropped the bull hook to the floor. "And now,
Mother... and now all | need is a bull!" He continued to |augh.

"I't's made from angel hair wood."
"Then... then | nust have an angel hair bull, too!" He | aughed and | aughed until he slept.
Little WIIl left the roombringing the light with her.

Days |ater, Little WII sat in the shade of the porch, watching her daughter, Muy, in the kraal
May sat on a blanket, her thin | egs fol ded beneath her. May hel d her paper board with her |eft
hand; while her right hand noved rapidly across the paper. Johnjay sat astride Reg's neck; both
man and bull were notionl ess.

A shuffle in the dirt wal kway, then a cough. Little WIIl |ooked to her right to see Mange Ranger
hobbl i ng on his cane. "Mange, what are you doing out in the sun?" She nmet the' veterinarian and
led himto her chair.

He | owered hinself into the chair, nodding his thanks. He coughed again, then | eaned back and
sighed. "Little WIIl, it's been thirty years—o, thirty-one—thirty-one years since |'ve seen a
fl ake of tobacco. And dammed if |'mnot hacking away like | was still on-the weed." He | ooked up
toward the kraal for a nmoment, then | ooked down and shook his head. "Tine passes.”

Little WIIl placed her hand on Mange's shoul der. "The new extract didn't work."

Mange shook his head sending one of his few remaining wisps of white hair down across his brow. He
pushed the hair back with a shaking hand. "Dammed stuff didn't do anything." He glanced at Little
WIl, then | ooked at the house across the wal kway. "I shouldn't have gotten your hopes up." He

| ooked toward the kraal. "May's twenty... twenty-four, now. " Mange snorted. 'Twenty real years
ol d. But she doesn't |ook a day

ol der than thirteen or fourteen.” He |looked up at Little WII. "She's going to be aacripple the
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rest of her life. I"'msorry."

Little WIIl shook Mange's shoul der. "May knows that. It doesn't bother her, Mange. She was given a
different gift."

"Does drawi ng and painting nake up for not being able to wal k?"

Little WIIl looked toward the kraal. "To her it does." She | ooked back at the old nman. "Mange, one
day those bulls are going to be all gone." She felt her eyes noisten. "All gone, Mange, but we'l]l
have May's pictures. It's inportant to the bullhands; it's inportant to her."

Mange shook his head and sighed. "Bone Breaker and | nust have talked it over a hundred times back
with the old show Dammed shane he had to di e when Nunber Two went down." He nodded. "And the
records."” He | ooked at Little WIIl. "If we'd been able to save the records | coul d' ve kept track
of all those kids with the bent genes. Maybe | coul d' ve been prepared..."

"Did you find anot her one?"
Mange nodded as he rubbed his eyes. "I think so. Wanna and Ji nbo from Tarzak. Know then®"
"No. "

"She's a wardrober and he's a cashier. They have a son, Mingo. He's twelve years old and he wei ghs
al nost three hundred pounds."” Mange shook his head. "And not a scrap of fat on him he's one big
nmuscle." He tapped the side of his head. "Feebl e-nminded. He can hardly remenber anything from one
mnute to the next. They brought himfor glasses. He can't see very well either. Oh." Mange
reached into the pocket of his threadbare white coat. "Speaking of glasses; here's Pete's." He
hel d out a small cloth-wapped bundle. "Now you tell Pete if these aren't exactly right to send

t hem back. Boxcar Bo over in Kuunmic has a conplete set of diagnostic | enses nmade up now, and he's
made up the eye charts, too. If these aren't right, Butterfingers can nake hi man accurate
prescription next tine."

"Il tell him" Little WIIl took the bundle and placed it into the pocket of her robe. She
wi thdrew a smal | pouch, shook a nunber of copper beads into her hand, counted them then dropped
theminto Mange's hand.

Mange | ooked at the coppers, chuckled, then dropped theminto his coat pocket. He nodded toward
the kraal. "Wat about Johnjay? Anything besides tel epathy?"

Little WIIl folded her arns and shook her head. "He can see futures. And he can read m nds. He can
al so nove things." She sighed. a

"What is it?"

"Mange, he just doesn't do anything with his gifts. O anything else. Wen he isn't carrying My
around, he's down at the tavern drinking with his friends. He doesn't care about anything else.”
She held out her arnms, then let themdrop to her sides. "He can handle the bulls, but he doesn't
care. No future, he says." Little WIIl |ooked toward the kraal. "The only reason he's up on one
now i s because May needs a nodel ."

Mange pushed hinself to his feet. "Johnjay's generation was born on Minus, Little WIIl. They're
not from our universe." He coughed and shook his head. Wen his |ungs cal med down, Mange | ooked up
at the sky. "I wonder what it will be Iike a hundred years fromnow." He |ooked at Little WII and
| aughed. "1 guess that's not going to be ny problem™

Little WIIl notioned toward her door. "WII you be sharing the evening neal with us? Pete' 11 be
back soon."

Mange shook his head. "My appetite's been off lately. | have to be getting back. If | don't sit on
top of him Waxy won't take his nedicine. It's a good thing he has Turtlehead . to help him
otherwise I'd never get himto stay in bed." He wal ked out from under the porch roof, waved a hand
then began his sl ow shanbl e down the wal kway.
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"Good-bye." Little WIIl turned and went through the doorway. "Johnjay."

"Yes, Nbther?"

"Bring May in. She's had enough sun, and it's tine for dinner." She sniled as she felt Johnjay
search her mind trying to discover what was for dinner. "/ haven't nmade up nmy mnd yet, Johnjay.
Stop playing and bring May in."

"Yes, Mbther."

Little WIl noved toward the wi ndow and wat ched as John-jay slid from Reg's back, patted the
bull's cheek, then went over to his sister. May | ooked up at her brother, quickly drew a few nore
lines, then tucked away her charcoal and held out her arns. Johnjay w apped the bl anket around
May's | egs, then placed his arnms behind her back and beneath her legs and lifted her.

Little WIl's gaze noved fromher twins to Reg and the five other remaining bulls. Too old to work
the roads or to travel

the road to Tarzak for The Season, but w thout them the bull-hands were nothing. «

She | ooked above the wi ndow at the gold and mahogany bul | hook hanging there, and the angel hair-
wood hook hangi ng next to it. Perhaps Johnjay had been right when he had said that the bull hands
al ready were nothing. Little WIIl did not sweep the thought from her m nd. She placed the thought
aside. It was an ol d compani on.

TVENTY- ONE

It was May 29th, the thirty-second year since The Crash. The sun was bright, and Johnjay sat upon
the kraal fence. May was in the kraal finishing a drawi ng, and Johnjay was concentrating upon
tying knots in the grass with his thoughts.

Forty miles to the southeast, Arnheimls Fault straightened out a kink, flattening approximtely a
third of the houses in Tarzak. The shockwave runbl ed through the towns of Tieras and Porse, then
hit the Town of Mira. The vibration was sonmething nore to be felt than heard. Johnjay | ooked
toward Mira's square as he felt the kraal fence noving beneath him The few people in the square
stood silently, |ooking upward. The runbl e of the ground grew rmuch | ouder.

"Johnjay!" He turned at the sound of his sister's cry.
"May!" No sooner had he uttered her nane, three of the spooked bulls tranpled her. "Muy! My!"

When he reached her side, she was unrecogni zable. The blood was in his eyes, hell in his thoughts,
as he | ooked up at the ranpagi ng pachyderns near the edge of the cliff.

That evening Johnjay stood in the center of the Mira Ring. The people of Mira noved silently
into the blues, but Johnjay

did not see them He saw only his nother, Little WII. She stood a few paces away, her left side
toward him her arnms folded and her head bowed. Beneath her |eft arm was the mahogany-handl ed,

gol d-ti pped bul | hook. Shiner Pete wal ked into the Ring and stood silently between nother and son.
Pete studied Johnjay until his son turned away and | ooked at the blues. They were all there:
teansters, bullhands, cashiers, newstellers, riders, nerchants. Turtlehead and his three
apprentice priests took their places in the blues. Geat Waxy would not sit with them for his job
was in the R ng.

Johnjay closed his eyes. "Mdther, what | did was right!" The thought was sent, but refused. He bit
at the inside of his lip until he tasted bl ood.

The sounds of notion stopped, and Johnjay opened his eyes. He blinked until the scene was no
| onger distorted by tears. He turned and saw the priest Waxy hol ding his book. Geat Waxy's
usually jolly face was hidden by his priest's hood. The shadow cast by the hood nade hi m| ook
headl ess for a noment —+the ghostly di spassionate recorder of the town's judgenent. Waxy's deep
voice filled the Ring. "Wwo starts?"
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Little WII lifted her head. "I will."
A man wearing the grey and maroon of the bull hands stood in the blues. "You are his nother."

Little WIIl unfolded her arns and pointed her bull hook at the man. "Lizard Bait, | am al so Mster
of the Bulls. It is my place to speak for the bullhands."

Li zard Bait | ooked around the Ring for support, but found none. He resuned his seat. Waxy nodded
toward Little WII. "Go on. You' ve got the hall."

She | owered her arns and | et the tull hook hang down from her right hand. She turned conpletely
around, |ooking at the faces in the blues, stopping when she faced Johnjay. She pointed the
bul I hook at her son. "Johnjay killed the five bulls Gonzo, Tw nkie, Peg, Mlly, and Lady. If |
hadn't been able to control Reg, he would have killed Reg, as well. He drove themover the cliff
behind the fence." She turned from Johnjay and faced the blues. "I saw this."

Shi ner Pete wal ked over to his wife and touched her arm She pulled her armout of reach and
turned her back on her husband. Pete faced the blues. "You all know those bulls killed mny
daughter, May. Johnjay's sister. You know May was a cripple and couldn't run. What you don't know
is what May neant to Johnjay—*

"Bah!" A woman in bullhand's stripes stood in the blues. "Bulls kill bullhands; bullhands don't
kill bulls! You're in harness, Shiner. Get out«of the Ring!"

"l have a say! He's ny son!" Shiner Pete stared down the woman. "Those bulls were too old and you
all knowit. They were old and nean." He | ooked around at the people of Mira. "Hell. If |I'd been
there, I would' ve killed "emnyself!" The people in the stands rose and shouted i n anger. Shiner
Pete held up his "hands for quiet, but the noise continued until the harness man |owered his arns
and stood notionl ess.

Waxy | ooked at Johnjay. "Say sonething, Johnjay."

Johnj ay | ooked at Waxy. The priest's face-looked very old. Johnjay |ooked down at the sawdust,
then up at his nother. Her back was toward him He talked to her mind. "Mther, | amyour son.”

This tinme she answered. "No son of mne kills bulls.”

Johnj ay | ooked at the bullhands in the blues. "Look at you. You call yourselves bull hands, yet
when was the last tinme you worked a bull?" He pulled at his own gray and maroon striped robe.
"This rag says |'ma bullhand. But | work harness with ny father. My sister... My wore one of

t hese robes, and she painted pictures. That was what she was doing in the kraal. She was painting
pi ctures of those dammed bulls so you and your children wouldn't forget what a bull |ooked Iike.
That was when those dammed aninals killed her!" He spat on the sawdust. "Then | killed them And
if | could do it over again, | would!'" He folded his arns.

Waxy sighed, bowed his head for a nonment, then roared at the blues. "Spit it out, troupers! Wat
does the Town of Mira say?"

A voice. "Put his trunk on the lot!" And nore voices—all saying the sanme thing
"On the lot! Put his trunk on the lot!"

Waxy | ooked at Little WII. "You brought the charge. You're Master of the Bulls. Can Johnjay pay
of f the bull-hands?"

Johnj ay's not her shook her head. "There is no price that can be set." Her back was still toward
her son. "Let his trunk be put on the lot."

Waxy's voice faltered. "For.. .for how | ong?"

Little WIIl turned and pointed her bull hook at her son. "Let Johnjay not be within sight of the
Town of Mira until... until
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the last bull dies." The nother |ooked at her son. "Wen Reg
di es, Johnjay may return."

Waxy turned to the blues. "Wat about the rest of you?" A roar of assent fromthe blues washed the
Ri ng. Waxy

made the entry as Johnjay turned and wal ked fromthe ring.

He went to his house, gathered his things, then began wal king north on the road toward the Emerald
Val l ey. As he reached the incline to the Snake Mwuntain Gap, he heard the people of Mira singing
"Bl ack Di anond. "

He sent his thought. "Good-bye Father."

There were tears staining the answer. "Good-bye, Johnjay. It won't be forever."
" Good- bye, Father.":

" Good- bye, Johnjay."

Johnj ay | ooked over the houses of the- Town of Mira. "Mther?" There was no answer. "Good-bye,
Mot her." John-jay began to clinb the incline.

TVENTY- TWO

It was at night at the peak of the Snake Mountain Gap. Tarzaka the fortune teller prepared her
fire and set out her cobit cakes. She sat al one watching the flames fromher fire fight back the
gap's dark, when a stranger wearing the bullhand's gray and nmaroon paused by her fire. H s hair
was bl ack and his frame was gaunt. Hell was in his eyes. She notioned toward her fire. "Cone and
join ne, bullhand. It is a lonely road we travel."

The man studied her for an instant, then shook his head. He turned and continued down the road.
Tar zaka hel d up her hand. "Wait."

He | ooked at her! "Wat do you want ?"

She shrugged. "Wat do you want ?"

He al nost smiled. "To be alone.”

"It is a strange person who wi shes to be alone at night in the Snake Mountain Gap. It is said that
many ghosts wal |l cthese walls." She pointed toward him "One who wears the bull-hand's stripes
shoul d know t hese things."

He | aughed. It was a | augh of pain, not hunor. He faced away fromthe fire, toward the night-
bl ackened chasm He

raised a fist. "Damm ghosts! Damm you, ghosts! If you have any power, cone to* nme and use it!"
Tar zaka gasped. "Don't!"

The stranger turned toward her, his face displaying none of the hunor of his voice. "You fear
ghosts, fortune teller?"

Tar zaka shrugged. "Who does not? Does it pay to tenpt fate?"

The bul | hand | aughed. Still the laugh was a cry of pain. He stopped | aughing and pointed at her
"Fate does not kiss the hand of those who pay homage to it, fortune teller. It is just there."

Tarzaka trenmbled at the bull hand's words. "These are hard things you say. Wat is your nanme?"
The bul I hand studied tfe fortune teller for a long tine. Then he tossed his wap of bel ongi ngs

next to the fire. "My nanme... ny name is No One. That is ny nane." He noved to the fire and
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squatted next to it. His eyes studied the woman in blue. "Your nane, fortune teller?"

She wet her lips. "I amcalled Tarzaka." She studied the bullhand for a few noments. "Your nane is

a strange one."

He pulled cobit dough fromhis wap and placed it by the fire. Wien he had finished, he | ooked at
the fortune teller. "No One is ny nane." He again gave a hunorless grin. "Wuld you share nmy cobit
in exchange for a fortune, Tarzaka?"

She studied the bull hand. "You, No One, do not believe in fortunes."

"I thought it m ght be anusing."' He shook his head. "I believe in them Tarzaka; | do not believe
in yours."

Her eyebrows raised. "And why not?"
"You play ganes with cards, balls, and w shes, Tarzaka. You do not tell fortunes."

"And did Mormus hinself whisper this in your ear?"

"l need no advice fromnyths." The bull hand drew back the left side of his nmouth into a half-
smle. "lInstead, Tarzaka, why don't | tell you your fortune?"

The fortune teller |aughed. "There would be no nore point in doing so than if | asked you to watch
me handl e bulls."

The person called No One | aughed, stood, and wal ked to the wall of the road cut. As he scraped nud
fromthe rocks, he called back to the fortune teller. "Then ny fortune has no val ue, Tarzaka." He
returned to the fire, packing and shaping the nud with his hands. "And a fortune that has no

val ue, you may have for nothing."

Tar zaka snorted. "Perhaps you should pay ne."

No One sat cross-legged across the fire fromthe fortune teller and placed a bal! of nmud upon one
of the fire's rocks. After he had done so, he notioned with a muddy hand toward his cooking cobit.
"I think you might find a bullhand' s predictions anusing, but of course you are right. Take your
price."

The fortune teller |eaned forward, picked up the hot cobit bread, broke it in half, and returned
one half to the rock. She felt the other half with her fingers. "It is done. You should take yours
before it buns." She | ooked at No One. The light fromthe fire danced upon his face, showing it to
be painted with stripes of nmud. She swall owed. "Your bread, No One. It burns.”

No One grinned. "Wen the spirits are upon ne, Tarzaka, | may only eat cinders." He closed his
eyes and spoke as he passed his hands over the nudball. "Hugga Bugga, Munbo Junbo, and
Razzamatazz, cone to ne that | mght see what is to be—

Tar zaka spat a mouthful of cobit into the fire: "You make free with the friendship of the fire,

bul handt | will not sit still and hear you ridicule ny profession!"
No One bowed his head. "I neant no di srespect, Tarzaka. Take the rest of the cobit as ny apol ogy."
She took the renmaining bread and pointed it at the nudball. "What is the purpose of that?"

"I't my crystal ball; nmy door to the future." The fortune teller opened her mouth to speak. No One
held up his nuddy palms. "Wait!" H's eyes | ooked up, toward the dark. "I see them Yes! Now | see
them " He |lowered his glance and | ooked at the fortune teller. "Your nane is Tarzaka."

The fortune teller shook her head. "I told you that."
"True. True." He closed his eyes. "And.,. you cone from Tarzak."

She snorted. "You are being foolish!"
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No One smiled. "Did | speak truly?"
"That is ny nane!"

He nodded. "Ah, yes. | see. Please excuse ny pitiful performance. | will try to do better." He
studied the fortune teller for a long nonent. "And there in Tarzak you studi ed under Shirly Smth,
the Great Madam Zel da. "

Tarzaka sighed. "Since the Geat Zelda was the only fortune teller with the Od Show*-
"I know. | know. " Again No One smled. "The apol ogies
I owe you nount so high | nmay never be able to repay them™

Tarzaka stretched out by the fire, |eaned an el bow agai nst the ground, and propped her head upon
her open palm "You are becoming quite tiresome, No One."

Hi s shoul ders sl unped in exaggerated despair as his hands fell into his lap. "Ah, me." He cocked
his head to one side, and smiled. "And there in Tarzak you live in secret with a roustabout
named—

Tar zaka sat bolt upright. "It is a lie!l How-*
"It is nolie, Tarzaka." No One stared at his nudball. "And his nane is Ahngarus. He is quite
handsonme, isn't he? Tall, strong, tanned skin, black hair and gleanming teeth. And his arns. So

strong. And his body..."
The fortune teller | ooked at the nmudball, then back at No One. "You cannot know this."

No One sniled.- "Your parents would have you marry Vidar the cashier fromSina. He is wealthy; a
good catch. But in the secret of the night you and Ahngarus slip away—

"Enough!" The fortune teller's wonder turned to anger as she placed her palns to her burning face.
"You are quite a trickster, No One. But gossip is not fortune telling."

No One grinned. "I see that | fail again. Shall | tell you how he kisses you, or—
"I amtired of this, No One!"

The bul | hand studied the fortune teller. "In your mind you call yourself sham The |ines on hands
you know to be nothing nore than winkles; your cards nothing but paper; your crystal nothing but
polished quartz to focus a point of light to keep your customer's mind off of your knees rattling
the table."

She stared at him In her eyes the hate of being di scovered was burning.

"But when you were a little girl, the Geat Zelda told you many tines that bunking the rubes is
the entire art of fortune telling. You, of course, remenber your first tinme with a custonmer. You
held his attention while Zel da went through the man's bel ongi ngs, signaling to you the things that
were there."

Tarzaka's color drained fromher face. "How many coppers did ny fortune bring?"

No One shook his head. "No coppers. He paid you in tung-berries. As your naster Zelda took half.
You exchanged your berries for coppers in the Tarzak market that afternoon. |In exchange for the
berries, you were paid twenty-one Myvills. The Great Zelda ate her berries.” No One stared into
the fortune

teller's eyes. "Is ny performance i nproving, Tarzaka?" He did not wait for an answer. "No? Then

let me try again. Wen you were fourteen, traveling' with your father down the Slowdown Ciff Cut,
you fell fromyour horse and were injured. Ever since you have had sharp pains in your belly. You
are here tonight because you are returning south fromD rak where you had heard that a healer..."

Tar zaka stood, her eyes wi de. She slowy backed away from No One
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He raised his brows. "Am | not inproving?"

"You are a devil!"

He held out his hands. "I see that | amnot inproving." He reached out and picked up the nudball.
"Poor Tarzaka." He | ooked up at her. "There was nothing the healer could do, was there?" He | ooked
back at the nudball. "There is a future for you in ny crystal ball, Tarzaka. Do you wi sh to hear
it?"

"A future?" Her voice was rough; her back was against the rock wall of the roadcut.

No One | ooked back at his nudball. "OF course a good future will take the surprise and wonder out
of your life; a bad one will hang a pall of doom over whatever breaths remain to you." He | ooked
up at her. "Shall | tell you your future, fortune teller?"

She turned and ran fromthe fire, into the darkness of the road toward Mira. She heard No One
scream at her back. "Do not stop, fortune teller! The ghosts of Snake Mountain are at your back
Run! Run! Run!"

At the fire, No One | ooked into the dark, then down at the nudball in his hand. He flung the bal
agai nst the rocks and watched it splatter. He sat next to the fire, wapped his arns around his
knees, rested his forehead against his arns, and wept.

The dawnl i ght had tinted the sky above his head, but it would be al nbost noon before the rays of
sunligfit would creep down the eastern wall, warm ng the bottom of Snake Mountain Gap. No One's
head rose fromhis arns, and he | ooked at the slit of sky above the gap. Dark cl ouds were buil ding
to the north. He | ooked at the clouds, finding in thema sense of identity—a reflection of his
soul . He | ooked down at the black wall of the gap opposite the fire. "There, too, is a reflection
of ny soul!"

He spat into the fire and turned his head to pick up sone

wood for the dying fire. He saw the fortune teller's pack. Next to the pack was a sliqg-nmounted
jug of sapwi ne. He picked up a few pieces of wood, tossed themon the fire, then reached out his
right hand and pulled the jug by its sling until it was next to his |leg. He spoke to the jug.

"Shall | now becone thief as well as exile?" He placed the jug between his knees and pulled the
wooden stopper. Lifting the jug, he placed the opening in the neck to his |ips and drank deeply.
He | owered the container to the ground. "No." He shook his head. "The exile is Johnjay. And he..
is dead. | am No One." He took another drink. "And Tarzaka did not give ne fair exchange for ny
perf or mance. "

He stood, holding the jug up by its neck, then he shouted at the opposite wall of the gap. "No One
is athief!" He drank again, and giggled. "And if No One is a thief, then no one can be held
accountable."

He | aughed at his joke as thunder fromthe north runbl ed through the gap. "Bang! Booml Bang!" He
sang with the thunder, |aughed, and drank again. As he lowered the jug fromhis lips, he walked to
the edge of the road and | ooked down the chasmat the water far below He felt splattefs of rain
on the back of his neck and he | ooked up at the sky. The drops fell on his face, then the del uge
began. H s eyes closed, and he stood there feeling the chill wetness reaching his skin. The ful

i mpact of the wine reached his head. He held out his arms and began to sway to the sounds of the
rain, hi& feet dancing slowy in the nmud of the roadbed. "No One is a thief; No One is a thief."

A flash of lightening followed imediately by a crash of thunder made himshy fromthe edge of the
chasm Suddenly he felt very cold. He |ooked back at the still-burning fire. Far above it a rocky
overhang protected the place below. He took another swallow fromthe jug, then weaved his way to
the dry place. The fire was hot and he tried to dry his gray and maroon striped robe by rotating
in front of the flames. On one of his turns, he paused to drink again. As he |owered the jug, he
saw the fortune teller's pack. He staggered next to it, squatted, and placed the jug at his side.
He studi ed the pack for a nonent, then |aughed. "No One's thievery knows no limts."
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He reached, undid the pack's ties, and opened the flap. At the top were folds of heavy blue cloth.
He pulled it from.the pack. It was a fortune teller's robe. And it was dry. "And why not? Am |
not a great teller of fortunes?"

He pulled his own robe over his head, and dropped it to the ground. Stooping over, he picked up
the dry robe and put it on. He stood by the fire until the chill left his bones, then he picked up
his own robe, wung it out, then began drying it by waving it over the fire.

"Ah, yes, here is No One: bullhand, fortune teller, and |aundry nan." He | aughed, picked up the
jug, and took another swallow. He |owered the jug and | ooked into the flanes. "Thief. Exile." He
heard the spl ashes of approaching footsteps. He | ooked not toward the sound, but continued drying
his robe. "I see you have returned, Tarzaka."

The spl ashi ng stopped. He turned and | ooked into the rain.

Tarzaka's trenbling voice spoke out of the deluge. "How do you know these things, No One? You
cannot see ne."

He shrugged and turned back to the fire. "I ama great teller of fortunes."

She wal ked out of the rain, pushing the hood back from her face. She studied himfor a nonent,

then squatted by the fire, still looking at his face. "You are wearing ny robe, bullhand."

He | aughed. "It's a dirty job, Tarzaka, but sonmeone nust do it." He | aughed again as he took his
steanming robe fromthe fire and felt it with his fingers. He | ooked down at Tarzaka then felt the
bl ood rushing to his cheeks. "I... | apologize. | will return your robe at once."

Tar zaka shook her head. "No."
" ,\b?ll

She pushed herself to her feet, wal ked over to her pack, and squatted down again. Fromthe pack
she pulled a red bl ouse, black skirt, and multi-colored shawl. "This is ny performng costume."
She whirled her hand at him "Turn around.”

He turned his back to her and hung his head as he renenbered the severely depleted jug of sapwi ne.
"How can | repay you, Tarzaka? | meant no—

"To begin, Johnjay, you can keep still."
Hi s flush deepened as he listened to the fortune teller change. "How do you know ny nane?"

"Last night | fled toward Mira. On the road | net the Great Goofy Joe and his two apprentice
newstellers fresh fromMira. It will not be long before your deed is known all over the face of
Monus. " She paused. "You may turn back now. "

He turned and s'aw her dressed in her costune. She was bent over, squeezing what water she could
from her [ ong bl ack

hair. She stood and | ooked at him "You are the son of Little WII."
He stared at her for a nmonent, then | ooked back at the fire. "If | anP"
"Then you know things that | do not. Things that | want to know. "

"I am No One. You may call ne No One." He squatted next to the flanes. "Since you know who | am
why do you associate with me?"

She squatted across the fire fromhim "I want you to teach me to read nminds and to see the
future."

Johnj ay | aughed. "Tarzaka, you are older than | am You would nmake a strange apprentice."

The fortune teller's eyes narrowed. "I still want you to teach nme."
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He sat on the ground, picked up the sapwi ne jug, and took another deep swallow. The jug lowered to
his lap, he raised his eyebrows. "Wat if | cannot teach you? It is said that those who can speak
to mnds are born with this ability. | do not know if it can be |earned."

"You nust try. That is nmy price for the robe and the wi ne."

Johnjay tried to push hinself to his feet, but fell back upon the ground. He | ooked at Tarzaka.
"Anyt hi ng el se?"

Her face went pale. "I want... | want to know what fortune you saw for nme in your rmudball."

Johnjay stretched out on the ground and | aughed until the wi ne darkened his mnd and put his
denons to sl eep.

Before it happened, Johnjay saw what was to be. The bulls curling their trunks under, the wld-
eyed charge, May crushed—

"May!" He stood at the kraal fence watching his sister put the finishing touches on a draw ng. He
| eaped fromthe fence and ran toward her. "May!" She turned and | ooked at him

Was it the vibration of the soil? Gonzo reared her head, then curled under her trunk. The others
fol | owed, ponderous |egs thundering against the ground, tusks scything at the grass.

Hi s right sandal caught on a hal f-buried root, sending himsprawing on his face. "My!"

She di sappeared in a cloud of dust, her brief screamcut short. Wthout thinking, Johnjay's mnd
attacked the bulls with

i mges of |egendary Earth beasts: lions, tigers, panthers, |eopards. The i mages pani cked the bulls
away from May's broken body. The bulls trunpeted and ran around the fence as Johnjay | ooked down
at his sister. He covered his face and sank to his knees. "Ch, oh. She... she hasn't any head!"

He | owered his hands, and | ooked at the bulls. They were quieting down. The sky and | andscape
turned red before his eyes as he sent the inmages of big cats once nore against the bulls. The

el ephants screamed, fled this way and that, each time seeing the path filled with slathering,
fanged fury. But there was one path open, and they took it. They canme to the cliff. But to themit
was a stretch of open grass.

Fi ve plunged over the edge before Little WIIl's thoughts caused himto bl ack out—
"No One. Wake up." He felt a hand roughly shaking his shoul der. "Wake up."

He opened his eyes and saw Tarzaka's frowning face franed by the ornate edges of her shaw .
"What ?" He | ooked at the opposite wall of the cut and saw the sunlight upon it. "Afternoon, the
rain's stopped." He | ooked back at the fortune teller, then sat up, rubbing his tenples. "Wy did
you wake me?"

Tar zaka poi nted down the road toward Mira. "Listen."

He |istened. Footsteps. Voices. He pushed hinself to his feet. "Wio is it?" He | ooked at the
fortune teller. "Who is it?"

She gathered her things and stuffed theminto her pack. "Goofy Joe, his apprentices, and those who
travel with them" She shook the sapwine jug, glared at No One, then tossed the jug aside. She
stood and pointed at a bundl e she had nade out of the gray and maroon bull hand's robe. "Your
things are there. Conme. W nust |eave."

"Leave?" He frowned at the fortune teller. "Wiy should | |eave, Tarzaka?" He pointed at his chest.
"l have as nuch right to the road as anyone."

She | ooked down for a nonent, then el evated her gaze until her dark eyes fixed himwith a hatefu
| ook. "Do you want to hear the news fromMira, bull killer? Goofy Joe was with the old show. Do
you really want to hear what he has to say?"
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He | ooked down the road toward Mira, his stomach heaving. Far down the road, fromaround a turn
wal ked a figure wearing the clown's orange. Then came two in newsletter's black supporting a third
in simlar garb. "Wat wll he say?"

Her eyebrows went up. "Is that future blind to you? Can you not see that future, bull killer?"

He stared at the figures on the road for a nmonment, then turned, picked up his bundle, and began
wal ki ng rapidly down the road toward Dirak. Tarzaka shoul dered her pack and fol | owed.

TVENTY- THREE

They wal ked in silence until the sunlight left the Snake Mountain Gap. As the road darkened and
the sky paled to gray, the fortune teller touched No One's arm He stopped and | ooked at her as
though a trance had been broken. "Wat is it?"

Tar zaka poi nted at a snoke-bl ackened circle of flat rocks by the roadside. "It is tine to stop for
the night."

No One | ooked back at the stretch of road they had just travel ed.

The fortune teller |aughed. "Be brave, No One. The news of your shame is far behind us. Goofy Joe
will not travel at night." She wal ked to the circle of rocks, |owered her pack, and | owered
herself to the ground. "Gather sone wood."

He frowed at her. "I don't want to stop here."

She opened her pack and wi thdrew her |eaf-w apped package of cobit dough. "But here is where we
shal |l stop, No one. Gather some wood."

He paused for a nonent, then tossed his bundle next to the rocks and began picking up the dead
wood that the storm had shaken fromthe trees above the gap. Wen his arns were full, he carried
the wood to the ring of stones and dropped it. Squat-

ting next to the stones, he felt the bed of the last fire. "It is cold. W nust start our own
fire."

"Do you have flint and steel ?"
"No." He stood and wal ked to the rock wall of the cut and tore off a piece of crisp drynoss.

She turned to her pack and began feeling the objects within it with her hand. "Only fools trave

without flint and steel." Wile she rummaged within her pack, No One returned and pl aced the
drynoss in the center of the ring of stones. He sat back and | ooked at the ever darkening walls of
the gap. The air was still. Something jabbed his arm He | ooked and saw Tarzaka's extended arm
her hand holding a small, cloth-wapped bundle. He took the bundle, opened it, and wi thdrew the
flint and steel. VAR

He held up the steel wedge. "Fromwhat car did this come?"

"How should I know? | purchased it in Tarzak." She waved her hand toward the drynobss. "Make the
fire; 1 amgetting chilly."

He struck several tines, causing heavy, hot sparks to fall in and around the highly flamuabl e
nmoss. The nbss began to snoke, a patch gl owed, then blue-yellow flanes sprang fromits surface. No
One placed snmall sticks upon the burning nbss, and then larger sticks on top of the snmaller. In
moments a yell ow oasis of light held the darkness at bay. He sat cross-legged, staring into the
flames. "It will take some tine to heat the rocks."

Tar zaka pl aced her wap of cobit dough upon her pack and turned back to the fire. "It is time for
you to neet your part of the bargain, No One."

He frowned. "What bargain?"
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"I'n exchange for the robe and the sapwi ne."
He | ooked at her and then shrugged. "I renmenber maki ng no bargain. What did | say?"

"That you would teach ne the things | nust know to read nminds and to tell fortunes. And what is
the fortune you saw for ne?"

Johnj ay shook his head. "I saw no fortune for you. | cannot tell fortunes."
"When | returned, No One, you knew who | was without turning to | ook."

"You had | eft your things behind. The chance was fair that you would be the only one returning for
them Anyone el se woul d have had sense enough to sta.y out of the rain." He

| ooked into the grow ng darkness down the road to Mira, then turned back to the fire. "Tarzaka,
sonetines | see what is to happen before it happens."Jie notioned toward the fire with his hand.
"But it is nothing nore than you | ooking at the fire and seeing that wood will be added to it and
that cobit shall be cooked there."

The fortune teller studied No One's face for a long noment. "I have heard the song of Little WII,
and the stories. It is nore."

No One shrugged. "Not in kind; only by degree." He | ooked at her. "I saw the bulls kill ny sister
before it happened. But | knew the bulls, knew ny sister, and knew the Mira kraal." He returned
his gaze to the flanmes. "I saw no future. | saw what woul d probably happen. As has happened

before, sonething about which | knew nothing could have interfered, making ny entire vision
fal se.™

"But nothing did."

He shook his head. "No. Not this tinme."

"What, then, did you see for nme?"

"l saw nothing for you."

Tar zaka hel d her hands to her breast. "Nothing?"

No One | aughed. "I neant only that your future is hidden to ne. | do not know enough about you,
your illness, or anything. | nust... see enough, know enough, before these things can cone
together in ny head and give ne visions."

"But you knew things that you could not have known."

He shook his head, added another stick to the fire, then | ooked at the fortune teller. "I only
took the images that you gave off. Al | can know is what you know. Before | could see the
probabl e outcome of an illness, | would need to know rmuch nore. How the body works; how this

di sease works—things such as that."
"It is said that your nother can nove things with her m nd. Do you have this power?"

"Alittle." He shrugged. "There are endl ess training exercises one nmust do to devel op these
powers." He picked up a snmall twig, broke it, and tossed the pieces into the flanes. "Qther things
interested ne."

"You knew you possessed these gifts, yet did nothing to devel op then?" Tarzaka shook her head,
"You are a fool, No One."

"What does a bull hand need with such skills, fortune teller?"

Her eyes narrowed and she opened her nmouth to speak, but stopped. No One | ooked at her. "Wat were
you about to say?"

She snickered. "Read my mind."
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H s eyes closed slowy, then reopened with a start. "Yes." He | ooked back at the fire, the flanes
blurring as his eyes filled with tears. "Yes, | could have saved May's life had |I trained ny power
to nove things." He wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his robe. "Thank you, Tarzarka."

"For what ?"
"For turning nmy pain into Hell."

She | eaned forward, placed the cobit upon one of the rocks, then sat back. "WII| you teach ne, No
One?"

He stared at the flanmes for a nonent, then pushed hinself to his feet, and wal ked towafd the
chasm He halted at the edge and stared into the blackness bel ow. The waters at the bottom roared
fromthe earlier rainfall. No One | ooked back at the fortune teller. "I will teach you." He lifted
an arm and pointed across the chasm "But we nust travel. Across the gap, up into the Snake
Mount ai ns, and fromthere across the Geat Mick Swanp." He | ooked in the direction in which he

poi nted. "There we will search for the children of ny nother's teachers. My nother told ne that
they have the know edge of their parents.” He lowered his arm and | ooked back at the fortune
teller. "And by using your mnd, they can kill you, drive you insane, and would do so for the
hunor to be found in watching you squirm Do you still want to |earn, Tarzaka?"

The fortune teller tested the cobit with her fingers, then sat back and | ooked at No One. "Yes."
She frowned. "But why take this route through the nountains. Wiy do we not turn back and go
through Mira?"

He returned to the fire and stood next to it. "Was CGoofy Joe's news so poor? | amnot to cone
within sight of the town of Mira until the last bull dies."

“I will still come."
No One | ooked down at her. "Wy?"
"I ama fortune teller. | would be a better fortune teller. It is inportant to the show "

"The show The show! The show is dead! Dead!" He | ooked at the flanes. "Dead." No One shook his
head and | ooked up at the sky. The brightest of the stars were coning out. "All ny life |I have had
the show spieled at ne. Preserve the show. " He barked out a bitter laugh. "Mira has al nbst two
hundr ed

bul I hands, and only one bull. The horses are all at tinbering and road building; there is no
audi ence!" He | ooked back at the flames. "The show is dead."

She tested the cobit once nmore. "In your heart it is." She took the bread fromthe rock, broke it,
and handed half to No One. "Way will you make the trip, No One? | don't think you feel all that
much obligation for the use of my robe and wi ne."

No One glanced at the cobit in his hand, turned his head, and | ooked across the chasm "I may not
return hone until the last bull, Reg, is dead. | amgoing to learn howto kill a bull."

Tar zaka's nmouth opened in shock. "Before you were horrified at the death of your sister. That is
some excuse, No One. But what you plan nowis nurder!"”

He nodded, still looking into the darkness. "Yes."
"I will stop you."

He turned, | ooked down at her, and smled. The fortune teller held her hands to her chest and
gasped. "My powers are not devel oped, Tarzaka; but there are things | can nove. Snall things,
true. But a blood vessel is not very large." He turned away and the fortune teller collapsed to
the ground, gulping at the air. "M nd your tongue unless you wish ne to pinch you again."

He squatted next to the fire and gnawed at his bread.
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The western side of the Snake Mountain Gap coul d be reached by crossing the Table Lake River
before it flows through the Snake Mountains, just north of the Town of Mira. The next crossing
was on the north end of the gap in the Town of Dirak. Three nights later, in Dirak's square, the
peopl e of the town gathered around a large fire. Hoes, plows, scythes, and saws had been pl aced
asi de, and the chores of daily existence forgotten, for the Great Goofy Joe of Tarzak was to play
the square. No One and Tarzaka were | ost at the back of the crowd, their hoods up

Tar zaka whi spered, her voice trenbling. "W have our provisions, No One. W should be going."

Slowm y he shook his head. "I nust do this."
"Do what ?"
"I must hear what Goofy Joe has to say. | want to hear what the people of Mmus wll hear about me

and about what | did."

"What if you are recogni zed?"

No One | ooked at the robes surrounding himuntil he found

an orange one. He reached out his hand and tapped the figure's shoul der, "C own.",
The figure turned. "Yes, fortune teller?"

"Have you any clown white in your kit?"

She raised her eyebrows. "OF course."

"Sell it to ne."

The cl own shrugged her shoul ders, and reached into a pack suspended at her side by a strap that
crossed her breast. Her hand cane out of the pack holding a cloth-wapped stick. She | ooked at No
One. "I have half a stick."

"Five novills for it, then."

The clown | aughed. "It cost me twenty for the stick."
"Ten then."

"There would be no profit in that, fortune teller.”
No One studied the clown's face. "Fifteen."

The cl own sl apped the stick into No One's hand. "Done!" No One counted out the coppers then handed
themto the clowm. "Tell ne, fortune teller, for what does a seer of fortunes need face paint?"

No One replaced his purse, then faced the clown. "Wat value do you place on ny answer? | warn you
that it is expensive."

The cl own pocketed her coppers and turned back to face the square.
Tarzaka shook No One's arm "What are you doi ng?"

He unwrapped the stick, then began to snear the white paint on his face. "I amhiding." In
monents, No One's face was a stark white i mage broken only by his dark eyes.

"Laydeeeez and gentlenmen!" Al eyes turned toward the center of the square. A nmaster of the ring
was conducting the performance. "Toni ght the Great Goofy Joe brings us inportant news fromthe
town of Mira. Great Tackhamrer, the naster of the Dirak priests, and the singers of Dirak will
assist."

A figure wearing the black and white di anobnds of the priests replaced the naster of the ring in
the center of the square. He began in a quiet voice, and the crowd hushed. "It is witten in the
books of all of the priesthoods, that to have a circus, there nust be bulls. Bulls are the
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circus's special animal; and bullhands are the keepers of a special trust."

G eat Tackhammer renoved a docunent fromhis robe and unrolled it. "This is copied fromthe
archives of the Tarzak Priesthood. It is a letter witten by the Geat John J. O Hara

to the officials of Wrld Eco-, WAt ch—= Tackhanmer was interrupted by | oud hissing fromthe crowd.
"The letter's date is March Fifth, Twenty-One and Twenty-Seven." G eat Tack-hamer began readi ng
by the light of the fire.

" 'My Dear Mster Chappin, | have pondered it ever since | was notified that your bunch filed for
a restraining order to prevent ny show fromtaki ng possession of the two bulls |I ordered. W have
done all of the forns, appeared at all the hearings, and have all of the permts and |icenses
required by the laws of three nations. There's enough paper hangi ng on each one of those
pachyderns to supply nmy advance with bills for 'two seasons. And now you want to change the rul es.
As | s(aid, |I've pondered it. | figure there nust be sonething in the water down your way.

"' The application for the restraining order says that your action is being taken "in the interests
of the animals, and the heritage we hold in trust for future generations." |If whoever wote that

is ever at liberty, | have a straw hat and cane waiting for him Thanks to your brilliant
management, the bull populations in both African and |Indian preserves are crowded to where you
hire hunters to go in and kill them Then you cut themup for cat nmeat. But you don't even do that
very well. Last summer over a hundred African bulls starved to death in the drought.

" 'l don't suppose that any of you sinps have figured out yet that those bulls are part of this
generation's heritage, and that maybe this generation would like to get a peek at a bull. Now
maybe getting shot and cut up for cat neat is better than being in a show Wen tines are | ean,
there are plenty of troupers that'd agree with you. But we care for the bulls; because w thout
them we wouldn't be a show. |'ve seen a |lot of bullhands die to protect their animals; and
wonder just how many puzzle w zards in your paper factory ever died for an el ephant? Hmm®?

""To hell with it. Thanks to you people, it has taken ne closSTo .two years to close this deal,

and 1'll be dammed if you're going ex it now Either withdraw that application for a restraining
order, or I'Il dunp one of ny problens in your lap. You see, our snake charmer has a bunch of
cobras and coral snakes, and |I'mkind of concerned about their welfare. | just mght send himand

hi s poi son hose coll ection over to your house and have you check into it.

G eat Tackhammer lowered the letter. "This comes from The Great Patch Wl lington's collection of
letters he never allowed John J. O Hara to send."

As Tackhamrer noved fromthe square, the cashiers fromDirak collected the coppers fromthe crowd.
A cashier paused in front of No One and held out her hand. "Coppers for the priest?"

No One gl anced at her, then reached into his purse and handed her two novills. The cashier
continued noving through the spectators as a figure in black newsteller's robes was hel ped by two
apprentice newstellers to the center of the square. It was the Great Goofy Joe Master of the
Tarzak Newstellers. He shrugged off the hel ping hands, and the apprentices retired. The newsteller
spoke.

"Five days ago in the towmn of Mira, Johnjay, Little WIIl's son, killed five of the last six bulls
on Morrus." Not even the sounds of breathing broke the stillness. "My, Johnjay's sister, was
tranpl ed underfoot by the bulls, then Johnjay went and exed 'em " Goofy Joe | ooked around at the
crowd, then held up his arns. "The town put Johnjay's trunk on the ot until Reg, the last bull
dies." Goofy lowered his arns, |ooked down, then back up at the crowd. "That's the I ong and the
short of it."

The Great CGoofy Joe | ooked around at the faces surrounding him "May was a bull hand! Her nother is
a bul I hand! Her granddad, Bull hook WIly, was a bullhand. He was boss el ephant nan with the ol d
show. Bul | hook | earned to handle bulls from Poison JimBolger with the Show Show out of Spokane
Poi son Jimdied trying to calman outlaw bull. People Bull hook knew and | oved—Buns Bunyoro, Siren
Sally Fong, Black Kate, and nore—died working their bulls for the old show. "

No One turned and began wal king fromthe square. H s pace quickened, but Goofy Joe's voice was not
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to be left so easily behind: "Bullhook WIly died after Nunber Three went down 'cause he went into
the mai n carrousel when no one el se would. He's the one who opened the doors. He died doing that."

Tar zaka caught up to No One, CGoofy Joe's words still at his back

"A lot of you are young. Never seen a show. You don't know what the bulls nean to the show. W
only got one bull left, now Wen Reg dies, the show dies."

No One began running. The Great Goofy Joe's voice covered the Town of Dirak. "Mira*>ut Johnjay's
trunk on the lot. What are you people going to do?"

The words screamed by the crowd noved his feet even faster. "Blackball! Blackball! Blackball!" As
he left the edge of Dirak and ran along a tinber road into the northern foot hills of the Snhake
Mount ai ns, No One coul d hear the voices of the people of Dirak raised in song.

Bl ack Di anond, old Bl ack Di anond, you was a killer true; But no thin' can for give what them
Rangers done to you

TVENTY- FOUR

The news travel ed quickly. From Anoki, lkona, Dirak, and Ris in the Enerald Valley, south through
Arcadia to Kuum c, and east through Tarzak and Sina across the Sea of Baraboo to Mowwebwe, the
people listened in horror, then bl ackballed Johnjay, son of Little WIIl, no | onger of the Town of
Mira.

No One stood in the sparse trees at the crest of the Snake Mountains | ooking far down at the
dense, distant expanse of jungle called the Great Mick Swanp. Tarzaka, breathing in gasps and
draggi ng her pack by its strap, stopped several paces behind him and | eaned agai nst the rocky
wal | of a |edge. She dropped the pack, rested her head against the | edge, and gul ped at the air.
After a nonment, she squinted at their surroundi ngs, then pushed away fromthe | edge. "W are at

the top." She closed her eyes, sank back against the rocky wall, and slid down it until she was
seat ed.
No One turned and wal ked back toward her. "The Great Mick is huge. | never realized how huge."

Tar zaka placed a hand across her mddl e and drew up her knees. "Are we to stop here for the
ni ght ?"

No One | ooked at the sky, then frowned at the fortune teller

"W have four hours of daylight left. W can put considerabl e di stance between us and this place
before night." He | ooked toward the swanp. "The sooner we nmeke the swanp, the sooner we can find
what we both seek." Tarzaka issued a brief, involuntary nmoan. No One studi ed her, then sat down

upon the ground. "Is your belly after you again, fortune teller?"

The left side of her mouth drewinto a bitter smle. "I have kept up so far, No One."
He gl anced at her, then wapped his arnms around his knees. "lIs there sonething you want to say?"
"l do not enjoy having my bl ood vessels pinched, No One. Therefore, | mind my tongue."

He studied her. "Yet you stay with nme." He | ooked at her harder, seeing her pain for the first
time. "What is wong?"

The fortune teller shook her head, |aughed, then winced with pain. "You are alone in your shell
So al one." She | aughed again. "I have been groani ng behind you for days. For days." She nodded.
"And now you notice."

"l did not ask you to cone along."

She shook her head, wi nced, and drew up her knees even further. "It was part of ny price." She
turned her head and stared at himfrom beneath her hood. "And you have yet to live up to your part
of the bargain."
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"I told you that | cannot tell fortunes. | can only see that which is likely to happen." He held
out his hands. "Even then there are conditions."

"No One, you can also read m nds. And you can nove things. | would know how to do these."

No One pushed hinself to his feet. "I don't know how to teach these things! Besides, why does a
fortune teller need to know how to nove objects?"

Tar zaka cl osed her eyes. "You night need that power soon."

He turned his back on her and stared out over the noun-taintops. "Don't speak nonsense. |If you are
rested, let us be off. If we |eave now, we can make the edge of the swanmp in two days."

"I cannot nove, No One."

He gl anced back at her, then shrugged and | ooked back toward the swanp. "Then |I shall | eave you
behind." He glanced over his shoulder at the fortune teller. "Are you comni ng?"

"You won't | eave ne behind, No One. | amyour only audience."
He turned slowy, glaring at her, his face contorted in anger

"What do you nean?" No One wal ked quickly to the fortune teller's side and shouted down at her
"What do you nmean?" He stared at her for a moment, |ooking for her meaning in images, then

st aggered back a step as waves of pain assaulted his mnd. He squatted next to her. "Wat can |
do?"

Tar zaka shook her head. "Nothing right now | nust rest." Her eyes fluttered open, then closed in
pai n. "But you nust think, No One, about what you nust do. If you can pinch a blood vessel, then
you can at |east move small things. After | have rested, | want you to reach inside ne with your

m nd and find the thing that makes nme ill."
"Tarzaka, what if there is nothing | can do?"

"Then there is nothing you can do. But remenber, No One, we have a bargain; you must fry. Help ne
down. | nust sleep."”

No One hel ped her to |lie down and adjusted her pack beneath her head for a pillow She was on her
side, wapped into a tight ball. He felt the skin of her cheek and found it hot and dry. No One
pl aced hi s hands upon his own face and found it hot and wet. Wping his hands on his robe, he
stood and began preparing their canp.

As evening's shadows chilled the nountaintop, No One rose fromthe fire he had built and spread
his bull hand's robe over Tarzaka's still form He tucked the robe around her body, sat next to
her, and gl anced at his unopened jug of sapw ne. Snaking his head, he | ooked at the woman's face.
"What do expect of ne, Tarzaka?" he whi spered.

Her lips barely noved. "To try."
Hi s breath caught. "I didn't nmean to awaken you."
"You didn't." She winced, then let her face relax. "W should begin, No One."

He nervously wet his lips, then pushed the fingers of his right hand through his danp hair. "I
still don't know what to do—how | should go about it."

"No One, you said that you can see what nay happen; that your image of what is to be is the
clearer the nore you know. "

He cl osed his eyes and nodded. "Yes. But about this, | knowso little."

"Then you nust |earn nore.
begin."

She pushed herself up upon an el bow. "Help me to ny back, No One, then
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"Begi n? Begi n what ?"
"Begin to learn. Reach inside ne with your mnd and learn.”
He rose to his knees and hel ped the fortune teller to her

back. Once there, she began to stretch out her |egs, then quickly drew them back as she issued a
cry. "It... it hurts too nmuch to | ower ny knees." She nodded. "Begin."

No One swal |l owed, wi ped his face with his hands, then concentrated on Tarzaka's m ddl e as he dried
hi s hands upon his robe. Waves of pain washed over him and he forced hinmself to blot it fromhis
m nd. Sensation by sensation, the sounds of the wind, the fire, the fortune teller's breathing,
the beating of his own heart; he shut themout. The feeling of the rough soil beneath his knees,
the wetness trickling down his back, the chill of the com ng night; he shut themout. The taste of
his own saliva, the snell of the burning wood, all thought of life, exile, and revenge; he shut
them out, leaving only the fingers of his m nd.

He noved those fingers forward until they reached Tarzaka's hot, rigid skin. "Deeper," he
whi spered. "Deeper." Heat. Wet heat. Slippery wet heat. The fortune teller npaned, and he quickly
withdrew. "I"'msorry. I'msorry." Again he wiped his face. "I cannot do this."

Tar zaka breat hed deeply several tinmes, then she nodded. "You nust. Continue and use ny cries for
information. You nust learn if you would see howto cure ne. Go ahead."

No One dried his hands upon his robe, then again shut his mind to all but the fingers of his m nd.
The fingers again entered the fortune teller's body, and again she noaned. He noved the fingers
gently to the left, gently up, gently down. Breathing heavily, he pressed the fingers deeper.

Tar zaka nmoaned. "Do you feel thenP"

"Yes. It is strange."
"Am 1 closer to the pain?"
"l cannot tell, No One. Everything hurts so."

No One wet his lips, nodded, then drew his fingers back slightly through the slippery wetness. He
moved the fingers slightly to the right, and Tarzaka screaned. He started to wi thdraw but forced
his fingers to remain in place. "Tarzaka. | see this nuch. This will hurt."

She snickered. "And you say you cannot tell fortunes."

"Quiet."

He noved the fingers first in one direction, then the next, trying to feel the outlines of the
har dness beneath his touch. Tarzaka cried out |oud several times. No One shook the cries fromhis
m nd and made his fingers travel around the object. They net resistance. He searched again,
feeling the object

sharply bending in upon itself. Mange, Butterfingers, and their students in Candyjane Mira's
horse barn, the dead animal on its back on the barn floor, it's stiff |legs straight up, held by
ropes. The students were | aughing at Surenuff, one of the students, as he ran outside to enpty his
stomach. The belly of the horse was open, and Johnjay watched as Mange hel ped Mirtify pull out the
great shining coils of intestines.

No One felt the coils and | oops again and again, registering the shapes, the textures, the cries
of the fortune teller. At a place on one of the coils, he wapped his fingers around and squeezed.
He felt the walls of the tube collapse until his fingers pressed against each other. "Does that
hurt, Tarzaka?"

“No. | can feel it, but it doesn't hurt."
He nodded, then noved his fingers and squeezed again. "Now?"
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He noved his fingers, squeezed, and net resistance as the fortune teller screaned and drew up her
knees closer to her chest. He released the pressure on the coil, but kept his fingers in place.
"Tarzaka. Your knees. Why did you draw them up?"

She gasped at the air. "It |essens the pain."

He nmoved his fingers along the coil until he met resistance. He frowned, then held his breath as
he forced' his fingers between the coil and the resistance. Again the fortune teller screaned.
"Stretch out your legs."

"l cannot! The pain!"
“"Stretch themout!"

The fortune teller cried out, then began | owering her knees. No One felt the pinch against his
fingers just as she screanmed and brought up her knees again. Wth her knees up, the pressure
agai nst his fingers was reduced. Wth an effort, he withdrew his fingers, then began feeling the
outlines of the resistance.

"No One, what is it?"

"I amnot certain. There is a |loop of gut here. And it seens that there is... yes! Another |oop of
gut around the first!" He opened his eyes and | ooked at Tarzaka. "It is alnpbst as. though your gut
is tied into a knot. It winds tightly about itself and it tightens when your |egs straighten out.
It | oosens when you draw up your knees." He shook his head. "Wat do | do now?"

"Untie it."

Agai n he shook his head. "I cannot. | don't have the strength."
Tar zaka reached out a hand and placed it upon No One's

arm "You nust try. That was our bargain."

No One s wal |l owed, ashook his head, and swal |l owed again. "Even if | could, what woul d happen?
Woul d your gut be like that if it wasn't supposed to be like that? What if | injured something, or
rel eased sone terrible poison? | just don't know " He waved his hand at her middle. "The | oop at
the point within the twist—t is very hard. It is full of sonmething.”

"That is what is naking nme sick."

He nodded. "Yes, but it also makes the gut stiff...
menory. "Perhaps."

No One pursed his lips as he studied his

"What is it?"

He rose on his knees until he hovered over her. "Stretch out your legs as far as you can."

G ngerly, she lowered her knees until she cried out. No One sucked in and bit his upper lip as he
closed his eyes and made his fingers enter the fortune teller's body. Mre rapidly this tinme, he
| ocated the | oop. Keeping his fingers in the same area, he felt around the location. He felt nore
| oops, a hardness. "Were is that?"

"It is deep—~+ don't know-a bone? Yes. The top of ny hip."

He nodded and drew the fingers forward and up. He reached out his left hand, put it beneath the
robe that covered the fortune teller, then noved the fingers of his hand between the folds of her
robe until his fingers rested on Tarzaka's hot, rigid skin. He placed his hand, fingers extended,
flat upon her belly. He took a deep breath, then tried to press the fingers of his mnd against
his hand through the fortune teller's skin. He grunted with the exertion, but felt a tiny pressure
agai nst the heel of his palm Myving his hand until his fingers were where the heel of his hand
had been, he pressed again. The pressure went against his index finger. "The fingers of nmy m nd-so
tiny. Didn't realize."
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"Per haps you should rest, No One."

He shook his head. "No." He breathed heavily for a few nonents, then opened his eyes and | ooked at
her. "Wien | tell you to, raise your knees toward your breast as far as you can. Understand?"

"Yes."

Again he closed his eyes. He grunted as he again checked the position of the pressure against his
index finger. Wth the fingers of his nmind, he reached toward the |oop and located it inmediately
beneath the fingers of his hand. Hs nmind-fingers felt their way along the |oop until they cane to
where the gut

| ooped and crossed itself. The position of the knot was left, and he noved to the draw end of the
slip knot. Carefully he wapped the fingers of his nmind around the gut and took several deep
br eat hs.

He nodded. " Now. "

Tar zaka drew up her knees, trapping No One's |eft hand between her thighs and belly. No One set
his jaw, grimaced, and pulled. They both screaned. "Your knees! Draw themup farther!"

"I... can't—= Again she screaned.

No One felt the gut |oosen, then nove slightly, then stop as the fortune teller's |legs slunped to
the ground. "Tarzaka!" He | ooked at her face to find her unconscious. "By dam, woman! \Wake up!"
His breath cane hard. No One paused for a nonent, then reached down with his right hand and pl aced
it beneath the fortune teller's knees, keeping his left hand in place. He |lifted her knees toward
her breast, bent over, then placed the weight of his chest upon her knees.

The fingers of his mnd renewed their grip, and pulled again. "Alnpst.. .alnbst." He eased off,
took several breaths, then pulled again, pressing down against her belly with his left index
finger with all of his strength. H s words cane out in strained gasps. "Now ... Myve, damm you,
nmove..." The veins stood out on his neck and tenples, his face becane bright red. " Movi ng

Movi ng! " He screamed with the effort, and screamed again. Before the echoes of his |last scream
died, No One was face down in the dirt, unconscious.

It swms. It all swims. My feet flying over ny head; the world in chaos.... Wat is it down there.
Mot her. Mother! I1t's ne! It's me, Mther! Johnjay!

until the last bull dies. They were silent as he walked fromthe ring. Silent! Dam their
silence! Dam themtheir bulls! Dam them Reg! Reg! Reg!..

H s eyes opened to find hinself [ooking up at a clear sky colored with evening's dying orange. No
One tried to sit, but he winced with the effort. "I feel as if | had been whi pped with bul
chains. "

"No One?"

He pushed hinself to a sitting position and | ooked at the fortune teller. She was on her side,
facing him No One cocked his head to one side. "Wll? How are you feeling?"

"Pain. But different pain; good pain."
No One again | ooked at the sky. "A day. We have lost an entire day."
"Two days. You slept all through yesterday and |ast night."

He pushed hinmself to his feet, letting an involuntary groan escape fromhis lips. He noved to the
site of the canpfire, squatted down, and spread the fingers of his right hand above the bed of
ashes. He nodded. "Umm It is still hot." He blew at the ashes, exposing a few gl owi ng coals, then
he picked up a twig and gathered the coals together. He added twi gs and sticks, blew air at the
coals, and in nonents the flames lit his face as they crackled the wood. No One gl anced around,

| ocated the jug of sapwine, and picked it up. He drank deeply, letting the Iiquid ease his aching
head and nuscles. He drank again, then sat next to the fire.

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20...5%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (103 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt

Tar zaka got up, noved next to the fire, and sat down across it fromNo One. "Upon what are you
t hi nki ng?"

He shook his head. "Nothing." H's hand held up the jug. "A friend of mne fromMira— He paused,
then |l owered the jug, shaking his head. "—a forner friend. He calls this nedicine." No One felt
the tears tenpting his eyes. "He is called Mrtify, and he is an apprentice to old Mange." No One
dr ank agai n.

"Mortify is no | onger your friend?"

The jug cane down. "I have no friends! Those | thought to be friends abandoned ne before the
town." He stabbed a finger at his chest. "Not one spoke for nme. Not one offered nme aid. Friends,
bah!" He drank again, then stretched out his legs. "Ah, the aches ease. | never believed | could

be so exhausted."

The fortune teller nodded. "It took much fromyou, No One." She reached into No One's pack and

wi thdrew a wrap of cobit dough, then began shaping the cakes. She kept her gaze upon the cobit
cakes as she spoke again. "You killed five bulls. Can any friendship be expected to withstand such
a crime?"

No One | ooked down at the flames, "They killed ny sister. | was right to do what | did."

"And what woul d your sister think of your deed, No One?" The fortune teller |ooked up at him "If
you coul d ask her now, what would she say to you?"

No One's eyes widened with horror, then he stood and flung the sapwi ne jug behind hi mwhere it
shattered upon the rocks. "Dam you!" He held his fingers to his tenples as his face

twisted with unshed tears. "Damm you," he whi spered. The hands canme down and he turned fromthe
fire. "Gther your things. W |eave now. "

"It is alnmost night."

"Gat her your things!" He stooped, picked up his pack, and went to where Tarzaka had been sl eepi ng.
Bendi ng over, he retrieved his bullhand' s robe and stuffed it into his pack.

The fortune teller called to him "W both need to rest No One."

He slung the pack over his shoulder, then glanced at her. "If you are going with me, hurry." He
wal ked into the grow ng darkness toward the mountain slope that would bring them down to the G eat
Mick Swanp.

Tar zaka qui ckly assenbl ed her kit, shouldered it, then stunbled off into the dark after No One.
TVEENTY- FI VE

Little WIIl sat upon the kraal fence, staring at the isolated grove of angel hair trees anong whose
roots Shiner Pete's body now rested. She swung the gold and mahogany bul | hook by its handl e,
absent-m ndly tapping the hook and goad first agai nst one sandal, then the other. The angel hair
hung fromthe trees in long, lazy swirls, stirring themselves only slightly in the heat of the
afternoon. Around the small grove was the | owgrass growi ng between the rotting stunps of the

ti mbered out forest that once surrounded Mira. In tinme, thought Little WII, even the evidence of
the stunps will be gone.

She heard a snort and turned to see Reg pulling up trunkfuls of dried | owgrass as the bull rested
fromher morning' s workout with Standby. Young Bi gf oot would show for her turn in a few mnutes.
Little WIIl sighed. It would be another two nonths before her turn with Reg. She turned back to

| ook at the angel hair grove. A figure wearing the bullhand' s striped robe nmoved from beneath the
trees. Little WII frowned and shiel ded her eyes fromthe sun. It was Dorthidear, the daughter of
Great Waxy and G eat Dot.

Little WIIl nodded. Sonetines she forgot that Shiner Pete's father was al so buried in the
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angel hair tree grove, as well as
several others—Mange, Butterfingers, Packy, Cowboy, Shag-gletooth, Skinner, nere.

After Dorthidear had wal ked out of sight, between the houses of Mira's newy named Mange Street,
Little WIIl cane down fromthe fence and began wal king toward the grove. Hal fway down the hill,
she turned toward the town and | ooked at the barn in which, at her instruction, a crew of
bul I hands attenpted to clean and assenbl e the skeleton of the bull Gonzo. O the five bulls
Johnjay had stanpeded fromthe cliff's edge al nost a year before, Gonzo's skeleton had the |east
broken bones. Reg woul d di e—sone day. Then the bull hands woul d have not hing but May's pictures,
Gonzo's skeleton, and their nenories to pass down to their children

Little WIIl snacked therbull hook agai nst her | eg and continued downhill until she cane to the edge
of the grove. Once into the shade, she noticed a figure in bullhand s robe seated by G eat Waxy's
grave narker.

" Dot ?"

The figure turned toward her, then opened her nouth in an al nost toothless grin. "Little WII?
Cone closer. It is you."

Little WIIl wal ked nore deeply into the grove and stopped next to the old wonan. "You're not well,
Dot. You should be in bed."

Great Dot shook her head as she reached out a shaking hand to pluck weeds from her husband's
grave. "I won't get any sicker being here. Besides the fresh air and sun's probably good "for ny
bones." She gl anced back at Little WIIl. "Dor-thidear'll be back to haul me to ny bed in a couple
of hours. Can't reason with that girl."

"She has nore sense than you." Little WII sat next to the old woman. She | ooked across Waxy's
grave and saw the fresh-turned soil that covered Shiner Pete. New bl ades of |owgrass were already
springing fromit. The paint on the wooden narker at one end of the grave was already beginning to
crack. Its words read: Shiner Pete Adnelli, Master of the Mira Har-nessnmen, Born June 16th, 2135;
Died Wnter 20th, YSC 32nd. Little WII felt Dot's hand on her arm

"Child, child. Don't worry. Dusty has the rock for the headstones quarried. He pronised to begin
very soon."

Little WIl smiled and shook her head. "That isn't it. | just can't believe Shiner Pete's gone. He
was so young."

Dot withdrew her hand and resuned plucking away at the weeds. "Child, did you and Shiner talk
much?"

"Of course." Little WII shrugged. "Well, we used to talk. Before Johnjay's trunk was put on the
lot. Not nuch since then, | guess.”

The ol d woman nodded, then sat up and rested her hands in her lap. "He would cone to nme and tal k."
"You?"

"I was his stepnother."

"VWhat would he say to you that he couldn't say to me?"

Great Dot |eaned forward and strai ghtened her husband's weat hered grave marker. The letters were
illegible. "Losing Johnjay ate out Shiner Pete's heart, Little WII. That's what killed him The
fall fromthe horse was his excuse."

"He didn't want to live? | don't believe that."

Dot shook her head and | aughed—a | augh of synpathy, not of scorn. "Child, at times you're as thick
as your old man was. | can't count the number of wonen in the old show that woul d' ve married that
man in a second. But he just didn't know Didn't even imagine that anyone but the Lion Lady could
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love him" -
"You?"

Dot shook her head. "No. Not me. | had ny bull." She |ooked at Little WII. "Do you renenber Siren
Sal | y?"

"No. The nane, but | can't renenber her face,"

"She was one." Dot | ooked across the clearing at an overgrown pile of rocks that served as a grave
mar ker for the original troupers buried in the trench cut by Number Three. Beneath that pile was
Bul  hook WIlly. "Maybe | was one. | can't really renmenber." She | ooked back at Little WII. "From
the day Shiner Pete saw Johnjay's trunk put on the lot, he was a dying man. It just took hima
while and a fall to make himlie down."

Little WIIl shook her head as the tears began to fall fromher cheeks. "I had to do what | did.
Johnjay killed the bulls!"

Dot nodded, then gestured with her head up the hill toward the kraal. "I know what bulls nean,
Little WIIl. | pushed bull long before you were born. | was there when Bullhook WIly got his nane

with the old show But Johnjay was nore inportant to Shiner Pete. He didn't have anything el se."
"He had ne."
"Did he?" Dot studied Little WII.

Little WIIl stared for a nonent at her husband's grave, then she closed her eyes. "I thought... |
t hought he did." She slowy shook her head. "I don't know | just don't know. " Dot lifted

her armand put it around Little WIIl's shoulders, drawing Little WII's head agai nst her breast.
"Dot, | shut himout. | felt he blamed me, and | shut himout!"

Dot stroked Little WIIl's hair. "Honey, now listen to nme. You were right in what you did. Shiner
Pete was right in how he felt, but you were right in what you did."

"Was | wrong when | asked the town today to let ne bring Johnjay back?"

"No. Not in your heart, Little WII. Shiner Pete is gone, and soneday Reg will be gone. Now that
you have to share Reg with all of the other bull hands, she m ght as well be gone now. You need
sonmeone, and you want your son. There's nothing wong with that. It's just a damed shane the town
voted you down." I

"Shi ner Pete needed soneone, and | shut himout."

"He had nme." Dot put her hand beneath Little WIl's chin and |lifted her head. Then, with the sane
hand, she wiped the tears fromLittle WIl's face. "That's all in the past, now. You rnust think
about the future.”

"Dot, what should | do?"

"What do you want, child?"

Little WIIl coll apsed against Dot's breast. "I want ny son! | want Johnjay!" Her shoul ders heaved
as she freshened her cheeks with new tears. "Were is he, Dot? All the towns have bl ackball ed him
He's been in the wild for alnost a year. | don't knowif he's even alive. | couldn't live if I

found that he's dead." She | ooked up at Dot, the old wonan's image blurred by her tears. "How can
| get the town to change its vote."

"You can't. Little WIIl, no one can forgive what Johnjay did. Don't expect themto. But you can
tell your son that you love him Send your mnd across the face of this planet, find him and then
tell him"
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"What if he won't forgive ne? | couldn't bear it, Dot. What if | can find himand he won't forgive
me?"

"Still he must know. And you must tell him Renmenber your father."
Little WIIl sat up and sniffed. "My father?"

"Bul I hook fought with his dying breaths to be with you. To Il et you know that your father |oved
you. | was there and saw him He didn't nmake it, but he tried." Dot held Little WIIl's chin,
forcing the Master of the Mira Bullhands to | ook into her eyes. "And you hated himfor dyi ng—for
| eaving you. Didn't you?"

Little WIIl pulled away fromthe old wonan's grasp, but continued to stare at her. She stood,
wi ped the tears fromher face, then | ooked toward the kraal. Bigfoot was making her way up the
hill for her turn at the bull. "For a while." She | ooked at the woman. "Am | so awful, Dot ?"

"No." The old worman resuned pl ucking the weeds from her husband's grave. "You are not bad. Just
human. "

Little WIIl |ooked down at Great Dot, then turned and | ooked at the overgrown pile of rocks that
covered the dead from Nunber Three. She wal ked to the grave, squatted down, then began pulling the
weeds fromit. "I'msorry, Daddy. |'mso sorry."

Far west of Mira, No One stood on a highgrass-covered rise |looking up at the tall trees that rose
straight fromthe nud and water of the Great Mick Swanp. The high | eaf cover darkened the swanp,
making the air still and dank. Here and there a slender shaft of sunlight would break through
briefly illum nating the dust, vapor, dancing waterwasps and punks-quitoes before the wind at the
top of the trees shifted the | eaves, cutting off the beam

He brought his gaze down and | ooked for sweetwater bubbles anbng the death-white bulb lillies
floating close to the spongy rise upon which he stood. "Bah! The sweetwater comes up everywhere
except at a convenient place." He | ooked back at the trail his steps had made through the

hi ghgrass. "I've cone far enough, and spent enough tine. | hope that woman has sense enough to
stay at the canp."

He | ooked back at the water, grimaced, then put down the water jug, shucked his robe and kicked
off his sandals. Picking up the jug again, he stepped off of the rise and sank up to his chest in
the swanp's rot-snelling ooze, and hal f-paddl ed, hal f-wal ked his way through the bulb lillies to
the nearest of the ripples marking the sweetwater. As he reached it, his skin was chilled by the
sweetwater's | ower tenperature. He uncapped the water jug, lowered it into the water, and stood
quietly waiting for it to fill.

"Magoo, magoo."

No One frowned at the sound of the deep-pitched words; then he heard nore sounds—auck being
sl oshed, small trees and brush being broken and crushed. He gl anced back at his robe, then turned
in the direction of the sounds and | owered hinself until the water covered his shoul ders.

"Mm borg borg, da nagoo."

The sounds of sl oshing and crashing grew | ouder; and No One sank further into the water until the
surface was just beneath his nose. Between the distant trees, he could see movenent. Watever it
was had to be enormous. By Mnus, thought No One, it is one of the swanp nonsters! Snaller trees
wer e pushed aside, then a beam of sunlight illum nated the thing' s massive head for a second. It
was green and scal ed, the mouth lined with many sharp-1ooking teeth.

"Dorry borry, bung bung, foo magoo."

No One caught a snootful as the creature swung its great tail around, then planted its fat behind
into a sitting position. It had arms and hands, and the creature placed its hands upon its knees
and | ooked around. "Stooba dooba, de da ma," Its tongue whipped out, bringing down probably
several water-wasps. "—go0o0."

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20...5%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (107 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:58 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt

It reached down a hand, plucked a bulb lilly fromthe water, then popped the ball-shaped fl ower
into its nmouth, severed the plant's long stemand root, and tossed it aside. After eating severa
of the bulb Iillies, the creature bel ched, then began gathering a nunber of the bulbs in the crook

of its huge left arm
"Mm borg borg, mm borg borg, da da nagoo."

No One frowned as he realized the nonster was singing. He frowned nore deeply as the creature's

harvesting operation caused its huge hand to begin plucking bul bs closer and closer to No One's

head. No One was torn between diving and breaking for the highgrass; hence, he did nothing. The

creature's hand reached out, the scaled fingers grabbed No One's head, then No One began ki cki ng
and shouting as he was pulled by his head fromthe water.

" &?u

The creature's eyes widened as its nouth fell open. The nonster bell owed a scream dropped No One,
then threwup its arnms and fled in a shower of scattered bulb lillies. By the time No One had
surfaced, coughed the water fromhis lungs and cleared his eyes, the nonster was gone. No One
retrieved his water jug, shivered, and began making his way toward the highgrass.

Back at their canp that evening, Tarzaka cooked the cobit and watched No One's preoccupi ed stare
into the fire's flames. The light fromthe fire made the shadows of the swanp trees

dance as though they were alive. "You have been very quiet since you brought back the water."

"Yes." No One |locked up at the fortune teller, then back at the flanmes. "I net one of the swanp
monsters. | never thought they were real." He slowy shook his head. "Huge. As big as two bulls."
Tar zaka hel d her hand to her nmouth. "What... what should we do?" She | eaned forward. "Are you
certain?"

"Hah! The thing picked me up by ny head! A closer look | can do without."
"What should we do? How do we cross the swanp to the Arcadia-Mira Road?"

He cl asped his hands together and shrugged. "We wal k, as before." He again | ooked at the fortune
teller. "A strange thing... | felt that it was not dangerous—at |east not by intention. It sang."

"Sang? The nonster?"

"It sang. At least it sang until it discovered that this bulb,"” he pointed at his head, "is
attached to sonething nore lively than a lilly stem" He shook his head. "I think the thing was
more frightened of me than | was of it. | cannot inmagi ne why sonething that |arge would ever be
frightened."

"It is said that bulls can be frightened by small things: a noise, a gust of wind, the flash of a
pi ece of paper."

No One nodded. "True. Still, the thing was so huge." He turned and | ooked over his shoul der at the
shadows. Were great slitted eyes | ooking back? He | ooked back at the fortune teller. "M/ father
used to tell nme of the tinme he and ny nother sent their minds into the swanp. My not her said she
actually touched one of the creature.'* mnds." He | ooked down at the fire.

"Wl |, what happened?"
"The nonster fled. She had frightened it."

The fortune teller cocked her head to one side and frowned. "No One, do you have this power? Can
you send your mi nd?"

He shrugged. "I suppose. | haven't done it since May... since ny sister and | were children. The
feeling is unpleasant."

Tarzaka stared at No One. "Unpleasant," she repeated. She spat into the fire. "Wat a waste, you
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are, No One! What a terrible waste you are!" She stood and turned to go to her sleeping place.
"M nd your tongue!"

She faced him "Wiat will you do, No One? What will you do, bull killer? WII you hurt nme again?
Is that all you can do with your wonderful gifts: kill bulls and hurt peopl e?"

She stood next to the fire. "Wat | could do if | but had one of your gifts! Wat | could do!" She
shook her fist at him "For all the use you nake of your gifts, it would have been no | oss had
that nonster torn off your head!" She |owered her armto her side, turned, went to her sl eeping

pl ace, and stretched out in the highgrass, her back toward No One.

"It is good that you paint your face, No One. You are truly nore clown than fortune teller."

No One glared at the fortune teller's back. A score of excuses rushed to his nmouth, but he stopped
them and | ooked down into the flanes.

/ will develop ny powers, Tarzaka. A bull named Reg and | have a date.

He turned and faced the shadows, closing his eyes. It had been so long. Slowy the feelings of his
body dropped away, o,ne by one. Then he coul d again see the shadows. The nmind alone is so |onely.

He et his mnd drift upwards, above the |light and shadows, above the trees, far, far above the
swanp. He | ooked up at the sky.

Can | fly to those other worlds? Do | have the power? Up he went, faster and faster-The stars
becane very bright, their twi nkle ceased, then the full |ight of the sun washed him Still the
stars renmined visible. He | ooked down. The edge of the planet toward the sun was brightly lit.
Beyond that edge, where the G eat Mick should have been, was nothing but darkness. Lost! Lost! He
began toppling down toward the darkness, a fall that he could not control. Down and down, a

si ckness call ed fear opened his nouth and forced out a child's screamof terror at the unknown.

No One opened his eyes to find hinmself back at the fire. He glanced at the fortune teller, but her
back was still toward him The scream he guessed, had been in his nind. He stretched out and
wat ched the flames until the sleep drifted over him

"Johnjay. Johnjay. Can you hear ne?" He floated in gray aether, the threads of the voice speaking
at him a breath against his mnd. "Wo.. .Mther?" "I've been searching for you, Johnjay. For so
| ong—

His gray turned to black. "You have nothing to say to ne."

"Wait!" A ghostly white swirl ate at one edge of his blackness. "Johnjay, wait!"
"I's Reg dead?"
"...No."

"Call for me when Reg is dead. Until then, you have nothing to say to me." He began forcing the
white swirl from his bl ackness.

"Johnjay, it's your father."

He paused. "What... what about hinP"

"Johnjay, he's dead. He's—=

"Then you are al one, too.
of hate. "Good."

That whi ch shoul d have been grief glittered before him-a shining altar

"John—

"Call nme when Reg is dead, Mdother. That's all | want to hear."
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"Johnjay, | o=
"Call nme when the bull is dead."

Hi s eyes opened. He sat up and | ooked at the fire's snoking enbers, then up at the few stars that
had yet to be washed fromthe sky by the norning's light. He felt something touching the outlines
of his thoughts. He placed a wall of col dness agai nst the sonething, then | ooked down at the
fortune teller. "Tar-zaka." He shouted. "Tarzaka!"

She turned over and | ooked at No One. "Wat is it?"
He pushed hinmself to his feet. "Get ready. W are going now. "
She | ooked at the sky, then back at No One. "Now?"

"Now " He hefted his pack. "We have a |l ot of swanp to search. The sooner we start, the sooner we
find Waco's eggs."

TVENTY- SI X

Little WIIl sat in Turtlehead' s house as the shelled priest held up a paper. "This is the letter
of which | spoke, Little WII. | think it may be a clue as to the |ocation of Johnjay. But i
cannot be certain."

"Pl ease. Go ahead and read it."

Turtlehead's tiny red eyes scanned the paper as he spoke. "It is fromny first apprentice,
Noodl! ebr ai n.

"'l amwiting this to you fromthe town of Porse, enroute to Tarzak to learn spieling from G eat
Mot or Mouth, as you instructed. To be frank, | hold little hope that the addition of patter wll
increase the fees priestly acts receive when performng. It is not that our acts cannot stand

i nprovenent. Instead, perhaps it is that the average Moman priest does not have enough grifter in
hi s soul

""For exanple, as | was returning fromMira to join the other apprentice priests fromArcadi a at
the Porse Cutoff, | nmade canp upon the road for the night. There | was joined by Trouble, an
exiled magician fromDbDirak. He is on the road attenpting to earn sufficent funds to replace those
that he stole, causing his exile. Trouble did not |ook |like he was a very interesting magician,
but out of sympathy for his plight, |

bought a performance fromhimfor five nmovills. The trick he did was mldly interesting; however,
in turn he purchased nothing fromme! Instead®he presuned to lecture ne on the fundanmental s of
separating a fool from his coppers!

Whi | st this gratuitous pal aver was being endured, two fortune tell ers—anmed No One and

Tar zaka—ent ered the canp and exchanged cobit. The one called No One was nal e and had his face
curiously made up in clown white. Tarzaka appeared to be nuch ol der than No One; and she renmi ned
silent and cross during their entire stay in canp. Both of their robes were torn and soiled from
t he swanp.

"1 inquired into No One's strange nake up, and |earned that his answer woul d beggar the G eat
Moot ch Movill hinself! He wanted a thousand coppers for his answer! My curiosity regarding No
One's paint rapidly cool ed.

"*Troubl e, the magician, then asked the fortune tellers if they wished to see sone magi c. Tarzaka
shook her head, but No One agreed to a performance and requested the trick Troubl e had just
performed for me. | cannot inagi ne how No One coul d have known what trick | had just seen; but
what angered ne was that, had | waited, | could have witnessed the trick for nothing! At |east,
that was what | thought.

"When Trouble attenpted the trick, however, it was al nost as though unseen hands kept
rearranging his cards. He tried the trick four tines, each tinme failing. Tarzaka watched this
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sorry spectacle without once registering surprise. Exasperated, Trouble gave up and No One kept
his coppers.'"

Little WIIl held out her hand. Turtlehead, let ne read the rest for nyself."

The priest paused for a nonent, then handed her the paper. Little WII| eagerly took the paper and
began readi ng.

| asked No One if he would like ne to recite history for him explaining that | am beconi ng known
for my "Epic of the City of Baraboo." He wanted to hear no lengthy recitations. But No One did
offer nme ten novills for the answers to three questions a Moirman priest should be able to answer.
However, to obtain the amount, or any part of the anount, | nust be able to answer correctly al
three questions. | agreed.

"You have recently returned fromthe town of -Mira?"
| nodded. "Yes."
"Then, Noodl ebrain, does Shiner Pete of the Mira Har-nessnen still |ive?"

| smiled, for | had made the entry in the Mira Book myself. Since it wa*s no | onger news, but
history, | could answer. "No. Shiner Pete was killed by a horse the 20th of last nonth." | sensed,
rat her than saw, an enigmatic enotion go through the fortune teller's body.

Then he asked: "Does the bull, Reg, still live?"

This was easy, as well, for | had seen the bull nyself. "Yes, Reg is alive. The bull hands guard
her day and night in case the bull-killer, Johnjay, should return to finish his evil deed."

No One glanced at the fire's flames, then | ooked up at ne. "And the third question, Noodl ebrain:
Exactly where did the Great Waco Whacko hide the Ssendi ssian eggs?"

| felt ny belly go sour; "No one knows that—+ nmean, No One, the priests do not know that."
"Then you do not get paid." He | eaned forward. "Can | sell you a fortune?"
Curse the cage in which he sleeps! "No!"

He nodded once, then snmiled at ne. His smle was a cruel thing nounted upon that ghastly white
mask.

"Your performance was of sone snmall value to ne. | shall answer the question you think the nost
inmportant." His eyes studied nme for a nmonent, then he bowed his head and | aughed. He got to his
feet, shoul dered his pack, and notioned to Tarzaka to do the sane. Then he | ooked down at nme. "You
will die copperless, Noodl ebrain. Walth is not in y/nr future."

Tar zaka stood, then the pair wal ked off into the night. Shortly after, Trouble the magician bid me
a good night's sleep, and then ran after the two fortune tellers, leaving ne alone at the fire, as
well as five coppers poorer.

Little WIIl placed the paper upon Turtlehead's table. "It is Johnjay. | amcertain of it. The one
called No One is ny son.”

Turtl ehead | ooked at the sheet. "Wy does he search for the eggs?"
She turned and | ooked into the brightly lit street. "I do not know. "

No One and Tarzaka wal ked the road by starlight. Wen they were well away fromthe apprentice
priest's canp, she spoke to her white-faced conpanion. "You saw your father's death?"

He shook his head. "No. | was told in a dream"

"The death of the bull?"
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"That was, | fear, little nore than w shful thinking, Tar-zaka."

They wal ked in silence for a time, then Tarzaka | ooked at No One. "Wen will you again try to put
pictures in ny mind? It has been a week since you last tried.”

"I have tried a hundred tines, Tarzaka." No One shook his head. "I cannot find the threads that |
must arrange to place an inmage into your head. Even sonething as small as a word."

"No One, you nust try again."

"It is no use!" He switched his pack fromhis right shoulder to his left. "That is why we nust

find the eggs. If there is any chance for you, they— He stopped and stood notionl ess.
“"No One—~
He cut off her words by holding up his hand. "Be still," he whispered. "W are being foll owed."

Tar zaka hel d her hands to her nmouth, turned and tried to look into the bl ackness of the road. The
swanp insects gnawed at them both as they stood as statues in the dark. "I hear nothing."

"He is not wal king."

" He?"

No One nodded. "It is Trouble, the magician we left at Noodl ebrain's camp."”
"What does he want of us?"

No One stood silent for a few heartbeats, then he | aughed. "Trouble!" he shouted. "Cone out, cone
out, wherever you are!" No One pointed down the road toward a shadow noving fromthe darkness
"There he is."

"What does he want ?"
No One shook his head. "He wants to know how | ruined his card trick, but..."
" But ?"

"l cannot read the rest, Tarzaka. There is a wall around his mind." No One | ooked at Tarzaka. "Be
on your guard."

They wat ched the shadow grow until Trouble stood before them H's teeth were visible in the
starlight. "Geetings, John-jay." He nodded toward the wonman. "Tarzaka."

No One studied the figure's form "My nane is No One."

Troubl e shook his head. "You are Johnjay. The bull-killer fromMira. The one who has been
bl ackball ed in every town on Monus—

"How do you know t hi s?"

The figure stood quietly for a monent, then Troubl e shook his head. "I amnot certain. | just
know. The news of your deed extends even into the swanp, and the questions you asked, the
apprentice priest's answers, the things you did to ny cards." Troubl e shrugged. "They put

t hensel ves together and told ne you were Johnjay—

"By Monus's great fat pratt!" Tarzaka cut the magician short, then she turned, went to the side of
the road, and began preparing a fire.

Troubl e pointed toward her and spoke to No One. "Wat is her conplaint?"

No One gl anced after Tarzaka, then turned back to | ook at Trouble. "OF the three of us, she is the
only one who apprenticed as a fortune teller. And eif the three of us, she is the only one who
cannot tell fortunes."
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Troubl e chuckl ed as he saw Tarzaka's head turn toward them for a nonent, then turn back toward her
preparations. "Again Mnus's sense of hunor inflicts itself upon his children."

"WIIl you join us in our canp? The fire is free."

Troubl e studied No One. "Why would you invite nme?"

"I prefer having you in the |ight-where | can keep an eye on you."

"I think we mght be of profit to each other." Trouble nodded. "Very well, Johnjay."
"I amcalled No One."

"I'f you prefer."

"I prefer.”

As they wal ked toward Tarzaka, she began striking her flint and steel, causing hot fat sparks to
shower upon the tinder

Troubl e washed down his final nouthful of cobit with sap-w ne, brushed the crunbs from his robe,
and smiled at Tarzaka. "Fortune teller, your cobit grows cold."

Tar zaka tossed her bread into the fire. "I amnot hungry."
No One frowned at her. "You needn't have thrown it away.."
"It was mine. | do with ny owmn what | choose." She stood,
turned her back upon the two nen, and wal ked fromthe fire
into the night.

Troubl e laughed at her, then turned to face No One. "It certainly galls her, doesn't it?" Wen No
One failed to answer, Trouble |ooked at the fire, his face growi ng sonber. "No One?" "Yes?"

"Tell nme how you ruined ny trick,"

No One adjusted his pack and stretched out before the fire, his head propped up®upon one arm
"What profit is there for nme?"

The nmagician's |arge frane shook as he again | aughed. Trouble w ped inaginary tears fromhis eyes,
si ghed, and nodded at No One. "Profit." He nade a slight gesture with his hand in a northeasterly
direction. "You asked that idiot apprentice priest about Waco's eggs."

No One's eyes narrowed. "Do you know where they m ght be found?"

"No. Not yet." He shrugged. "I amnot certain that they even exist—er ever did exist." He raised
an eyebrow in No One's direction.

"I know that they exist, Trouble."
"We live in an age that prides itself in the art of lying."

"Nevertheless." No One's head lolled back. "But then, Trouble, how can your ignorance be of profit
to me?"

Troubl e | ooked back at the flanes. "I have wandered the Great Muck for alnost four years. MWy
i gnorance will be of no use, but the things | know speak differently."

No One shrugged. "Such as?"

"Did you know that toward the Upland Mountains there is one of the great swanp |izards that
tal ks?"
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No One sat up. "Tal ks, you say?"

Troubl e nodded. "I have heard hi m speak nyself. And there is nore. There are other exiles in this
swanp, and | have heard sonme of them speak of a strange swanp wonan. It is claimed that all the
creatures of the swanmp serve and obey her."

No One lowered his head to his pack. "These are curious fantasies, but what do they have to do
wi th Waco's eggs?"

The nmagi ci an shrugged. "Were el se woul d one get the power to control the nonsters of the swanp?"
He | ooked at No One. "To nmake them speak?" Troubl e | ooked back at the flanes. "I cannot see it
all, but | see enough to know that these things need to be investigated—f one is interested in
finding Waco's eggs."

"And all you want in return is to know how | ruined your trick?"

Troubl e shook his head. "Not how, | want to know howto do it. | want to nove things with ny m nd,
as can you."

No One sniled. "How do you know | have this power?"

"I amable to do that sinple trick in nmy sleep!" The nagici an

snorted. "It was either you or ghosts!" Trouble grinned. "And | do not believe in ghests."
"What if | cannot teach you what you wi sh to know? You mi ght not be able to learn."

Troubl e gestured with his head toward where Tarzaka had di sappeared in the darkness. "You have a
simlar arrangenment with the woman, do you not ?"

No One studied the magician for a long tinme. Then he shrugged and | ooked at the flanes. "I was
already in her debt. But | have no reason to believe that she can ever |learn the things that she
wants to learn." "Yet she travels with you."

"She hopes that the eggs can teach her the things she wants to know. " ,:Cr-

"Perhaps they can do the sane for ne.
could interest you, No One."

Trouble wet his lips. "And | m ght have sonething el se that

"What is that?"
"I think you want to know how I cloak nmy m nd agai nst your thoughts. Do | speak the truth?"
No One sat up, studied the magician, then pushed hinmself to his feet. "You read m nds?"

Troubl e shook his head. "No. | cannot. But | can prevent others fromreading mne. My younger
brother, Tribulation, can read mnds. | had to learn howto prevent himfromreading mne if | was
ever to have a thought of my own. | learned to stop him" He |ooked at No One. "As | stopped you."

No One | ooked into the darkness, then turned back to the magician. "Once we cone to the eggs, |
will do what | can if you have been useful in finding the eggs." "The other?"

No One shrugged. "I have had little occasion where protecting ny m nd was necessary." He frowned
and, for a nonment, pondered the reach of his nother's thoughts. He slowy nodded. "Yes. | would
|l earn the other, as well. But we nust find the eggs, and you rmust help. That is the price."
Troubl e held out his hands. "W strike a bargain.” "Wait here. I'd best find out what's happened
to Tarzaka." The mmgici an shrugged. "She is off whining soneplace. Wy bot her?"

"She m ght be injured."
"What is that to you?"

*No One | ooked fromthe darkness to the flanes, then from
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the flames to the magician. No One frowned, shook his head, and | ooked into the darkness once
more. "Wait here." He left the fire and wal ked after the fortune teller

He found her, far fromthe canp, sitting atop a roadsi de stunp. "Wat are you doi ng?"

She sat huddled in the darkness. "Go back to the fire, No One. You cannot understand what | think
wi th your crippled head."

"Make yourself plain."

Her dark form shook its head. "Nothing. | neant nothing. Go back to the fire."

"Then cone al ong."

"No." Her head lifted and her eyes |ooked at the stars. "It is unfair. It is so unfair."
"That Trouble and | can see the probable and you cannot ?"

Her head snapped in No One's direction. "Yes!" She stabbed a finger at her breast. "I amthe
fortune teller! / am" She | ooked back at the stars. "I amthe only one of us who wants to be a
teller of fortunes. What force is it that chooses who is to receive these things? What sarcasns
occupy its m nd?"

No One | aughed. "You would |l ook for fairness in a world created at the hands of a madman? You | ook
for justice within Arnheim s perverted | egacy? What would you call fairness, Tarzaka? That if |
desired it | would be granted the skin, face, or formof a freak? That if | wanted to nake others
| augh, | would be granted the skills of the clowns?" Again he | aughed. "You ask nonsense
questions, and are full of fantasy." No One | ooked toward the canp, then back at Tarzaka. "Trouble
has agreed to help us find the eggs. Are you comni ng?"

She issued a brief, bitter laugh. "And now a loutish thief joins our little band." Tarzaka shook
her head. "Trouble can be your audi ence now. Wiy do you need me?"

"l don't need you! | never did!" No One stared at the dark figure for a | ong nonent. "Tarzaka,
what do you nean about ny audi ence? Wien you say that, what do you nean?"

She turned toward him the shadow of her hood naking her faceless in the starlight. "You can do so
much—so nmuch that | want to do—yet you know so little, No One. So little." She waved her hand in
the direction of the canp. "Go back to your new disciple, No Ofe. | will be along later. For now,
| eave nme al one. "

" Tar zaka—

"Just go, bull-killer. Go!" Her hand dropped to her lap, and No One could hear her trying. "Just
go."

He paused, then turned and wal ked toward the canp with sl ow steps.
TWENTY- SEVEN

For all of the next day the trio wal ked southwest on the road to Arcadia. That night they halted
next to a large lake and built their fire at a place where the stars reflected fromthe | ake's
still waters, placing the limts of the sky in that direction beneath their feet. As Tarzaka
prepared the cobit, and Trouble attenpted to regale her with nonsense tales of the swanp, No One
stood on the | ake's shore | ooking out across its surface. In the dark, the far shore was invisible
between the stars of the sky and the stars of the water.

What nust it be, he thought, to | eave the hopel essness of this prison behind? Wat would it be to
nove anpong those many suns?

He studied the constellation called the Big Lot; four extrenmely bright stars formng a rectangle.
It was said that the two stars fornming the Forty-ninth Street side pointed to the place from which
O Hara's Greater Shows originated. But the sun being pointed at was not bright enough to appear in
the sky. O her constellations contained or pointed at the suns of other stands the old show had

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20...5%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (115 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:59 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt

pl ayed. It was said that the dimtip of the right tusk of the constellation of Mng was the sun
around which orbited the planet Ahngar. Ahngar, one of the

old show s wintering grounds. Ahngar, the home of Sergeant Spook Tieras, retired bull hand. "At
| east ol d Spook can see his honestar,” No One said to the night air.

He turned and wal ked up the slight rise to where Trouble and Tarzaka were sitting before the fire.
Tar zaka | ooked up at himas he came within the light fromthe fire. "The cobit is done."

After No One sat down and was finishing his cobit, Trouble held out his arnms. "Such silence! Here
we have a fire, a pleasant night, fortune tellers and a magi cian. W should have entertai nnment."

No One's face remained inpassive. "After your endl ess jabbering upon the road today, | welcone the
silence." ' The magician shrugged. "My talk might not be worth a storyteller's copper, but we do
have a bargain. Show ne how you ruined ny trick. How do you nove things with your thoughts?"

No One | eaned upon his pack. "And for this, you show ne how you cloak your m nd?" "Yes."

"Very well. Take out your cards and performyour trick." Trouble reached into his robe and

wi thdrew his worn deck of cards. He handed the deck to Tarzaka. "Go through the deck and choose a
card, then show the card to No One." The mmgi ci an spread a thick cloth upon the ground before

hi nt .

The fortune teller flipped through the deck, showed the Boss of Animals to No One, then | ooked at
Troubl e. "And now?" "Shuffle the cards and hand themto No One." Tarzaka did as she was
instructed. Trouble nodded at No One. "Shuffle themagain." No One shuffled the cards. \When he was
finished, he returned themto the nagician. Trouble took the cards and spread the deck faces down
upon the cloth. Once, twice his hand passed over the cards, and then he reached down, picked up a
card, and held its face out toward Tarzaka and No One. The card was the Boss of Animals.

No One nodded. "Well done. Now performthe trick again." Trouble gathered up the cards, shuffled
them then handed the deck to Tarzaka. This tinme the fortune teller picked the Four of Shovels,
showed it to No One, then shuffled the cards and handed the deck to No One who al so shuffled them
No One handed the deck to Trouble. The nagician spread the cards as before, pulled out a card, and
faced it toward his two com

panions. It was the Nine of Weels. Trouble raised his eyebrows. "And?"

Tarzaka smiled, "ft is the wong card, Trouble." She | eaned to her right and flipped over cards
until" she came to the Four of Shovels. She tapped the card with her finger. "That was the one
sel ected.”

The magi ci an | ooked at No One. "Wl | ? How do you do it?"
No One gestured with his hand toward the cards. "Do the trick again, but slowy."

Troubl e gathered the cards, shuffled them then handed the deck to the fortune teller. Tarzaka
sel ected the Deuce of Flags and showed the card to No One.

No One sat up and | ooked at the fortune teller. "And now, Tarzaka, you shall see fortune telling
at work. Do you see the deck in your hand?"

"Of course."

"Repl ace the card you picked." He turned toward Trouble. "It is the Deuce of Flags." He | ooked
back at Tarzaka. "Do you see where you placed the card?"

"Yes."

"Qur negician also sees. Shuffle them As you shuffle them Trouble will be watching. And he will
watch as | shuffle them Wen he spreads themout, sonething will tell himwhich card is the nost
likely to be the proper one. Not nmgic, but the sane sight you call fortune telling in ne."

Tar zaka studi ed the deck, then shuffled the cards, and handed themto No One. No One handed the
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deck to Trouble w thout shuffling them "Go ahead; but once you see the card that you want, pick
it up very slowy."

Troubl e spread the deck upon the cloth. He studied the cards, then his eyes wi dened for a nonent,

then he reached out his hand. As his hand canme close to the card he had selected, its edge

di sappeared beneath the card that covered it. "Hah!" Trouble brought up his hand as though it had
been burned; then he brought his hand down and turned over the top card. It was the Seven of

Fl ags. He turned over the card i medi ately beneath it and exposed the Deuce of Flags. He | ooked at
No One. "How do you nove the card?"

"I reach for it. As though |I had another set of hands. | just reach for it, feel its touch, then
push. That is all."

Troubl e snorted. "That is no answer!"
No One | ooked at the magician through hal f-cl osed eyes.
"Can you explain to Tarzaka how you know which card to choose?"

"Certainly. It.. .well, | just do. | have studied the cards many tines, people's hands, and the
way they shuffle cards.”

"Still, Trouble, how do you know which is the right one?"
The magi ci an's shoul ders went up. "I just do. It's a feeling—as though the card announced itself
to ne. | can do the actual selection with ny eyes shut, just using nmy touch.”

No One shrugged. "That is no better than ny explanation. | did.have to train this power. M/ nother
started me with little things, and when | could handle themw th ease, bigger things. They were
children's games and | soon lost interest. But the mechanism| use is no nore understood by ne
than is the power to see the probable."

Tar zaka cl asped her hands and rested her chin upon them "Did she also train you to see the
pr obabl e?"

"More ganmes. She used to toss a wooden ball into the air, and | would have to guess where it would
come to rest." H's eyes becanme haunted. "She tried to teach these things to ny sister; but May's
gift was a set of crippled | egs. May could not learn.”

Tar zaka turned toward Trouble. "May | borrow your cards?"
Troubl e gathered the cards and held themout. "In exchange for the cobit?"

She nodded and took the cards. She fanned them and studied the faces of the cards. "On its own the
m nd can see fast enough to nake judgenents as to order, place..." She nodded agai n.

Trouble threw her his cloth. "Here. It will keep the cards clean.”

As Tarzaka spread the cloth and began spreadi ng, arranging, and studying the cards, Trouble turned
to No One. "Still, 1 want to know how to nove things."

"I told you. Practice. Enough practice will tell you if you have the ability. But | cannot give
you the ability."

"Mm " Troubl e shook his head, studied the ashes in the fire, then grunted. "Bah!" He grunted
again, then let out a breath as he | ooked up at No One. "Can anything be lighter than ash?"

"Troubl e, you nust sort what you wish to nove fromeverything else. | began with but a single
pi ece of dust."

"Hunh! Dust, eh?" He scratched his chin and shook his head. "If | could but nove things, ny
fortune as a magician..." He |ooked at the fire, then back at No One. "I could pay off

G uey, ny victim and buy back nmy place in Dirak town. By Mmus! | could even becone Master of the
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Dirak Magicians!" He nodded vi gorously and rubbed his hands together

No One | ooked at the fortune teller, saw her studying the cards, and | ooked back at the magician.
"How do you cl oak your mnd, Trouble?"

Troubl e pursed his |ips, shrugged, and held out his hands. "It's nmuch the sane sort of thing, No
One. | think it and it is done." He scratched his head. "I had to try thinking of many things
before | could keep Tribulation fromseeing ny thoughts—he saw them as pictures before his eyes."
He shook his head. "Many things. Then one day Tribulation was angry with ne. He could not see ny
t houghts. Instead he saw a bl ackness that seenmed to cover ne in his pictures."”

No One studied Trouble's face. "A blackness..." He sat up. "Wat were you thinking of ?"

"Nothing." He raised his eyebrows. "I was trying to think of nothing so that there would be
nothing for ny brother to see.” The nmmagician shrugged. "But it is inpossible to think about
nothing. If you are thinking you have to think about something."

"Troubl e, you said, 7/you are thinking.

"Yes. That is what | was trying to do—+to stop nmy nmind altogether— Trouble | eaned forward, his
face angry. "I tell you ny brother was near to driving me madder than Arnheim s bedbugs! | was
willing to try anything!" He sat back. "I couldn't stop thinking." He pointed a finger at No One.
"But in trying to stop, | did something." He shook his head. "A dullness. |I felt as though there
were a pressure upon the tops of ny eyeballs. My eyes are a bit out of focus, but | can stil
think when | do that. And no one can get into nmy mind to see what is there. Is that enough?"

No One studied the flames, then | ooked up at Trouble. "I think so. Yes. | think so.” No One
reached behind hinsel f, picked up two sticks, and added themto the fire. "Troubl e?"

"Yes?"
"What of the swanp worman you told us about ?"

Troubl e stretched out, placed the back of his head upon his pack, and | ooked up at the stars. "I
have heard of her. She is supposed to live near this |ake."

"What powers does she have?"
Trouble lifted his hands and let themfall upon his chest.

"To hear sone of the exiles tell of them she can crunble nmountains with the nfere snap of her
fingers. Ohers say she is mad." He turned his head to | ook at No One. 'Twice | have heard the
runor that she is the daughter of Great Waco himself." He | ooked back at the stars. "Wo knows
what is truth and what is | egend?"

Tar zaka | ooked up fromthe cards. "The priests say that all legend is rooted in fact."

Troubl e drew down the corners of his nmouth. "The Noo-dl ebrains of Mrnus." The nmgici an conti nued
| ooking at the stars. "The priests also tell us that the old show s route nan, the G eat Ratman,
is up anbng those stars someplace trying to find us. And soneday he will return and put us upon
the star road once again." He closed his eyes and clasped his hands upon his chest. "It has been
thirty-three years since the Crash. If he has not found us now, he never will. | see that nuch of
the future."

No One | ooked up at the stars, then down at the magician. "How do we find the swanp wonan?"

Troubl e shrugged and settled hinself nore confortably. "I inmagine that we start searching the
shores of the | ake."

Tar zaka | ooked toward the star-spangl ed expanse of water. "It is a very large |ake."

Troubl e sni ckered and turned his back upon the fire. "Ah, Tarzaka, and you say that there is no
fortune teller in your blood." He snickered again and then was still.
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Tar zaka, her face flushed, returned to studying the cards, while No One pushed hinself to his feet
and returned to the | ake's shore. He sat for a long time staring at the stars reflected in the

wat er. The swanp was unusually quiet. He frowned as he noticed th.at the stars before his eyes
wer e nmovi ng—i ppl es upon the water

He stood as he heard the soft singing of a deep voice coming froma great distance. The words were
strange, but somehow famliar. It was the tune and how the words fit the tune:

Dee bazin da gungal dee id lathered fo doo zup

An el l yfunk, uh lizun, da munnies, zanna bup

"M zens," zed de lizun, "Weezall gizzard dere da zee

"H f zeecan nmazzerfac da zound firozopee."
Little WIIl had sung the children's song to himnmany tines.

She had learned it fromher father. Little WIIl had said that the song was taught to he/ father by
Waco VWhacko the snake charmer.

Deep within the jungle there did gather for to sup,

An el ephant, a lion, a nonkey, and a pup. "My friends," said the lion, "W are gathered here to
see "If we can manufacture a sound phil osophy." . .

The singing stopped and No One strained his eyes trying to see the singer. He searched for a | ong
time, but eventually even the ripples were gone. He turned and went back to the fire.

Wth his head upon his pack, his eyes staring at the flames, No One's mnd put together the things
that he had seen, heard, and | earned. He knew the swanp wonan to be Waco's daughter, and where
they had to search to find her. He closed his eyes and frowned, because his m nd had not disclosed
the extent of the swanp wonman's powers

An image floated in front of his face. A woman, no. A girl. A wonman. Her face gl owed, her al nond-
shaped eyes gazed lovingly at himfroma swirling mst of black hair. H's breath caught as she
turned and offered her bare body to him—

No One bolted upright and | ooked around. Trouble and Tarzaka were both asleep, the wind and | ake
wat er undi sturbed. He rubbed his hand across his nmouth and shook his head. He | ooked again toward
the water. Wo are you?

Nervously his tongue noistened his |lips. He | ooked back at the fire, |owered his head to his pack,
and waited for sleep to cone.

TVENTY- ElI GHT

They were awakened just before dawn by the deep runblings of a stormcoming fromthe west. Flashes
of lightning illunminated the sky as they quickly cooked the nmorning's cobit while a fire could
still be nade. Before they had finished their cakes, the heavy rain began to fall. "Bah!" Trouble
hooded his head and hefted his pack as he glanced up at the sky. "It is still as dark as a
cashier's conscience." He turned to No One. "We should lay up until the bl owmdown has passed.”

No One | ooked at the western sky, then across the choppy waters of the | ake. He faced Troubl e.
"This could go on all day. | don't want to Jose a day."

The magi ci an placed his hands upon his hips. "The fate of the Universe will not be changed if we
take a little longer. | have just as nuch reason as you for |earning fromthe eggs—

"No." No One shoul dered his pack. "No, you .don't."

Tar zaka turned from No One and | ooked at the magician. "No One has a bull to kill." She | ooked
back at No One. "True?"
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No One began wal ki ng down the road. Tarzaka pull ed her
pack strap over her shoulder. 'Trouble, we cannot get any
wetter than we are now. "
"Bah!" Trouble Held out his arns. "Were to, then, No
Oner-No One | ooked back over his shoulder. "W follow the road
toward Arcadia until it |eaves the shore of the |ake. Then we
foll ow the shore.™

They wal ked agai nst the driving rain for hours, the chill nunbing both thought and bone. While his
m nd thought upon Reg's death, No One's eyes were concentrating upon stepping around the |arge
puddl es and mai ntaining his footing upon the road's greasy surface. Just then a feeling of warnth
filled him He stopped. Trouble and Tarzaka stopped a few steps beyond.

Troubl e | ooked around at the dripping green trees that bordered the road, his eyes wide with fear
"What is this, No One?"

"Do you feel it?"
Troubl e nodded. "Aye."
No One | ooked at Tarzaka. "And you?"

Tarzaka's eyes were dulled, her face slack. Ignoring No One's question, she turned to her left and
began wal ki ng toward the | ake's jungle-lined shore. No One placed his hand upon her arm "Wit,
Tar zaka. \Where—=

She pulled her armfree and continued into the trees. Trouble grabbed No One's shoul der. "W nust
follow her."

No One | ooked at the narrow strip of trees between the road and the | ake. "This cannot be the
pl ace. There is nothing there."

Trouble glared at No One. "Place or not— He waved a hand in inpatient disgust at No One. "Bah!"

The magician hurried to follow the fortune teller. No One frowned at Trouble's back until it
di sappeared into the trees. He hesitated, then turned to follow them As he approached the edge of
the road, he heard a voice as it filled his mnd

Cone, Johnjay. Cone to ne.

He stunbled and fell to the road. The voi ce—+ts strength—never before had No One experienced its
l'ike.

Cone to me, Johnjay.

He crawmed to the nearest tree and used its trunk to pull hinself to his feet. His breath canme in
harsh, short gasps. "Wo? Wo are you?" He closed his eyes and forced his thoughts to form "Wo
Are You?"

Cone to ne.

No One sagged against the tree and tried to nake his thoughts ask the question again. But before
he coul d ask, the answer cane.

Cone to ne, Johnjay. | amyour wfe

No One recoiled fromthe tree, anger driving the warnth, the thoughts, fromhis head. He screaned
at the sky. "I will be dammed if you are! Dammed, | say!" His head filled with the pain of crue
| aught er .
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Then you are dammed. Cone to ne, Johnjay.

The laughter left him and he | ooked at the trail in the highgrass made by Tarzaka and Trouble. He
studi ed the bent blades of grass as though by force of will he could nake themrefuse his steps.
H s feet nmoved forward and he entered the trail

For hours he unwillingly lurched and stunbled through the dense vegetation. At tines the trai
woul d be invisible to his eyes, but his feet never failed to find it again. Twice he called out
Troubl e's nanme and received no answer. In tinme the rain stopped, followed an hour |ater by the
sun. Mnutes |later the swanp steamed under the heat. No One's head swam fromthe effort and from
the hot, thick air. Wien the power left his legs, he fell face down into the highgrass.

When his breath returned, he rolled over onto his back and stared wi thout sight at the branches,
| eaves, and vi nes above. He shook his head at the ache in his legs. "Wat noves ne agai nst ny
will?" He rested quietly for a long nonment, then pushed hinself up to a sitting position, and

| ooked down the trail. He was a long way fromthe road. No One cupped his hands around his nouth
and called out. "Trouble! Trouble! Tarzaka!"

He | owered his hands and listened but could hear nothing but the buzzing of the insects. He hung
hi s head as he took his hands and began massaging his tired |l egs to keep them from cranpi ng. He
paused, frowned, and | ooked at his surroundings. "Wiy did she let nme rest?" He thought again. Dd
she? What did Troubl e say about the cloaking of his mnd? It appears as a bl ackness to the mnd
reader when... he was trying to think of nothing. No One nodded. "I dropped from exhaustion, ny
m nd went bl ank, and she lost nme! Yes." He held his hands to his head. How does one think about
not hi ng?

His hands fell to his lap as an edge of warnth touched himand | eft. He pushed hinself to his
feet. "She is after ne again!"

How to think about nothing? No One closed his eyes. Witeness. A white wall, |arge enough to fil
my entire vision, no matter in which direction | turn. The texture of the wall—elinmnate it.
Whi t eness. Just whiteness.

The edge of warmth covered himagain, but his legs did not nove. Witeness. And now, take away the
white. He felt the edges of his mind grow dull, a pressure as though soneone's thunbs were
pressi ng upon his eyeballs. Al about the outside of his skull, it was as if great avians were
flapping their wings and screaming in frustration. But they were outside; not inside.

He | ooked down the trail, his eyes slightly out of focus. He spoke out |oud. "Swanp wonan? Can you
hear ne, swanp worman?"

The fl apping and scream ng about his head increased to a frenzy, then suddenly died. No One
wai ted, then allowed a small patch of whitness to return. "Swanp wonman?"

You fight me, yet you call to ne?

No One wet his lips and nodded. "Swanp worman, | will cone to you, and on ny owmn. But | will not be
forced. On ny own. You have what | want."

/ have your friends as well.

"They are nothing to me, swanmp woman."

The | aughter threatened to break down his barrier for a nonent, then it eased. Very well, Johnjay.
Cone to ne. Followthe trail. I will have themteach you howto kill the bull. | amwaiting, ny
husband.

"By damm! Wénman, | am not your husband!"

The | aughter returned, then No One was |left alone with nothing but the gnaw of fear for conpany.
He studied the trail for a | ong nmonent, then began to walk it with shaking steps. "Is it fear?" He
asked hinmself. "Is it tiredness or fear that shakes ny |egs?" The answer was not clear and No One
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refused' to risk renmoving the cloak fromhis nind to clarify it. He already knew that the fear was
in his heart. Along the way, he saw Tarzaka's pack by the trailside. A few steps beyond was
Troubl e's pack. He hefted them both, placing their straps over his | eft shoul der, and conti nued
down the trail.

Just before the darkness canme over the swanp, No One reached the edge of a clearing. He eased the
packs from his shoul ders and studied the open place. It was a gentle rise grown deep with

hi ghgrass. At it's top appeared to be a mound or nonument of sonme kind. He | ooked around at the
clearing' s

treeline, but could see nothing. Looking again to the front, he saw the trails of Tarzaka and
Troubl e through the highgrass |eading toward the nmound at the top of the rise.

He squatted and rubbed his temples with the tips of his fingers. Coaking his nmnd for so | ong had
produced a center-pole splintering pain through his eyes. He studied the nound and deci ded agai nst
renovi ng his mnd-cl oak. The swanp worman had not attacked his nind for hours, but No One was

convi nced that she was waiting for himwaiting for himto show the slightest weakness.

He quickly | ooked again at the clearing's treeline, then he hid the three packs beneath some
brush. Standing, he turned into the jungle to the left of the trail and began quietly working his
way around the clearing; After an hour of this, he went again to the clearing's edge and tried to
make out what could be seen. The darkness was fully upon the .swanp, but far to No One's left was
the light of a torch-+wd. No, a torch and a cooking fire

He crept farther into the clearing, squinting his eyes, trying . to conpensate for his cloak's
ef fect upon his focus. Behind the cooking fire was a thatched shack. To the right of the shack, a
torch was mounted upon a tall pole driven into the ground.

No One studied the scene, then he | ooked up the rise toward the nound. The nound appeared mnuch

| arger now, and there seened to be a dark-robed figure seated before it facing the shack. He
studied the figure for a long tine, but it remained notionless. He noved even further into the
clearing, stopped, and squatted. The figure did not nove its head; did not appear even to nove its
chest.

As the sound of voices came fromthe shack, Johnjay |eaned forward and | owered hinself upon his
hands until his eyes were just above the tops of the highgrass. He turned his head but saw nothing
stir at the shack. Looking back at the notionless figure, No One began crawling up the gentle

sl ope toward the nound. The figure's left side was toward him its face shrouded by the hood of
its dark robe. When No One came cl ose enough, he saw that the figure was seated in a roughly nade
wooden chair. Ten steps fromthe figure, No One turned and began crawling to his left, watching
the shack. He coul d see inside the shack's door and he recogni zed Tarzaka—er at |east someone
wearing a fortune teller's robe—seated just inside. He noved further around the top of the rise,
then turned his head to his right and | ooked at the figure.

In the dimlight fromthe shack's cooking fire, he could nmake out a face, stark white with |arge
dark eyes. He noved closer and closer until his breath caught. It was the grinning face of a
death's head, the large dark eyes nothing but enpty sockets. He | eaped up, turned away, and ran
downhill, his imagination hot upon his heels. In his panic, he let the cloak fall fromhis mnd.
An instant later, he was thundered into darkness.

The naked wonman, the al nond eyes | aughing at himfromthat nist of Iong, black hair. "You are
m ne, Johnjay! Now you are mne."

I mges of skulls, great swanmp nonsters, shining |lengths of gut, the five bulls charging over the
edge of the cliff, the judgenment of the Mira Ring, Goofy Joe denmanding that the town of Dirak
bl ackbal |l him..

"You are mne, Johnjay. You are mne..."

He opened his eyes in the dark to see, Tarzaka | ooking down at him her face Iit only by the flanes
of the cooking fire com ng through the doorway. The only other light in the shack was a small oi
| anp. Tarzaka | ooked across his chest and nodded. "He is awake."
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No One | ooked to his right and saw Troubl e sitting cross-legged beside him "Trouble, what is
happeni ng?"

The magi ci an | ooked out of the doorway, then back at No One. "The swanp wonman has us." Trouble

agai n | ooked out of the doorway. "She is gone right now "

No One tried to sit. "W nust run while we can." Both Tarzaka and Trouble forced himto his back
"What are you doi ng?"

Tar zaka | ooked at No One steadily, her face rigid. "W go nowhere. It is tinme for you to live up
to your part of the bargain."

" Bar gai n?"

"No One, you said you would take me to learn fromthe eggs. They are close by. Al that we nust do
to learn fromthemis for you to give Ssura what she wants. Ssura is the creature's nane."

No One frowned, then | ooked at Trouble. "And you?"

Troubl e sl owy nodded his head. "I have seen what the eggs can do, No One. If | can learn but a
bit of it, I can go back to ny town. You understand that? Isn't that why you've cone
here? Isn't that why you want to kill the bull? G ve Ssura what she wants." *

No One shrugged off their hands and sat upright. "And you two would have ne do this thing?"

The left side of Trouble's nouth drew back in a half-smle. "It would seemto be a pl easant enough
task." "And what would that be?"

Tar zaka grabbed No One's armwith a surprisingly strong grip. "Understand, No One, that unless you
do this thing, none of us get what we want. I|ncluding you!"

"Can | not get a straight answer fromeither of you? By the gray beard of Mpnus, what nmust |— No
One turned his head toward the door as he saw a figure standing high upon the incline. It was the
creature he had seen in his vision; just as naked, just as beautiful. She just stood there facing
the shack. Troubl e nodded toward the figure. "No One, Ssura is the daughter of Waco Wacko and

Fi reball Hanah Sanagi. | cannot tell when, but | can see that she has been without her parents a

very long time. Perhaps since she was five or six years old." Trouble | ooked at No One. "She has

been reared for the nost part by the eggs. She protects themat their command."

No One frowned as he studied the figure of the swanp woman. "We nmean no harmto the eggs."

Tar zaka adj usted her robe and | ooked at the figure standing upon the opposite side of the fire.
"The eggs would strike a bargain with us."” "Wat bargai n?"

The fortune teller nodded toward the door. "Up there, in that nmound behind the skeleton, is where
the eggs rest. They will still be eggs when the three of us have turned to dust, and they mnust be
cared for if they are to survive. This is Ssura's m ssion handed down to her by her father. But
she will not live forever. She needs a child."

No One's eyebrows went up as his jaw fell down. "She what!?"
Troubl e nodded. "She wants a child fromyou, No One. As | said: a pleasant enough task."

"Bah!" No One | ooked from Troubl e to Tarzaka, then back at Trouble. "Wy not you? You were here
first."

"Through Ssura the eggs have seen your mind. They know of you. Ssura spoke to us of Little WII
and your grandfather, Bullhook WIly. They want you, not me." Trouble held out his hands. "And the

eggs will not teach us unless you agree.”
No One snorted. "Then-they will not teach us! | will have | ost nothing but tinme. There are other
ways to kill bulls. You two have this great desire to learn fromthe eggs—
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Tarzaka held up her hand. "As do you."

"—tet Trouble performthis service!" He pushed hinself to his feet. "I amleaving!" As he
approached the door of the shack, the jungle around themwailed with cries, screams, and grow s.
"By damm, does she control the creatures of the swanp?"

Troubl e nodded. "She cannot get through to ny mind when it is cloaked, but this clearing is
guarded by uncounted nunbers of those swanp nonsters. They reach ne with a nobst inpressive
argunent." The mmgician | ooked at Ssura. "I do not doubt that she will kill us if you do not give
her what she wants."

No One | ooked out of the door and saw Ssura's arns rise. The howing fromthe jungl e ceased. He
stared at the swanp wonan. "How | ong?"

Tar zaka spoke softly. "Until a live child is born."

No One turned slowy toward his two conpani ons, his head hung down. "A year. Al npbst an entire

year." He-turned and | ooked out of the door, toward the figure seated before the nound. "The
skel eton. "
Tarzaka's voice trenbled. "It is Waco. She said he once told her that he woul d never rest unti

there was a child to carry on the watch after her. She seens to have taken her father's words
quite literally."

Troubl e pushed hinself to his feet and placed a gentle hand upon No One's shoul der. "No One, | ook
at her. She has beauty enough to shame a ballet girl. Besides, we haven't any choice. It's that or
all of us either die or remain prisoners the rest of our lives."

No One noved slowy frombeneath Trouble's hand. This tinme the jungle did not scream Trouble and
Tar zaka wat ched as No One cane abreast of the fire. The swanp wonan screaned, | aughed
hysterically, then ran toward the skel eton. No One | ooked back at his two conpanions briefly, then
turned and continued up the incline until he was swall owed by the dark

Tarzaka faced Trouble. "Do you think he will be all right?"

Troubl e shook his head and placed his armaround the fortune teller's shoulders. "I do not know.
VWhat | do know is that the swanmp woman is crazier than Amheim s cuckoo cl ock."

Agai n he shook his head. "I only hope that No One can, er, perform adequately urfder the current
ci rcunst ances. "

Tarzaka | ooked past the fire into the darkness. "Could you?" Trouble snorted. "No. That | ady
scares the salt fromnme. She is straight fromthe white rubber lot."

TVENTY- NI NE

As he entered the darkness, suddenly No One could see nothing. The dimreflection fromWco's

| aughi ng skull was gone, as were the stars. He tried to turn and see the fire, but he could not
nmove. "Ssural!" The echoes returned with ten tines the strength of his call. But the echoes were in
his mnd, not against his ears. "Ssural!"

Laughter” Loud, raucous, |laughter. The ground fell away from beneath his feet, and he turned and
tunbl ed in the blackness, the | aughter growi ng |ouder. He held his hands to his ears, but could
not feet his hands touch his head. Then, first his right leg, his nose, his left eye, were
assaulted with stabbing pains, and fromthere every scrap of his body was filled with agony. No
One screaned, flailing his non-existent arnms and | egs at the nothi ngness.

"Mt her! Help ne, Mther!"

Kni ves of searing white light split the dark, and he felt hinself being sucked into a mre of
tentacl ed, slinme-covered horror. He screanmed and screaned until the bl ackness covered his n nd.

Little WIIl sat up on her sleeping cushions, torn fromher sleep by the screans in her head.
"Johnj ay? Johnjay, where are you?"
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She drove everything fromher mind, listening for her son's thoughts. Mnutes |ater, her shoul ders
sl unped, and she sighed. Nothing but a stronger version of the same nightmare? She shook her head.

She pushed herself up fromthe floor cushions and wal ked to her wi ndow. That evening there had
been a cold wetness in the air, and the w ndow was shut. She propped it open, |ooked into the
darkness toward the kraal, and listened. On the still air she could hear distant yel K and | aughter
coming fromthe direction of the tavern. Fromthe kraal cane a snort and the sound of heavy

f oot st eps.

"Reg!"

She turned, grabbed her bull hook, and rushed from her room through the eating room out into the
night. As she cane to the fence, she stopped, then |listened to her m nd as she spread a net of

t hought over the kraal. There could be nothing inside the net, and she would have felt it if
sonet hing was attacking from outside. "Johnjay? Are you here, Johnjay?"

She wet her lips with the tip of her tongue as a sickness filled her stonmach. Looking into the
darkness of the kraal, she wondered al oud. "Have you al ready done your terrible deed, Johnjay?
Have you killed the last bull?"

Little WIIl clinbed the fence and cane down inside. "Reg? Reg? Cone, Reg!"

She heard a snort, then the pachyderm s great feet thundering against the |lowgrass. |In the di nmess
of the cloud-shrouded ni ght, she saw the shadow of a nountain conming at her. "Reg—

First she felt the slamof a great wei ght against her face and chest; an instant |ater, her upper
| eft arm being crushed, thrust into the soil by a foot weighted with six tons of stampeding flesh.

Bul | hook WIly had told her the story of Black D anond when she was only eight. It was an old,
old story, and only one of a thousand such stories that had the sane noral: bulls only mnd one
bull hand at a tinme. Cur ley Prichett used to be Black D anond's bul | hand, years before; but at the
stand in

Corsi cana, Texas, Black Dianond's handl er was Jack O Grady. Curley had nade his home in Corsicana,
and he had asked Jack O Gady if he could | ead Dianond fromthe |oading runs to the lot. He wanted
to inpress his neighbors.

On the way to the lot, the street lined with spectators, Curley assumed Di anond knew hi m and woul d
obey him That was why, when the baggage nags held up everything, Curley gave the spectator,
EvaDonohoe, perm ssion to pet Black D anbnd. But Curley used to be Di anond' s bull hand, and wasn't
any longer. Not the way Di anond saw it. Di anond caught Curley with one of his tusks and flung the
retired bull hand over the nearest car. Then Dianond knocked Eva Donohoe to the sidewal k and ran
hi s tusks through her body..

Al'l of the bullhands of Mira, in turn, had been handling Reg. How el se were they to maintain
their skills? How el se were their children to learn then? But bulls only m nd one bullhand at a
time. Little WIIl used to be Reg's handler, but no | onger. Reg had been under the hooks of
hundreds of different bull hands, and was confused, angry, desperate, old. Little WII understood
this as her mind went blank

It is said by those who travel ed the road between Arcadia and the Porse Cutoff that for two years
the swanp rocked with the pained screans and frightened footsteps of the creatures that lived
there. Great scars appeared in the surface of the road, cutting the road clean through in places.
The trees, highgrass, and brush surrounding the body of water they called N ghtnmare Lake turned
bl ack and were swept with fires. Trade along the route halted, and whatever ice or cast iron that
made it to Tarzak cane south through Kuumic and then across the Geat Desert. The towns north of
Tieras, as well as the entire Emerald Valley, could bring in trade goods only at prohibitive
prices.

It becanme so bad that tal k was begun anong the peoples of the Central Continent towns. At The
Season the thirty-fourth, in Tarzak's Geat Ring, the talk led to the possibility of constructing
a road north fromthe Wiite Top Muntain Road, west of the Great Miuck, to the base of the Snake
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Mount ai n Range, and fromthere, east to the towmn of Mira. The route would avoid the swanp
al t oget her.

But the only bull left was Reg, and Reg was ol d. The proposed road could be constructed with
hor ses, wagons, and Steengrease, but it would take at |east another two years. Al so, the cost
woul d be neasured in lives as well as movills. The

Season ended with no plans agreed upon, no contracts awarded. Soon after, in May 6f the thirty-
fifth Year Since The Crash, lone travelers that braved the cursed route reported that all was
quiet in the Great Muck. The vegetation around Waco's Lake was again green. The story was
confirmed by others, and soon the gashes in the road were repaired and trade resuned as though
not hi ng had happened. Everyone, save the Great Mdootch Muvill, was at a |l oss to explain what had
occurred. Mootch's story involved the I anding of the great treasure ship Caddywanpus, with its
hol ds | aden with jewels, spices, fine fabrics, and a potion he called "real whiskey." But Mootch
was a storyteller, and was known as such. It was a fine story; but for answers that could be
relied upon, there was no supplier. However, by The Season thefthirty-fifth, the only nmenory of
the event was | ost deep within the scriptoriumof the Tarzak Priesthood; on the road all that was
renenbered was Motch's tale of the Caddywanpus.

No One placed the final rock upon Waco's grave, stood, and wal ked the few steps to the fresh water
pool at the edge of the clearing. He pushed back his hood and knelt to sip fromthe pool. Just
before his lips touched the water, he saw his own inage in the water backgrounded by an angry

bl ack sky. H's hair was as white as his clown-whited face. He reached his left hand up and touched
it to his hair. Wen had it turned white?

Mor e rocks.

No One | ooked away fromthe water to see Ssura standing behind her father's grave. He turned back
to the water, took a drink, then sat back upon his heels.

More rocks!

He shook his head. "No nore rocks. Enough." He | ooked again at Ssura. She stood, naked as al ways,
her fists upon her hips. "Ssura, where is ny child?"

She shook her head. Not yours. She pointed toward the edge of the clearing closest to the road.
You go now.

No One | ooked up toward the mound on the top of the rise. He shook his head. "No. First the eggs
must speak to the others. Tarzaka and Trouble."

Ssura | aughed, her voice at a wild pitch that assaulted No One's ear druns. No want. Eggs no want.
No need them no want them She presented her back to himand ran away; presumably toward whatever
she used for a shelter.

No One shook his head, trying to renenber the hateful,

clawi ng, repeated acts that eventually produced the child. It could not be called the maki ng of
love. It was the cold, unfeeling manufacture of a child. No One's eyes narrowed as he again saw
his inmage in the pool. He had not been able to perform Alone with a crazy-strong wild wonan in
the dark of the jungle screamng at you—who coul d? The eggs—the eggs made him perform He cl enched
his jaws agai nst the indignity—he exploitati on—+the shane.

And the child? No name. No One's child had no nanme. He didn't even know if the child was nale or
female. It had been a year, alone anmong the trees of the swanp, since Ssura had | ost her stomach.
And No One had no claimto the child. Both the swanp wonan and the eggs had nade that very clear.
The week before, the eggs had nothing nore to teach him but they refused to teach Tarzaka and
Troubl e. They had what they wanted from No One; the bargain was off.

No One pushed hinself to his feet and began wal king up the rise to the nmound. Tarzaka and Troubl e
coul d roast thenselves as far as he was concerned. But the eggs. Those damed, cursed eggs. They
had made a bargai n.
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Come no cl oser, No One

No One felt the feeble thoughts of the eggs working upon him You are small, he said to the eggs.
You are too small and too weak. W have nmade a bargain. | have done what you wanted; now you shal
do what | want.

The feeling of scorn washed fromthe nmound down the rise toward No One. W do what we choose, stud
beast. And we need you no | onger. Have we not given you full command of your powers? Have we not
shown you the two great visions you will soneday have? Go away unl ess you want us to nake you give
yourself a child.

No One's mind reached out and placed its fingers around the eggs within the nound. / can crush
you, now. | will, unless you |live up to your part of the bargain.

The eggs cried out: Ssura! Kill! Ssura! Kill!

No One | aughed. Your thoughts cannot get beyond ne, now. His fingers reached within one' of the
shel | s. They w apped around the head of a cold, slinme-covered creature. How does it feel? All
must do is to close ny fingers and your head will be crushed!

We agree! W agree, No One. Whatever you want! W agree! W agree!
No One released his nental grip upon the Ssendi ssian infant,

and then studied the nmound. Are all of you listening to ne?

They all answered: Yes.

Then hear this. Any tine | choose, no matter where | amon this planet, | can reach out and
destroy the ot of you. This is the power you hel ped ne to achieve. Do you all understand this?

The eggs answered in unison. Yes.

No One nodded. Then you shall neet your side of the bargain that we nade. There is now a child

that is dooned to spend its life in twisted horror, caring for you. | have done ny part. Now you
must teach Tarzaka and Trouble all that you can teach them If you do not, | shall reach out and
smash your shells! If | now have the power to kill a bull with my mnd, your insignificant |lives

are in even greater peril

No One | ooked down fromthe nound at the shack where Troubl e and Tarzaka stood in the doorway
| ooki ng back at him He held his hands to his nouth. "It is settled..."

He | aughed, then | owered his hands and spoke to the pair w,ith his mnd. | have talked with them
Now your school begins. Do you understand?

The pair waved back. Tarzaka began running after him She shouted. "No One, wait! You nust not do
what you are planning. Wiit!"

He lifted his hand and the fortune teller stopped as though she had run into a masonry wall. No
One studied themfor a nonent. Good-bye. He turned and faced the edge of the clearing nearest the
road. Wthin a few noments he had | ocated his pack, now rotten and crunbled with age. He set his
jaw and continued noving his feet through the trees and highgrass toward the Arcadi a-Mira Road.

Little WIIl sat upright against the litter's raised back. Clutched in her right hand and resting
upon her |ap was the gol d-and- mahogany bul | hook. The bul |l hands of Mira were gathered behind her
and at her sides, and all watched as Bigfoot, new Master of the Mira Bull hands, entered the kraa
and approached Reg.

Little WIIl studied Bigfoot as the young worman approached the old bull. Her notions were sure,
unhurried. To look at her fromthe outside, fear was not in Bigfoot's vocabulary. But the
bul I hands knew the things Bigfoot's guts were telling her. Run. Run and don't | ook back. This bul
is akiller. Run!

After crushing Little WIl's armto a usel ess stunp and
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shattering the bones in her left leg so badly that two years |ater she still did not have thf use
of it, Reg had broken through the kraal fence and had headed into town. Reg's trunpeting had
brought the sleeping Mirans out of their beds into the street just as the bull entered it. They
fought to get out of the bull's way, but by the tine Reg was brought under control, six broken
bodies lay in the dust.

Since then Reg had killed two nore bull hands and had crippled a third. Little WII sat forward as

Bi gf oot stopped directly in front of Reg. The bull snorted and, with her long trunk, took a sw pe

at the bullhand. As the trunk cane around, Bigfoot smacked it with her bull hook. Reg's head reared
up and the bull's massive feet shuffled uncertainly in the | owgrass.

As Reg settled down, and Bi gf oot held her hand out toward the beast, Little WII |eaned back and
cl osed her eyes. She listened as Bi gf oot spoke gentle words to the el ephant, and let her mind's

i mge rise fromher body. Little WII's inage sailed upward, then rolled anong the clouds. This

i mmge had two good arns and two good | egs.' She turned and | ooked far below at the scene in the
kraal . Reg's trunk was wrapped around Bigfoot's left wist. The young wonan's bul |l hook was in her
right hand, in conspicuous view of the elephant. The bull's trunk crept up Bigfoot's arm and
shoul der, sniffed at Bigfoot's hair, then slithered off. Bigfoot held out a raw cobit root, and
Reg took it.

Little WIl watched the scene, a touch of jealousy in her heart, when bl ackness began crowdi ng the
edge of her vision. She rolled until she faced the bl ackness. It extended up fromthe horizon
until it blotted out the sun. She | ooked down but none of the bull hands seened to notice anything
different. She again faced the bl ackness, startled at how nuch it had grown.

What are you?

She noved toward the black, again shouting at it. Wat are
you?

The voice cane fromthe center of the darkness. Get out

of ny way, Mbther.

Johnj ay?

Get out of nmy way. | amhere to finish the job that | started.
Johnjay! No! 1'Il stop you

You cannot.

The bl ackness swept her fromthe sky and she opened her eyes to find herself in her litter. She
| ooked up at the sky but could see nothing but cloud-dotted blue. She closed her eyes

tightly. Johnjay, don't do it. Don't do it, Johnjay.

Wnd rustled the tops of the trees, and the clouds began to darken. Bi gfoot had Reg kneeling. She
climbed upon the beast, sat astride its neck, then the beast stood. Bigfoot said sonething, and
Reg began wal king. Straight, then left, then right, then the bull stopped and reared up upon its
hind | egs and stood there. The bull hands surrounding Little WII applauded, cried, cheered.

The tears trickled down Little WIIl's cheeks. Can't you see what you woul d be destroying, Johnjay?
Can't you see that, even now?

You, Modther! You and all of those sanctinoni ous people! You.. .you shall see the powers | now
have.

The sky darkened and /thunder began runbling fromthe west. The bul | hands surroundi ng the kraa
| ooked up at the sky. Little WII closed her eyes, forced her image from her body, and flew up at
the dark clouds. Johnjay, stop! Stop
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The darkness before her shaped itself into an enornmous bl ack and green dragon. Tongues of fire
| eaped fromits mouth, its talons, each one the size of a tree, reached down toward the kraal
Not hing can stop nme. | have a debt to pay to this bull and to all of ny good, good friends and
nei ghbors.

He swatted her fromthe sky, and as she tunbled toward the ground, she screamed. Look at them
Johnj ay! Lodk at their mnds! Look at what you are doing! Look at their mnds! Bl ackness covered
everything, and Little WII collapsed unconsci ous upon her litter.

She awakened in her room screamng. Mortify knelt next to her. "Be calm Cal myourself!"
Little WIIl shook her head. "Johnjay, the blackness, the... dragon..."

Mortify patted her hand. "Everything is all right, Geat Little WIIl. Please believe nme. You've
simply had a bad ni ghtnmare."

"Reg? Is Reg all right?"
Mortify nodded. "Reg is fine; as is Bigfoot. That girl has that bull ninding her nanners."
"The bl ackness... the dark."

"It was just a little sour weather. That and you're tired. Get sone rest, and you'll see that
everything will be just fine."

Little WIIl pointed at her roomis window. "Help nme up and bring nme there."
"Well, I don't knowif | should. | nean—

"l said help nme up!"

"Very well." Mrtify took Little WII's hand and pulled until she was standi ng upon her wobbly
| egs. Placing an arm around her waist, he hel ped her to her wi ndow. She | ooked out toward the
kraal and saw Bigfoot still working Reg, the bullhands of Mira still watching the pair. Mrtify

hel d a hand out toward the scene. "See? Did | tell you?"
She exam ned the scene again and again. Then she faced Mortify. "Help ne to ny bed."

After he had done as he had been requested, Mrtify bade farewell and left. Little WII| stared for
a long tine through her window at the sky. The strength of the thing she had felt; Johnjay could
have razed the entire town of Mira if he had wanted to. And the hate. Hs hate of Reg was a

mal i gnant thing that had seened to engulf her. But Reg still lived. "Reg is still alive, and the
bul I hands still have a bull."

And, she thought, Johnjay is still an exile. He could have killed the bull, but didn't. "My poor
son. |Is it because you only now see the terribl eness of your deed? If you have'just |earned that,
how you nust' be suffering."

She cl osed her eyes and let her inage float freely. Johnjay! Johnjay! Let me come to you. Let me
come to you now. Johnjay? As she called, she drifted off to sleep.

TH RTY

No One stood upon the crest of the Upland Mountain Range. Far below to the north was the G eat
Muck and Waco's Lake. In the far distance, a pure white cloud covered the peak of Wite Top

Mountai n. The thread of the White Top Mouuntain Road withed down fromthe frozen | akes until it
was al nost lost in the jungle below There, at the town of Arcadia, it joined the great road that
stretched from Mira southwest through the Great Muck until it reached Arcadia, then turned south

and went over the Upland Range, and down to the Great Desert where it ended in the Town of Kuunmic.

Twin colums of white snmoke rose fromthe iron furnace in Arcadia. Wiere the col unms becane one,
the river of snoke bent and pointed northeast in a straight line toward Mira. No One turned his
back on the G eat Muck and wal ked the crest until the G eat Desert spread before him Tears filled
his eyes and he raised his open hands toward the sky.
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"Mormus! Momus, you great fat |aughing fool! Mmus, ook at me! Look at ne..."

He whirl ed about, and the direction of the snoke changed. His palns faced Wiite Top Muntain, and
seconds later its cover of clouds was gone. He | ooked at a boul der upon the

ground and watched with unblinking eyes as it exploded into a thousand pieces.

He | ooked back at the sky, his arms still raised. "But | cannot alter the past, you great joker.
The past is set for all time, and | damm the | aws of your universe!"

He lowered his arnms to his sides, then hung his head as a breeze, heated and dusted by the desert
sands, washed his cl own-whited face. "Mnus, how does the one called No One live with hinsel f?" He
nodded, his tears falling to the ground.

He had seen themin Mira gathered around the kraal. Little WIIl, torn and broken in her carrying
litter; Tokyoso, crippled; the fanilies of the eight bullhands Reg had killed since the one called
Johnjay had his trunk put on the lot. Al of themwatching Bigfoot. Al of themfinding their

meani ng, vicariously filling their existence, through the actions of the new Master of the Mira
Bul | hands as Bi gf oot put Reg through her paces. He had visited their mnds and had gone away
ashaned. «

But it was nore than the bull hands. The others. The hostlers, riders, harness nen, barkers,

priests, newstellers, roustabouts—he had visited their mnds as well. Reg was their tie to the
stars, to the old show Even for those who were not bull hands, the bull was their special aninal
The bull was the show, and the show still lived in the hearts of those who had been wat ching

Bi gf oot and Reg. The old troupers, and those who had been born on Mnus, as well.

But it had been the vision of reverence—ecstasy-that he saw when he visited Bigfoot's m nd that
had driven his power fromMira. It was the sanme vision he renmenbered when he had once read his
sister's mind as May sat on the grass with her brushes and paints. It was a private, savage joy
m xed from pride and bel ongi ng.

It was the joy he once witnessed as a child in Tarzak during The Season the twenty-first when he
was but thirteen years old. The peculiar-1ooking Master of the Tarzak Priests, Warts, read from
the old route book of the great clemon the planet Wallabee. O Hara's G eater Shows and the
Arnheim & Boon Circus did battle there, and as Warts told the tale, the young Johnjay crept into
the old priest's head to see what the priest saw as he spoke.

No One | ooked again at the sky. "Arnheim Did you see them too? Neither you nor |, no matter what
we do, can kill the show. The imortal cannot be killed, and the showis inmortal."

For a nonent he entertained thoughts of sending his thoughts to Mira, to his nother's house, to
seek her confort, to ask her forgiveness. He shook his head as the heat of shane filled his chest
and face.

He | ooked again at the Great Desert. "What shall | do?"

The years of Ssura's, the painful |essons fromthe eggs bought at the price of enslaving a
hel pl ess infant—for nothing. Al for nothing.

"If 1 want, | could be the greatest mmgician or fortune teller this world would ever see. If |
want, | could rule this entire planet with the fear of ny powers." He issued a bitter |augh, then
spat upon the ground.

Dark thoughts crossed his mnd; thoughts of flinging hinself over the edge of a convenient cliff,
as he had caused the five bulls to do. A calmcrept into his soul. He nodded.

"Yes. There is that."

He searched his own mind for an opposing argunment, but could find nothing save a slight curiosity.
The eggs had seen sonmething in his mnd. Two great puzzles resided in his head; two visions the
eggs had called them Al that was needed for the puzzles to conme together—for himto see the
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vi sions—were a few pieces. He shrugged. It was sonething to do; a mission; a thread of purpose; a
scrap of neaning.

"Two great visions." He nodded, wi ped the tears fromhis cheeks, and began his trek down the
mountain toward the road to Kuunic. "The cliffs will be there if and when | need them™

It was two years later at the Mira Ring, The Thirty-seventh Year Since The Crash. As al ways, when
newly arrived news-tellers or priests played the Ring, the one called Little WIIl sat in the

bl ues, hoping for sone news of Johnjay. That night there was the new Master of the Arcadia
Newstel | ers, Tanborine by nane, playing the Ring. Tanborine had unusual events to relate.

"There is a magician | net," she said, "whose nmagic is nore wonder than tricks. His nanme is
Trouble, and | swear he had the power to alter the spots upon his cards. He travels with a fortune
teller named Tarzaka, who is no nere pecker of mtts. She can tell fortunes. She knows all that
has been and can see that which is to be."

Tamborine remained silent for a nonment, then continued. "The strangest thing, however, is a
happening | witnessed at the eleventh fire from Kuumic on the Road to Tarzak in the

Great Desert. There were fourteen gathered at the fire the night of which | speak, and the
performances exceptional, even though there was a preponderance of priests. Three clowns, one each
from Tarzak, Sina, and Porse, contested, and then in turn the priests began

"Badnews, apprentice priest from Tarzak, recited the epic "The City of Baraboo,' relating the
adventures of the old show, and Badnews was in fine voice, indeed. Then Noodl ebrain, apprentice
fromArcadia, recited his recently conpleted saga "The Road,' in which is told the history of the
bulls on Minmus. Great Teena, Master of the Mowebwe Priesthood, recited her epic 'Car Nunmber Two'
relating the history of the settlenent and devel opnent of the Continent of M dway.

"Three other priests rose, each one speaking his favorite work. G lum one of the fisher-priests
of Sina, recited his epic of the old show, 'Edition Twenty-One and Thirty-Five.' Tol-dus, second
apprentice fromlkona, performed his history, 'The Season The First.' Finally Geat Miggsy, first
priest under Great Warts of the Tarzak Priesthood, stood and spoke to us "The Saga of Bull hook
Wlly.'

"The exchange of novills was substantial, and no one paid nore than a strange fortune teller naned
No One. His face was painted in clowm white and his robe was ragged and torn. G eat Miggsy asked
No One for a fortune. At first No One studied the dark priest, then the fortune teller nodded and
st ood.

"At first he | ooked down at Great Miggsy and asked, 'Do you know ne, Great Miggsy?
"The dark priest nodded his head. 'Yes. | know you.

"The fortune teller | ooked around at our faces, then | ooked above the fire at the night sky. Then
spoke. 'Once, long ago, | was prom sed two great visions. These visions, | was told, would cone
upon me once | had seen and | earned enough. And for the past two years | have been across the face
of this planet, |ooking and | earning.

"Four nonths ago | nmet Great Mareseadoats and his wi fe, the singer |eada, upon the Mira-Arcadia
Road. There | purchased a history and | eada's show songs. The visions al nost came upon ne. But
sonething was still nmissing.' He held out his hands. 'The priests at the fire tonight have
supplied me with the mi ssing pieces.

"Great Muggsy | ooked up at the fortune teller. '"Is this to be a fortune for one of us?
"*For all of you,' No One answered. 'My first great vision

is of the planet Mormus and its people. There will be dark tinmes ahead, as the show has al ways seen
dark tines.'

"W whi spered among ourselves, for surely the fortune teller was mad. The show had been dead for
the past thirty-seven years. Great Miuggsy hushed us to silence, then he again faced No One. 'And

file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20Longyear/Longyear,%20...5%20World%202%20-%20Elephant%20Song%20UC.txt (131 of 135) [2/2/03 11:51:59 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Barry%20L ongyear/L ongyear,%20Barry%20-%20Circus¥20Worl d%202%20-%20E| ephant%20Song%20U C.txt
with the dark tinmes? he asked.

""There will be the good as well.' He held his hands up to the night sky. "The show |lives now and
will live forever. | see it again flying anong the stars, playing once again under canvas to the
many races of many worlds, its nane once again a thing to thrill the hearts of old and young
alike.'" He lowered his hands and | ooked at the faces around the fire. 'And there will, be bulls.
More bulls than the old show had. Al this | sawin ny vision.'

"Great Muggsy's eyes were wet with tears as he sniled and nodded. 'And, fortune teller, does your
vi sion say when this will take place?

"*No,' the fortune teller answered. "Then the strangest thing happened. G eat Miggsy asked anot her
question. 'And your second vision, No One?

"No One stared steadily at the priest, and then he spoke. 'My second vision is for me alone. It is
my own fortune.' He | ooked around at those seated at the fire. 'In exchange for supplying me with
the m ssing pieces to ny puzzles, | give the fortune of Monus to you to play as you will.""

Tanborine held out her arms. "Then the white-faced fortune teller turned fromthe fire and wal ked
out into the night. He wal ked not toward Kuumic nor toward Tarzak. Instead he wal ked north
straight into the desert toward the Upland Muuntains." The newsteller | owered her handstand | ooked
at those seated in the blues of the Mira Ring. "Was the fortune teller mad?" She shrugged. "Wo
knows? The things he said, the paint upon his face, his walk into the waterless desert in the

m ddl e of the night, all speak of madness. But his fortune speaks to ny heart.

"We all thought the fortune teller to be mad; but we tal ked among oursel ves, and thought |ong and
hard about No One's vision. As | said, | had only weeks before seen a nagician do real magic and
anot her fortune teller who used no cards, crystal balls, or nmunbo junbo. |Instead that fortune
teller told real fortunes. |If one such fortune teller exists, another can."'

The newsteller held her hands to her breast. "In here | know that the strange fortune teller
spoke.the truth. In here the show

is not dead. It is not dead in the hearts of those who listened that night to No One. And you
should not let the show die in your hearts." Tanboriiie pointed toward the night sky. "One day the
show wi Il again fly anong the stars; the show will go

on.
Little WIIl cried silently as the cashiers noved into the blues to collect Tanborine's movills.
THI RTY- ONE

Twenty days after |eaving the desert fire, No One once again stood upon the shore of Waco's Lake,
his robe caked with the dust of the desert. He | ooked through the trees toward the clearing and
saw t he nmound-capped rise within it. He blanketed the clearing with his mnd. / am back

He sensed first shock, then anger com ng fromthe eggs. Then there | ooned next to him a bl ack
cloud that twisted within itself. Wiy are you here? Go away!

Ssura, | have cone for ny child.
Leave! She is not your child!
No One nodded and smiled. Then ny child is ny daughter.

Ssura's cloud whirled with a fury sufficient to tear trees fromthe soil. She is not yours! Leave!
Leave, or | will kill you!

No One heard the eggs join in. Kill him Ssura! Kill him Kill him

The bl ack cl oud nmoved cl oser. No One reached out the fingers of his mnd and evaporated the cloud.
The trees and underbrush that had been sucked up in the draft caused by the cloud fell to the
ground. Ssura was in the clearing, staggering toward the mound.
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No One entered the clearing and headed toward the nound. Were is she, Ssura? \Were is mny
daught er ?

The naked woman fell against the nound, then rolled over until she was facing No One. She screaned
a hysterical |augh, then stood up and held out her arns. The creatures of the jungle rose as a
single entity and descended upon No One. The great swanp lizards fought with nud snakes, insects,
and dragon parrots to destroy him He was thrown to the ground, a dragon parrot thrust its beak at
No One's head, then blood gushed fromhis cheek. He felt the foot of one of the great swanp
monsters on his back, crushing him Wth his mnd he rapidly constructed a clear shell of force
about his body. The pressure of the foot left his back, and he got to his feet as the creatures
threw t hensel ves agai nst the shell in helpless fury.

He noved toward the nound, and even nore creatures were thrown against him so nmany that he could
not see. His mnd rose above the fighting, slavering beasts, to see Ssura calling and directing
still nore things against him The frenzy of claws, fangs, w ngs, and tal ons noved cl oser and
closer to the nound until Ssura was covered in a blur of animals and bl ood. Then the creatures
stopped. One by one they wal ked, flew, or slithered away | eaving behind their dead and Ssura's

bl ood- streaked body, her breast heaving for air.

No One let the wall of force dissolve as his mnd returned to his aching body. The pain of his
injuries drove himto his knees, and he cried out. After a nonment, he struggled to his feet,
hobbl ed over to Ssura, and knelt beside her.

"Ssura. Can you hear nme?"

Her nmouth barely opened and she coughed blood fromit. "Kill you! Kill-—=

No One faced the nmound. Rel ease her! Release her, or I will crush each and every one of you!"
He | ooked at Ssura's face. It stared at himblankly, the eyes wide and dull, the jaw sl ack
"Ssura?"

The eggs spoke. There is nothing there, Johnjay. Al she had was what we gave her
He grabbed her by her shoul ders and shook her. "Ssura! Were is ny daughter? Ssura!"”

The woman's eyes turned toward him seened to focus for a second, then the Iight in themwent out.
Her head fell linply to one side. He | owered her gently to the ground and w ped sonme of the filth
and bl ood from her |ips.

"What woul d have been, |ovely, Ssura, had you been free?"

No One pushed hinself to his feet. The clearing was deathly quiet except for a tiny whinmper. He
I'i nped around the nound

until he could see the opposite side of the clearing. Near its edge, just beneath the trees, No
One coul d see the crooked wooden bars of a crude pen. He wal ked toward it, and as he approached
it, he felt the thoughts of the eggs at the back of his head.

She is ours, No One! She is ours! Leave us be! W need her to live!"

No One shut out the voices. He reached the pen and | ooked between the bars. Huddl ed in the corner
was a small, frightened bl ack-haired creature so crust-covered in filth it was barely recogni zabl e
as human. Johnjay placed a wall of thought surrounding both himself and the child.

" Chil d?"

The girl winced and cowered against the far wall of the pen. From her nouth cane a hi gh, weak
wail. No One wal ked around the cage, the girl crawing in the nmuck to stay agai nst the opposite
side, until he cane to the | ashed-down door. He pointed the edge of his hand at the |ashings, and
they parted.

He opened the door, bent down, and entered the pen. The girl screamed and held her fingers before
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her as though they were claws. No One squatted before her and held out his hand. The girl swi ped
at the hand, then drew her arns agai nst her fam shed breast and wail ed, hiding her face in her
hands. No One reached his hand out even further and touched the girl's filthy matted hair,
stroking it.

"It's going to be all right, child. Al right."

The girl shuddered beneath each touch of his hand. No One forned his thoughts and placed themin
the girl's head. The thoughts were of warnth, hugging, |ove. She opened her fingers slightly and
peeked at No One through her fingers.

He felt inmages of fear, pain, anger, and loneliness comng fromthe girl. She had but one word:
Grl; her nane. No One placed the pal mof his hand agai nst her cheek

"Bverything will be all right, child. I amyour father. I've conme for you."
TH RTY- TVWO

Si x years passed, and it was late in Thunder, the Forty-third Year Since The Crash. Two figures
dressed in new bull hand's robes, a white-haired young man and a young girl, walked the Mira-
Arcadi a Road through the heavy downpour. Johnjay | ooked down at her. "Grl, are you getting
tired?"

She nodded. "And col d, Father."

They stopped and Johnjay rel eased the girl's hand and swung his pack fromhis shoulder. Fromthe
pack he withdrew a ragged bl ue robe and wapped the girl in it. He replaced the pack, then picked
up the girl and kissed her. "It won't be |ong now. "

She put her arms around the nan's neck and rested her head upon his shoul der. Johnjay continued
wal ki ng through the rain.

In the distance he could just make out the shape of a figure riding a horse in his direction. The
horse was wal king very slowy, its head and neck down against the rain. Johnjay patted the girl's
back and conti nued wal ki ng.

H's mnd studied the past six years. He had buried the eggs deep in the nmud of the swanp, and
little by little Grl grewto trust him In tine she learned to talk, and then cry. Soon after,
she | earned how to | augh. As No One, the man had gone forth upon the road exchangi ng fortunes for
food and goods. The

bul I hand' s robes he had obtained froma Kuum ¢ wardrober to be worn on this day tBat he had seen
so clearly one night at a fire near the Kuum c-Tarzak Road.

The figure upon the horse was slunped, its bullhand' s hood pulled over its head. As Johnjay cane
abreast of the horse's head, he reached out and gently took the bridle in his hand. The horse
stopped, but the figure upon its back did not nove. Johnjay wal ked to the figure's side and shook
its arm "Mther? * Mther?"

The figure sat up, rubbed the sleep fromits eyes, and | ooked down. "Johnjay!" She bent over and
reached out her arm placing it around Johnjay's neck. Her |legs slipped fromthe horse's back and
flopped lifeless in the nud. Johnjay's strong arm w apped around Little WII's wai st, holding her
upright. She | ooked up into Johnjay's face. "Reg is dead. She went night before last."

Johnj ay nodded. "I know. | amvery sorry."

Little WIl nodded, then placed her forehead agai nst John-jay's chest as her hand clenched at his
robe. "I mssed you. | nissed you so."

Johnj ay kissed his nother and held her tightly. "Mdther, there's someone | want you to neet."

Little WIIl sniffed, |ooked to the bundle still sleeping upon her son's right shoul der. She
reached over and lifted the blue cloth fromthe child' s face. "How beautiful she is."
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"She's your granddaughter. Her name is Grl."
"That is no proper name. Grl."

The child opened her eyes and started at the sight of the stranger. Johnjay |laughed. "Grl, neet
your grandnot her."

The child | ooked at her father, then she smiled at Little WIIl and extended her arns for a hug.
After a nonment she rel eased her grandnother and turned to Johnjay. "You can put nme down, Father."

Johnjay | owered her to the nmuddy road then straightened up and | ooked at his nmother. Her eyes were
brimm ng with tears. "You can come honme now." He held her close and nodded.

"It will be good to be hone."

"What will you do, Johnjay? | know of the great powers you possess."

"Mother, I"'mgoing to study with Mortify. | amgoing to doctor. | will be a very good doctor."
Little WIIl pushed back a little and glanced up at the sky. x

"W shoul d be going. People will be saying we don't have sense enough to conme in out of the rain."

Johnjay lifted her to the back of her horse and | aughed. "Wen did bull hands ever have sense
enough to cone in out of the rain?"

As he turned the horse around, Little WII reached to the kit tied behind her on the horse's
saddl e. She reached out her hand toward her son. In it was a gold and nmahogany bul | hook. He stared
at it.

"Take it. It's yours now. "

He shook his head as he took the object in his hands and studied it, He |ooked up at Little WII.
"Thank you, but | can't take it." He turned and held the bullhook out to Grl. "Do you know what
this is?"

The girl took it and nodded. "It's a steering wheel. You tell the bull what to do with it."

Johnj ay | ooked at his nmother, and she nodded back. He squatted next to Grl. "That bull hook is
yours now. Take good care of it."

G rl hugged the bull hook to her chest and nodded, her face in smles.

Johnj ay stood, placed his right hand upon Grl's shoul der and took the horse's bridle with his
| eft hand. He began wal king toward Mira. "Let's go hone. It looks like the rainis letting up."

Little WIIl wiped the tears fromher eyes as she nodded. "It'll rain again. It always does."
Grl waved the bullhook in the air. "Life with a circus is just one |long uninterrupted dee-light!"

In moments the rain had cl osed behi nd them
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