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Thou rmust now | ook to the needs of the nation

Here dwell | no longer for Destiny calleth ne!

Bid thou ny warriors after nmy funeral pyre

Build me a burial-cairn high on the sea-cliff's head;
So that the wayfarers Beowul f's Barrow

Henceforth shall nane it.

Thou art the last of all the kindred of Wagnund!
Wrd has swept all my kin all the brave chiefs away!
Now | nust follow them

Beowul f, King of the Ceats

The Legacy of Heor ot
Chapter 1

CAMELOT

They do not preach that their god will rouse them a little before the nuts work | oose.
KI PLI NG "The Sons of Martha"

"Cadzie! Wait up!"

Cadmann Wyl and chuckl ed to himself and dug his heels into the slope, slow ng his descent.

He politely busied hinself, adjusting the rangefinder on his canera. After nonths on Aval on he
still found the shadows too sharp and the sunlight too blue, subtle things, noticed only when he
used fam liar equipment |ike the canera

The Colony sprang into high relief, and the recorder in his backpack vibrated noiselessly to
make a hol ot ape recordi ng of the network of buildings and plowed fields and ani mal pens that
stretched out in the valley below The Colony was ten kilonmeters farther on, but the
el ectroni cally enhanced | enses brought its | ow buildings close enough to touch

The image jolted as Sylvia slid into him She caught herself with a pal magainst his back
"Quch. Sorry."

"Here." He handed her the camera. "See what we've built." She gratefully accepted the excuse
to rest. Her short brown hair was plastered to her forehead with sweat, and her freckled cheeks
wer e fl ushed.

Six mles, downhill, and Sylvia was tiring. In the last hour she'd found a dozen reasons to
stop. Stones in her wal king shoes. Burs inside her blouse.

Cadmann chuckl ed inwardly. The Col ony's bi ol ogi st was tough, and as stubborn about admitting
fatigue as he. She's also three nonths pregnant. Wn't adnmit there are real differences between
the sexes. So be it.

Ernst | oped down the slope. A brace of the large silver fishlike creatures the Col ony had
dubbed "sam on" sl apped agai nst his rmuscular back. His grin split his broad face fromear to jug

ear. "Tiring out, Sylvial! You ought to work out! Exercise! | can show you."
Sylvia | aughed. "Not right now, thanks, Ernst."
"Later."
Poor bastard. Ernst Cohen had been the solar system s |eading authority on reproductive
bi ol ogy, and brighter than hell. You could watch it at cocktail parties: everyone el se talKking,

and suddenly Ernst would say naybe two sentences, and half the roomwould go silent as the rest of
them di gested the inplications. That was ten |light-years ago. Ernst had cone out of frozen sl eep
with the mind of a child.

Syl via scanned the valley, gave a sigh of pleasure.

"Terrific shot, isn't it?" Cadmann's voice, ordinarily a hoarse runbling sound, was quietly
thoughtful . "National Ceographic will love it." He squatted next to her. "Are you all right?"

"Just fine," she murrmured. She turned, warming himwth her smle. "But I'll be happy to get
back hone."

She was al nost twenty years younger than he. Sylvia was all quick wit and gol den eyes that
glowed with |ife above a gal axy of freckles. Her pregnancy changed nothing. It was wonderful, it
was frustrating: being with her made himforget the years and the aches. It's the eyes. She's
pl ai n except for the eyes. God help ne.

The pass they traversed was at the base of the tallest nmountain on the island. The highest of
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its doubl e peaks was just above thirty-two hundred neters. Both were shrouded with mist. The
delicate bat shapes of the pterodons glided in and out of the cloud cover with barely a flutter of
their nmenbranous w ngs. Ernst stared up at them his face a nask of puzzled concentration. What
woul d Dr. Ernst Cohen have nmde of then? They aren't really pterodons. There are other oddities.
He' d have loved it here--

"They woke himtw ce," Sylvia said. "Maybe if they'd just left himcold--"

"We did need him W did," Cadmann said. But Ernst wasn't crew. He could have sl ept through
but they had a problemw th one bank of frozen enbryos and woke him and he'd solved that, and
they'd chilled himagain, and then there was another problem-And as good a nan as ever |ived
follows me around to carry sanples. Son of a bitch--

A square kiloneter of plastic-coated solar cells glittered silver on the hills above the
Col ony. Today's sunshine nmeant independence fromthe fission power plants of the |landers. An
actual fusion plant would be constructed within the next four nmonths. Then the Col ony woul d be
fully established, and the spread of man across the face of Tau Ceti Four could really begin.

--Across Canelot, anyway. Eighty kiloneters of storny ocean separated the island fromthe
mai nl and. A New Gui nea-si zed i sland was quite anbitious enough for humankind's first interstellar
col ony. Zack had known what he was doing. |solate the problens .

So where were the probl ens?

"Snow up there," Cadmann said, shading his eyes as he gazed up into the eternal clouds at the
top. Skis. We didn't bring skis. W have plastics. Carlos can make ne a pair of skis.

Syl vi a handed hi m back his canera. Voice carefully neutral, she said, "You don't have to go to
the continent, Cadnmann. There's plenty for you to do around the canp."”

"Not hi ng that any other able body couldn't do."

"You're not a geologist. You' d be doing grunt work anyway." She | ooked down at him sighed in
exasperation and gave himher hand for balance as he stood. "Do you just want to go hunting
di nosaur s?"

"Sure! \What boy doesn't want to bag a brontosaurus?" He slipped the canera back into its
hol ster at his side. "Sonetinmes | w sh we'd brought fetuses for a kodiak, or a few nountain |ions

He was smiling as he said it, but Sylvia wondered.

Cadmann brushed his hand through thick black hair. There was no gray in it, but his face was
sun-cured |l eather. H s body was as young as a daily hour of intensive exercise could make it. He
could remenber when he hadn't needed regul ar exercise to maintain the natural tone. Now, at the
adj usted age of forty-two, he was seriously considering nudging that up to an hour and a half. I'm
sl owi ng down, he thought. She's carrying another man's baby, and 1'd rather be with her than
Mary Ann Ei senhower? He thought of four or five wonmen who had made their intentions clear. Phyllis
McAndrews. Jean Patterson, willow blond agronom st runored to give the best nassage on the
pl anet. He just wasn't interested. Time wounds all heels. The glands must be drying up

Sylvia grinned back. "Only real gentlenmen refuse to notice when a lady is slow ng them down."
Ernst stood carefully out of earshot. His intelligence was gone, but not his manners. She jerked
her thunb at the pair of freshly caught silver-and-black torpedo shapes hangi ng over Ernst's back.

Fifteen and twenty pounds, at a guess. One still gaped; the gills still fluttered, too far back on
its body . . . they didn't look that much |ike earthly salnon, but no other creature of Earth fit
either . . . "Tell you what. I'Il fix dinner tonight. Everybody to the beach for a sanlon roast."
She linked her armw th Cadmann's as they marched down the side of the hill. He grinned
maliciously. "Are you sure Terry won't nind that?"
"Ch, cone now. |I'mjust a poor pregnant |ady biol ogi st who appreciates the presence of a

strong man--and Terry's known you for years."
"I may not be as safe as you think."

She snorted. "Fat chance. When |'m sure you want nmy body and not nmy mind, I'll faint."
He | ooked at her appraisingly. "Wich way will you fall?"
"Hush."

They | aughed. The sun shone nore brightly than usual

"Col den fields. Silver rivers."

Cadmann | aughed. "I suppose. | see a year-round water supply and fertile croplands."”

"You woul d. "

Sonebody 'd better.

The stream fl owed past the canp and over the bluff above M skatonic River, the greatest body
of running water on the island. Eight kilonmeters to the south the grasslands ended in a burnt,
bl ackened semicircle of firebreak and beyond that the crest of giant branbl es began. The col onists
had chosen a beautiful place to start a new world, lovely enough to nake himfeel . . . alnost at
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peace. Times like this confused him It was a fight not to shut down his thoughts and find sone
project totally involving, and preferably a little risky.

Sl ender fingers dug into his arm "Hey, big guy. Don't go brooding on nme. This was supposed to
be our walk day. Stay with ne for a while, hmP?" He was still quiet. "Tau Ceti Four. Avalon." She
roll ed the words over her tongue.

"It's a good nane."

" But ?"

"Don't know "

"Not poetic enough?"

He hel ped her over a rock. It took effort to focus on the gane she was inviting himto play.
"I'"ve read poetry--"

"Kipling." She laughed. "It's all right. |I know you're better read than ne. And I'Il keep your
secret. | don't know, Avalon's all right. But there are others. Beautiful, exciting places from
history, or |egend. Shangri-La, Babylon . "

" Xanadu?"

"Sure. Pellinore."

He shook his head. "You rmust nean Pellucidar. Pellinore was a king. One of Arthur's Knights of
t he Round Table."

"Well . . . maybe so. But | don't nmean Pellucidar, either. There aren't really any predators
on the island. Except for the turkeys and other critters we've seeded, there just isn't a dam
thing bigger than an insect. Even the plant life. Low grass and thorn trees. It's like a blank
slate. O a park. Cadmann--"

He asked, "Does that bother you?"

"Well, the worst we can do is nmess up one island. It isn't like we'd turned all those Earth
creatures | oose on the nminland. "

"I meant too perfect. Wiy do you care?"

"well--"

Ernst ran up, pointing. "Birds. Big Birds." Two of the fan-w nged shapes swooped past. Cadnann
wat ched as they circled out over the plain, then vanished in the m st that reached hal fway down
the face of Mucking G eat Muntain. "Nest there?" Ernst asked. "Wy there?" He frowned again.

"See? W do have conpany."

"The pterodons? They're way nore frightened of us than we are of them And the biggest of them
is hardly strong enough to carry off a good-sized samon, |let alone a sheep.”

"How about a baby?" he asked.

She took it seriously. "I don't think so. To tell you the truth, | haven't seen anything much
bi gger than a sea gull, and that bothers ne. The ecology is just too danmed sinple. Take out the
pt erodons and all you've got is small insects and these big local fish."

"The sanl on."

"OfF course they aren't really fish. Wiat with the trout and the catfish and the turkeys, we've
added nore animals than we found. Spooky." Sylvia turned thoughtful as they picked their way down
a steep slope. "You know, there's sonething funny about the pterodons.”

"What' s that?"

"Well, remenber the one we saw hunting sam on in the pool ?"

"Sure. Reminded ne of albatross in the South Pacific." Sailing aboard Ariadne with a fair w nd
north, a mllion years--no, not a mllion years, but a lot nore than a nillion nmles ago. Wth
luck we'll build schooners here before |I'm dead.

"Didn't that ook funny to you? | can't quite put my finger on it, but it rem nded ne of an
old Walt Disney nature film wth the action run in reverse, to be comical."

"Reverse?"

"Abird hits the water hard and fast, nakes its grab, then takes off at its leisure. That bird
hit the water slow and took off fast, alnmost as if " She frowned, shaking her head I|ike
someone trying to rattle cobwebs off a thought. "Never mind, I'mtrying to force sonething."

"Or see sonething that isn't there. You'd |love to put sone nystery into this system"

"How d you get to know nme so wel | ?"

"I al ways understand other nen's wonen."

" AR

Wt hout warning Cadmann began to run, pulling Sylvia down the last twenty neters of slope. She
ski dded on her heels to slow hersel f, nonplused but exhilarated by his sudden burst of energy.

He gl anced back and realized that Ernst was running too. Ernst |ooked frightened. "Hold up,"
Cadnmann said. He called, "Ernst! It's okay, Ernst. W're just running for fun. Want to race?"

Ernst's brow cleared; his run slowed. "Race. Sure, Cadmann. Start even?"
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They lined up, gave Sylvia a hundred neters of head start, and ran

Even this far out fromthe canp, there was a bl ackened strip of road for themto follow It
was brittle and gl assy.

“Your road," Ernst shouted. "Yours."

"Sure." It was. The last time they really needed me. Ernst led with the weed burner, a
converted nilitary flame-thrower. Cadmann had driven the bulldozer, wi shing all along that there
had been enough fuel to use a landing craft. That woul d have made a road! Hover across the ground
on the Mnerva, fuse the rock forever--Even so, he felt pride when he scanned the kil oneters of
dark ribbon he had created with his own sweat and skill. He bent to | ook closer at the surface of
the road. A few tiny bluish sprigs were nosing their way out of the ground.

Sylvia canme up puffing. "Maybe we should sow the ground with salt before you nmake your next
pass. "

"I"'mnot even sure it matters. Not nuch of the heavy machi nery comes out this far."

Thin cl ouds of dust raised by the tractors puffed like tiny fires in the distant fields. The
crops had been established. Now they nust be expanded. Prepare the ground for new crop tests, |ay
away grain and seeds against the possibility of a bad year.

The Col ony was a success. Zack Myscowitz--administrator, all-around good guy, everybody | oves
Zack--Zack had done it. The Col ony was a success, and nothing short of disaster could stop its
expansi on across the island and eventually over all of Tau Ceti Four

Agriculture. Food, vitam ns, sonme conforts. W have those, and now cones prospecting. lron ore
had been di scovered on the island itself, and the orbiting | aboratory had found what | ooked very
much |i ke a deposit of pitchblende. It was deep in the interior of the continent, across thousands
of kil oneters of ocean and through badl ands--but it was there.

Iron and uranium The foundations of enpire. "The sons of Martha."

"Eh?" Sylvia giggled.

"Kipling. Sorry. Politicians are the sons of Mary. Then there are the others, the ones who
keep civilization going. 'They do not preach that their God will rouse thema little before the
nuts work | oose--' GCh, never mnd."

Today seened nore tolerable, nore |ike the First Days, when Cadmann and Sylvia and the ot her
First Ones thundered down fromthe heavens in their winged |landing craft. Al the gliding
characteristics of a brick. W left a line of fire and thunder that circled the sky. A hundred and
fifty colonists waited in orbit, cold as corpses and no nore active, while we scanned a strange
pl anet fromend to end, and chose the place to set our city, and set our feet in the rock of this
wor | d.

The National Geographic Society's probes told a lot. Tau Ceti Four had oxygen and water and
nitrogen. The planet was cooler than Earth, so the tenperate zones were snaller, but a ot of the
pl anet was |ivable. They'd known there would be plants, and guessed at aninmals. Humans could live
there--or could they? Probably, but the only certainty would come when people tried it.

Civilization on Earth was rich, confortable, satisfying; and crowded, and dull. Forty million
uni versity graduates had volunteered for the expedition. The first wi nnow ng had el i m nated
conpul sive volunteers, flakes whose horoscopes had told themto find a different sky, candidates
with allergies or other handi caps, geniuses who couldn't tolerate cranped conditions or hunman
conmpany or people who gave orders . . . Perhaps a hundred thousand had been seriously considered
and two hundred had set forth to conquer Tau Ceti Four. Eight had died al ong the way.

No world woul d ever be taned by robots. It took men, crossing space, sonme awake, sone chill ed,
a hundred years across space--The early days were good days. W were conrades in an untaned | and.

Then we found Paradi se, and they don't need ne at all. They need Sylvia. They need the
engi neers, and the tractor drivers, and, God hel p us, the administrators and bean counters, but
never a sol dier

Sheep and cal ves roanmed t he pastures now. Colts grazed. Soon the canmp would be full of
children, alive with their happy wet snmells and sounds; and what need had those for Col onel
Cadmann Wyl and, United Nations Peacekeeping Force (Ret.)?

Animals . . . a distant | ow ng snapped Cadmann out of his reverie. They were nearing the rows
of moist, furrowed earth. Gther crews had burnt the ground, spitting jellied fuel from backpack
flanme-throwers to clear the soil of underbrush without glazing it into slag. The charred dirt had
I ong since been plowed under to prepare for seeding. The ground was very fertile, needing only
mnor nitrate supplenmentation to provide a healthy mediumfor their crops.

In the distance one of the farnmers slowed his tractor to wave to them and Ernst lifted two
sam on in triunphant greeting. Further ahead Cadmann knew that there were colts and cal ves, still
far too young to nanage the plows that would be fashioned for them It was an unusual conbi nation--
a meld of high technol ogy and nuscl e-intensive agriculture. In an energency, the Colony could fal
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back on the nost ancient and reliable neans of production.

There were rows of wheat and spinach and soybeans, and in the nist-filtered glare of Tau Ceti
their | eaves and stal ks glistened healthily. At the base of the rows ran the irrigation ditches,
fed by the streamthat passed under the | ow bridge just ahead, flow ng past the canp and over the
edge of the bluff to join the M skatonic River.

The sounds of the main canp drifted to them The hum of |ight nachinery, the crackle of
| aughter and the whining burr of saws and | athes worki ng wood and netal .

The ani mal pens were on the outskirts of the main canp. Dogs and pigs had their own pens, the
horses a well-fenced running space. The chi ckens were cooped near the machi ne shop, closer in to
t he mai n conpound.

Cadmann stopped to exanine the wire surrounding the pens. Hs face taughtened into a frown.
Their "hot wire" wasn't even warm the power had been switched off nonths before. The barbed wire
beyond that was down in three places that he could see. He scraped at a browni sh patch of rust
with his thunbnail.

"Let it go," Sylvia chided.

"Look at this." H's voice was flat with disgust. "The strands are slack, and the power line is
broken. Doesn't anybody give a damm anynore? W haven't been here | ong enough to get this lazy."

"Cad--" Sylvia's pale slender fingers covered his, prying themaway fromthe strand. She
gripped his hand tightly.
"Look, | know | keep getting outvoted, and | can live with that." He was nortified to hear the

petul ance creeping into his voice, to see the maternal concern softening her eyes. "Listen. You
keep telling ne that there are things about this island that bother you. W've only got one shot
at this. Nobody's going hone, and no one's sending any reinforcenments. It only nakes sense to be a
little paranoid. That's why we picked an island, isn't it? To |localize the dangers?"

She squeezed his arm "I can't change your mind, so I'll try not to want to. Listen. Wiy make
a big thing about it? Wiy not just fix the fence yoursel f?"

"Sounds good. "

"Good. I'll send for you when we're ready for the barbecue.”
Just before they took the last turn into town, Cadmann | ooked back at the farnmers and felt a
brief pang of jealousy. They, in westing victory fromthe soil, were the true hunters, the true

warriors. Utimately their efforts would determine the future of the fledgling comunity.
The sun was warm but far warnmer was Sylvia's hand against his arm

The community had grown in a strangely organic manner; the first crewrenbers to build their
i ndi vidual prefab huts had built them cl ose together within the defensive perineter

Perimeters. Three rings. Electric fence, nminefield, barbed wire. It nmade sense at the tine.

Cadmann's folly.

And one of these days they'Il make nme go dig up the m nes. No enem es. No dangers. Not hing.
And all that fucking work to build fences.

Most of the colonists had only been awake for eight nonths, and already they were beginning to
get sl oppy.

As they had been awakened and shuttled down, the canp expanded, filling the defensive
conmpound, then spreading outside it. From above, the Colony | ooked |like a spiral nebula or a conch
shell sliced sideways. Cadmann's hone was at the center

The col oni sts outside the fence had nore room larger lots--but their |ocation showed their
status. Colonists. They were not anong the First Ones. Everyone on Aval on was equal, but sone were
nore equal than others. The First Ones had | anded four nonths earlier and had social status--at
| east those who hadn't wasted tine and effort buil di ng needl ess fences and nmine fields had status.

The nmuffled whirr of a power saw grew |l ouder, and the dry snell of sawdust nore distinct, as
Cadmann wove his way through the narrow streets that divided off the flat-roofed houses and foam
sprayed prestructured donmes. Sonme of the dones had been left in their original tan. Qthers were
pai nted, some with a kal ei doscope of colors. Here and there were strikingly realistic nurals. W
have a | ot of talent here. Al kinds. Speaking of which--The saw changed pitch as Carlos Martinez
spotted Cadmann and lifted a hand in greeting.

Carlos's dark, |lean body glistened with perspiration as he glided the saw over the planks. The
thorn trees at the perineter of the clearing provided a generous supply of wood, but it was knotty
and coarsely grained. Only a naster craftsman |ike Carlos coul d have nmade anythi ng but firewood of
it, and the carpenter was deliciously aware of his val ued position

Hal f the Colony's dwellings had a table or bed frame by Carlos. It was doubtful that he would
ever have to take his rotation in the field to earn his share of the crop

"Cadmann! M amigo." Carlos w ped his brow and extended a sweaty pal mthat Cadmann shook
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firmy. Carlos was a true nongrel, and gloried init. Oiginally from Argentina, his bloodline was
predoni nately bl ack, his cultural |eanings anyone's guess. Hi s Spani sh was atrocious, but he
interjected it into his conversation regardless. "I heard that you had gone off with the |ovely
Senorita Faul kner."

"Senora," Cadmann corrected. He noved in for a closer |ook at the woodwork on the bench. It
was t he begi nnings of a headboard for Carlos's bed, and already penciled on it were nermaids
cavorting in inprobable couplings with virile nermen and grinning sailors. He sighed.

"Senora." Carlos smled nischievously. "It is true that sonmetines | forget."

"It'1l get easier to renenber." He patted his stonach. "She's got a passenger on board now. "

Carlos raised his eyebrows in | echerous speculation. "She is taking on good flesh, no? My
peopl e, we appreciate a--" he screwed up his mouth in a dramatic search for the right word--"a
substantial woman."

"Substantial ."

"Si! A helprmate in the fields, a confort by the fireside. Ah, the days of old . . ."

"Cut the crap," Cadnmann said without heat. "Your fam |y never got closer to the fields than
the handl e of a whip. They've had silk on their backs and diplomas in their pockets for six
generations. At least." He turned and worked the latch of his own foamframe igloo.

Behi nd him Carl os sighed. "Wth men |ike you, who can wonder that romance is dying in the
wor | d?" The rest of his nonol ogue was drowned out as the saw revved up again.

Cadmann groped out to find the curtain cord and drew it to let in a spray of sunshine. It
m ght be a nmonth before Tau Ceti Four saw such a bright day again, and he was loath to waste it.
The sun was already low in the sky. Preparations for the barbecue woul d begin when twilight fell.
The col onists who were working the day shift would put aside their farm ng and buil ding and repair
wor k and gat her on the beach for good food and good fell owship.

He wanted to grab his tool box and go out to the fence, but his solitary bed, nestled beneath a
shel tering bough of drip-dried underwear, called to himin a voice that his suddenly heavy nuscl es
couldn't ignore

I"I'l just sit for a nonent, he told hinself. The water mattress sl oshed pleasantly under his
buttocks as he settled his weight intoit. He rarely noticed until he was tired, but Avalon's
gravity put an extra ten pounds on himevery second of his life.

The wani ng sunlight cast deep shadows in the room here and there glinting on the shelves and
boxes that held the last remmants of another life. Everything he had been was in this room The
hundred and sixty people who made up the crew and passengers of the Geographic were his only
famly and friends.

It wasn't nuch, but it was enough. Enough, because the behaviorists and sociol ogi sts and
colony planners said it was enough. Because they, in their infinite wisdom had cal cul ated exactly
how many pressed flower petals and cl ass-al bum vi deodi sks were required to stave of f depression
just enough to stinulate the fond nmenories, not enough to create an incurable honesickness.

Hs world. The silver-gilt college trophies, rem nders of victories in Debate and Track and
Westling, were hol ogranms. Hol ograminmages of smling wonen whose warm |lips and snmooth bodies |eft
frustratingly little inpression on his nenory. How | ong had they been dead? Thirty years? Forty?

They' d been pl anni ng anot her col ony even before Geographic | aunched. A statuesque New Yorker
naned Hei di had tal ked about riding the next starship to build a colony at Epsilon Eridani. Mybe
she had. It would have | aunched twenty years after Geographic. She might even now be wondering
whi ch of her old beaus was still alive.

There were di sks of favorite novies--his personal collection, though in principle they were
part of the canp library. There, a shifting hologramof his comand post in Central Africa. A
peacekeeping force, nothing nore, until the revolutions. "Sergeant Major M/ubi! We're noving out!"

"Sirl"

W were needed. Then.

H s clothing was all nonsynthetics that might take a generation to replace. How |l ong would it
be until they thawed out the silkworns and the nul berry bushes for themto feed on? Not exactly a
high priority item.

He didn't remenber closing his eyes, but when he opened them he was |ying down, and the sun
had set. Cadman grabbed his tool box and a folding stool and hustled fromthe room Getting old is

one thing, dammit! Senility will just have to wait.
Chapter 2
ON THE BEACH

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20The%20Legacy%200f%20Heorot.txt (6 of 161) [1/19/03 6:09:45 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20The%20L egacy %200f %20Heorot. txt

Gory to Man in the Hi ghest! For Man is the master of things.
ALGERNON CHARLES SW NBURNE, "Hym to Man"

A jeep roared by, full of colonists who were full of beer. "Grab sone wheels and we'll race
you to the beach!”™ Cadmann waved and pointed to his tool box. They razzed hi mand careened out of
t he conpound, singing.

El ectric lights were wavering to |ife around the canp as workers changed shifts. The party
at nrosphere was infectious. Avalon's inadequate twin nmoons would snile on a beachful of frolicking
spacefarers

The folding stool's seat was several centineters too small, but as he bent to the task of
repairing and refastening the wire, he forgot the disconfort.

Aval on's noons cast doubl e, divergent shadows with their bluish glow, and the stars were
brilliantly sharp and clear. No crickets. And al ong about evening the nightbirds aren't begi nning
to call because the things they use for birds here don't sing. And naybe we'll fix that, with
bl uebi rds and nocki ngbirds if the goddam ecol ogy people want them | wonder if they brought
crickets?

Cadnmann unwound two neters of wire and scraped at the clotted dust surrounding the | oose
connection, then clipped the old wire free and attached the new He fired the soldering torch

Do they still stand retreat at the Acadeny? Cadets in archaic unifornms standing in rigid rows,
pl ebes telling jokes in hopes of making upperclassnmen | augh and be seen by the officers
sunset guns, bands, the Anthem the flag lowered slowy to the beat of drums . . . He attached the

| eads fromthe voltneter. The needle junped into the red. Done.

M st had rolled in fromthe sea. The stars were gone; the nobons were wavery bl obs. Cadnann
felt pinpricks of npisture on his face.

A calf on the far side of the wire grunted |ongingly and shuffled over, looking at himwith
huge, liquid eyes. Cadmann reached through and petted it, and it l|icked his hand.

"No nmot her, eh, girl? Miust be tough not to have a nommy cow to |ove you." Its tongue was rough
and warm and it noved nore urgently now as it tried to suckle at his hand.

Cadmann | aughed and pulled his fingers away. The calf shivered. "Aw, cone now, you can't
suckle ny fingers . . . " Then he saw fear in the calf's eyes. Its head jerked to and fro, then
stopped abruptly as it stared toward the stream

The other aninmals noved toward him They stood together in clunps. Afilly whinnied with fear
and Cadnmann cane to his feet.

"What's bot hering you, girl?"

The feeding stalls were enclosed by the electric fences and narrow wal kways. Cadmann careful ly
stowed the tools and went into the conpound. What's bothering then? The filly was to his right.
Instead of trotting over to himshe bucked. Cadnmann opened the gate to her pen. "Heidi. Here,
girl." She noved warily. "Here." He ruffled her mane. "Shhh. Heidi, Heidi," he crooned. "Quiet,
girl."

Ni ght cane suddenly. Both nmoons were at half stage: bright enough, but they left pools of dark
shadows through the barnyard, some of them back by the dog pen. There were ten young Ger man
shepherds in the pen, and their ears were flattened agai nst their heads. They growl ed deep in
their throats, teeth bared in the noonlight.

"Hel | 0?" There was no answer. "Who the hell is out there?" There was nothing, in the pens or
beyond in the deep shadows | eading to the bluff. The sound of the panicked aninmals was a rattling
cacophony. Cadmann stood still and listened. Nothing. Carefully he took out the Wlther Mde
Seven pistol and checked the loads. Silly. Nothing here. If Mbscowitz sees nme with this he'll take
my pistol away. He slipped off the safety, then put it in his pocket and | eft his hand there.

What in the hell was going on? He | ooked back at the aninmal pens. The Gernan shepherds, dogs
bred for their loyalty and intelligence, were going berserk. The wildest of themwas al so the
el dest, a nearly full-sized bitch who was actually biting at the electrified fence, touching it
and recoiling, returning again and again.

Cadmann ran to the pen's gate and gave a | ow whistle. "Sheena. Cone, girl. What's out there?
VWhat is it?" She came to himslowy, and stood trenbling, panting, eyes fixed and staring out into
t he darkness. He opened the gate, careful of the other dogs. "Back. Come, Sheena."

He | eft the gate open |ong enough for Sheena to get out, then grabbed the fur at the scruff of
her neck when she tried to run ahead. These dogs need training. It's time. She growled low in her
throat. The others barked furiously. Sheena strained ahead.

Al the animals were yow i ng now. Darkened wi ndows behind himfilled with |ight.

"What son of a bitch is screwing with those dogs?”
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"Zee virgin, she is mne!"

Anot her light blinked on. A nale voice bellowed, "Hey, you! | just got to sleep. WII you for
Christ's-? Ch. Cadmann. Cadmann, a lot of us are on the night shift. Camyou wap that up fast?"

"Sure, Neal. Sony."

The wi ndow sl ammed. The dog strained at his hold on her nmane. "Easy, girl-" Cadmann dug in his
heel s. Never go out at dusk without a flashlight. Rule One. And | forgot.
" Cadmann! "

Cadmann junped. Sheena strained just at that monment, and his grip slipped. The shepherd sped
baying into the dark.

"Good goi ng, Wyl and."

Bl oody idiot. Cadnann recogni zed the angry whine, had trouble nmatching the thin, alnopst

effem nate frame of its owner with the label Terry Faul kner: Sylvia's husband. "She'll be back as
soon as she's hungry."

"Eh?"

" Sheena. "

"Ch. The dog. Yeah, | hope so. Listen, Sylvia sent ne to get you. If you want to cone to the
beach party, get noving. We've got the last jeep and we're | eaving now. "

"Yeah, well . . ." There was nothing out there now, no sound but rushing water. Screw the
picnic. | need a flashlight.

"Are you comi ng?"

Damm you! "Sheena! Cone, Sheena."

"I"'mleaving." Terry's thin lips twitched with a nervous tic that made it hard for Cadmann to
|l ook himdirectly in the face. His snmall fists balled up and set on his hips. "Sylvia said you
shoul d cone. "

Did you ever recover from puberty? What if | throw you in the creek? The dogs were qui et now.
Hei di nickered and came to the edge of the pen seeking sugar. "All right."

The jeep slewed around in a tight circle, so quickly that only the ballast of severa
enthusi astically inebriated colonials kept it fromtipping over on tw wheels. Zack Mscowitz
| eaned out of the driver's seat. He was wearing driving goggl es above a shaggy bl ack nustache.
"Al'l aboard! WII| each passenger kindly check his or her own tokens?"

Cadmann grinned in armusenent. Hi s or her. Like a book fromthe twenty-first century. "H o,
Boss. "

Moscowi tz wi ped at his goggle | enses but only succeeded in snearing the dirt nore evenly.
"CGood to see you, Cadmann. How d the outing go?"

"Great." Cadmann stood unnoving. Terry had already claimed the seat in front next to Zack's
wi fe, Rachel. There was no other place to sit.

"Here we go, Cad." George Merriot squeezed over to nake room It took sonme squeezi ng- George
could use a few extra sit-ups.

"Thanks, Major."

"Not any nore. Cad."

"Right." Weyland clinbed over Barney Carr and Carolyn, one of the McAndrews twi ns. He wiggled
his way into the middle.

"Seat belts, right? Everybody, right?"

There was a chorus of bored assents. Zack gunned the jeep and roared out of canp. The road out
to the beach was snmpother than that |eading to the nountains, and nore frequently traveled. It
served the orbital shuttle, which nmade water | andi ngs.

"No probl ens, Cadmann?" the Adm nistrator shouted.

" Ah- not hi ng, Zack." Cadmann was nonentarily distracted by a whiff of perfume. Carolyn had
taken advantage of a bunp in the road to lean closer to him Now if it had been Phyllis . . . but
Phyllis and Hendrick Sills were a pair, and the twins were not identical. Carolyn was sallow in
bot h conpl exi on and personality. He smiled at her anyway.

"What about the fence?"

"Not hi ng serious. Break. | fixed it."

CGeorge Merriot |aughed. "Hey, Zack, for a bare instant there, | thought you weren't playing
conpany director this evening."

Moscowi tz wove deftly around a pothole. "Never happened. Check that fence in daylight
tonorrow, would you, Cad?"

"Enough! " Rachel Moscowitz shouted. "No business tonight. The night shift's on duty.
Remenber ?"

"There was sonething,"'

Cadnmann sai d.
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Moscowitz sl owed, his eyes still on the road. "Yes?"

"Bit of disturbance with the aninmals. They were acting |ike rush hour at the stockyard.
Scared. Crazy." The jeep lurched, and Cadnann gently renoved soneone's el bow fromthe back of his
neck. "M ght not be anything, but you never know. | took out one of the dogs. Sheena. She got

awnay. "

"Aw, not Sheena. Where'd she go?"

"Who cares?" George demanded. "They all got out |ast week. She'll cone back."

Zack kept the jeep burning along the track at a racing pace, and as they bunped over a rise
near the ring of thorn bushes, Cadmann could see taillights in front of them W're in the | ast

jeep? Christ, he drives fast. Cadmann asked, "Sonething special about Sheena?"

Zack said, "Naw, |'ve been slipping her a few scraps, that's all."

"He wants her in our home," Rachel said. "And we don't have enough room"

"Woul dn't be fair anyway." Wen Zachariah Moscowi tz | aughed, his heavy arching eyebrows and
thick nustache sinply cried for a thick cigar and a round of "Lydia the Tattooed Lady. "Ten dogs,
and a hundred sixty colonists. Doesn't nake a whole |lot of sense to get proprietary, does it?"

"No. Zack, stop. I'll go back and find her."

"Conme on." Moscowitz flipped up the filthy goggles. "G ves ne a whole new outl ook on life.
George, give the Colonel a drink, will you? Cad, we're not on duty tonight. Snell the sea and
drink the beer and the hell with it."

Cadmann didn't |augh. The salt breezes tickled his nose now, and it cl eaned away some of his
worry. But he'd | ost Zack's dog!

Zack was still talking. "I don't suppose that this really inmpacts on you. Cad, but |I've been a
paper pusher nost of ny life. Adm nistration type."

"You're still the only man | know with pencil calluses behind his ear."

"Ah, but things aren't the sane anynore. | still ride a keyboard, but | ride it light-years
fromhome, on a planet still two twitches this side of the Jurassic."

"And so?" Cadmann coul d hear the breakers now, rolling in steady rhythm agai nst the shore.
"And so on Earth | nade decisions and was responsi ble for rmaybe one five-billionth of what
happened on the planet. Here, |I'mone one hundred and sixtieth of this planet's history. |I'lIl have

cities, states nanmed after nme. W'll be in the history books, Cadnann, and school children wll

know our nanes."

They always did name cities after their founders. They used to name them after warriors, too,
but what's to fight here?

The jeep slowed to a crawl as the road ended at the edge of the beach. Bonfires had already
been Iit and tended down to a low roar, and the other col onists waved in greeting.

M nerva One was ass-on to the beach. A team had anchored a winch in the rock so that the
shuttle could be pulled up after landing. Nice design there. Land on water, take off on water
never worry about finding an airport. Its desalinization plant was a box floating al ongside, with
menbranes inside to filter the seawater. The shuttle would be flying up to the nother ship
tonorrow, one of Sylvia' s nonthly jaunts. She wouldn't be able to take it next nonth. Regardl ess
of her protests, no one was going to allow an obviously pregnant biol ogi st to undergo unnecessary
g- stresses.

As soon as the jeep slewed to a halt, Cadmann and the others piled out. A cooler lay open on

t he beach. Cadmann fished out a pouch of cold beer. "Zack! | knew you were the right man to head
up this trip."
"Damm straight. You have no idea how hard | fought for that beer." He dipped into the cooler

and extracted a pouch. "We'll have our brewery next year."

"Thirty nmonths?" Hendrick Sills shouted, his armtight around Phyllis's adnmirably trimwaist.

"Earth year," Zack answered. The Aval on year was two point six tines as long as Earth's.

Cadrmann was crowded away fromthe cooler by three enthusiastic partygoers. Cadmann grabbed a
spare pouch, then took one of the young wonen by the shoul der. "Mary Ann. Juni per berries.”

"Eh?" Mary Ann Ei senhower | ooked wary. Her blond hair was plastered down with ocean spray.
"What ?"

"Juni per berries. You're in agriculture. Did we bring the seeds?"

Mary Ann w apped her towel around her shoul ders nore tightly, brushed a few grains of sand

away from her cl eavage. "Cadmann, | don't know Why?"
"I want to nake the first drinkable martini on Tau Ceti Four. That will earn ne a statue."
She frowned, then grinned widely. "You're on. |I'Il look!" She reached toward himshyly. "Unh

want to swi n?" Like nany of the others, she had stripped down to shorts.
"Cold, isn't it?"
"Sure! But it's nice when you get out.'

She reached toward him
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"Mary Ann! Come on!" Joe Sikes called. Cadmann didn't like him H's wife had had a baby only a
week before, and he was already running after other wonen.

Mary Ann turned, nmouth set inaline. "If you' re in such a hurry, why don't you just go find
Evvi e?"

Joe gl owered, unable to think of an answer, and slunk back toward the ocean

" Cad?"

It was Sylvia. Cadmann turned. "Speaking." The corner of his eye caught Mary Ann di sappearing
toward the water. Where Sikes was waiting. It irritated him and he wondered why he gave a dam.

Sylvia was over by the fire. She wore a two-piece swinsuit, something froman Earth designer
who had understood what to conceal and what to reveal

Cadmann started toward her, then stopped as Terry canme into the circle of firelight. Terry
ki ssed her cheek, then took the roasted sam on steak from her stick and handed her a much bi gger
one. Terry chewed contentedly.

"Ah-Cad, did you fix the fence?" Sylvia asked.

A voi ce too close behind Cadnmann | aughed. "I amnot the only admrer of Senorita Faul kner
si ?"

"Senora. Go junp in a thorn bush. Here." He tossed his spare beer pouch over his shoul der
"Think fast! Good catch."

A guitar twanged nonsensically, then produced a tune Cadnann had not heard since his youth.
Mam e Mclnnes played while Barney Car and her husband, Jerry, sang w th good-natured tonel essness.
Two much better voices dominated the choruses from sonewhere on the far side of the fire: Ernst
and La Donna Stewart.

Phyllis danced for her own pleasure, for the colonists, and nost especially for Hendrick, who
wat ched her with pride and hunger

Carol yn watched for a few seconds, then hunphed and stanped off.

Carl os watched Phyllis for a dozen bars, exam ning her movenent with the eye of a naster
scul ptor inspecting a block of marble. "She is good, that one," he said offhandedly. "She nust
learn the real flamenco technique.”

"And you'll be glad to teach her."

"But of course."

"Go for it. Talk to Hendrick though. She may need a teacher, but he definitely needs a
sparring partner."

"Sparring partner? No conprendo."

"Hendrick Sills was CGol den d oves m ddl ewei ght chanp about six years before we |eft Earth. Bet
he'd love to discuss it with you."

"On the other hand . . ."

Cadmann anbl ed over to the roasting pit.

Spicy meat snells rose fromthe grill. Miuch of the food was reconstituted, pouched and freeze-
dried and soaked in water or wi ne-but there were two chickens and a turkey. Cadnmann imagi ned he
had known fromthe snell.

Moral e nust be worse than | thought if Zack authorized this burnt offering. Lost crops and too
nmuch wor k.

Thor nwood | ogs nade excel |l ent coal s when hot enough. The oily wood snoldered with a
tantalizing hickory scent that blended nicely with the noist breeze fromthe ocean. Twin
nmoongl ades danced in the surf.

Sylvia poked in the grill with a long nmetal skewer. She glanced to her left where Terry was
eating. He wasn't half finished. "Al nost done. Cad." She turned the sam on steak. Even this cross
section of the creature was queer, unearthly. The nmeat was pink like salnon, but two big arteries
showed al ongsi de its heavy spine-for heavier gravity-and the shape showed its flattened belly and
strong bones.

"Bi g enough for two, Cad. Another mnute."

"Sure." He sat beside her. "Hi."

"H yourself. | thought you m ght not cone."

"So you sent Terry to fetch ne."

"Sure." She speared a sam on. "Just right. Share?"

"Love to."

She hoisted it up and nibbled at it, and sputtered as she burned her nmouth. Cadmann coul dn't
hel p | aughing at the face she nmade. She | ooked serious, pointed toward the stars, and when he
| ooked up, stuffed one of the hottest portions into his nouth. "Laugh at nme, wll you?"

"Molten netal, nolten netal -you do know t he puni shment for witches, Esneralda.”

"Sure, they hanged her goat. But Charles Laughton will give ne sanctuary. Have sonme nore."
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He held up his hands in protest. "No, thanks. My tongue woul d never forgive nme." But the first
fragment had cooled, and it tasted fine. Taste of salnobn, texture of . . . what? It wasn't flaky
like fish. Beef heart? Striated, no fat

She j abbed the second portion at himagain, and he splashed sone sand at it. "Get that poor
dead thing away from nme before |I spank you."

Her eyes sparkled. "You . " Terry was close behind her, close enough that she fell silent,
smil ed and went back to tending the sizzling barbecue. Terry watched her go, then sat next to her
with his cooling plate of canned vegetabl es. He stared across the sea.

Ernst and La Donna stood up from where they' d been eating, buried turkey bones into the dark
and wal ked after them Ernst waved cheerfully as they passed. Cadnann sniled but didn't wave; he
coul d see La Donna's sudden enbarrassnent.

Good. Sal vage those good genes. La Donna! Wth luck the kids would | ook |ike Ernst, too. La
Donna was nice, but plain.

Cadrmann nmoved to the edge of the magic circle of light, away fromthe others. The waves seened
vast inky shapes, rolling up and thrashing thenselves into foamon the sand. There were shrieks of
pl easure fromthe colonists playing in the water. A pleasantly rounded shape ran fromthe darkness
to the light.

"We have them"

" Have- ?"
"Juni per berries, silly. | renenbered." Mary Ann shook water onto himand handed hima towel.
"Dry ne?"

He smi| ed good-naturedly and buffed her. Her hair was ash-blond, it glowed in the double
nmoonl i ght, and her skin was baby snmooth and clear. Her body was toned and wel | -rounded. Rubens
woul d have lusted to paint her-or sonething. Avalon's increased gravity had added six pounds to
her wei ght when she set foot on the ground. Al of the col onists showed better mnuscle tone, and so
did Mary Ann.

She giggled and | eaned back into himin a clear invitation. Methodically he scrubbed out the
wet tips of her hair and worked his way qui ckly down her body.

She sighed and shuddered slightly. "You have talents | didn't know 'bout, Cad."

"Part of the service. Were's Joe?" He noved his hands under the towel.

Her eyelids fluttered with brief, suppressed pain. "W don't keep track of each other." Her

expression tightened. "Ah. | owe you a rub now "
Her skin beneath his hands was cool but growing warm She's willing, she's nice . . . nicely
shaped . . . isn't she smart enough? Isn't she Sylvia? He said, "We'l|l take a rain check on that."
"Coward." Mary Ann brought her pug nose close to his. "I'Il never live to see the day."
He wi nked at her. "I nmmy surprise you yet."

"Hah!" she said, and jiggled off to another bonfire. The nen there shouted as she approached
Cadmann | ooked deternminedly at the twin noons. We can't keep calling them"Big" and "Little."

"Cadnus"? That's a good nane for a moon-oh, hell, here comes Terry.

Terry Faul kner said, "She's a dish.™

"Yes, |'ve always |iked Sylvia."

Terry's nose winkled. "Mary Ann. She likes you. She's told ne."

Cadmann said nothing. Terry said, "lI've noticed that you don't keep conpany with any of the
| adies.”

"That's not what |'mhere for, Terry."

"True . . ." Terry's gaze panned from Mary Ann to Sylvia. "But there is one |lady you' ve been

spending a lot of tinme around, you know "

"Cone off it. Sylvia and | are just friends."

"I know." There was a cutting edge to Terry's voice. "You were pretty friendly the first three
nmont hs you were down, while the rest of us were asleep up in the ship." He nade harsh squiggling
patterns in the sand with his toe.

"What's your point?"

"I"d just feel a lot better about it if you had a nice healthy interest in one of the other
|adies, that's all."

Carlos was loitering nearby, his ear innocently turned in their direction. Cadmann cleared his
throat |oudly. "Now hear this. Boy, would | like a beer right now"

"Con gusto, amigo." Carlos wal ked away whi stling.

"Terry, you rnust know there is nothing between ne and your wife. W talk-"

"A damed lot."

Cadmann pointedly eyed the beer in Terry's hand. "Yes. We talk. And if you talked to Sylvia
nore, she wouldn't need a friend so badly."
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Terry froze. "My relationship with Sylvia is none of your damed busi ness."

"You brought it up. Which makes it ny business. W talk, and if you' re worried that she I ooks
for nore than tal k, maybe there's sonething el se you don't give her enough of."

Terry turned away, wal ked two steps and turned back. "You really are an asshole, Wyland." He
turned away.

"Terry."

Faul kner stopped. "What?"

"Did you think that getting Sylvia knocked up as soon as they thawed you out woul d hang a big
"hands off' sign on her?"

There was a sudden lull in the air around them Every face near themwas carefully,
deliberately turned away fromthe exchange. Cadnmann's face heated, suddenly flushed with bl ood.
Terry's hands hooked into claws, and his nouth worked silently.

Too | oud! Aw, shit.

The thin man kicked at the fire, sending a burst of sparks into the air. "You know, Wyl and,
don't really care what went on before | woke up. Because you're not the big man anynore. You're
not a farmer, you're not a builder. You're not even an engineer. You' re just an assistant
navi gator, and an extrenely expendabl e security arm" He | eaned cl oser to Cadnann, who | owered his
eyelids slightly. "I hear that you want to be part of the mainland expedition |'m putting
toget her. Just watch your step. Be very careful that you don't suddenly becone obsolete. I'd hate
to see Col onel Wyl and pulling weeds or mucking out the stables to earn his bread."

He turned and stal ked away.

Wordl essly, Carlos tossed Cadmann a pouch of beer

Cadmann bit it open and took a mouthful of brew, feeling sone of the foamrunning down his
chin. Terry grabbed Sylvia by the armand pulled her aside for a talk. Hi s gestures were violent
and jerky, like a puppet with tangled strings. Sylvia's face was inpassive, her answers calm and
finally he quieted.

The entire beach seened to heave a sigh of relief, and slowy the nmusic and | aughter rose up
froma soft burr and swallowed the silence.

Carl os poked his arm "He's wong about you, isn't he, ami go? You' ve never made a nove on the
| ovely | ady."

"Not yet."

"Meani ng?" Carlos's dark face was split in a suggestive grin.

"Meaning that 1'mgoing for a walk."

"Have a good wal k, amigo! | think I'"mgoing to investigate Carolyn."
"She's a tease."
"She's al so depressed. | have just the thing for her."

"Your generosity never ceases to amaze me. Bon appetit." Cadnmann noved of f down the beach
toward and past the huge beached shuttle. He didn't stop until he was lost in the shadows. When
Marni e's guitar was no nmore than broken rhythm agai nst the surf he turned to | ook at the wavering
lights and listen to the sounds downbeach. The night wi nd brought a whiff of seaweed and salt and
roast sam on, and the sound of nmerrinent.

A finger stroked lightly along his spine, and he turned, startled. Mary Ann snmiled at him She
was breathing heavily, wet sand splashed along her calves froma jog in the surf. Her eyes were
wi de and |unminously dark. "You're a strange one," she said. "You know how | can always find you?"

"How?" He reached out, lacing his fingers behind her neck. Inpossibly, her skin seemed coo
and hot at the sane tinme. | don't want you, he said silently, but | need

"I just | ook for where people are having fun, they're getting together. Enjoying thensel ves.
There you are. Cadmann Wyl and, off to the side, watching."

Go away. Just go away, he thought, drawing her closer. "Watching," he said. She shivered as he

traced a circle under her ear. "I don't always just watch." Suddenly, he wanted very, very much to
put the lie to her words.
Her eyes reflected the glow ng surf. Wien she spoke again, her voice was husky. "Well, | tell

you what. Wiy don't you show ne what you do when you're not just watching?" She |inked her arms
around hi s neck.

He di dn't know whom he needed to convince nore, hinself or Mary Ann. But there are tines when
twin ainms share a single purpose, like twin noons casting a single shadow.

She took his hand and |l ed himaway fromthe canpfires, toward warnth.

Sonet hi ng was ahead of her. Sheena strained to reach it. A shadow bigger than herself, it
seermed to nove in junps, waiting until she was alnpbst on top of it, then streaking away into the
dark, cutting behind the ani mal cages, across the stream into the cultivated ground.

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20The%20Legacy%200f%20Heorot.txt (12 of 161) [1/19/03 6:09:45 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20The%20L egacy %200f %20Heorot. txt

Sheena yi pped in confusion, disbelieving what she had seen. Machi nes noved that quickly, but
not animals. She sniffed the ground. The new snell was already faint, so fast had it noved, but
there was no mistaking it. Wt and warm and unlike nen or calves or chickens or anything in the
conmpound: the stink of it was a nortal insult! She streaked after it, splashing through the icy
wat er, shaking her fur before continuing on into the dark

She was beyond the plowed area, into the zone filled with burnt crunbled tree stunps and
sprigs of tough grass just now puffing up through the blackened crust of the earth. Were was it?
Cl ouds were novi ng across the smaller noon, and Sheena sniffed the ground again, purring lowin
her throat.

The cl oud cover parted for a nonent.

There on the hillock, black with lunar highlights, sat something inexplicable. A thousand
generations of instincts couldn't identify it. Big. Not man. No ancestor had hunted this thing,
none had fled and lived to renenber. Her cortex knew what it was not, but could not say what it
was.

Unknown. A threat. It might harmman or man's children. Kill!

The thing cocked its head si deways and cooed.

The sounds were disturbing. What had ever sounded |ike that? Where were the nen? Sheena's ears
flattened back agai nst her head. This was not a dog's job. There were no nen here. Sheena | eaped
to do battle.

One norment it was there, and Sheena's teeth were snapping at its neck. Her teeth closed on
nothing. It receded |like a cloud-shadow beneath the noon, and returned as fast, and now it was on
Sheena's back. Its cold, broad feet clanped around her mddle with sudden, terrifying strength.
Sheena's ribs sagged i nward. She snarled her agony and rolled to mash the thing from her back

It wal ked off her while she was rolling and was several feet away. Fast, unfairly fast! Thick
fleshy lips pulled back from daggerlike teeth in a grinmace of pleasure. Lovingly it cooed to
Sheena.

Sheena was terrified now, but she | eaped.

She was in the air when the creature rolled. Its jaws flashed up and | ocked on her throat,
reduci ng her death screamto no nore than a terrified hiss. It drew back into the shadows before
she hit the ground.

She lay on her side, struggling weakly to breathe, bubbles of air shining blackly in the
nmoonl i ght as they pul sed from her throat.

She watched her killer draw close, stared into its eyes, its huge, soft, silver eyes. She
whi nmper ed.

It cooed at her, and when Sheena's flanks ceased trenbling, cane closer and gently |icked at
t he bl ood oozing fromher throat. The creature was hot, like a stove. It turned its back. Sheena
felt blades entering her, and then nothing.

Chapter 3
FROZEN SLEEP

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,

Sat by the fire, and tal ked the ni ght away

Wept o' er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done

Shoul dered his crutch, and show d how fights were won.
COLI VER GOLDSM TH, "The Deserted Vill age"

CGeographi ¢ was one of the |argest nobile objects created by hunman engi neering. Seen from bel ow
as the shuttle rose to neet her, the ship looked like a gigantic flashlight with a silver doorknob
attached to the end. The aft end was a ring of |aser fusion reactors, a flaring section tw ce the
di aneter of the trunk. The trunk, over a hundred and fifty neters in length, was the cylinder that
housed the |ife-support systenms and cryogeni c suspension facilities. Mnerva Two was approaching
the fore end: the | aboratories and the crew quarters, where Cadmann had spent five waking years of
his life. The dock was a conical cagework at the end of a protruding arm barely visible even this
cl ose.

M nerva Two sl owed as she rounded the fuel balloon. Bobbi Kanagawa was a cautious pilot.
Cadmann's fingers itched and twi tched. His touch woul d have been surer, his approach woul d have
been faster.

But he wasn't flying M nerva Two.

Geographic's fuel balloon was shrunken, spent, and half its original size. Only a breath of
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gas remai ned of a hal f-kilometer sphere of deuteriumice. The Col ony could not produce deuterium
not yet. We were Hono interstellar, Cadmann thought. We will be again.

Sone of the external paneling had been stripped away from Geographi c and shuttled down to Tau
Ceti Four for building material. The shuttle maneuvered past a drifting mass. The tightly w apped
cylinder, scores of kilonmeters of superconducting wire, waited to be | oaded in M nerva Two's bay
by robot |inpet notors. These woul d becone part of the fusion plant. Its conpl etion neant
limtless power.

Eventually the Orion craft would be a skeleton, just an orbiting splinter of light in the sky.
Per haps she might survive in snmaller form with nost of the |ife-support cylinder removed: an
i nterplanetary vehicle, a gift of space to grandchildren yet unborn

Bobbi Kanagawa counted softly to herself as Geographic |ooned on the screen, the onboard
conput er continually checking her approach pattern. "Al nost hone," she said w thout |ooking back
at her passengers.

Syl vi a reached over and pinched Cadmann's arm "Are you all right?"

"I"ve never |iked dockings," Cadnmann nuttered. CGeographic was half the sky now, nore, as the
silver wall of the fuel balloon slid past and the conical cagework opened like a mouth. "And if
you're a Freudian, | don't want to hear it."

The shuttle's nose grated al ong the cagework and nuzzled into the lock at its base: click-

t hunp. Cadmann sighed in relief and rel eased his shoul der straps. Bobbi nade her |ast-ninute
checks, then swung out of her seat with practiced ease. "All right, folks, this is a two-hour
turnaround. Hope you don't need nore time." Some of her straight black hair had escaped its
bi nding, and drifted out at disconcerting angl es when she noved.

"Two should do it." Sylvia strapped on her backpack

The door at the rear of the shuttle hissed open, and Stu Ellington's voice chuckled at them
fromthe control nodule. "It's about tine. Swear to God that's just |like a woman. Two-tenths of a
second | ate again."

Bobbi glared at the speaker, drumm ng her fingernails against the console. "Just keep talking,
Stu," she said sweetly. "You need all the friends you can get-the |ast vote was dead even for
| eavi ng your worthl ess carcass up here another nmonth."

"Qops. Tell you what. Drop your friends in the Iab, come on up to Command, and we'll discuss
my carcass for an hour or so."

Bobbi ' s pal e cheeks reddened. She ran her hand over her hair, discovering the flyaway strands.
“I . . . uh, well-" she | ooked at Sylvia, who w nked sagely. "I'l|l see you in a nonth, huh?" She
scurried to be the first through the hatch

She di sappeared down a narrow connective hallway as Sylvia | ed Cadmann to the central corridor
and back to the biolab section. Cadmann clucked in puritan disgust. "Sex. | renenber sex. Highly
overrated."

"Great attitude for a biologist."

"Just a Bachelor's, and it was marine biology," he sniffed. "Fish are damed civilized about
it. She lays 'em and he swins over 'em

"You're a romantic, that's what you are.'

Syl via worked her way al ong the handrails gingerly

and seened ill at ease. "All this tinme," she said, so softly that he wondered if she had intended
for himto hear.

"What ?"

"After all this tine, | still get a little claustrophobic in here." She |aughed uneasily.

"You're not the only one." He slamred the flat of his pal magai nst one of the steel-and-
pl astic panels that |ined Geographic. The vibration thrumed al ong the hexagonal corridor, danping
out before it reached the first corner. "This place was horme and prison to all of us for a I ong
tinme. Sorme of the colonists won't cone back up at all.”

"I't doesn't nmake sense, really. Just forget it."

He | eaned up behind her and whispered in her ear. "It's return-to-the-tonb syndrome." A
Karlof fian | eer lurked just behind his solem expression. "Al of us spent at |east a hundred and
five years asleep in a little coffin-shaped box, awakened fromthe dead by a trickle of
electricity through our brains."

"Lovely. We'll put you in charge of bedtime stories. |I'll manage the sedative concession."

The door to the biolab was sealed to protect both the life within and the crew w thout. Sone
of the substances and microscopic life forms were extrenely vul nerable, and others extrenely
dangerous. Sylvia punched in her four-digit personal code, and the door opened inward. In case of
a |l oss of atnosphere in the main section of the ship, air pressure al one would keep the door
sealed. "W' ||l have this reprogrammed to adnit you."

The lights canme up automatically as the door closed behind them The roomwas the second-
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| argest on Geographic. Its floor space was crowded with medi cal and anal ytical equipnent, its
wal I's conpletely lined with cryogenic vaults. There were hundreds of the dark plastic rectangles,
and they held the future of Tau Ceti Four.

Syl vi a si ghed, shucked her backpack onto a wall hanger and pulled herself over to a rack of
Vel cro slippers. She handed hima pair. "One size fits all."

"I was hoping for sonmething in awing tip."

She |l ed himto the nearest bank of cases. "Look," she said contentedly, triggering one of the
dark panels into translucence. Wthin, barely discernible as canine, were dozens of dog enbryos.
Their dark eyes were filmed with transparent lids, tiny naked paws drawn up to their gauzy bodies
i n peaceful cryosleep. Each hung in its individual sack, connected by its unbilical to an
artificial placenta.

"So." She studied the tenperature and pressure gauges on the door of a seal ed cabinet, nodded
and opened it. "Alfalfa seeds. Check. Swi ss chard. Check. Tomatoes. Check." She cl osed the
cabinet. "Now for the enbryos. The carriers are in that case over there. Inflate three for ne,
will you?"

"Sure."

She busied herself at the cryosleep carrier console.

"You don't trust the conputer?' Cadnann asked.

"Not anynore. Not since Ernst. Not since eight of us never woke up. Barney says it's fine, but
I"'ma wonman of little faith these days."

"Good t hinking."

She typed in the |ast conmands. "There. So we |ost one of the dogs. W' ve got over a hundred

nor e.

"And t housands of chickens, | suppose?" His voice was too flat, too distanced fromhis
feel i ngs.

"Look, Cad-1 don't care what anyone says, it's not your fault. Sheena got |oose a week ago. So-
she cane back | ast night and broke into one of the chicken cages. Fine. W'll| either catch her or
kill her. Nothing to worry about."

He heard her words, but his nmind was still on the chicken cage as they had found it that

nmorning, its wire nmesh ripped out and mangl ed, the wooden frane shattered, bl ood and feathers and
little clotted chunks of raw chicken littering the ground Iike the aftermath of a ghoulish picnic.

"That is what you're worried about, isn't it?"

Annoyed w th hinsel f, Cadmann derailed the norbid train of thought. "Sure. That's it."

Al t hough he had worked the biolab before, she gave himthe grand tour. There was a conplete
assortment of dairy and work animals, as well as nmillions of earthwormns, |adybugs and "friendly"
i nsect eggs. "W have to have quadruplication of any needed form There are going to be failures,"”
Sylvia said bluntly. "The alfalfa crop, for instance. W don't know why yet." Her eyes glittered,
and the sudden determination in her face cubed her attractiveness. Cadmann's chest tightened.

"But | guarantee you we'll know. And soon. W're going to lose nore aninals, and we've got to
be ready for that, too. That's where you'll cone in. Routine checks. Cad-any energencies, and
we'll hustle up Marnie or her husband, Jerry. W' ve got to be ready for anything."

She darkened the panels and took his hand, |eading himto the other side of the room The
vaults were identical to those opposite, but he could feel her increased excitenent. "Look," she
whi spered, and illum ned the panels. "Qur children."

They hung in rows, lost in endl ess dream (Cadmann was startled at the thought. Wre there
dreans in cryosl eep? The neurol ogists said no, but his menory said yes. Perhaps it was only that
before the drugs took hold and the bl ood chilled there was one final thought that remained | ocked
in a frozen brain, a thought that unthawed al ong with the body. Just a wi sp of dream at the
begi nning of sleep and one at the end, |inked by decades of silence and darkness.)

One of Sylvia's hands strayed unconsciously to her own belly, its roundness barely noticeable
beneath her junpsuit.

There were hundreds of the enbryos, frozen at ten weeks of age. They were thunb-sized and
m | ky pale, heads as large as their bodies, with their fluid-filled amiotic sacs billow ng about
t hem

Cadnmann cane up close to the glass, counting the tiny fingers and toes, gazing at the gently
| owered eyelids, the anber unbilicals attached to artificial placentas.

"They're all perfect," Sylvia said. "Every one of themcertified perfect, genetically and
structurally."”

H s breath had fogged the glass. He patted her stonach. "Not |ike Junbo here, who has to take
hi s chances.”

Sylvia drew away fromhim face troubled. She shut off the light in the enbryo bank. "Cad
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if you'd try to be a little nicer to Junbo's father, things would be easier for all of us."
There was nothing in her face he could feel angry with. H's hand still tingled fromthe
contact. "I knewit. Anice trip for old Wyland. Find hima useful job. Then try to civilize him
alittle, before he gets sent to the outback where he bel ongs. Cadmann Wyl and. First of the Geat
Wiite Abos."
She shook her head and gave hima hug. "W know things aren't easy for you-but at |east you
know why you' ve got problens. Terry just knows that when he thawed out he wasn't quite the sane

anynore. Terry and Ernst . . . Carolyn . . . Alicia. . . Mary Ann . . ."

"What ? Mary Ann Ei senhower ?"

"Well, she's not one of the bad ones."

"She seens-"

"Sure, she's normal. Cad, she lost sone brain cells in frozen sleep. She isn't stupid, but she
used to be brilliant, and she renenbers, Cad. She and Hendrick Sills were the top bridge players,

and they shared a bed too, before we put the colonists to sleep. Tom Ei senhower woke up dead, and
Hendrick gets very unconfortable if he's in the sane roomw th her. He remenbers. So Hendrick is
with Phyllis now, and Mary Ann cries on Rachel's couch."”

Cadmann t ouched her hand.

"But she's a normal, healthy, sexy wonan if you didn't know her before. These changes can be
very subtle, Cad. Carolyn McAndrews was second in comand to Zack. Nobody wants to work with her
now. She didn't turn stupid, but she goes into hysterics."

"And maybe there's a dead place in old Cadmann's brain too."

"Not that we can tell-like | said, you' ve got reasons to feel out of place. The others just
know t hat the cryogenics weren't perfect. That the nightmares are a little darker. Maybe it isn't
quite as easy to renenber a favorite poem or extract a cube root, or run the Twel ve- Fourteen
Convention in bridge." She paused, and her voice dropped. "O nmake | ove. W don't know what it is

yet. It'lIl be twenty years before we get any answers fromEarth. In the neantine, there are nood
stabilizers, and make-work projects. And there's hope. Mdst of us are fine. Qur genes are good.
We' || do everything humanly possible to keep you on the team Can you bl ane us?"

He took her shoul ders, gazing down into her eyes. The air was tart with disinfectant and
dehum difier; her perfune was a wisp of citrus and crushed rose petal, the only thing in the ship
that snelled alive. "Wat 'us'? Wat about-?"

The intercomcrackled, and Stu Ellington said, "W've got a nessage for you, Wyl and.

Devel oprent | andsi de. Sonet hi ng about sone chi ckens. "
Syl via di sengaged herself fromhimgently, triggering the nearest intercom phone with an

unsteady finger. Her eyes were still locked to Cadmann's. "D-don't worry. We'll be bringi ng down
nore enbryos."
"It's not that.” It was Bobbi who spoke this tine, and her voice was excited. "Mts Kokubun

found sonme tracks." She paused. "They might be tracks, anyway."

"Paw prints?" Sylvia frowned.

"Don't know. Zack said that they just didn't look like anything he'd seen. Wants Cadnann to
take a | ook at them Soonest."

"Pipe it in."

"They didn't send pictures.™

"Think you two can cut your snuggl e session down so Stu can give us a ride honme?"

Stu groaned massively. "Ch, if | nust-"' and dropped off the |ine.

Cadmann cl eared his throat, backing up a half step. "WAs there anything else you wanted to
show nme?"

She retrieved her backpack, fumbled out a handful of dark plastic cartridges and held them

before her like a shield. "You' ve used the conputer. You'll be running sone prograns for ne, and
. ." Her eyes dropped. "Ch, hell, Cad. | don't know what | wanted. W . . . | just want
everything to work out for you. W don't want you closing up, Cad. | don't want to | ose you."
Suddenly she seened very small and awkward. "I love you. You're ny friend."

The nonent that foll owed was unconfortably | ong and painfully silent. Then Cadnmann's lips
curled in a smle. "Tell you what. Let's go roust Stu's ass and get a |lift home. How s that?"
"Perfect."”

The chi cken coops were nestled next to the single-story sheet-netal structure of the machine
shop, and the ground around them was well trodden. It had never been plowed, and was the sane
burnt, packed earth that |ay beneath nost of the Col ony.

When Cadmann got there, a fifteen-by-thirty-neter bl ock of ground had been narked off with
rope to protect the footprints. A score of colonists were still huddl ed around the periphery. Joe
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Sikes's wife, Evvie, held her baby tightly against her breast, the child' s reddish scal p shining
through thin, linp blond hair. The baby gurgl ed, unconcerned, but the woman | ooked stricken. Their
baby was the colony's second. The first, April difton, was still in intensive care.

Carlos stood with Mtsuo Kokubun and Harry Siep, and they were grinning. Harry preened his
heavy growm h of beard, hiding his nmouth behind his fingers as he whi spered sonething to Mts. Al
three choked on repressed | aughter

Zack ran his fingers through black hair that had been noticeably thicker only nonths before.
When Cadmann broke through the ring of spectators and squatted to take a close | ook at the tracks,
Zack punched himlightly on the shoulder, relief and gratitude tattooed across his face in bold
strokes.

"dad you're here," Zack said. "Wat do you nake of this?"

Cadmann hitched his trousers and bent, peering closely at the depressed ridges of the
footprint. It was just broader than his hand, with four distinct, roughly triangular toes. He ran
his finger along it lightly.

He asked, "Have we taken a cast of this?"

"Marnie did. We're reinforcing the fences, and we can put the power back through themif we
have to."

There were eight of the prints, sone faint, sonme clear and sharp. One in front of the chicken
coop was sneared. He stood and | ooked back al ong the path the tracks had taken-they led in the
direction of the mountains, but di sappeared |ong before they reached the plowed ground. Suspicion
ni ggl ed at the back of his nind

"You know," Cadnann said finally, "I could have sworn there weren't any tracks here when
| eft this norning."

Zack shook his head. "Beats ne. There was soneone here all the time, Cad. The overcast was
pretty bad. Maybe the sun had to be just so high before we could spot them"

The crowd had thinned a bit.

"Hol a, ami go. Any ideas?"

Cadnmann studi ed the ground, then Carlos's overeager smle. Little Rick Erin, standing next to
Carl os, was having troubl e nanaging his face.

Cadmann wal ked slowy up to the historian-carpenter. "Yes. | do have an idea. | think it was
made by sonething that was highly skilled, bipedal, not overly intelligent, and wei ghed about-" he
| ooked Carlos over carefully. "About seventy kilos. 1'd guess. We'll call it illegitinus estupido

for the time being. |I'mnixing | anguages there, but | think you get my drift."

He turned on his heel

" Cadmann-"

"Yeah?"

"Not hi ng. "

As he wal ked away Cadmann heard sniggers and the sound of backsl apping, idiots. He doused the
flare of anger as he cane back to the mined coop

"What do you think. Cad?" Zack | ooked puzzl ed.

"This was a hoax. This was." Cadnann's face was still burning. "I like the idea of checking
the fences. Get themready." He | ooked out over the flat ground, past the fluffy cultivated rows,
past the ring of thorn trees to the nmountains and jungl e beyond. "Listen, Zack, naybe the
footprints were a hoax, but these chickens are still dead. | don't think we've got anyone dunb
enough to nurder a bunch of our chickens for a joke. | don't nmuch care who |laughs at ne-let's be
ridiculously cautious for a while, eh?"

Cadmann stepped on the nearest print. If he had strapped, say, a rubber cutout to the bottom
of his shoe, he could wal k carefully back and forth, making those goddam prints right in front of
everyone's nose, and then stand back and watch the fun

Behi nd hi m someone nmade a dogli ke yipping sound. He didn't turn to | ook

Chapter 4

RAI NY NI GHT

Cruelty has a human heart,

And Jeal ousy a human face

Terror the human form divine,

And Secrecy the human dress.

W LLI AM BLAKE, Appendi x to the "Songs of Innocence and Experience: A Divine |Imge"
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Si x weeks after the incident at the coops, a mild eruption on the northwest side of the island
shook the ground. Three days later threadli ke w sps of ash still drifted fromthe air. The mists
that enshrouded the nountai n peaks had dropped in a gray blanket, diffusing the light of Tau Ceti.

Streaners of light flashed within the cloud banks, and thunder echoed distantly onto the
pl ai n. Cadmann slipped his tractor into neutral and watched the clouds cautiously. The engine's
hum strumed hi s spine.

"Don't worry," Mary Ann called to him "That's just a little nmountain storm |t doesn't care
about us." She noved between knee-high rows of plants, checking the slender soil-neter rods for
noi sture and pH

The alfalfa replanting was being cautiously hailed as a success. Failure of the first crop was
attributed to the thorn trees which had once domi nated the plain. Wien the trees were burned away
their taproots renmined alive underground, |eaching noisture fromthe soil. Afalfa, with a
potential yield of ten tons per acre, requires trenmendous anounts of water. Onmar |sfahan and Jon
van Don, two of the Colony's engineers, had planned and installed a nore extensive irrigation
system

"We could use the water, either way. But if it's going to rain, I'mwasting ny tine up here."

"Practice. Practice. W all take rotation in the fields.” Mary Ann's snmile was as brilliant as
her hair, and it warmed him They had grown closer in the weeks since his talk with Sylvia aboard
Geogr aphi c.

H bernation Instability. He saw her differently now. She wasn't bright . . . and yet she had
been. Wounded in the war to capture Aval on; wounded in his war

The electrified fences had been expanded and strengt hened. Wen there was no additi ona
trouble, the animals were turned out into the northern pasture. Some of the older |anbs and cal ves
were al ready grazing contentedly.

No additional trouble

Cadmann |iked the sound of that, even if there was a part of himthat didn't quite believe it.
(Didn't want to believe it?)

He had returned twi ce to Geographic. He liked that. Checking the enbryos was sheer routine;
but one side of the crew | ounge was a wi de wi ndow. Cadmann could sit and | ook up at Aval on, and
feel peace.

So beautiful. Spirals of white storm blazing white of polar caps, the spine of jagged white-
capped nountain range along the single continent . . . white against the rich blue of a water-and-
oxygen atnosphere, a world that nen could take and tane.

Zack had been right. Their grandchildren would conquer this world, and the first hundred and
sixty colonists would be renmenbered for all tine.

Imortality.

At what price? A century of sleep? Brain damage for a few, Ernst and Mary Ann and Carol yn and,
yes, Terry, were paying the price for all. But for the rest: bruises and sprains, and maybe a few
bad dreans? He had to | augh. The pilgrins who had founded the Anerican continent had paid far nore
dearly to acconplish |ess

Tau Ceti Four's colonials had it easy.

The air was suddenly cold. Raindrops spattered agai nst his hands and the hood of the tractor.

"Shit-oh-dear,"” Mary Ann said, gazing up at the clouds. They coiled angrily in the sky |like a
vast heap of coals: black around the edges, fire flickering in the core. The lightning flashes
were brighter and closer, and the thunder was no | onger a distant rolling explosion.

"So much for the weather report, Mary Ann." The wi nd was whipping the rain into sheets, and he
turned up his collar. "Come on, hop aboard-1'Il give you a ride back to the shed."

She clipped a handful of green sprouts and stuffed theminto her bl ouse pocket. She hunched
her shoul ders and cl opped through the broken ground, clinbed up behind himon the tractor and
wr apped her arns around him He felt her shiver as her breasts pressed into his back

He said, "W'Ill just have to have Town Meeting early. Good. | want that damed current turned
back on. |I'msick of hearing about how I'm overreacting." He lifted the digging tool fromthe
ground and headed back toward Civic Center

She squeezed himtight, in a special rolling way that she had. It took the edge off his ire,
but he grunbled on. "Well, it sure as hell isn't the power. W've got all the power we need, rain
or shine.”

"Everybody says it's a lot of trouble just to stop a dog."

"Right. A dog." He sighed. "All right. They're entitled to their opinion. I'mentitled to
m ne. "

Her voice was nuffled against his back. "You re not alone. You have me, too. But we're just
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two. "

The rain was still fairly Iight as he drove the tractor into the shed. The other farning
equi pnent was being brought in, and the colonists were beginning to gather, heading for the
meeting hall. Cadnmann shut down the tractor and squeezed water fromhis hair.

"I'"ll beininamnute," she called, hopping down fromthe back of the tractor. She paused at
the doorway to turn up her collar, then ran out in the direction of the corral

Maybe Mary Ann was right. His was a nminority opinion. Madman Wyl and sees bogeynen in every
corner-while crops grow, animals thrive and tame earthworns enrich the soil with their bodies and
their wastes

When he thought of these things, he should have thought of life, instead of a dog that had
never cone back, and a mangl ed chi cken cage

It loved a rainy night.

It could always nove about on land, slowy, lazily, and tolerate the heat for hours at a tine;
but nmovenent at hunting speed required a quick kill, then a frantic race to the river to shed the
terrible heat within. Night and rain extended its time on dry |and.

It had changed when it becane an adult. Its mnd and senses adapted for life out of water; but
frombirth it had been intensely curious. Frustratingly, there had been nothing for its curiosity
to chew on. Birds and swinmers were its world, a prison for its starved senses, until the
intruders introduced it to the world beyond the rock wall

They were so strange! They built angular nests. They tottered on their hind | egs or attached
themsel ves to creatures with hard, weirdly scented, tasteless shells. Sonmetines they would |et
t hensel ves be swal |l owed up by them nuch like swimers would. They lived with creatures even
stranger than thensel ves.

On the first night it had killed a four-legged thing. The dog had run after it rather than
fleeing. It had played with the dog, dancing around it and watching its antics. Wen the ganme grew
tiresone, it tore out the animal's throat. The bl ood was thick and hot and delicious.

Afterward it had felt overheated. It had hooked its tail spines into the dog's throat and
dragged the corpse back toward the river, where it could cool itself and eat at |eisure.

Sport! Swimers were never such fun. The flying things that sonmetinmes fed on themwere too
much of a challenge. It thought about that night, and pl easure rippled through its body.

There had been anot her night when it broke through prickly barriers, following a tantali zing
scent.

The nest of wood and thin tough vine had resisted only for a noment, and then it was anobng
them one thick paw and its wedgel i ke head squeezed into the box. What noise they had nade! They
had tried to fly, but badly. None were fast, none could fight. It was not even sport. It was only
feeding . . . but feeding was its own reward, and anything that didn't taste |like a swi mer was
food for thought.

That was days past. Now it watched sonething that | ooked to be good sport.

A single invader was wal ki ng out by the rows of thorned vines that protected a group of four-
| egged grass-eaters. The invader |ooked frequently up at the clouds, no doubt enjoying the fall of
rain, and shook water out of the dark fur on its head.

The i nvader never |ooked behind the tarpaulin-sheltered jeep parked to the side of the grazing
land. The man wal ked to within ten feet of it, |eaned against the fence with one arm outstretched
and spoke to one of the grass-eaters.

The grass-eater wal ked clunsily to the fence and |icked sonething out of the man's hand. The
man turned and took a step toward the jeep.

The creature's linbs trenbled, tingled, its blood singing with anticipation. Cone. Just
anot her step .

Di sappoi nt nent washed through its nind as the nan turned at the call of another of its kind
and ran torpidly back toward the |ights.

Ah, well. There was still the grass-eater

It was near the thorned vines, chewing at sonething on the ground. It was plunp-nore than
twice as large as the dog, alnpst as large as the creature itself-but that was no worry. It could
feel that the grass-eater was no fighter.

The creature craw ed forward until its flat, roughly triangul ar head peeped from behind the
jeep. Araindrop spattered directly into its eye, and its ocular covering thickened nonentarily.

The cal f chewed the handful of alfalfa sprouts Mary Ann had brought it. The rain was just
beginning to chill its skin, and soon it would head for the netal -roofed shelter in the corner of
the pasture to huddle for warnmth with its brothers and sisters.
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There canme a rippling cooing sound from beyond the fence, and the calf pressed against the
wire until it felt the first touch of pain. It lowed plaintively. It shuffled at the fence, afraid
to press forward, reluctant to retreat.

The shape was a nmassed shadow fl owi ng around the curve of the jeep. A squat, flattened shadow
wi th disklike, unblinking eyes and a dol phin's snile.

The creature burbl ed happily.

The cal f backed away. Sudden, unconprehending fear punped adrenaline into its system sent it
stunmbl i ng backward toward the shelter. The creature waddl ed with al nost comic clunsiness up to the
fence, sniffed at the wire, bit at it experinentally, drew back.

The other calves had picked up the scent of fear, and two of them poked their heads fromthe
shelter, |ooking out through the rain, making deep braying sounds. Calling for the protection of
the herd, for the adults, for the bull! But there were only cal ves.

The rain had grown into a downpour now, and Tau Ceti, already |ow on the horizon, had
di sappear ed behi nd massive, inky clouds. The wi nd whi pped the droplets al nbst sideways. The young
grass was pelted down and mired itself in the nmud. Back in the canp, one of the lights flickered,
di nmed, then strengthened again.

Li ghtning arced jaggedly in the sky, and the calf saw, wi thout conprehending, that the wire
was broken, curled back inward, shivering in the w nd.

A thick shadow squatted in the grass a few feet ahead of the break. It had eyes that
glistened, hypnotically vast.

It crept slowy forward, even as the calf |oped toward the shelter. There were eight of them
beneath the sheet netal, packed agai nst each other now, the shared heat of their bodies no natch
for the wind or the rain or the sudden, crippling fear

The shadow was cl oser now, very close, imediately in front of the shelter. G eat webbed cl aws
| anded pad first, then hook-nailed toes gripped the ground to pull it along the grass on its
belly. Rain pelted against its skin and unblinking eyes as it seened to evaluate them choosing.

They crawl ed over each other, bleating their terror to the wind and the night. Two of them
began chewing at the wire at the back of the enclosure, ignoring the pain in their |ips and gurms,
thinking only of the thing that crept in the darkness, eyes w de, unceasing grin opening to revea
rows of chisel teeth.

Cooing to them it sprang.

It |anded anobng them |ashing out with claws and teeth. The screans, the snell of alien bl ood,
the terrified eyes that rolled, flashing white in the darkness: it would renenber all of these
things, and study its nenories |later, analyze the prey's habits and its own mstakes. Its
ancestors had needed such caution. The prey they had evolved to hunt were nore devi ous, nore
dangerous than any calf.

It snapped and tore at themin the confines of the shelter. Despite their weight it smashed
them out of the way, flicking its tail with stunning force, ripping wet strips of flesh fromthe
bone. Finally it fastened its teeth deeply in one warm neck, worrying until the skin and cartil age
parted and bl ood spurted warmy into its nouth. The calf trenmbled. Its |ast sound was a strangl ed
bl eat of despair.

The others fled the shelter, escaping through the break in the wire, running out in al
directions.

The calf's chest heaved as it lay on its side, heart struggling to beat, to stave off the
shock of pain and nassive blood loss. Its killer folded its | egs and lay down next to it, peering
intoits eyes as it died, watching themfilm the lids falling for the |ast tine.

It barbed the grass-eater by the neck and dragged it out of the fenced enclosure. Exertion
caused heat to build up in its body. Wthout the cooling rain it would have had to run for the
river.

The rain quenched the inner fire and the calf's flesh, warm and rubbery-slick in the darkness,
eased the fatigue.

The aroma of roast turkey nmingled with fresh green vegetabl es, homegrown oni ons and spices
that had traveled ten lightyears to give up their pungency.

The walls of the comunal dining hall were alight with color: newsreels, technical briefs and
docunentary, personal nessages and listings of the material to be found in condensed form
whenever the colonists had the time or interest to decode their nessages fromEarth. Despite the
ri ot of shape and shade, al nbst no one was watching: dinner had stolen the show.

For the first time in years (or decades!) the majority of the food was not freeze-dried or
powdered or syruped. Mary Ann bit into a forkful of fresh green salad and savored the expl osion of
m ngl ed flavors. The |lettuce, tomatoes and nushroonms were all fresh and crisp. Tau Ceti Four bugs
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seened uninterested in Earth vegetabl es; no pesticide had been used.

The nmilk, the salad dressing, the cheese cubes and the bacon bits had been reconstituted. But
soon .

Besi de Mary Ann, Cadnmann poured gravy over sliced turkey and stuffing. Across fromthem Ernst
had done serious damage to an entire turkey drunstick, handling it one-handed. All around them
were the sights and sounds of a healthy conmunity, and she | eaned her head agai nst Cadmann's
shoul der and felt totally satisfied.

Qut of the corner of her eye she caught his expression, an absent, crooked snmile. The tastes
and scents and fellowship had driven his concerns into a corner for the tine being.

There was a ringing thunp in the front of the room and Zack stood, his cheeks stuffed with
mashed pot at oes.

"My fellowciti-" He got that far before the words were nmuffled on his food, and his wife
Rachel whacked him heartily on his back. He pinched her cheek firmy. "Take two! W have al nost
everybody here at the same place and the sane tine, and although the rain rules out a lot of the
wor k- "

Mary Ann | eaned over and pouted. "Can't go out checking the fences tonight, mster nman. You're
all mne."

Cadmann smiled absently. Oten he would do that, or not respond at all. She knew better than
tolet it bother her . . . intellectually.
"-it doesn't rule out all of it. So the group will be splitting up as soon as the neal is

over. This is a good tine for a general progress report."”

Rachel handed himup a clipboard, and Zack flipped through it, hawing to hinself. "Al right.
As nost of you know, the diftons' baby, April, cane out of intensive care, and is doing fine in
the nursery-"

"Wong again, Zack!" Gegory difton nudged his wife, Alicia, and she stood, Avalon's first
baby asleep in her arns. The col onists applauded roundly. April woke, |ooked puzzl ed.

Mary Ann wat ched not her and baby covetously. The child seened so peaceful, the nother so
happy. There was jeal ousy and happi ness mngl ed there, because Alicia was one of the nightmare
cases. Sleep trauma and sone | oss of nenory had nade her one of the colony's liabilities. Thank
God she was a healthy nmother. The genes were good, and the child would be snmarter than her nother

Wt hout conscious design, she found herself |eaning closer to Cadmann, brushing his skin.

Zack continued. "W're expecting three nore babies next nonth, so let's everyone pitch in and
gi ve those |ladies a hand. W haven't had a single miscarriage or accident, and we want to keep
that record clean

"Agriculture . . . Mary Ann? Do you have anything to say?"
She wi ped her nouth hurriedly and stood. "W've having no nore trouble with the, um alfalfa.
The soybeans and the rice are both doing fine. The bees are happy. We'll wait for a young queen

before we try themon any of the native plants. And let's have a hand for the hydroponics team
it's their tonatoes we're eating tonight, not mne!" There was nore appl ause, and Mary Ann started
to sit down, then said "oh!"™ and popped up again. "The fish are doing fine, both in the breeder
ponds and in the rivers-the catfish are doing a little better than the trout, but that's to be
expected. The big news is that turkeys have been spotted as far as a hundred kil oneters away!"

Zack grinned. "It looks to nme like we can forget that seeding expedition. Let's have a vote on
that-all in favor of dropping the idea?"

He did a quick scan of the forest of hands that sprouted. "That ain't no mpjority. | think
you're just giving Agriculture a picnic day, but | guess they deserve it. Now before we get on
with the newest broadcasts, is there any nore busi ness?"

There was. There were conplaints about |iving space, work duty for postnatal nothers and
conpl etion schedules for the fusion plant. Then Cadnmann stood, and there was an undercurrent of
groans in the room

He waited it out. Mary Ann saw the pain in his face, saw himdecide to laugh it off as best he
coul d.

"Listen-1 know that | keep getting outvoted about security, so l'd like to try sonething
different. | know that everyone is up to their ears in work, but a few volunteers, working in
shifts, could really beef up security."”

Terry Faul kner stood, and Mary Ann watched Sylvia's face closely. Sylvia was a nice | ady-
bright, hard-working, friendly-but Sylvia and Cadnmann shared sonething that nade her feel shut
out. Not sex; she was sure of that. But she knew that Cadnmann had secrets with Sylvia, secrets he
woul dn't share with anyone el se, not even his |over.

"Listen, Cadmann," Terry said. He nust be in a good nbod, Mary Ann thought wyly. Usually he
just said Weyland and left it at that. "W've been going around and around on this for nore than a
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month now. | think you should let it rest." There was vocal agreenent, and Cadmann gritted his
t eet h.

Mary Ann | eaned across to put a hand on Ernst's wist. Ernst was trying to decide whether to
stand up and wing Terry's neck; he | ooked up now, and Mary Ann shook her head. He thought it
over; nodded.

"I don't want blood, toil and tears," Cadmann said. "I just want a little nore security, and
one man can't handle it al one-"

"But wouldn't you really like to? Isn't that what you want? An opportunity to play hero?"

Mary Ann saw the anger sizzling in Cadnann's eyes; his fingers gripped the table. He | ooked
down, trying to control his voice. "Terry, that's not what I'mafter. There's something going on
around here, and | think-"

"I think the chickens are going to be fine-"

Carol yn McAndrews shouted, too loudly, "Ch, shut up, Terry!"

Zack raised his hand. "That's enough, both of you. | think that Cadnmann's concern is unfounded
but heartfelt. It deserves your respect, if not agreenent. If anyone wants to donate tine to an
informal mlitia, please see Cadmann after the neeting." He slapped his pal mdown on the table.
"And now, if there is no nore business, let's get the Iights dowmn and start the tapes."

Cadmann sat down, |ooking at his hands as the ness hall began to reorgani ze, the chairs turned
around to the wall. Mary Ann shook his shoul der gently. "Cadnmann?"

He nuttered sonething that she couldn't hear, but it sounded like "ldiots."

The lights dimed, and as they did there was a general novenent in the room sone |eaving, off
to bed or indoor jobs, and as they left, the rain was a drumm ng rhythmthat washed in through the
door.

Mary Ann noved her chair up behind him stroking the back of his neck, trying to be as cl ose
to himas he would I et her. He reached up and grasped her hand, holding it too tightly. H's
fingers were cold.

The wall went blank for a nonent. Then the M&MIlion roared, and a video copy of the two-
hundred-year-old 'Wzard of Oz' began to play, to the cheers of the col onists.

Cadmann squeezed her hand and stood.

"Where' re you goi ng?" Mary Ann whispered. "Can |-?"

He shook his head, and in the dark it seemed that he snil ed.

Ernst was on his feet. Cadmann pushed himdown into his chair (even he wasn't strong enough to
do that to Ernst against resistance) and whispered in his ear. Then he was gone into the mlling
press at the back of the dining hall. Mary Ann heard the door open and shut, but wasn't sure
whet her or not he'd left.

She cursed herself. You could have said or done sonething. He's just not a farmer, and he
feels Iike the third glove in a pair

And that thought was depressing. If she hadn't been able to make himfeel needed in the six
weeks they had been sl eeping together, she wasn't sure what she was going to do.

Dorothy and her friends were crossing the poppy field in a flood of yellow Earthly sunlight.
There was sudden, inappropriate [aughter fromthe back of the ness hall, and Marnie Ml nnes said,
"How di d she get out?"

"Flying nonkeys!" a joyful cry fromAlicia difton. Ernst's teeth gleamed in the flickerlight.
Both had returned to a world in which it was all right to be a child.

"Dam!" The veterinarian's curse cut through the | aughter. Soneone triggered a handl anp, and
there was a scream and a cry of "Turn on the damed |ights, sonebody. W' ve got a problem"

Mary Ann was out of her chair before the lights cane up. She worked her way to the back of the
hall. A circle of people had forned around one of the calves, and as the |light strengthened, she
coul d see that the poor thing was wobbling, barely able to stand.

Bl ood drained down its legs, and skin hung fromits ribs in a fold, exposing the bone. It
| ooked at her and staggered, alnost collapsing into her arns, snearing her with water and bl ood.

A screamsplit the driving sound of the rain: "The fence is down!" and lights all over the
canp blinked to Iife. Coats were grabbed, and rain hats.

Mary Ann ran out into the mud and the bl eeding sky, pulling on her coat as she went. They
nmoved across the conpound in a broken wave, running north to the grazing grounds. She spl ashed

t hrough puddl es, slipped in nud, blinded by the rain. There was a screamto the left: "I found
anot her one." She saw Jean Patterson struggling with a weak, terrified calf, westling it to the
ground.

Mary Ann wi ped the rain out of her face, tilled her head agai nst the wind and, panting, headed
for the swarm of hand-1|anps buzzing around the fence. The wire was broken. It was ripped away from
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the posts, alnost as if a jeep had been driven through it. The corrugated netal shelter was a
shanbl es, and the corral was enpty.

Desperately, in confusion, she began |ooking for tracks, spoor, anything. She recogni zed the
wild laugh that canme to her lips for the hysteria it was. In this rain, a herd of mastodons coul d
have tronped through, and there sinply wouldn't be any trace.

Cadmann was already at the shelter and stirring at the ground. A flash of lightning reveal ed a
mass of bl ood and tissue working between his fingers. He grinmaced in disgust. "No dog did this."

There were nmore yells, as nore of the calves were found staggering in the darkness, braying
into the wind. Zack puffed hard as he ran up. "Wat happened here, Wyl and?"

"Hell if |I know, and | don't think we're going to find out until norning, either.”

"Take the cal ves over to the horse corral. They'|ll keep." Zack bent, |ooked at the netal. The
sheeting |l ooked as if it had been ripped with a power tool. "Jesus Christ. What could do sonet hing
l'ike this?"

Cadmann shook his head, but when he | ooked up at Mary Ann, there was both concern and
vindication in his frown, a mxture that nmade her feel uneasy.

"What happened here?" Zack whi spered again.

"I can tell you what happened,” Terry said. Mary Ann whi pped her head around at the ugly tone
of his voice

"What happened is that soneone's been predicting trouble, and now we've got it. Happy,
Weyl and?"

Mary Ann wanted to spit in his face, ashaned that soneone had spoken al oud the words she was
whi spering to herself. Instead, she balled up her hands and shouted, "Just go to hell, Terry!"

"To hear your boyfriend tell it, we already have."

Then he turned, wal king away into the rain. Mary Ann knelt beside Cadmann, putting her arm
around hi s shoul ders.

He was shaki ng.

Chapter 5
AUTOPSY 1

What's the matter, you di ssentious rogues,
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion
make yoursel ves scabs?

SHAKESPEARE, Cori ol anus

The Skeeter autogyro hunmed up fromthe bank of the M skatonic, crested the gorge and pivoted
slowy, hovering. Its shielded tail rotors beat a curtain of dust fromthe ground.

Tau Ceti crawl ed towards the western nountains, a tiny glare-point nonmentarily eclipsed by the
tarpaul i ned shape swinging fromthe belly of the gyro. Zack Mdscowitz shielded his eyes agai nst
the glare with one hand, with the other held the veterinary clinic's door open. Sylvia Faul kner
and Jerry Bryce energed running. The doctor kept ahead of the dust cloud. He waved the Skeeter
al ong the approach corridor between the ani mal pens and the shops.

Jerry nust have cone straight fromhis bed. H s eyes were puffy; his unruly brown hair | ooked
like the branbles that circled the plain. Sylvia wondered if he would be able to handle tonight's
wor K.

"Where 'd they find G nger?" Zack coughed dust, hawked and spat.

Sylvia flinched. That kind of rudeness was totally out of character for Zack. "Half a
kil ometer upriver. Barney spotted it on his third flyby."

The Skeeter's engine whined, |aboring as it hovered. Surely an illusion: the two-nan craft
could handle a ton of cargo. The calf's renmains shuddered on the nylon palate as it spool ed down,
until palate and corpse flattened agai nst an al uni num gur ney.

Sylvia and Jerry wheeled the gurney into the clinic. The bul ge beneath the tarp was not the
shape of a calf. This wasn't going to be fun

Stanpi ng feet thundered in the horse pens as the colts and fillies backed as far away as they
could. They tossed their manes, snorting, nostrils flaring. Zack synpathized totally. "No, it
doesn't snell pretty, does it?" He stood back as the cart was wheeled up the ranp into the clinic.
Syl via guided, Jerry pushed. "I still can't believe this is happening." He eased the door shut
behi nd t hem

Jerry took the cart the rest of the way in. Sylvia watched as the Skeeter dipped toward the
western wall of branbles. "W haven't found anything on the infrared?"
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"Not hi ng but turkeys and pterodons," Zack said quietly. "I've been checking every half hour
Not hi ng on vi sual, nothing on audio, nothing on infrared or radar. For a hundred square
kiloneters.” He wagged his head in disgust. "I don't know what to think. If there's sonething out
there, it means trouble. But if there isn't anything out there . . . did you say who found this?"

"Carr."

"Yes, right. May |?" She handed Zack the clipboard and he jotted a note to hinself. Hs
handwiting, neurotically neat at the best of tines, |ooked nachine-printed.

Sylvia took his armaffectionately. "Zack--don't try to be everywhere at once. W'll take care
of this." He started to protest, and she turned his chin, exam ning his bl oodshot eyes. "You get
any sl eep?"

"Usually I count sheep. You wouldn't believe what was vaulting the fence | ast night--"

Jerry peel ed back the outer tarp

"Sheez!" Sylvia noved back fromthe sudden stench of unrefrigerated flesh. It snelled wet and
suncooked and corrupt: the kind of odor that conjures an image of hungry flies and heavy spices;
the snmell that perneates a back-street butcher shop on a warm summrer afternoon

Zack was trying to back out of the room but the sight and noist sound as the tarp was peel ed
away held himtransfixed. As the last layer of cloth |eft the corpse, he grunted in disgust and
turned his head.

One of the calf's | egs was gone. Another was broken, chewed al nost conpletely through, hanging
at an angle. A hideously raw wound gaped in the center of the body. Skin and nuscle had been
ri pped away, ribs snipped cleanly or shattered, jagged edges jutting through the flesh. The bones
were grooved and splintered as if sonething had tried to push G nger sideways through a wheat
t hresher.

Mar ni e hooked a gauze nask around her ears. "All right, Jerry, start the canmera."” Her voice
had a lisp that turned "Jerry" to 'Sherry', although she pronounced each word with extrenme care.

Jerry |l ooked up at the ceiling. "Cassandra. Program Autopsy assistant. Run."

A glowing crystal at the end of a gooseneck extension snaked down fromthe ceiling. The video
camera paused patiently as Jerry adjusted a collar at the top of its neck. Its red eye w nked on.
"Ckay. Programis running. Recorders on. Go, Marnie."

Mar ni e wheel ed over the tray of instrunents and pulled on rubber gloves. The stonmach wound
swal | owed her arns to the el bow

"I note puncture marks around the throat without further danage inflicted there. Buttocks and
abdom nal nuscle renoved. | suggest that death was caused by severing of the jugular and carotids,
but that the attacker dragged his prey to safety, and there consuned the, ah, nissing tissue and
internal organs." Her delivery was precise enough to conmpensate for nuch of the mushi ness of her
lisp. Years fromnow this would be seen all over the Earth.

"The bones are neatly sheared--al nost too neatly, | would think. Jerry, take a look at this."

Her husband cane to her side and pulled on a pair of plastic gloves. "Sylvia," he said
qui ckly. "Get on the console and follow us with the canera."” The glowing crystal wound its way to
Mar ni e' s shoul der and perched there, peering. "Wat have you got?"

"Just a monent." Sylvia fiddled with the controls: suddenly the abdom nal wound was fl oating
in front of her, in living color. Her own stonmach rolled, and she | eached sonme of the color from
the video stage. Little of this would be seen by Earth's billions. Too nuch bl ood. Maybe there was
an under ground nar ket ?

Jerry's hand wal ked into the inmage, pointing at a rib that hadn't been ripped away. H s

scarecrow body noved snmoothly now, in faniliar habit patterns. "W have bite marks here--" His
fingers traced several notches. "I want a projection based on bite radius, jaw pressure and
overall strength. Whatever killed G nger had power. It had to nove her fast."

"I"mnot doing anything useful," Zack said. "I'mgoing over to Control to check the infrared
returns."” No one answered. "I just hope to hell sonmething has cone up."

As soon as he was out of the room Marnie | ooked up. "Nothing yet? Not a flicker?"

Syl via shook her head. "Nothing. Not one of the Skeeters has picked up anything | arger than a
turkey. "

"And Cadmann's still out there | ooking?"

"First out, last back. You know Madnman Wyl and." The torn flesh disappeared fromthe video
stage, replaced by a two-di mensi onal columm of nunbers. Sylvia turned to the conputer nonitor.
"Cassandra. Imaging." As she tal ked her words and nunbers were transformed into |lines of color
She mani pul ated themwi th an optical pencil until they becanme teeth and a crude mandi bl e.

Mar ni e exchanged terse words with her husband. They | ooked at the wounds and the | um nous
outline hovering in the air in front of the pregnant biologist, and tried to shut down their
i magi nati ons. They were not entirely successful
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G nger had yielded up the last of her secrets, and |lay quiet now, refolded within her shroud
of wat er proof ed canvas.

The operating roomreeked of disinfectant and strong coffee. They sipped coffee while they
exam ned the video i mage. A disenbodi ed brace of teeth without nuscle or flesh floated in the air,
grinni ng, nocking their confusion

"I come up with sonmething like a hyena's jaw, nore teeth, broader bones.
traced the jaw i ne.

"Not strong enough," Jerry sighed. "Renenber the way the ribs were sheared. Ceanly. | can't
thi nk of anything strong enough--"

"--to cut those bones?" Marni e shook her head. "W're not tal king strength here. There are
pl enty of animals who have the strength. It's the pressure | can't believe." The camera hummed.
"So much force concentrated in such a small area. You're tal king about a carnivore built like a
st egosaur us- -1 evi at han body, peanut head." She drained her cup, clattering it down on the counter
"And | don't believe that, either."

"Don't believe what?" Sylvia was staring at those jaws. The teeth would be |ike shears, and
unbel i evabl y powerful. She shuddered.

"I don't believe a carnivore the size of a rhino with the speed of a |leopard." Marnie threw
her hands into the air. "I'msorry! There's just nothing that size on the island."

"Maybe it swam over," Sylvia said in a snall voice.

"But there's nothing here now. "

"Maybe it swam back."

Jerry stared at the inmage for a | ong nonent, then shook his head uneasily. "W'd better hope
to hell that that's just exactly what it did."

Sylvia's finger

The pterodon beat its |eathery brown wings in slow notion, craning its claw hamrer head to
skaw di spl easure at the humm ng, hovering intruder in its domain. Frightened at first, it had | ost
sonme of its natural caution, spiraling closer and closer to the thing, trying to decide if it
posed a threat. Suddenly the bul bous head of the intruder erupted in light, turning dusk into
ni dday burning brighter than Tau Ceti at its height. Blinded, the pterodon cawed and reversed its
arc, heading for the safety of its nest, high in the crags of Micking G eat Muntain.

Cadmann chuckl ed and wi ggl ed the searchlight toggle, playing the Skeeter's beans around the
pond at the base of the nmountain. It scanned clear, except for a few sanm on near the surface.
Not hi ng | arge had been near it recently: the infrared would pick up a man-si zed heat trace half an
hour ol d.

Fed by trickles of snow nelt and a tributary fromthe southern highlands, the pond was the
| argest body of still water for fifty square kiloneters. If there was a |l arge carnivore in the
vicinity, surely it knew of this watering hole. Perhaps it even fished for sanl on here

The pond stared up at him a blind eye around the edges, dead black in the center. The water
shivered as he brought the Skeeter down for a closer |ook. "How deep are you, fella--?"

Bef ore the thought could congeal, his earphones buzzed. Cadmann cleared his throat into the
ni crophone. "Wyl and here. Found anyt hi ng?"

It was Zack on the other end. "Not a thing, Cad. You?"

"Not yet, but--"
"W need to have Town neeting tonight. Head on in."
"I'"ve still got a quadrant to sweep."

Cadmann coul d al rost hear Zack counting under his breath. "Cadnann--you've al ready swept your
entire area twice. Everyone else is in. W've been at this all day. W need to talk, and nobody
wants to wait any | onger."

"But--"

"I"'mtoo tired to play nartinet, Cad. Do ne a favor and just cone back in."

The pond stared at him Sonething about it made his stomach itch with tension. He wheel ed the
Skeeter around for a long look at the plateau. The branbles were struggling for a foothold on the
square kil oneter of naked rock, and Cadmann saw that yes, a trap could

Suddenly he was smiling as he clinbed, spun the Skeeter around and dived toward the |ights of
t he Col ony.

There were no col orful newsreels or densely worded technical briefs displayed on the walls of
the conmunal meal hall. There were no sharp, tangy vegetable snells, and no warm buzz of
camar aderi e.

A low nmutter of disgust tinged with fear wound its way through the group as they faced the
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floating i nage of the dead calf, its wounds nmarked with flashing green | abels.

Mary Ann gripped Cadmann's hand; her nails bit into his pal mevery tine the camera zooned in
on a wound, until he carefully disengaged her hand and put it firmly in her lap

At the head table, Zack paused in his commrents to take a drink. It seened to brace him
Cadmann wondered what exactly was in that pitcher

"This is our best reconstruction," he concluded, rather apologetically. "Sylvia extrapol ated
this fromthe spread and depth of the bite marks. We have an ei ghteen-centineter jaw base, and a
roughly wedge-shaped head. It | ooks like sonething sired upon a rattlesnake by a bear." Nobody

|l aughed. "Um. . . nassively strong jawbones and correspondi ng nuscl es.
"We can't be sure how nuch such an ani mal would weigh. Certainly enough to destroy any
credibility the tracks by the chicken cages might have had." He peered out into the audience. "I'm

afraid that that incident was a particularly unfunny prank."

Gregory Cdifton handed a drowsy April to his wife, Alicia, and stood. "Zack, let's cut the
crap. | worked on the conputer map. Half the Colony saw the information as it was coming in. There
isn't an adult here who can't interpret the technical data for hinself. How about opening up the
fl oor?"

The appl ause shook the room

Zack shrugged, spreading his hands. "All right, Gegory--what's your idea?"

"We know about the pterodons. None of them get too |arge. But naybe there's another species of
flying carnivore. Sonething the size of--oh, crap, let's say a California condor "

There was a quick spate of derisive |laughter. Jon Van Don yelled, "Wat the hell, why not a
roc, Geg?"

Barney Carr-brayed with laughter. "Watch out for flying el ephants!”

"Wng span-to-weight ratio, Greg," Stu called. "It would have to be huge to |lift a calf. Mich
| arger than a ground carnivore capabl e of bringing dowmn the sanme size prey. And how would it evade
t he Skeeters?"

Greg held up his hand. "Hear ne out. It wouldn't need to fly away with the calf. It could fly
in, and then drag a heavy victimto a safe place. And maybe it nests up in Micking G eat Muntain--

There was a shout fromthe back of the auditorium and Andy Washi ngton, the big black man from
the engineering crew, stood. He was fighting a losing battle with an evil grin. "I say our m stake
is thinking it had to be big. Maybe it's not an it. Maybe it's a them |ike a herd of Marabunta
army mce--"

"Sonething |ike a glassfish,” Jean Patterson added. "A super-chanel eon--"

"It has to be col dbl ooded, to evade the infrared--"

"The hell it does! There're hot springs everywhere you | ook!" The opinions were flying too
thick to stop now, and Zack sat back, pleased and relieved by the healthly creative energy being
rel eased.

La Donna Stewart stood, tiny fists poised lightly on her hips. "Has anybody considered a
borer?"

"I think we're listening to one--OM" There was the sound of an affectionately brisk slap as
she whacked her fiance, Elliot, and the room quieted for a nonent.

"I nmean like a nole, or like ants or termites. This entire area could be riddled with tunnels
and we'd never know it. It could operate |like a trapdoor spider. Engineering should put together a
seismc detector, Zack . "

Andy whi pped out a pad of paper and started naki ng notes to hinself.

Zack Moscowitz took the opportunity to grasp control again. "A good suggestion. La Donna. Al
good suggestions . " He glared at the engineer. "Except naybe the Marabunta mce, Andy."

He touched a switch, and the grotesque skull disappeared fromthe wall. He chuckled darkly. "I
know that sone of you don't even believe in this thing. There is . . . one possibility that Rache
suggested to nme. As canp psychol ogi st she felt it was tinme we discussed it openly."

He took another sip fromthe thernos, then plunged ahead, dead serious now. "W all know about
H bernation Instability. It's no joke to any of us. Personally, |I've noticed that | don't parse as
well as | once did. That | need a calculator for operations that | used to do in ny head. And
wonder: is that just age? O could it be those little ice crystals that weren't supposed to fornf

"We've had major nmenory | osses, inpairnment of notor skills, nmbod swings and clinica
personal ity disorders--all of which we've been able to handl e by juggling work duty and schedul es.
A few cases have required chenical stabilization."

The nuttering in the roomhad qui eted. They were ahead of him and heads nodded in
antici patory agreenent.

"Maybe things have been too placid here. The crops are thriving, we've had no deaths--hell, no
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real injuries--"

Cadmann | ooked around himin the dark. Alittle white lie there, Zack. Ernst wal ked right of
the cliff and broke his ankle his first week down.

"Just maybe there are those anobng us who feel that it's been too easy, and perhaps for our own
good want to--" His fingers fluttered as he fought for the right words--"want to keep our guard
up, our spines stiff, by creating a bogeynman. A harnl ess joke, perhaps, except that the | oss of
the dog, the chickens and now the cal ves suggests a rather disturbing trend.

"I won't suggest that this is what has happened. But | would be remiss to exclude the
possibility fromthis discussion. So . . . if anyone has anything to tal k about, please..."

He | ooked out over the audi ence, which was dead silent. Zack gripped the edge of the table,
his knuckl es pale. He noistened his |ips nervously. Alicia s baby started to cry, and she blithely
offered it a nipple.

Zack cleared his throat unconfortably. "No one has anything to say? Carl os?"

Their carpenter/historian shook his head. He peered at his fingernails, inspecting themin the
dark. "Not nme, amigo. | uh . . . | heard that the tracks by the chi cken cage m ght have been a
prank. W all heard Cadmann say that, and | guess that's possible."

There was silence for another |ong nonent, then Cadnann stood. Hi s big hands were splayed out
on the table in front of him and his face was grim-not a shred of regret or adnission or apol ogy
there. "I know what | think. | think that we're wasting our tinme here, talking about Hi bernation
Instability. That's bullshit. |I have a good idea of what we're up against here: sonething that is
fast and strong and smarter than a wolf. Snart enough to use the rivers and streans to foil other
predators, maybe. At any rate, that's how it dunps the heat, and why we don't pick it up on the
scans. "

There was a murnur of approval, and Cadmann conti nued. "This thing is checking out our
territory one bite at atinme. |'mnot trying to alarmanyone, but it's pretty obvious that our
present defensive plans are insufficient."

Terry stood up, brows furrowed petulantly. "W're using standard procedures, Wyland. In fact,
our patrols are heavier than the situation really warrants. W' re taking people away from ot her
projects."”

"I agree, Terry. So let's not take themaway for an indefinite period. | say an aggressive
defense could handle this situation in a week."

"Aggressive defense?" Terry asked, arched eyebrow and tightly pressed |lips punctuating the
words with sarcasm

"We don't wait around for this thing to find a hole in our defenses. W set traps. W hunt it
down. This is our world. We're masters of this island, damm it, and | for one don't have nuch
stomach for just hiding behind a fence."

"And we can guess who'd like to play G eat Wiite Hunter." Terry turned to | ook at Zack, but he
was still talking to Cadmann. His voice was cal mand neasured, as if speaking to a child. "There's
no call to junp the gun. We need to evaluate the situation carefully. See how it responds to
standard procedures. Then, if necessary, we can rmake a coordi nated sweep of the island. There's no
need to turn this into a safari. Especially since, as Rachel has suggested--there nay not be an
exterior threat to this colony."

He turned back to Cadrmann. "Before you get your back up, no. |I'mnot accusing you or your
friends." He flickered an eye at Ernst. "But it wouldn't shock me if you wish I had. There are
sonme people who need a fight to feel alive. Wio feel old and usel ess w thout one."

He sat down, |eaving Cadnann the only nman standing in the room There was a disgusted ripple
of whispers, and Carlos's barely audi bl e voi ce stage-whi spering, "Wat a crock."

Cadmann cl osed his eyes and told his bunched stomach nuscles to relax. "Listen to us. The only

thing we can agree on is that something is happening here. | say that until proven otherw se, we
make t he sinplest assunption--that there is an unknown life form and that we have invaded its
territory. Nowif you put nme in charge of a small group of hunters, | can--"

Zack shook his head. "This has all happened too quickly, Cadmann. Until we evaluate the
information further, we sinply can't judge the relative nmerits of our defensive options."

"Spoken |li ke an accountant," Carolyn McAndrews said stridently.

Cadmann glared at her. "This is between nme and Zack, |ady. Button it."

Zack blew air. "This is uncalled for. Both of you, cool down. For the tinme being, | think we
should sit tight, on our home ground. After all--" Zack sniled--"this canp is our territory. Let's
meke it come to us, all right?"

"Dam it!" Cadmann was yelling now, and frustrated with hinself for doing it. "I demand the
establishnent of a mlitia, and I'mgoing to organize it. |'mbetter suited than anyone el se here
for that position--"
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"Cadmann, | think we should wait--"

"Wait? Al right. You hurry up and wait. None of you understand--" Cadmann bit his lip,
sealing off the torrent of words. He turned and stal ked out of the hall

Behind him Ernst stood. Silent, inpassive as a golemcarved fromice. He studied their faces
as if menorizing, judging, weighing options somewhere in the crannies of his danmaged nind. Then he
said, "You shouldn't treat Cadmann like that. He knows. He's smart. You should listen to Cadmann.”
He fol |l owed Cadrmann out.

When the doors had swung shut behind them Terry said softly, "I think nmaybe someone shoul d
keep an eye on him On both of them?"

Mary Ann stood, shaking the hair out of her face. Her face was filled with anger, but her
voice was little-girl vulnerable. "He just wants to help. " Her voice broke on the last word and
she averted her eyes, then ran fromthe room

Cadmann wasn't answering his door

She was no stranger here. She had actually left sonme toiletries on his dresser, and a few
itens of clothing in his closet. Still she waited for perm ssion before intruding.

"Cadmann?" She hugged her arnms to her sides. "It's cold out here. Can't | cone in?"

H's words were | eaden with disgust. "Mary Ann, what do you want ?"

That was probably as much of an invitation as she was going to get. She opened the door

The only light was a pal e hal o surroundi ng a hol ographic Earth gl obe, a hal f-nmeter sphere of
sparkling blue ocean and drifting clouds that revol ved above Cadmann's bed. He was lying on his
side, fingers playing with the video control box, bringing silvery dawn or cloaking darkness to
the continents. Cadmann stared at the globe moodily. A flicker of his thunmb and the western coast
of Europe was alight. Another and the globe misted, cleared on a satellite panorama of the United
Ki ngdom The island swelled to fill the video field. A hooked nugget of |and near the foot of the
island flashed green, and again the globe msted, and the nountains of Wales floated in the air
As if he had done it a thousand tines, Cadnann guided the canera in on a southeastern corner, to a
val l ey ranmpant with gol den-green trees and rolling hills, a vast quilt of farm and stretchi ng away
into the distance.

He | aughed flatly, self-consciously. "A sovereign renedy for homesickness, they say."

She sat next to himand reached for his hand. He lay back, kicking his feet up onto the
bl ankets, not bothering to take off his shoes. H's shirt was open hal fway down the great corded
barrel of his chest; wisps of silver hair reflected the spreading |ight. Her urge was to bury
hersel f against him

There was a novement in the corner of the room and she saw Ernst's enornous bul k perched on
an incongruously tiny stool. He watched her expressionlessly, and seenmed to her |ike an engine
idling in neutral, waiting for Cadmann to throw himinto gear. A less flattering metaphor, one
having to do with tame dogs, cane to m nd. She repressed it and snmiled at him still unnerved by
his | ack of response.

"My grandfather cane from We Valley," Cadmann said quietly. "It doesn't look like this
anynore." There was resignation in his voice, and he hit a button on his control. Once again the
Earth gl obe spun slowy above his bed, segueing fromday to night to day in steady rhythm

"Well," Cadmann said finally. "Nobody can say | didn't try it their way."

Mary Ann reached out to touch himagain, gratified when he took her hand. H's fingers were
cool and stiff, and she had the distinct inpression that the contact was nore for her benefit than
his.

"What do you nean by that?"

The barest trace of a snmile flickered on Cadmann's |ips and then died. "Just . . . what |
said. That's all. Really."

"Cadmann- - we' ve scanned the island fromone side to the other."

A line of shadow fell on Cadmann's face as the hol o gl obe revolved, and night fell on the
Aneri cas.

"Cadmann?" There was no answer.

She rose fromthe bed unsteadily and crossed to Ernst. He | ooked at her incuriously. The angle
of his head only changed as she knelt beside him and took one of his huge callused hands in hers.

"Ernst," she whispered to him "Please--leave us alone for a while?"

"Ch . . ." He grinned childishly. "You want rmake rub with Cadnann? That fun." Hi s ice-blue
eyes clouded for a nonent as if searching |lost nenories. "You nake rub with Ernst once.
renenber! On ship. Maybe sonetine--"

He blinked, as if something sad had suddenly occurred to him sone flash of understanding that
was intensely, profoundly depressing, and the great craggy expanse of his face went slack. "No.
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forget sonetime. CGood-night, Cadnmann." He resurrected a snmile for Mary Ann. "Goodni ght, Muy-ree."
Mary Ann followed himto the door, and latched it behind him She turned quietly, watching
Cadmann's notionl ess figure on the waterbed. She sat on the bed and took off his shoes.
Dawn broke over a miniature Asia: the Hinmalayas glittered, flaned white. The China Sea was a
riot of warm bl ue di anonds.

She was riding his hips. She saw t he sudden delighted surprise in his face, and he said,
"Earth nother."

She didn't know what he neant, or care. Only afterward did she guess how she nmust have | ooked,
her face and shoul ders glowing within the gl obe of the Earth.

Like all of the tinmes and all of the ways that she had nade | ove to Cadnmann, this tinme was
utterly precious to her. If there was a barrier between them it wasn't the disdain that she felt
fromMarty, who | aughed to his friends as he knocked on her door. O Joe Sikes. Good old avail abl e
Joe, who knew her weaknesses so well. Wo rapped on her wi ndow when his pregnant wife was asl eep

It was different because she knew there would cone a nonment when he would snile as she kissed
him and then they would | augh together. The barrier would crunble for a while, a fragile
crystalline moment, and Cadmann woul d really be with her, caring for her and letting her fill his
needs. And when that time came she turned her face away, unwilling for himto see the danpness on
her cheeks.

Later, long enough later for any tears to have dried and any trenors to have ceased, he held
her softly, as if afraid that she mght shatter. Gazing at her, he ran his thick blunt fingers
over and around the curves and shadows, touching, soothing. Finally he sighed, laid his head
gently between her breasts and fell into a deep, soundl ess sl eep

Chapter 6
AT THE W RE

What the hamer? \What the chai ns?
In what furnace was thy brain?
Where the anvil ? What dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

W LLI AM BLAKE, "The Tyger"

It didn't matter a damm that the stars above Carlos's head, twinkling in Avalon's eterna
nmst, were not those of Earth. It didn't matter that the wind carried the ticklish scent of alien
bl ossons, or that the plants beneath his feet were mngled Terran and Aval oni an grasses. Beneath
the smling face of a con man, the quick and ninble fingers of a carpenter and the nind of a
superb historian, there lurked the soul of a farner. Like it or not, Carlos felt absurdly at
peace.

He ran his gloved fingers above the electrified wire-w thout touching. The wire was connected
to power |eads and pressure sensors. Any attenpt to clinmb over, push under or break through it
woul d trigger a shock: the nore pressure exerted, the greater the voltage would grow, terninating
in enough electricity to barbecue anything on the short side of a rhino. Huckleberry, the year old
gray-brown German shepherd on the end of Carlos's |leash, had learned to be quietly respectful of
the wire. He could stand within two feet of it without flinching but would venture no cl oser

The wire extended around three sides of the canp, starting north of the living quarters,
runni ng west near the main road, curving south past the animal hospital, the nmachi ne shop and the
air pad. There it met the cliff again, stopping shy of the fields.

There were nore calf pens across the nain road, these fenced separately, each enclosed in
anot her "graduated" electric fence.

Huckl eberry sniffed the cages as they turned west towards the cliff edge, the fifty-neter drop
behind the canp that led to the sluggi sh waters of the M skatonic.

"Hey!" He threw an armover his face as a wandering searchlight tenporarily blinded him "Cua
es su probl ema, eh?"

Wth an apol ogetic hobble, the searchlight glided on its way. Lanps and vi deo caneras had been
mount ed on the communal dining hall, the roof of the machine shop and a corner of the aninmal pens.
There was barely a centineter of the canp that their glaring ovals did not flare into nonentary
day. Saucers of |ight skimed along the road, circling, dipping, interweaving.

Carl os watched those circles and pulled his jacket tighter. Suddenly he felt a chill, and the
heat -refl ective wi ndbreaker didn't help at all. This cold blossoned within him
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Si | houettes di mmed the wi ndow of the yell ow Quonset hut next to the air pad. He watched
enviously. In the communi cations shack there woul d be cof fee and conpani onshi p and hot crullers,
things he couldn't expect for another forty m nutes.

Huck whi ned as footsteps approached, and Carlos's attack of hunger died instantly. He squared
his shoulders and put a little nore pep in his step. At least | can look like a sentry!

"Terry." He sniled. The dark softened a nalicious grin. Terry |ooked fatigued and di sgust ed.
H s face, never plunp, was drawn even thinner, and he | ooked as if he thought Cadmann was boffing
Syl via while he wal ked patrol

Terry fished a pack of cigarettes out of his vest and offered one to Carlos. "Just the thing,
am go." They stood for a tinme, savoring Earth-grown tobacco.

"Mght as well enjoy 'em" Terry exhaled a long white stream of snoke in the darkness. The
m st and the night formed a wall that obliterated everything nore than a kiloneter fromthe canp.
Their entire universe consisted of a few buildings and pens and fields and the pale, silent glow
of the nobons above them "It'Il be a long time before anyone gets around to planting tobacco."

"You nmay have discovered the real reason | cane," Carlos said contentedly, snoke trickling
fromhis nose. "The only way | could ever quit these damed things is to get ten trillion mles
away fromthe nearest conveni ence store."

"Yeah." Terry's smile was tentative

"You know, ami go, you | ook about ten years younger when you |let yourself go."

Terry was grinning now, but covered it with his hand as he took another drag on his cigarette.
"Think we're wasting our tinme out here?"

A shrug. "Maybe. A couple of nights should tell the tale. Your wife is going to have her
babi es here. Wuldn't you rather be sure? | mean really sure?"

Terry inhaled deeply. "On a night like this it's nice to have an excuse to be outside." The
grin was open now, and infectious. "You're right. Thanks, Carlos." He adjusted the rifle on his
shoul der. "CGot to keep noving. Another butt?"

The searchlight cruised back through the fields. As it passed the pens, the colts and fillies
froze their nervous notions, noist eyes glistening like frozen flanes. Huckl eberry grow ed, then
subsi ded.

"We'll have the infrared up tonmorrow night," Carlos said quietly. "Cot a jiggle along the
sout hern fence. Not enough to trigger the electricity, though. May not have been anything at all
but . . ."

"Coul d have been a turkey," Terry said hopefully.

"Si . . . except Bobbi told nme that she's seen dammed few turkeys in the | ast week. Mybe they
ran into sonet hi ng poi sonous." He considered that for a monment. "Or naybe it's Thanksgi ving on
Aval on-"

The yow of a bobcat caught in the gears of a clock could have been no nore sudden or
piercing. The fence alarm hamered at the night, at their ears, stripping the haze fromtheir
specul ations in an instant. Another sound was mixed into it: an ani nmal sound, something wet and
angry.

Carlos's armwenched at the shoul der socket as Huckl eberry spun on the end of the |eash
running north for the Arnory.

"Jesus Christ!" Terry screaned, lowering his rifle to port arms, and running behind them The
searchlights swept along the fence, which was vibrating wildly. A ragged chorus of howls split the
air as the other dogs converged on the wire.

Carl os was gaspi ng, the sudden exertion burning his lungs, a silent litany of Dios mo, let it
be a turkey. Por favor, let it be a turkey-He stunbled, lost his grip on Huckl eberry. Before he
could catch the I eash, the ani mal was boundi ng toward the fence.

Carl os charged after him

There was nothing to be seen, nothing heard except the dreadful screeching. Huckl eberry was
charging full tilt, snarling his challenge as if he could see sonething, snell sonething that
Carlos could not. Charging directly at the fence-and with dreadful certainty Carlos knew t he dog
woul d not stop in tine. "Cut the powerrr!" he screaned, but there was no tine, and in the
darkness, in the frenzy. Huckleberry | eaped directly into the triple strands of the fence. His fur
shot up away fromhis body |ike needles in a spray of cactus. H s startled, agonized yelp was cut
short by the hideous sound and snell of meat singeing in the fire. Sparks sizzled whitely fromthe
rel ays as the section shorted. Huckleberry's body twitched and | eaped like a frog on a griddle.

Carl os turned away, choking as his dinner jolted sourly fromhis stomach. He swal | owed hard,
forcing it back down, gagging. No hurry now After a few nonents his vision cleared

Huckl eberry's body, wreathed in strands of wire, sagged notionlessly now. Jon van Don cut the
power. Elliot Fal kland pried the blackened, snoking corpse |oose with a shovel. The surviving dogs
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were howing, sniffing, frightened. The stench of death was gut-wenchingly strong, and a couple
of the other colonists had turned away, covering their faces. Lights were coming up all over the
canp, and everything was confusion and the patter of feet.

Zack was there, skidding on his heels, and then covering his nose. "Wat happened here?
Carl os?"

"Alarm Huckl eberry went nuts. | think that he snelled sonething. He tore his way-hell, | |et
himgo. He ran right into the fence. God, |I'msorry, Zack."

"No time for that. Did you see anythi ng?"

There was anot her sound now, the sound of a notor coughing to life, then purring snoothly.
Rot ors engagi ng. A dust cloud swirled up behind the animal hospital as a Skeeter rose fromthe air
pad, orange | anding |anps bl azing.

One of the searchlights spun to follow Light sheathed the craft in silver

The Skeeter wobbl ed, off bal ance. There was a weight beneath its belly: a calf dangling in a
sling at the end of a four-nmeter line. The animal w ggled feebly. Its |l egs and head hung with
woeful vulnerability as the Skeeter corrected itself and buzzed off to the north.

"shit fire, " Zack npaned.

"-and save the anmunition
"I wonder who that is?"

Terry was right behind them hands gripping the rifle. "I'lIl give you two guesses. Wyl and and
his tame ape, that's who."

"What is going on here!?" Zack yelled, running for the communications shack. "WI| someone
tell me what is happening?”

"I"'msure soneone can," Terry said in disgust. Carlos had the distinct inpression that Terry
want ed not hing so nuch as to sight his rifle on the flying machine that was even now vani shi ng
into the wall of mist. "I'mdamed sure that somebody knows exactly what is going on."

Carlos nuttered, shielding his eyes as they tracked the Skeeter

The creature was curious and hungry, but nostly curious. There was often enough to eat, but
never enough to |learn, since the invaders came. Their nobile nests with the hard shells, the odd
animal s that shared their domain .

Its short lifetime had offered too little to stinmulate its senses. Strangeness exerted a
fascination. In the nurky racial past there had been chall enges, |ethal unless understood. The
threats were |l ong gone, but the curiosity renained.

The invaders seened to have captured tiny pieces of the sun and noons, and coul d nake them
shi ne where they wi shed.

It could not grasp how this could be so, could not even formthe proper questions, and so the
wondering died before it was truly born. Only a trace renained, in healthy caution and a driving
urge to learn nore.

Caution was virtually no inhibition at all. It could see their weakness: they were slow, they
nmoved in herds |ike other beasts. They were nerely interesting neat.

Still, there was sonething

It crawl ed around the edge of the encanmpnment, rounding the hill to the southwest, a hill that

glittered with shiny squares. It bit one of them experinentally. The square was hard and tastel ess
and noi st with dew.

The creature headed west around the fields, past the bl owi ng wheat and corn, past a snaller
field planted with soybeans, around to the edge of the calf pen

It had been here once before, during the rain, and had been well rewarded for its efforts.

It was about to taste the fence when one of the circles of light glided its way. It scanpered
to the side, alnpbst directly into a second glaring oval, and scanpered backward for a few steps,
staying in the darkness, playing hide-and-seek with it, while speed began to fizz in its veins.
There was always a corridor of darkness to squeeze through, and the gane was irresistible. It
wi ggl ed across the road toward the nmamin canp, staying in darkness, always in darkness, until it
was across the fence fromthe horse pen

It watched them paying little attention to the lights now, the patterns of nmovement absorbed
so that it automatically noved enough to stay out of them That ganme was too sinple now There was
anot her, better gane at hand.

The horses paced nervously now, staring out into the darkness as their noses scented what
their eyes could not see.

It prow ed around to the side, watching the horses. They noved quickly. Their skin was gl ossy
and rich. The way their hair tossed with their fear was al nost unendurably appetizing. It whined,
its hunger assuming the proportions of lust, and sniffed at the fence. There was somnet hi ng wrong
here, it could tell. Its nostrils burned a little to sniff it. Something wong, but the danger
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meant |ess with every passing nonent. It wanted one of the horses, wanted to bring one down, to
outrun it, to leap upon it and break its neck, to rip open the flank and taste it, to gaze into
its eyes in the noment of death .

Its teeth net the wire. Every nuscle in its body |ocked in unyielding contraction as
electricity ripped through the line. It bit down so hard that the wire snapped. It jerked free,
screanming its fear into the night.

The captured sun surged after it. It ran, terrified of the vine that bit back, of the light,
of things that it did not, could not understand. And a thing inside its body flared to life.

From a sac behind the peculiarly flattened lungs, a conplex chem cal punped into its system
Its bl ood vessels swelled. Speed surged through its body. Its novenents, already quick
accelerated as if a supercharger had been triggered. Its stubby |legs churned at blur-speed as its
heartbeat tripled.

The searchlights that swiveled frantically after it never had a chance

It was overheating, burning as it ran, and as it plunged into the waters of the Mskatonic its
skin nearly sizzled. It lay there, marinating in nud, extending its snorkel to the surface. Its
heart beat sl owed, steadied, calnmed. The chemical fire in its body faded slowy to ashes.

The fear and pain gradually faded, |eaving a core of rage. Anger at the invaders who hadn't
the good grace to be either prey or direct conpetitor. The invaders were rivals, and they were

cheats! They were sonething that it did not understand at all, sonething that could hurt it in a
way that it had never experienced pain, inspire a fear that was quite newto it.
One of their flying things cane humri ng overhead, |ights stabbing out and dissol ving the

swirling gray mst. The creature watched through the nuddy water, blinking hatefully, fearfully.

It worked its way back upriver, its thick, reptilian body rippled slowy behind. Blood was in
its nmouth, and nmurder on its mind. Murder, not killing. Killing was for food or fun. This was an
urge to hurt for the sake of hurting. Not to reduce their nunbers, but to nake themafraid, as it
had been afraid. To repay the invaders for their gift of pain.

How, though? How to get in? It had | ooked everywhere, and everywhere that it | ooked were the
hard, tasteless fire-vines which bit back. Everywhere except

Above the river, up along the lip of the cliff, above the straight seventy-degree rise that
the col onists had considered a natural barrier, there was no fence. Its eyes narrowed as it
consi dered.

This was it, then. It would crawl up the cliff and give themfear, and death. It would teach
them .

Stubby legs lifted it fromthe river nuck, and it began crawling up the cliff. The first few
meters were easy, but the farther it clinbed, the steeper the wall becane, until its feet |ost
purchase, and it slid back down into the water

It lay there, disgusted, and then trotted a few neters to the right and tried again.

Stealthily now. Eyes narrowed, one foot carefully finding support, and then another. The
purchase was a little better here: sedinmentary rock, crunbling in layers, offering shelves for
toehol ds. The creature's heart beat faster as it considered the havoc it would weak. It clinbed
higher this tinme, and when it started to slide, it fell a clean eight feet before its claws found
purchase. It reached the water in a shower of rocks.

It seethed with rage now. Miscles flamed, eyesight blurred with red. Again its body began to
boil. Its breath seened to sear its throat. Al thought, all considerations vanished in a burst of
chemi cal speed

It erupted out of the water, heart thundering in its chest, |legs paddling crazily. There was
brush, then naked shattered rock, then a flat rock face. Its nonentumwas so great that when the
footing was gone it skimmed up the cliff face, nonentumcarrying it over places where there were
no footholds at all.

Its speed carried it up over the edge. Feet scrabbled for support that wasn't there. In a
monent of utter panic it realized that it was narooned in the air, sailing beyond the lip of the
gorge in a great arc, spread-eagled for the captured suns.

No sun swung its way. The slanted roof of a hut rose up to neet it: its thick, scal ed body
sl ammed down, bunped over the rows of ceramic tiles to the edge and t hunped ignominiously to the
ground.

For a second it lay there, dazed and confused. Then as its wits returned it ran for the
near est shadows and crouched, breath whistling in its throat.

After a few m nutes, the panic and surprise subsided. It was inside, and could do what it
want ed.

Fromthe shadows it watched the invaders scurrying about carrying shiny sticks in their
forelegs, scuttling this way and that in slow, conical confusion. It was quite funny, and in the

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20The%20Legacy%200f%20Heorot.txt (32 of 161) [1/19/03 6:09:45 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20The%20L egacy %200f %20Heorot. txt

shadows, the creature's thick lips curled in a dolphin snile.

The glaring circle of the searchlight cruised past it several tines. Once, reflected froma
metal tower, the light slid directly over it. But there was no one to see.

Mne, it gurgled happily. Al mne

It |istened carefully, heard nothing approaching in the darkness, and crept out, peering both
ways.

It passed the nearest hut. The door cracked open and it scanpered back to a shadow and wat ched
as two invaders scranbled clunsily past, reminding the creature of swimers in their nindless
hast e.

When they were gone it crept out again, racing fromshadow to shadow.

The cliff ascent had made it hot and hungry. The M skatonic could cool it, but there were
matters to settle before it took the plunge.

It paused in a shadow. Across the way was a patch of light, and it could see into the interior
of one of the buildings. There was nothing of interest until a door opened and an invader cane in,
carrying sonething small and pinkish in its forelegs.

Wth obvious tenderness the yell owtopped invader laid its tiny burden into a nest nmade of
rigidtwigs, and bent to lick the tiny thing's face, very gently. The invader's forel eg brushed
the wall, and the nock sun went out. The invader left the room

The creature waited another mnute, then crept up to the open space, planning to crawl through
and take the tender, wi ggling norsel.

To its surprise the clear space was blocked. It tried again, gently, and-

Still it couldn't get through, but nowit was close enough to see that what blocked its path
was sonewhat |ike the cold, hard water that sonetines slid down the nountain into its pool. The
clear barrier even gave slightly under its weight, and the creature could hear sounds through it.

"-duty again, Alicia? Well, at least April is asleep."
Unconpr ehending, it shook its head and tested the barrier again. There were nore sounds,
sounds of objects falling, creaking, and it watched the small invader in the nest wiggle, its tiny

hi ndl egs thrusting at the covering.

The creature nosed agai nst the barrier again, then reared back and smashed into it. The
barrier splintered, sharp fragnents slicing into its nose and above one eye.

It scranbled through the wi ndow and took one step toward the small nest when the | arger
i nvader threw the door open and screaned piercingly.

Their eyes met, and the creature thought that it had never seen anything nore appetizing. Wth
regret it conceded that this was not the tine for the large one. A shrug of its hindquarters
brought its great spiked tail back and around to snmash into the invader's nidsection. The invader
curled in on itself; its noise stopped.

The creature shrugged its tail again. The invader flew away and smashed into the wall. Her
forel egs pawed at her torso, trying to staunch the flow of crimsons. She slid to the ground.

No time now. Only nonments had passed, but it could feel the danger. Wth a twist of its thick

powerful body it was back to the nest of straight twigs, and the small invader even now squalling
its fear. The creature reached in and picked it up
It was so snall, so helpless. So |ike a sw mmer.

I nvaders killed swi mers.

Chapter 7
THE BLI ND

Ere the noon has clinbed the nmountain, ere the rocks are ribbed with Iight,
VWhen the downward-di pping tails are dank and drear

Cones a breathing hard behind thee, snuffle-snuffle through the night

It is Fear, OLittle Hunter, it is Fear!

KI PLING "The Song of the Little Hunter"

The jagged shape of Micking Great Mountain rose like a prinordial cairn, a titanic mass of
unweat hered rock stacked as if by Neolithic ritual, towering, raw edged, lost in the clouds that
shrouded t he pl ateau

There was al nost no vegetation on the nmountain, nothing but noss and a little scrub brush that
wi thered out and died within a hundred neters of its base. Pterodons lived up there sonewhere, but
on this night they slipped invisibly through the nist or huddled in their nests, rough gray w ngs
enfolding the | eathery eggs of their young.
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The plateau itself was only a few hundred neters w de, fuzzed with brush, and walled at the
northern end by thorn-tree branbles. A failed stand of larger trees forned a rough deadfall at the
far southern end: the soil had never been rich, and the trees--gnarled, spiky growhs full of
knotted fiber--had died before their maturity, too weak to resist the first onslaught of natura
parasites. Now the ubiquitous thorn brush fed on the tangled debris. A few tough, rubbery plants
surrounded the artesian spring at the base of the nmountain, but there was insufficient nbss or
lichen to break down the rock, and nobst of the plateau was barren

Barren, and deserted--except for two men and a single frightened calf.

Cadrmann Weyl and adj usted a bowl i ne knot around the snmooth white curve of its neck, then tugged
on the line to check the anchoring: it was securely spiked into the rock. The calf licked his
hand, tried to run a warm pi nk tongue wetly over his face. Cadmann pulled away guiltily. The calf
dropped its head and | owed in m sery.

"Sorry about this, Joshua." He scratched it behind one speckled ear. In its eyes shone the
pitiful gratitude of a retarded child given a rubber bonbon. Cadmann felt dirty.

He pulled his jacket tighter and peered up into the mst. It was deeper than even two hours
bef ore, masking the starlight, blanketing the twi n noons.

Thirty meters distant, on the eastern side of the plateau, was the half-conpleted blind he and
Ernst had constructed. The big Gernman had worked tirelessly for three hours, driving stakes into
the rock with sharp powerful hanmrer blows, cutting and draggi ng sections of thorn bush, binding
theminto place and neticul ously adjusting the spiny walls into canmoufl age position

Thor ns gouged needl e points through Cadmann's gl ove as he hel ped Ernst haul one |ast gnarled
section into place. "Quch!"

The big German turned, grinned |opsidedly. "Thorns sharp, hey? | bring |lots of Band-Aids."

"Sylvia swears these things are harnmless.” He grunted, pulling off his glove. The tip of the
thorn had broken of f under the skin, and would take tweezers to work free. No tine now

The cal f brayed miserably. Ernst clucked synpathetically "Poor Joshua scared. W shoot, you

shoot good and straight. Kill wolf. W take calf hone."

"So it can grow up to be a cheeseburger. Some consol ation.”

" Cad- man?"

"Ch, nothing. On Earth I'd stake that calf out for a nountain lion wthout a second thought.
Here--God, | don't know. In conparison with whatever's been pruning our flock, that calf's ny

second cousin. It just doesn't feel quite right."

Cadmann scanned their blind, the wall of thorn that hemmed themin on three sides. The Skeeter
was hidden in the rock niche behind them invisible fromabove or the sides. The blind wasn't
perfect, but it would have to do.

The wire grid rectangle of their heater sputtered with flanme as Cadmann squatted in front of
it. The night was colder than he had realized: the waves of heat eased the tension in his back and
shoul ders.

He unsnapped his rifle case and lifted free his nost prized possession

It was a Webl ey semi automatic express rifle. Its high-energy, mushroom ng .44 slugs delivered
a staggering | oad of hydrostatic shock. The Webl ey had been thoroughly checked out back at the
canp, but he reexamned it now. Cadnmann had a sinple credo that had served himwell over the
years: when the game is charging full blast, with tusks |owered and turf flying, there is no tine
to pick grit out of the trigger housing.

He adjusted his infrared goggles and switched themon, peering at Ernst. The big German was a
bl otch of orangish light in the mddle of a blue field. Wen Ernst noved, the warmair trailing
himleft an ocher trace image.

Cadmann reassenbled his rifle and checked Ernst's, while his friend tied the |ast thorn
section onto hinges of |ooped cord and tested its nobility. Satisfied, he lashed it into place.

Ernst folded his legs and sat, |ong face quiet.

"And we are just about ready," Cadnmann said brusquely. "Here." He handed the second rifle to
Ernst. Sonet hing happened to Ernst's face when the rifle touched his hands. It was as if a little
Iight went on, as though the touch of the wood-grain stock or the smooth nmetal of the barre
stinul ated neural connections that had been unaffected by the cryosl eep

Muscl e nenory. Tactile as opposed to visual or auditory cues. He works well with his hands. He
renenbers. Surely Rachel can work out sone kind of occupational therapy for Ernst based on nanual
skills .

Their heater died. Ernst |leaned his rifle against the thorn barrier and reached around into
hi s backpack for a new tubular cartridge of jellied fuel. He slid it into the heater, and tiny
blue flames sprang to life. The flare of light fromthe goggles was a shade too bright. Cadmann
adjusted the light | evel and again exam ned the plateau. There was very little to see: only the
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ghostly outlines of the rock, and the glowi ng red silhouette of the calf. It gazed forlornly at
the barrier, then turned to sip nervously at the waterhole. It stopped, paw ng at the ground,
gazing into its depths. It noaned.

There was nothing left to do but wait.

Cadmann was humm ng contentedly to hinself, and then the humring turned into words that he was
startled to renmenber:

| Blas Gogerddan heb dy dad
Fy mab erglyw fy | ef

Dos yn dy ol i faes y gad

Ac ym add gydag ef.

Dy famwf fi a gwell gan fam
It golli'th waed fel dwfr

Neu agor drws i gorff y dew
Na derbyn bachgen |1 wr

He sang in a soft, unnelodic tone. As he continued, the rust flaked off his vocal chords, and
he began to find notes with sonething other than shotgun precision

"Cad-man. What you sing? Don't know those words."

"Ch, oh--damm, I'msorry. The song's in Od Wlsh, Ernst. My grandfather taught it to ne when
I was a pup. CGuess |'ve never quite forgotten it. A man naned Geiriog scribbled it down, and
Granddad liked it." Cadmann cl osed his eyes and chuckl ed. "He would. 'Blood and honor, Cad, that's
what life is about. What a man i s nade of' " Ernst nodded silently, and Cadmann was
enbarrassed to find hinmself wondering if the big German coul d understand. "The song is called "I
Bi as Gogerddan,' or 'Gogerddan Hall.' "

He | eaned back agai nst his bedroll and closed his eyes. "It takes place during a great battle,
when one of the warriors bolts and tries to hide behind his nother's skirts. She's not exactly a
peacenonger. The best | ever translated the song went:

Into the hall-al one, nmy son?

Now hear your nother's prayer

Go back onto the battlefield

And aid your father there.

I'"d far prefer your blood be spilled
Li ke water on the ground

O have you in your shroud arrayed
Than as a coward found.

Go thou into the hall and see

The portraits of your sires.

The eyes of each and every one
Alight with raging fires.

Not mine the son who woul d di sgrace
Hs fam ly's name and hone.
"Kiss me, ny nother dear,"
She did, and he was gone.

he said,

He has come back unto the door

No | onger does he live.

H's nother cries, "My son, ny son!
Ch God, can you forgive?"

Then comes an answer fromthe wall

"While rivers run through Wl es
Far better is the hero's death

Than life when courage fails

The silence followi ng the song was total, and it took a few nonments for Cadnann to realize how
deeply into the song he had wandered. The words still resonated in his nmind, now carried by the
rough, untutored tones of his grandfather

That's what a man is nmade of

"Do you like that?" he asked, al nost shyly.
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"I like, Cad. | like song. You teach it to Ernst. Soon."

An unstrained chuckl e bubbled up through the enbarrassment, as Cadmann realized that he felt
nmore confortable than he had in a hundred and twenty years. At |east. "You know, there's sonething
I've al ways wondered." He paused, his thoughts interrupted by the soft plaintive nbans of the
cal f. "How nmany of those songs do they sing as entertai nnent, and how nany are behavioral nod? |
mean- - my grandfat her woul d never have said that he'd rather have a dead grandson than a live
coward, but the nmessage was pretty clear." He shook his head irritably. There was a tension
headache in there somewhere, but it hadn't worned to the surface yet. "It sure as hell was. And
the worst part of it is that I don't even know what | think of that."

He stared into the heater. It was a poor substitute for a canpfire, and he felt vaguely
di scontented. He made a fist, examining it in the dimlight. H s skin was the sane tough
weat hered hide it had been since his late twenties. A faint smile: Let's have a big hand for the
ol dest, strongest fingers on Aval on

Absently he caressed the stock of the rifle, running his thunbnail into the engraved hardwood.
Wth sudden, disturbing clarity he realized that he had never touched Mary Ann nore |ovingly. He
grimaced. "Maybe | do know what | think about that. Sonetinmes you just have to be satisfied with
what you are.”

Ernst reached out with one |arge hand and gripped Cadmann's arm warmy

Toget her they waited.

Rel ati onshi ps.

There is a relationship between hunters, between hunter and prey, between a hunter and his own
body, his aches and pains and fears. Between a hunter and tine itself.

They mingle, this conplex set of interrelationships which varies in every case, and within a
single hunt varies frominstant to instant.

But whatever the variables, there is one thing that renains constant:

There conmes a nonent in which tinme ceases to have neani ng, when aches and pains and fears
di ssolve into insignificance. Wien friendship or antagonism hesitation or eagerness all neld
together to create an instant of pure feeling, clear intention, when the observed and the observer
are one. At this nmoment the mixture of awareness and involvenent is |ike a supersaturated
solution: one vibration, one degree's variance of tenperature triggers irrevocabl e change, a
shocki ngly abrupt crystallization of potentials.

Cadmann and Ernst, cradling their rifles, gazing out into the darkness, existed in that state.
The ni ght sounds, the constant shuffling of the calf, its occasional whines all absorbed into the
gestalt of the experience.

Waiting wi thout wanting. Preparedness w thout hope. Enpty vessels, delicate bal ances awaiting
a trigger.

Joshua the calf strained at his tether, pulling toward the northern edge of the plateau. He
was staring out into the darkness to the south, eyes huge and shiny, all sound stuck in his throat
like a chunk of frozen grass. He rem nded Cadmann of nothing so nmuch as a deer transfixed by the
headl i ghts of an oncom ng j eep.

For just one nmoment the tableau was stable.

Then the calf tried to bolt. It strained at the tether, pulled until the plastic |ine was as
taut as a bowstring: vibrating, singing against the spike in the ground.

"Don't see anything . . ."Cadnann whi spered. "Were--?"

Ernst nudged his el bow, and poi nted south. Cadmann's goggl es whirred noi sel essly as they
adjusted for range. Gradually it cane into focus: a faint blotch of orange beyond the junble of
dead trees and thorn brush

It slowmy changed froman indistinct blob to a real shape: oblong, rear portion lowto the
ground, upper body nore erect. "Konmpbdo dragon,"” Cadnann said into the tiny tape recorder in his
pocket. "Konpbdo dragon, but the tail's thicker. Head's rounder. It can wal k bi pedal but doesn't
much. Uses the short front legs to get over the brush

"Jesus Christ. The bastard nust weigh two hundred kil os, easy."

The cal f strained against the noose until he was gagging. H's swollen tongue bul ged fromhis
mout h. The legs were as rigid as iron pipes, and the eyes protruded whitely, rimed with red.

The thing stal ked out of the south. It waddl ed toward them toward the trenbling calf, noving
wi th confident slowness, stopping for a nonent to survey the plateau, even pausing to stare at the
bl i nd.

"I't knows we're here," Cadnmann dictated. "Knows and doesn't give a damm. Christ, it's like it
smiled at us." You're next, it thinks. Well, maybe not.

"Well insulated. Not giving off nuch heat. Hard to get details." Cadmann cursed and turned his
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goggl es up anot her notch. The creature paused for another leisurely ook at the blind, then turned

away to nmove toward the calf again. Its infrared glow was like a will-o0'-the-w sp gliding across
the | and.

Cadmann grinned. Gotcha. | don't know what you are, but we're sure as shit going to find out.
"Don't shoot until | do," he whispered.

"Aye aye, Colonel."

Was Ernst remenbering? No tine to think of that. Wait. Come on, baby, cone on, further from
the edge, out onto the plateau. | don't know what you're made of, but ten rounds of this ought to
finish you.

"Parasites," Ernst whispered. "Careful. And maybe it has young--"

"Good thinking." Parasites. Like fleas on a dying rabbit. They can be dangerous once we've
killed it. He is remenbering. Adrenaline? The creature had noved cl oser. Come on, conme on .

The creature was within fifteen meters of the calf. It continued slowy, paused often to sweep
its head around. "I think it can see in the IR " Cadnmann dictated. "Probably sees us better than
we see it."

The calf was bl eeding fromthe neck as the nylon braids rubbed and cut, but adrenaline drove
hi mon. Just an instant now -

The thing noved |ike a bonel ess crocodile, each step, though apparently clunsy, rippling back
through its body like rhythmthrough the legs of a mllipede. It was hypnotic to watch, and now
that he could see it nmore clearly, he could see and sense the raw ani mal power of the thing. "It's
smart. As smart as a dol phin, maybe. Gve it enough tine, it might evolve intelligence.” He felt a
fleeting nmoment of sadness.

Then the tether snapped, and Joshua bolted. The creature rippled after it.

Ernst fired first. Cadnmann let the rifle swing easily to follow the creature and squeezed off
a round. As he did, the creature noved again. Cadmann's shot went w de of the mark. "Jesus, it
moves fast," Cadmann shouted. Ernst fired again. The creature's body was slanmed by the first
shel |, and suddenly it was nmoving. It whirled and dashed toward the blind, noving at an inpossible
speed across the rocky plateau

Shock pil ed upon shock. The infrared goggles flared as if a thermte bonb had ignited in the
creature's bowels. The rangefinders couldn't adjust fast enough as the creature dashed toward
them Its image renai ned out of focus but flared until he saw nothing but a bright glare. Ernst
fired three tines nore. It was inmpossible to tell whether he had hit the creature. It screaned, in
pai n or defiance or challenge, or all three, and it hissed |like a steam engine. Suddenly it was
upon them

Ernst stood. He had renoved his goggles and was firing blind into the bl ood-tinged darkness.
The dragon hit the thorn barrier. Branches bent, split, splintered. Thorns and bark expl oded into
the interior as the nonster slid sideways into them It thrashed its tail and a section of the
wal | fractured and slamed into Cadmann. He fell. Spikes pierced his face and hands and |l egs. A
flying broken branch struck the left side of his head and knocked the goggl es askew. Cadmann tried
to stand, but one knee didn't want to work properly. A thorn branch hung fromhis |eft hand. He
had to set the rifle dowm to tear it free. Blood followed the thorns.

Less than five seconds had passed since the first shot.

The creature screanmed again. The thorn branches flew again as it lashed its tail. Cadmann tore
away the usel ess goggles. There was blood in his eyes, and he funbled for his rifle. Everything
seenmed to happen at once. To his right Ernst was firing wildly at sonmething that tore through the
thorn barrier as if it were not there. Nylon line snapped. Mre thorn branches flew as deadly
m ssi |l es.

Cadmann's left hand didn't want to work. Blood streamed fromthe palm and lifting his rifle
was agony.

Ernst fired once nore. The creature screaned, whether in agony or rage Cadmann couldn't tell.
It seened to take forever to bring the big rifle around, and then Ernst was in the way. Mre bl ood
flowed into Cadmann's eyes fromthe scal p wound.

"CGet back."' Cadmann screaned. "Back!"

Everything was noving in slow notion--everything except the nonster. Its speed was i npossi bl e,
and Cadmann's mind, in a vain attenpt to grasp the thing's rhythm had slowed reality down unti
he seenmed to be swinmming in clear syrup. H's thoughts slugged along |like a holo played at one-
tenth speed. Too nany inpressions per second, too many feelings, too rmuch surprise. Too rmuch of
anyt hing and everything, until his entire nervous systemwas in overload, and for an instant
not hi ng regi stered but shock.

The nonster had torn the fence to shreds. The great tail |ashed back and forth. Each tinme it
struck branches and splinters flew at them It knows, Cadmann thought. My God, it knows! The
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barrier fence crunbled to nothing.

The world was a blur. There just wasn't enough light. His left eye was bl ood-blinded, useless,
and his right wasn't in nuch better shape

Exactly eight seconds after the first shot was fired, the thorn barrier was a nass of
splintered ruin. Faster than a cheetah ever ran, than a cobra ever struck, sonething that was al
dark nmouth and glistening teeth wiggled through the opening, and Ernst screaned.

It was a sound that Cadmann knew he woul d never, could never, forget--all of a man's hope
vani shing in one overwhel mi ng moment of agony.

The nonster's head jutted through the jagged opening. The jaws cl anped savagely into Ernst's
thigh. Arterial blood spurted. Ernst thrashed and flailed. His arns flopped like a rag doll's. He
struck at the creature's head with the rifle, then with great nallet fists that nade no nore
i mpressi on than snowfl akes on an anvi l

The jaws snapped again, clanping nore deeply. The scream arced hi gher, wavered, began to fade.
The nmonster backed out of the hole, dragging Ernst with it.

Cadnmann was wat chi ng hinsel f watch, the distance between thought and action expanding until he
felt like a man falling down a well, sky and sun and rationality inpossibly far above him grow ng
further with every hundredth of a second. Wth i mmense effort he fought his way past the paralysis
and forced hinself to act.

Qut si de now, Ernst was still whinmpering as the thing craw ed up his body, looking into his
eyes. Its paws were | ocked onto his front shoul ders, huge face so close that it |looked as if it
m ght kiss him Ernst's own blood drizzled out of its nouth and onto his cheek

Ernst turned to Cadmann, sonething beyond fear or pain in his face, only a pleading silence
that was shattered by a single urgent word:

"Pl ease. ..

Cadmann shoul dered his rifle and fired: at the creature, at Ernst, at the night, as logic
di ssol ved and terror coursed through his body like electrical sparks arcing frompole to pole.

And Ernst expl oded.

The gas cartridges!

A bright ninbus of flanme played around the bodi es, and Cadmann shi el ded his eyes.

The creature howed its wath and pain as a fireball of jellied fuel engulfed the rough wet
| eather of its squatly anphibian body. It reared back, shrieking, turned and ran

To Cadmann it seened to fly downhill like a meteor or a rocket missile: one |ong stream of
fire ending at the pool. It skinmed across the surface of the pool, then sank alnost in the
center. Its agonized how ended suddenly. The flanme went out. The pool snoked and steaned like a
cal dron of soup. Atrail of fiery webbed footprints, inprobably far apart, sputtered for a few
nmoment s and di ed.

Cadmann pushed his foot at the thorn barrier. An entire section of it sinply fell to the
ground. His rifle drooped in his armns.

Cadmann doffed his jacket and flailed at Ernst's flam ng, snmoking corpse. The heavy nyl on was
mel ting, burning his hands, but he continued beating at the corpse nechanically, ignhoring the pain
that was beginning to surface, until the last flickering tongue had died.

Ernst's body was charred and broken and chewed, barely recogni zabl e as anything that had ever
been human.

Cadmann knelt by it, breathing deeply to stave off shock. His entire left side felt like raw
nmeat .

Ernst stared at him through him Cadmann reached out trenbling fingers to close the eyes, but
there were no eyelids, nothing but singed, snmoking, crinkled black flesh, flesh dark as any
African's, flesh black as coal wi th pinkish-red pulp showi ng through a few cracks.

Cadmann turned to the side and was suddenly, violently ill.

Chapter 8
GRENDEL' S ARM

What of the hunting, hunter bol d?

Brot her, the watch was |ong and col d.
What of the quarry ye went to kill?
Brother, he crops in the jungle still.
Where is the power that nade your pride?
Brother, it ebbs fromny flank and side.

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20The%20Legacy%200f%20Heorot.txt (38 of 161) [1/19/03 6:09:45 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20The%20L egacy %200f %20Heorot. txt

Wiere if the haste that ye hurry by?
Brother, | go to ny lair--to die.
KI PLI NG "Tiger Tiger"

"Skeeter Three, this is hone base. Do you copy?" Zack listened to the answering crackle of
static, and cursed under his breath.

St andi ng cl ose behind him Sylvia Faul kner held her sides gingerly. Sudden stress had drained
her, nade her |egs unsteady, her belly feel swollen and tender.

The entire colony was in a barely contained state of panic. There would be little sleep
toni ght, and a heavy denmand for stinulants and nood stabilizers before norning.

Zack was holding up well, but his eyes were frightened.

Sylvia's body cried out for somewhere dark and warmto curl up and sleep, just dreamthe
ni ght mare away. But she had done it: she had held herself under control while she exani ned
Alicia' s corpse and identified the bloodstains |left snmeared in an enpty, broken cradle.

The aborted rescue party had only worsened the situation. Too many of the nmen had fanilies
now, w ves and children that they were reluctant to | eave. There seened little reason to march out
into the fog, searching for what no one really wanted to find.

Gregory Cifton's haggard face still floated in her menory. The sound of his voice as he
begged desperately. Please--1 need your help. Help me find ny baby. Please . . . | . . . H's words
had trail ed away as the sedative took hold.

"Skeeter Three, this is hone base. Do you copy? W have you on radar now. Just cone on in,
Cadmann. " Zack rubbed his hands on his pants. H's voice was cracking. "Is Ernst with you? Do you
have the cal f?" Another pause.

Sylvia fol ded her hands, staring down at them di sconsol ately. "Maybe the radio is broken."

"I hope so," Zack said miserably. "God, | hope so. | don't want to go |looking for himin the
nmorni ng. For them How in the hell did this happen?”

The door clattered open, and the air took a chill as Terry entered the conmmuni cations shack
Hi s hands clutched at the edges of his w ndbreaker. "Greg is out now," he said sharply. "It's not

exactly what you'd call sleep, but it's an inprovenment. W don't want himup and around when
Weyl and cones back." He paused thoughtfully. "He is coming back, isn't he?"

Sylvia glared at him

"All right, all right--1 don't want a lynching party. Nobody's calling Wyl and a baby-killer.
I just want the truth. About now | don't know what to think."

The fog outside was still a hovering, isolating curtain. In only two hours Tau Ceti would rise
and burn nuch of the mist away. Until then it stifled sound as well as sight and aggravated their
sense of dread.

Zack rubbed his eyes. "That idiot. He had to go out and get the job done hinself."

"He's an idiot all right,"” Terry said. Then, exhaling harshly, he added, "But goddanmt, just
this once, | hope he was a successful idiot. Christ, poor Alicia."

Syl via reached out to her husband, gripped Terry's fingers tightly and pulled himclose. Two
deaths. Two deaths in a popul ation of [ess than two hundred.

One percent of their microcosmdead in one swoop, Ww thout any explanation, any answers.
Perhaps just a series of warnings that they had all been too rational to heed.

Everyone except

"Cadmann. Can you hear ne?" Zack adjusted the nicrophone's sensitivity. "Cone in, please."

There was a comotion outside, yelling, and through the fog she could hear the beat of the
Skeeter's rotors as they whipped the air.

"Thank God," Zack said fervently. "Wyl and."

Leaning on Terry, Sylvia levered herself up out of her seat. "I want to go out," she said.

She expected opposition from T Terry, but he just nodded. "Let's go," he said. "l guess everyone
shoul d be there."

The air pad was directly behind the com shack, an asphalt-paved square with a target circle
painted in white and a ring of landing lights inplanted around the edge.

Those |ights splashed whitely against the belly of the Skeeter, beaned grainily up at the
i nsect shape that hovered as if suspended by the fog. Its cargo hoist was enpty. Its silver belly
pivoted slowy on the axis of its top rotor. A ghost ship bobbing on a sea of air.

Rick Erin and Qmar |sfahan were trying to wave Cadnann down, notioning with flashlights,
talking worriedly into the flat rectangul ar contards clipped to their shirt collars.

She coul d hear Zack's voice over the nearest one, could hear it grow nore tense as the
hovering Skeeter's transmitter renained nute.

Most of the colony was out now-a forest of frightened, weary faces graven w th unanswered
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guesti ons.

"Cadmann- -can you hear ne? Cone on down. Cone on and | and, Cadnmann. You nust be running on
fumes anyway . . . Come on, Cad. We just want to talk to you. W've had sone troubl e down here,
and naybe you can hel p us understand it. Cone on down, Cad . . ."

There was a | ong pause, and then Sylvia heard Cadnann's voice. A small, weak, plaintive voice.

"I"'msorry," it said. The Skeeter wobbled as if Cadmann was having trouble flying and tal king
at the sanme time. "I didn't nean for anything to go wong. You' ve got to understand. There wasn't

any way that | could have known how fast that thing is. There wwasn't any wway | could have
known. "

Terry's eyes narrowed as a low nutter swept the crowd. "Wat the hell happened to hin®"

A mllion possibilities shouted agai nst each other in Sylvia's mnd. She renained silent,
afraid that anything she said would nmake the situation worse. Sonehow.

"Cone on down, Cad. We'll talk about it."

"I . . . I'"'mcomng." The Skeeter floated down, spinning on the axis of the cockpit, settling
to ground |like a pale blue feather

At first there was no novenent fromthe Skeeter, just the notionless silhouette in the pilot's
seat. Then the door opened, and Cadmann fell out.

Sylvia's scalp crawl ed. He was burned, scratched and bloodied. H's face was chalk, his
movenments teetering jerkily on the edge of shock

Carlos hurried to his side, tried to help him but Cadnmann waved hi m away and | evered hi nsel f
up using the Webley like a crutch

"No," he gasped. "CGet . . . Ernst. You' ve got to believe now"

The other side of the Skeeter was already bei ng opened. Soneone gasped, soneone cursed;
several colonists broke for the open air. The stench of burnt flesh hit Sylvia, triggering a fresh
wave of nausea

"Let me take that," Zack said, forcing nonchal ance into his voice. He reached for the rifle.

Cadmann snatched it away, screaming "No! Nobody's taking this fromne." He held it white-

knuckl e tight against his chest. "You' re scared, aren't you? WlIl, it's about tinme! Mybe sone of
you will stay alive." He patted the Wbl ey. "Anyone who's smart will get one of these for
hi nsel f." Cadnmann | aughed bitterly. "lI'mnot even sure we can stop it."

Anot her hand touched hi mfrom behi nd, and Cadnmann wheel ed, the butt of his rifle raised to
strike.

"CGet a--"

Mary Ann's eyes flew wide as the butt stopped inches fromher chest. "Cadmann . . . ?"

He wi ped his hand across his forehead. She reached out a hand, and when he didn't take it, she
grabbed him ignoring his feeble attenpts to push her away.

"Cadmann, please . . . give ne the rifle."

"No. "

The pitiful bundle fromthe passenger seat was unw apped. Jean Patterson turned away and bent
over, gagging hollowy. Hendrick tried to confort her and she heaved again, staining his pants.

Cadmann took a few steps, stunbled, caught hinself. He reached out for Mary Ann this tine. She
sagged under his weight, then pushed with her strong runner's legs until he was braced agai nst the
infirmary wall. "It was . . . it was the nonster. It's big. Bigger than a Konodo. Fast, like a
raci ng notorcycle! Turns better."

Sylvia knelt to | ook at the corpse. Terry was behind her, peering over her shoul der, and
hi ssing in disgust. "Konbdo, Wyl and?" he said incredulously. "Shit. It was sure as hell a dragon
anyway. "

She had never seen a hunman body danaged so badly.

Cadmann's eyes net hers, and there was a naked plea in them Please. You believe now, don't
you? Don't you?

"You're hurt. You' ve lost a lot of blood," she whispered. "W've got to treat those burns."

"Not yet. No sedatives until you believe ne." He waved one bl ackened hand weakly. "Go ahead.
There's a tarp on the floor of the Skeeter. In it you'll find a chunk of that goddammed thing. If
you can't believe nme, you can believe that." He waved them away. "Go ahead--get it. Take it into
the lab and for God's sake analyze it."

Two of the lab techs unl oaded the chopper. The package was bul ky and clunsily wapped and
wei ghed about two kilos. Sylvia didn't want to unwap it.

"All right. Cad," she said. "Let's go in and take a | ook--but you corme in and sit down. W
can't afford to | ose you."

Zack was wat chi ng Cadmann's eyes carefully, chewing at the corner of his nustache. Carl os
pushed his way through to stand next to Sylvia.
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"Carlos," Cadmann said weakly, trying to smle. He noved his nmouth as if his |lips were half
frozen.

"Am go." There was confusion and nmistrust mngled in Carlos's face, and his dark eyes kept
straying to Cadnann's nakeshift crutch. "We've had a | ot of trouble here."

Cadmann was having troubl e keeping his eyelids high. "Yeah. Tell ne sonething | don't know. "

Several of the colonists had edged al nbst inperceptibly nearer, and the tension left a
metallic taste in Sylvia's nmouth. Sonething ugly was going to happen

She broke the spell by clearing her throat. "I'mtaking this into the lab. 1'd |like you, Zack
and Terry, and Mary Ann and Carlos. Except for |ab personnel. |I'd like the rest of you to wait, or
go back to bed. There's nothing nore to be done tonight, and we're going to need clear, rested
m nds in the norning."

Wt hout another word she turned and entered the |ab. She didn't | ook behind her, didn't want
to, because she didn't want Cadnmann to see her confusion. No natter what happened here, and what
she found out, they had to get the rifle away from him

He was rmunbling as Carlos and Mary Ann hel ped hi mthrough the door. "Absolutely. Blew off of

it when Ernst's fuel pack expl oded. Shrapnel must have . . ." He shook his head woozily.
Hysterical |aughter was bubbling up through the fatigue. "It got a nmouthful all right, a rea
mout hful, and | wish that 1'd blown its fucking head clean off--"

n Cad_ _ "

"Stay back." There was still iron in his voice.

"Cadmann," Zack said quietly, watching with eyes that m ssed nothing, "Alicia is dead. Her
baby is gone."

Cadmann said nothing, swallowing hard. "How. . . no . . . when?"

"Right after you left. Sonething got through all of our defenses. Broke through her w ndow. W
need your help. But the first thing you' ve got to do is to put that rifle down."

Sylvia forced her mind to the table in front of her. There was a ragi ng headache comning on
and it was splitting her attention when she needed it nost. The only thing she could do for
Cadmann now was prove the truth of his clains. The truth, or--

She cut that thought off before it had a chance to take-root. He was telling the truth. There
sinmply wasn't any other answer.

Not even Terry had accused Cadmann of killing Alicia and her baby. There is a big difference
between a calf and a human bei ng- -

She sneaked a peek over her shoul der at Cadmann. He was staring at her, eyes dark-rimmed with
exhaustion, and she was suddenly afraid.

"I"'mcold," Cadmann giggled alnobst to hinself. "A floating anvil. That's a nice inmge."
"Cadmann--" Sylvia and Mary Ann exchanged | ooks. "You need rest."

"Not until you look at that sample, damm it. But . . . 1'll go into the veterinary room |'I]l
sit down."

Mary Ann, yellow curls flatteni ng agai nst Cadmann's shirt, his blood staining her nightgown,
noti oned to Carlos. Together, they helped himinto the veterinary clinic and to an exam nation
table. He sat, clutching the rifle.

Sylvia turned fromthe nmagnascope screen. "You need plasma, Cadmann. |'m not going on with
this until you let us start working on you. You don't want a sedative or anesthetic, fine--macho
it out. But I'mdamed if you're going to die on ne."

"Al'l right, all right."

Jerry grunted relief and prepared a plasm bottle. Carlos peel ed Cadmann' s bl ackened shirt
away fromhis right arm

Cadmann wi nced, clutching the rifle nore tightly. "You should have seen it," he nmuttered. "If
you could see it, you'd understand. It's fast. God, it's fast. | swear it's faster than any ani nal
on Earth. Nothing can nove that fast, but it did. Be dammed if it didn't."

"Come on. Cad," Mary Ann wheedled. "Put the rifle down for a nminute, so that we can get--"

"The hell with that!" he screamed weakly. "I'mnot letting this out of ny hands until that
thing is dead, do you hear ne? Dead."

Zack whi spered to Jerry just before the veterinarian slipped the needle into Cadmann's arm
and set the control on the rectangul ar box of the plasma punp. It hunmed gently, sending healing
fluid into Cadmann's vei ns.

"Don't |ook at ne that way--" Cadmann's voice was pleading, slurred and drunken. He tried to
raise his head but it seened nonstrously heavy. It thunped back to the table. The rifle slipped in
his grasp a little, and he groaned, tightening his grip.

"Ernst had a bullet hole in him Cad. W were hoping you could help us with that."

Cadmann, slipping further toward unconsciousness, didn't really hear the irony in Zack's
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voi ce. "The nonster. It was eating him" He yawned deeply. "Mist have hit Ernst. Maybe even tried
to. He screaned, Zack. Screaned |like a woman. He wanted to die--"

Zack made his nove, snatching at the rifle. Cadmann tw sted the stock and with a short, choppy
nmovenment drove the butt into Zack's stomach. Zack staggered back, grunting, face whey-col ored.

Cadmann tried to roll fromthe table and stand, but fell heavily, ripping the I. V. fromhis
arm Dark fluid drained fromthe needle and dribbled onto the white tile of the clinic floor. He
struggled to gain his feet, make it to his knees before Carlos | anded on his shoul ders, pinning
hi m down. Zack stunbled back in, westing the rifle away as Cadmann sobbed and col | apsed to the
floor.

"Please. Don't . . . just trying . . ." H's head sank back to the ground, and he was
unconsci ous.

"Jesus Christ," Carlos whispered, for once his accent forgotten. "What kind of man is he? How
much somazine did you punp into that plasma, Jerry?"

"I didn't want to overdo it. Come on. Help ne get himon the table."

Syl via watched Carlos and Terry tie himdown. Terry tightened the shackle loop until Cadmann's
skin creased

"Way so tight, Terry?"

"You haven't told us yet," he said nastily. "Is that a piece of Ernst or isn't it?"

"No." Sylvia shook her head, nore fromfatigue than relief. "lI've tried human antigens. It's
not calf meat, it's not dog. It reacts to all of them It's not turkey or chicken, and it's not
catfish. So it's alien.”

"So he killed a pterodon. So what?"

"I"'mtired, Terry. Back off." Her voice was nunb. "Jerry--get the liquid nitrogen, would you?"

She tweezed a piece of the nmeat to a dissection tray, and sliced a quarter-inch piece away.
Jerry carried over a ceranmic thernos and tipped the lid. The liquid nitrogen, boiling at the touch
of roomtenperature air, foamed white vapor. Sylvia slipped the sanple into the pot.

"We're going to do this right. Cassandra has a conplete analysis of every life formwe' ve
found on this planet. I"'mgoing to run a gene analysis. It will take about ninety m nutes, and
we' |l have our answer. Is that all right with you, Terry?"

"Don't nake ne out for a villain," Terry said flatly. "Sonething terrible just happened here,
and | want the truth."

Sylvia renmoved the frozen section of flesh, and Jerry started up the autonmated apparatus. A
conveyer belt humred, trundling into a rectangul ar box of chrone and white enanel. She placed the
snoki ng sanple gingerly on its tray, and it disappeared inside. There was a tiny, high-pitched hum
as the laser saw sliced the nmeat into specinens only a few cells thick.

Cassandra woul d build a hol ographi ¢ nodel and then conpare it in depth with the others in her
nmenory banks. Then they woul d know. Sylvia wasn't sure that she wanted to.

She turned back to the magnascope, to the tissue sanple displayed in a quilt of reds and pale
browns. She | ooked disgusted, tired, heartbroken. "It could be anything. Pterodon. Sam on. O
sonmet hi ng we never even dreaned of." It may have only been the terrible fatigue, but a tear welled
at the bottom of her eye, and she wiped it away harshly.

"What are we doing here?" She snatched the sanple tray fromunder the scope and hurled it
across the room It broke with a tinkle of crystal, and a spatter of clear fluid against the
yell ow pl aster. "Just why the hell did we come?"

"We're all tired," Zack said. "It's going to be a couple of hours before we have answers?"

"Cl ose enough,” Jerry agreed.

"Then let's get sone rest. Before this is over, we'll need every bit of it we can get. Al
right?"

Carlos | ooked at the wall, at the still formof his friend, strapped now to the table. "Wat

about Cadmann?”
"I honestly don't know," Zack said wearily. "But | know that I'mtoo tired and sore to think.
I need sonme rest. He'll keep."

"Everyone but Jerry out of here," Sylvia said.
"I want to stay." Mary Ann stood against the wall, her arns folded, eyes fixed on Cadnmann.
Zack was still nmassaging his stonmach, feeling for bruised ribs. Every few seconds he wheezed

in pain. He said, "Carlos, take care of Mary Ann. W need to clear out so that Syl and Jerry can
wor k. "

"No, I"'mnot--"

Sylvia closed her mnd to the sound until she heard the door close behind them

Then she and Jerry nethodically stripped Cadmann, sprayed his burns and mi nor wounds and
covered themw th gel. Wen they were done with the henpstats and the dissolving thread and the
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unguents, they slipped himinto a clean snock and refastened the straps. Then they turned out the
lights and left.

She shivered in the fog. Jerry turned to her. "Wat do you think happened out there? You don't
really think Cadnmann did that danage to hinsel f?"

"I don't know. | don't know anything right now W'Ill knowin a little over an hour. Just |et
me close ny eyes for a few mnutes.”

Jerry nodded and started back to his cottage, to the dubious, transitory confort of a warm
bed, when Sylvia's voice stopped him

"I can tell you one thing, Jerry. No natter what we find out, we're not going to like it. |
pronmi se you that there aren't going to be any conforting answers."

"Yeah." Jerry hunched his shoul ders against the chill. He turned to speak again, but Sylvia
had al ready di sappeared around a corner, or into the fog, and he was al one.

Chapter 9
CONTACT

A man that studieth revenge keeps his own wounds green
FRANCI S BACON

In the shadows beyond the fence, sonething watched. Something alive, silent, alnobst notionless
save for the rise and fall of its torn and bl eeding fl anks.

The creature was badly hurt. It had passed the horizon of pain into territory that was strange
i ndeed. Irreversible changes had taken place in its body. In a distant way, it even understood
that it was dying. But first there was an obligation

It hidin the shadowed fields beyond the reach of the searchlights. Wen it concentrated it
could snell the man, the one who had hurt it. This one, whomit had badly underestimated, was the

real threat. And every instinct screamed for it to get to him to find and kill him

It began to wiggle forward. It lay between rows of corn, just a few dozen neters sout hwest of
the col ony. The searchlights still swept across the ground, and the nen still wal ked the edge of
the canp.

How to get past the firevines? It nmoaned hungrily.

In the next instant the solution presented itself. One of the men ran his forepaw al ong a
section of vine. He touched it--leaned on it. It recognized the section. This was the sanme stretch
of firevine that had bitten it before. It seened safe now Perhaps firevines could only bite once

The man was al one and not even looking in its direction. Now. Now, as the searchlights
crisscrossed, there was a nonent in which darkness was al nost total, when shadow |icked the fence,
the man, and a stretch leading alnost to the fields.

It noved.

It noved as fast as a Skeeter skinmmng at low altitude, noved so fast that the man at the
fence hardly had time to I ook up, had no time to screambefore it hit the fence with such nonentum
that the al um num fencepost buckled and the |ines snapped, that its inpact slanmed himback into
the wall of the veterinary clinic.

H s head dinpled the sheet nmetal and rebounded directly into the creature's flailing spiked
tail. It shook the man's head free of the spikes, let the corpse slide to the ground.

It flowed onward, a quarter ton of rippling nuscle and bone, black as a shadow, as dark and
fluid as the river flow ng behind and beneath the bluff, as nmuch a part of the night as the stars
or the twi n noons.

The creature nudged the door open. It sniffed tentatively at first, then entered.

There was little light inside, but it needed less than it found. Animals were caged along the
walls. Curiosity was al nbst as intense as the pain and resolve, and it stopped for a noment to
peer up into one of the cages. A small white shape curled up in the corner, hidden in a mass of
wood shavings. The tiny alien stirred slowy, then jerked to wakeful ness, staring, blinking its
tiny red eyes.

The creature had seen that | ook before, many tinmes before. Total submission. A trenbling
readi ness, the prey's acknowl edgenent that it was ready to be food. No running. No fighting, its
heart ready to burst before it was ever touched.

Not now. The creature could smell the man, and it turned toward the snell.

The man lay on a table. He npaned softly, and noved |inbs that seenmed tangled in short vines.
That was just as well. It had no urge to play with this one.
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It braced its paws on the table, stretching, feeling the hurts inits body, the pain along its
sides where it was burned and torn. The long wound in its flank opened again, trickling fluid. It
braced itself and tried to junp up onto the table. The table was not a boulder. It tilted. The
safety bl ocks on the wheels popped free, and the table skidded across the room tubes ripping free
of the man's forelinb, dark fluid spraying as they crashed into the wall and the table flipped
onto its side.

As the table thudded to the floor, the man's eyes fluttered open

Their eyes net.

Here it was. Here was the noment it craved. Here was the noment when the hunger and the pain
and the anger vanished, and it saw into those eyes as down a deep, chill waterhole, a bottomnl ess
grotto. The man's eyes grew wi de, wi de enough to sink in, to swimin. The creature drew cl oser

This was the deadly one. His skin was so soft, so fragile. It pawed experinmentally, raking
away flesh. Bl ood streaned from pi nkish pul p beneath. The man gri naced, showed his teeth. Smal
teeth, flat and harnl ess.

The man was so weak! and yet he had hurt it as nothing else in its short life. The man was at
the nmonent of death, his |linbs bound, drawi ng back as far as he could, shrinking against the
tabl e, but his eyes held nothing of subm ssion. Hi s sluggish nuscles struggled in the bonds.

So nmuch had changed so quickly inits life. And this one Man had been at the center of so much
of it. End it now

But his eyes. They net its own so steadily. Hel pless, bound, about to die--and yet

And yet

There was a scream from outside, and a sound of pounding feet. Its attention was split by
confusion and uncertainty. It turned back to the man and saw triunph in his eyes, and it knew t hat
sonmehow he had won, they would win, and that its |ife was over.

Pain bit into the back of its head, and it spun as a second bullet nmissed it by inches. It
charged directly at the man holding a long stick which spat fire.

It felt another, awful pain, and then it was on him his head in its nouth. There was a nonent
of bony resistance to its jaw nmuscles, then splintering collapse and softness. It spat himout and
rushed for the door

If it could reach the river

But the doorway was crowded with nen and their firesticks. It howed its agony, reversed
directions, flailing its tail at them feeling the pain bite deep until the thing in its body
triggered, and the entire world seemed nmade of bl ood.

It exploded in the other direction. There were nore of the vinelike things, and small neta
objects. Strange snells filled the roomas liquids spilled. The walls of this cave were thin, and
bul ged when the tail struck them Instantly it wheel ed. The head smashed at the thin walls.
Sonet hi ng ri pped open. An entire corner fell away. Qutside was night, and the chance to find the
river, to shed the heat that was cooking it frominside.

One man bl ocked its way, and it slamred its tail into him the spikes piercing his |eg.

It couldn't shake himloose! He screaned and screanmed, confusing and slowing it, even with
speed raging in its body and fire raging in its mnd.

Another flick of the tail smashed hi magainst the corner of a building. It pulled its spikes
free, leaving himleaking and nmpani ng on the ground.

But the nen were everywhere now, and it ran this way and that, plowing into them its body
spasm ng, out of control now, blind with the blood in its eyes.

Chapter 10
NI GHTMARE

| fled, and cried out. Death:

Hell trenbled at the hideous noise, and sighed
From all her caves, and back resounded, Death.
JOHN M LTON, Paradi se Lost: Book 11

Sounds

Soneone scream ng. A shot?

Syl via groped her way up froma dreamthat clung |ike a noist nenbrane. The bubbl e of groggy
sl eep thinned as she wavered near wakeful ness.

Tactile: Terry next to her, behind her. She felt the soft swell of his stomach agai nst her
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backbone as they nestled Iike spoons.

Vi sual : Darkness. Qutside, filtered by the drapes, a dimlight glowed. Searchlight's glow Al
was wel | .

Audi tory: The heavy, liquid sound of Terry's snoring. Nothing new or unusual there.

Sl eep yawned, beckoned.

No. Wong thought, wong tine. Her eyes fought to focus in the dark, to find the cl ock. How
I ong had she slept? Was it tine to get up again--?

Anot her sharp crack of sound, unm stakably a shot. A searchlight briefly lit the drapes. From
all around the canp canme shouted inquiries, groggy at first, then al arned.

She lurched up in bed, throat scratchy with sleep, groping out for the reassuring warnth and
protection of her clothing. "Terry. Terry--"

"Mmph. Fug." Terry rolled onto his stomach, surprised when her body wasn't there to support
him H's armflopped out. "Huh? Sylvie?"

She was already pulling on her pants. Terry's fingers stretched out grazingly, and brushed one
of her nipples. A wave of desire warnmed her, startled her with its strength.

Terry, you pick the damedest tines.

She shut that part of her mind down and focused on the window, on the wildly swinging lights
that filtered in through the drapes.

Terry cane fully awake as Sylvia slipped on her shoes.

"What fool's raising the roof now?"

"I don't know. It's by the animal pens, and--"

And the veterinary clinic.

"Cadmann, " she whi spered.

A volley of shots. Terry virtually levitated fromthe bed

"What in the hell--2"

There was screanmi ng now. "Hurry up." She paused just |ong enough to be sure that he was
rolling out of bed, then ran for the courtyard.

The huts were generally divided into two sections, sleeping and |iving. Al though the comunal
dining halls were used by all, many--nost of the colonists had their own private cooking
facilities and a place to entertain friends. The space that she shared with Terry was snmall and
m ght have been considered cozy, a place of warnth and--

She crossed the courtyard and stopped in horror. Figures backed out of the clinic. They were
shrouded i n darkness and fog that swirled like mlk in thin tea. Four stylized shadows, posed--
four generic riflenmen. They fired into the doorway. Sonething within was scream ng and shaki ng the
building like a rat caught in a mlk carton, screamng with such energi zed venomthat for a nonent
she was frozen in her tracks.

She made herself move. A row of garden tools |eaned neatly against' one of the huts and Sylvia
snat ched one in a two-handed death grip. She circled the bungal ow, seeking a glinpse w thin.

No roomin the doorway. Thank God! But she had to get closer. She recognized one of the
riflemen. "Carolyn! What is it?"

There was no answer. Carolyn McAndrews and her conpanions fired wildly, fired without targets.
They're crazy! Rifle bullets tore through the metal walls of the veterinary clinic. There were
sounds of shattering glass fromthree buildings away. "For God's sake, what's happeni ng?"

Col oni sts poured into the main boul evard outside the clinic. Robes and pajama bottons stil
being pulled on, bare chests and legs or fully arned and dressed perineter guards, they sprouted
out of the darkness. Steps pounded behind her. Terry grabbed her arm "What--?"

The netal wall of the veterinary shack cracked wi de. Sonething screamed. The sound | ocked
every nuscle in her body. They're not crazy at all, she thought, and, It's conme. The crowd
scattered as the nmetal sheeting peel ed back farther, distended, and sonething bl ack smashed
t hrough the openi ng.

Terry's grip was like a vise. "Ch nigod. He was right--!"

"Cadmann!" Sylvia tore free fromher husband. He caught her again and pulled her back as the
creature bounded into the crowd. Death was alive in the night, no | onger sonething which haunted
their dreans, no |longer a specter to be buried with Alicia and the bl oodi ed scraps of swaddling.
It was alive, and glistening, and it noved anong themlike a denmon of nuscle and scale and teeth.

It noved too quickly for Sylvia to get a distinct picture. Dark! Too damed dark! And the
searchlights swiveling to cover it were woefully inadequate, jerking spastically around the yard

For a nonent the nonster was halted by a ring of colonists with sticks and guns. It stood at
bay agai nst the shattered renmmins of the veterinary-clinic wall. Handl anps, then the searchlight
fromthe watchtower swing toward it. Sylvia saw eyes the size of oranges with huge bl ack pupils.
In the same nonent those pupils closed to pinpoints. It hissed. Blood sprayed froma dozen wounds
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that ranged from neat punctures to raw craters, a red brighter than arterial blood. The nassive
tail smashed at the sheet netal. The screans smashed at the ears.

For just that instant it was contained, and then--

The pupils opened slightly. The creature shook the blood fromits eyes and noved. Sylvia
gasped. A good racing car m ght have accelerated that fast. Terry pulled hard on her arm and they
were both falling backward as the nonster smashed through the line. Two good men flew away |ike
dry leaves in an autum whirlw nd, and one kicked Terry across the forehead as he flew over, al
before Sylvia hit the ground.

She crawl ed behind a huge reel of insulated wre.

The great tail swung. There were spikes on the end--and Barney Carr flopped hel pl essly al ong
the ground, spiked through the |eg, as the nonster whipped this way and that. Barney's head
cracked into the corner of a building; his face disappeared in a snear of blood. The creature
shook him | oose and he lay still, only his hands clenching and uncl enching spastically. Zack
Moscowi t z appeared fromthe shadows to stand over Barney. Tears streaned fromhis eyes. "Damm
you!" he screaned. The creature turned.

Terry staggered up, nuttered, "It's killing them" He | ooked about wildly, then jerked an iron
rod froma stack of fence stakes |eaning agai nst a shed. He gl anced back at Sylvia, just one
frightened flicker of his eyes.

"Terry--"

He turned away, turned to stand between hell and his w fe and unborn daughter

"Terry!"

He was al ready part of the nel ee.

The creature was big, larger than a large crocodile, and built I|ike a tank: conpact,

i nvul nerable. It shouldn't have been fast--but, wounded and bl eeding, it noved faster than
anything ever bred on Earth. It |leaped fromthe circle. Armed colonists ran to surround it. Qhers
fired when they could see nobody behind it. Even as they ran it noved again, and again, so that
they couldn't surround it.

Syl via had never seen, never heard of anything that could nove |ike that: streaking across the
dirt, losing its balance and skidding to a stop; waiting, then blurring aside froma scattered
voll ey of bullets. Mve, stop, warily scan its enenmi es, see their intentions and nove agai n-- Thank
God that it seemed nore interested in escape than destruction, but even as it thrashed blindly it
| eft death behind.

Red sil k ki nono and pal e bl ond hair flaggi ng behind her, Jean Patterson ran for her life.

Bef ore she could reach the safety of her hut she net the flailing spikes of the nonster's tail
Her truncated screamwas a barking sound in the night, and she skidded and fl opped al ong the
ground to crunple close by Sylvia's concealing coil of wre.

"Jean!"

She stared up blindly, her head twi sted far around. Too far. The spine was crushed. Dr.
Patterson thrashed w thout feeling.

Jon van Don ran to intercept the nonster and hapl essly blocked its way as it fled toward the
road. Instantly the nonster was on him It crushed himto the ground and | eft himbehind, but its
cl aws had pierced and dug, ripped through jacket and paj amas and skin, snapped bone and drove
jagged ribs into lungs. The searchlight slid over himto show pink bloody froth at his nouth and
nose. H s screams never stopped.

Syl via cl apped her hands over her ears and squeezed her eyes shut. It wasn't enough. She
couldn't shut out the sounds and flashes of light: the shots, the screans, the slap of feet, and
finally, the wave of heat that tore her fromher cocoon. She couldn't help it, she peered through
her fingers--

Greg. Sonmehow he had roused hinself from drug-induced slunber. He staggered, |egs nere rubber
but his face was a mask of rage as he advanced on the creature. On his back, slung skewed with
only one of its shoul der straps buckl ed down, was one of the flane throwers that had been used to
burn the branmbl e bushes fromthe plain. Its nozzle spewed a twenty-foot streamof liquid hell.
Flane |icked at the nonster's bl oody hide, and it reared in shock

He was shouting sonething. She couldn't really hear his words over the roar of the flanes, the
human sounds of anguish and terror, the bellow of the creature. But she knew. G eg was screamn ng
obscenities, the things she would be saying if her own w fe and child--

Husband?

"Terry?" She couldn't see him but there were bodi es everywhere, people crawling and sobbi ng,
and the B-novie nonster skittering around the quad trying to find a way back to the darkness--the
river?--its tail to the power shed now. It hissed as Greg advanced.

It sat there for a nonent, and then with the speed of a flea junping froma conplete
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standstill, it |eaped at G eg.
Greg didn't even flinch, too far gone with grief and rage to care. A tongue of flame | anced
out and nmet the thing in mdair with a horrific whoosh! that stole the dark and chill fromthe

night. It hit the thing squarely, in one eye-searing nonent converting it into a thrashing blur of
fire.

But that wasn't what saved Greg. Sylvia had seen the creature's bullet-torn hind | eg coll apse
as it leaped. It was sideways to Geg as the flame caught it, and it dropped in front of him
burni ng, notionl ess.

It was dead. It had to be dead--nothing could possibly survive the bullets, the fire--and Geg
sent a steady tongue of flame licking into it. Flame rolled up fromits body and expl oded agai nst
the shack behind it, jellied gasoline spattering everywhere.

Then it noved. Wthout any warning sign at all the damed corpse was novi ng agai n. CGeorge
Merriot | eaped away, too slowy; the creature brushed himand he was afl ane.

The burning man thrashed on the ground, arns flopping, trying to put out the jellied gasoline
sticking to his jacket and pants. Rachel Mscowitz was battering at himwi th a bl anket. Bobby Erin
whi pped of f his robe and slapped it onto George, totally unconcerned by his own resulting nudity.
Al'l eyes were on the nonster.

The nonster had gained twenty neters toward the river cliff in the blink of an eye, and once
agai n was notionl ess.

The snell of fuel and burnt flesh boiled up fromit in nauseatingly dense clouds of oily
snoke.

It nmoved. Its tail was a sudden blur, and then an inpossible living fireball streaked for the
river, fifteen good neters this time. Through the snoke and flane she could see its head waggi ng

slowy, agonizingly, as if trying to orient itself. Its tail |ashed m ndlessly.
Greg followed, firing the flane-thrower not in bursts but in a single continuous stream He
| aughed and cried hysterically, unmndful of the havoc he was wecking. "You--stay still--Alicia--

you--" Firing the flame-thrower at the tail had the same effect as firing it at a spinning
propeller: a blur, a thin, curdled mst of flame.

Bui Il dings were afire all around them Stu Ellington, his noon face ruddy with fear and
adrenal i ne exhaustion, cried, "God's sake, Greg, put it out! Put the dammed thing out! The
ani mal ' s dead!"

Stu shoul dered a rifle, aimng not at the dying thing wapped in a web of flame, but at G eg.

"Greg--" Geg didn't, couldn't hear the order, but the flanme-thrower tanks spat out their |ast
breath of fire and were enpty. Trenbling, Stu |lowered the barrel to the ground.
"You, die, die, dam you, die--" Sylvia was startled to hear her own voice, hear herself

chanting, not knowi ng when she had started it, knowing only an intensely norbid fascination with
the thing that--

It noved, and this last leap took it over the edge of the bluff. It didn't even screamas it
fell

"Get it!" Zack bawled instantly. "Don't let it get away." Colonists ran toward fires and the
i njured. Zack grabbed randomy. "Jill. Harry. Ricky--no, Jesus, get sonme drawers on. Mts. Get a
steel net on that thing's body. It's al nost dead, but don't take any chances and don't let the
body wash away."

Sylvia pulled herself erect. Something had bruised her ankle. She pulled the robe about her

swol | en stomach. | shoul d do sonet hi ng--Snoke and bl ood and the stench of cooking nmonster flesh
filled the air.
A dozen bodies lay scattered and bl eeding. Jean Patterson broken and twi sted and still at

| ast. Jon van Don, Sylvia's next-door neighbor, his face a mask of blood, funbled wi th numbing
fingers to stanch wounds across his mdsection. Scenes fromnewsreels, fromlong past wars on
Earth. Sylvia wandered blindly through hell. "Terry!"

He nust be all right. He nust be helping to put out the fires--

Fl ames grew everywhere. Tanks spat white foaminto the weckage.

A thin current of wailing was an incessant background to her every thought. Broken glass and
wood and pl astic crunched under her every step, and Sylvia was losing it, tottering on the brink
of overload. We had tinme. W should have been ready. W shoul d have known. Cadnmann war ned- -

Cadmann. Cadmann's still in the clinic!

She was runni ng before she knewit. One slipper flew off, and the bare pad of her foot skinned
al ong the ground. There was no one at the door of the infirmary, and at first she thought that it
was enpty. Then she saw Mary Ann and Carl os hunched over Cadnmann

Cadmann wasn't noving. Bl ood oozed froma dozen wounds.

She fought to get in next to him Mry Ann turned and glared at her. "W can take care of
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this," she said, and her voice was frigid. "He warned you, dam you. God damm you to hell. He
trusted you. And you tried to kill him Go on. |I'msure that your husband needs you sonewhere."

Carlos's dark face was sliced along the chin, a wound that oozed bl ood onto his green
sl eevel ess shirt. She reached out to touch him He spoke without turning. "No. It's all right. Wy
don't you get a first-aid kit and see who needs hel p?" He didn't try to smle, but there was no
hostility in his face. "Go on, Senora Faul kner."

Unconsci ous, Cadmann groaned as Mary Ann's fingers tenderly probed his wounds.

Syl vi a backed out of the room grabbing the first-aid kit as she went, nmunbling, "I'msorry.
I"'mso sorry. | tried--" But no one was listening to her anynore.

There was so nmuch danmge--everywhere. Her enptions were in such a snarl that it was inpossible
to find a | oose end, sonewhere she could begin to unravel.

She counted the bl anket-draped figures that she could see. At |east four corpses. Three tines
that many wounded, and sonme woul d be dead by norning. She wal ked stiff-1egged and nunb, desperate
to find a way to nake hersel f useful

Terry. She heard his voice to the left, barking orders. He was working with three other nmen to
quell a blaze roaring in one of the storage sheds. Her mind wasn't working. She wasn't thinking
clearly, and she wanted to, badly. Wat did they store in that shed? What . . . ?

The sudden realization hit her, and she screaned. "Terry!"

He turned. "Sylvia! Get back!" The sheer ferocity and alarmin his voice took her by such
surprise that she did back up, and then she was off her feet, feeling the wall of air before she
saw the light or heard the sound.

The shed behind Terry nmushroomed into a fireball, and the nen with himscreaned, tw tching
I'i ke noths caught in a Bunsen burner. The edge of the fireball lifted Terry and flipped himinto a
stack of tools where he lay, clothes snoldering, as the canp burned

| npr essi ons:

Bl ackened faces, bandages. Wsps of snmoke rising fromtw sted alloy support struts. A sky gray
with ash, a dawn wel comed with | ow, despairing noans.

Wars must look like this, Sylvia thought. Cadmann woul d know- -

The communal dining hall was snoke-danaged but ot herw se unharned. Now it held nobst of the
Col ony, excluding those too badly wounded to be noved.

There was little sound in the roomsave the few ningled, stifled sobs. She felt what nobody
spoke of: the sense of relief fromthose who had cone through the ordeal with hides and fanilies
intact. The unwounded. There aren't any unwounded. We've all been hurt. Sylvia thought. A fragnent
of song canme to her. Sonetines | feel like a notherless child. A long way from hone.

"Mary Ann--"

Mary Ann paused in her endl ess rounds anbng the wounded.

"I's Cadnmann--?"

"He's alive."

"Don't go! Terry. \Were is Terry?"

Mary Ann's nmouth was a grimline. "He'll live. | think."

"Live--"

"Maybe. | have to go. You're not hurt. You're all right. So is your baby."

Sylvia let that thought sink in. The baby is all right . . . Another shadow fell across her

Zack wandered aim essly through the roomw th a bullhorn, counting the wounded, trying to get a
feel for the extent of the damage. His eyes were red and puffy. Carolyn MAndrews followed him a
sallow wraith at Zack's heels.

Zack clinbed onto a dining table and raised his bullhorn. "I don't know what to say." He
paused. There was silence. "W . . . we have nore than enough nedi ci ne and bandages." The bull horn
bel | owed his voice: gravelly, ruined by an endl ess night of screanming. "If there are any bite
victins that | am presently unaware of, please . . ." He wavered, |osing focus, and Rache
steadi ed him

Sylvia felt herself coughing, watched herself raise an unsteady hand. "Zack--what do we do
now? \Wat do we do about the defenses?”

"Full alert, of course, we activate the nmine field. The electric fences. But--Goddam it,

Syl via, you know that thing was inpossible!l |npossiblel W couldn't have expected that. It's a
fluke. Nothing that large can live on this island, the ecology can't support it. There's no food
chain. You said that yourself! It swam over fromthe mainland, it nust have, and how could | have
know it could do that?" He wi ped his forehead with a griny hand. Hi s voice cracked. "There just
isn't enough food to support it."
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"It got here, didn't it?" lIda van Don screamed. Her face was chal k, except for the smear of
bl ood on the left side of her face. "It got--" She couldn't get the rest out, and buckl ed over
with sobs. Phyllis draped a bl anket over her shoul ders.

"Not enough food," Sylvia said. She tried unsuccessfully to hold back her own tears. "Yes,
said that. Al right, Zack, it wasn't your fault! |Is that what you want on your tonbstone? It
wasn't your fault? Zack, it couldn't be, it shouldn't be, but it's here, and you can't know there
aren't nore, and what in the hell do we do about it?"

"Mary Ann woul d have a suggestion.” Carlos's voice was dry and carefully controll ed.

Zack's lips drew taut. H s hands shook. Rachel took the m crophone. Her voice was as raw as
her husband's. "lIs that a suggestion or a demand, Carl os?"

"Neither. Not yet, anyway."

"Then we needn't worry about it yet. Sylvia, all serious suggestions are wel conre. W know we
need nore security. Please, all of you, be assured that until the entire situation has stabilized,
no aspect of security will be neglected. But we have to start somewhere--right now, we have to
meke sure that a total inventory of the damage and | osses is nade, and that all of the wounds are
dealt with. Yes--Andy?"

The engi neer stood. H's right armwas strapped to his chest. "This wasn't supposed to happen

Not hing |i ke this was supposed to happen. | was . . . W can't go hone!"

Jill Ralston, the slender redhead fromagriculture, stood. Both of her hands were w apped in
burn gauze. "Damit, | saw that freaking animal take over a hundred rounds, and half a tank of
jellied fuel. It was in the water, and the water snoked. W got a net around it, and its tail was
still twitching! It had to be dead, just spasns--but I'"'mtelling you that it alnost killed the
three of us. If there had been five of them they could have killed everyone in the canp."

"Five--hell if it would have needed five!" Ri cky shout ed.

Rachel tried to speak, but despite the ni crophone she was drowned out in the babble.

"One. One nore would finish us!”

"Cadmann was right all the tine, damm, why didn't we listen to the col onel ?--"

"Ten light-years, ten years away--"

"Power plant's finished--"

"Vet shed--"

"The biology |ab's wecked--"

Zack took the m crophone and waved his hand. "Enough! Listen, dam it!" The babbl e died away.
"Look, we're not going to get productive work done until we rebuild the canp, and we can't do that
until our mnds are at rest.”

"Yeah, sure, relax," La Donna called. "Good old Zack. No-o-o0 problens."

"Cut the crap. It doesn't help the situation if everyone tal ks at once. Look, chances are we
won't find another one of these--things. No sense in taking chances, we'll take precautions, but
damm it, science is science. There's nothing for it to live on here. There won't be nore of them-

"How t he hell can you know that?"

"There couldn't have been that one--"

"Stop! You're scientists and engineers, and the best people that could be chosen froma half

billion applicants, and God damm it, act like it!
"Al right. Now, just to be sure, we'll put a study teamon the problem |mediately. Wat do
we have that will kill these . . . nonsters . . . and do it efficiently? W'll find out!"

"I think we need atom c bonbs,"” Andy said. Two people |aughed. Andy sat down agai n.

Zack spoke through pain, pushing his voice when it should have been allowed to rest. "W
weren't prepared. Whether we ever run into another of those or not, we'll soon know what will Kkill
it. One person by hinmself should be able to do it. W'll find out. | swear. This is our island,
and I"'mnot turning it over to any goddammed nonster. Qurs, do you understand?"

"Right." Carolyn MAndrews stood and appl auded. After several seconds others joined wearily.
Sylvia rose and left the room

She wal ked out through the door, out into the canp, where snoke still rose fromthe tw sted
struts. Three buildings had been totally destroyed. The power plant | ooked bad. People dug in the
ruins, trying to find valuables or irreplaceabl es.

Here was the hospital. Its normal five beds had been expanded to twenty. Mst of the wounds
woul d heal, thank God, but a few, just a few

Terry for instance.

Terry lay torpid in a bath of saline solution. Jerry was checking Terry's wounds as Syl via
came through the door, and his face was grim "W may have to anputate the right |eg. The bones
are shattered."
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She nodded nunbly and sat down in a folding chair next to him Terry was still unconscious,
filled with painkillers. H's skin was reddish and peeling, as if he had been staked out in the
Moj ave for days.

"He's lucky to be alive,"” Jerry said.

"W're all lucky," Sylvia said soberly. "Sonehow, that doesn't make things any easier."

There was one figure conspicuously absent fromthe expanded hospital, one figure that she
want ed desperately to see. Jerry caught the look in her eye. "W noved Cadmann back to his hut. He
dammed wel | insisted. He's taking food there. | don't know. He's very weak, but there are others
who need help nore. He'll heal--"

Sylvia half stood, but Jerry's hand tugged at her. "Nane of God, Sylvia. You're not the only
one who's sorry. W screwed up, and we're paying for it. But you can't do any good. How do you
think Terry's going to feel if he wakes up and you're not here? Let it be."

She twisted her armin his hand, and then finally sat back again. Drained. "There isn't
anything to be done."

"Not hing. We've got the body out of the river, and as soon as the wounded are stabilized,

we'll be able to spare you. Until then . . . you're a doctor, not a lovesick schoolgirl. This is
your husband. For God's sake act like it."

A slap across the face couldn't have shocked her nore, and she nodded. "I . . . I'msorry,
Jerry."

"Being sorry doesn't count for shit. Broken bones don't care how you feel. They just need to
be set.”

What time was it? How | ong had Jerry been working while she luxuriated in her grief? It had
been twenty hours since the attack. It had probably been two days since Jerry had slept, and he
was still going. Shane swept through the depths of her. But in its wake was resolve, and a kind of
nervous energy. She stood. "Jerry, thank you. There's a time for self-pity, and this isn't it. How
Il ong has it been since you slept?"

Jerry smled raggedly, running his hand through a thatch of hair that |ooked as linp and tired
as the rest of him "Sleep. Sounds fanmiliar. It sounds |ike sonmething | read about once."

"CGet out of here, and don't come back for at |least six hours. Doctor's orders."

"Are you all right?"

"Now | am | have to pass the favor on. Scoot."

Jerry took a last | ook around the infirmary and shuffled of f, grabbing his coat on the way
out .

Sylvia rolled up her sleeves, and touched her stonach gingerly. The baby was fine, she could
feel that. If anything had happened

But now there was work to be done.

A war zone. That was what it |ooked like in here. A goddammed war zone.

Chapter 11
EULOGY

He is gone fromthe mountain,

He is lost to the forest,

Li ke a sumer-dried fountain

When our need was the sorest.

SI R WALTER SCOTT, The Lady of the Lake

For Sylvia, the next three days were a stabilizing tine, a tine of |earning who was going to
die, and who would live. They lost three nore during that time, raising the death toll to twelve.

It seened that none but the dead slept during those days. There just wasn't enough painkiller
or somazine to keep the wounded asl eep

If only .

That game was too easy, and too painful to play. "If onlys" turned wishes into guilty visions,
turned thoughts of mine fields and guards and infrared scans into haunted caves, vast cobwebbed
torture chanbers where her sl eep-starved m nd whi pped and racked her without mercy.

She was pregnant, and she couldn't deny it or hide it, and so every ni ght when others went
back to the hospital after dinner she was driven into bed, and given orders not to show her face
until norning.

But the guilt and the pain and the sheer stark need drove her on

She saw Zack. He was goi ng harder than she. Perhaps harder than anyone. And if she knew that
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her dreans were pits of despair and self-recrimnation, his were beyond her inagining.

Her life during those vital hours was consunmed with the wounded--the burns, the bites and
punctures, the broken bones and ruptured internal organs, the cuts, nervous exhaustion, fatigue,
shel |l shock and even a bull et wound.

But Zack had to pore over Andy's reports as the engi neer corps exanm ned the danage. The
bi ol ogy I ab was al nost totally destroyed. The power plant | ooked wounded, but was in fact dead.
The plasma toroid was punctured; the only replacenents within ten light-years were in the notors
of the M nerva vehicles.

And in three days, after the worst had passed--after all the fences were nmended, the first
tentative inventory taken and all the nedical cases stabilized--it was Zack who perforned the
service at the nass buri al

No preachers. W didn't want any. No preachers, no rabbi, no priests. W are the scientists,
rati onal, thoughtful--was that wi se?

"They died that we might live," Zack began

She thought of the last funeral she'd attended, the last tine when she had felt grief gnaw ng
at her like a living thing--the day they buried her father, only six nonths after her nother was
laid to rest. The day she had turned fromthe rolling green expanse, the endl ess rows of white
markers at Arlington National Cemetery and flown hone wi thout a word to anyone. And upon returning
hone nade her final decision to accept the offered berth aboard Geographic. That day, and its
deci sion, and the acconpanying grief were |like a wood-grain finish buried under |ayers of cheap
cloudy shellac. It only came to mind when she thought of how very nuch her nother woul d have
wanted to touch her stomach, to hold her and cry happily with her as wonmen cry, rejoicing in the
torch of life being passed fromone generation to the next.

No, today was worse. One hundred and seventy-four survivors were here for the cerenony, al
t hose who could be noved fromtheir beds.

Sylvia held Terry's hand as he sat in his wheelchair. The word wasn't final on his spina
damage yet, but the irony was crushing.

W' ve got good news and bad news.

The good news is that we won't have to amputate his left |eg!

The bad news is that his spinal cord was severed, and he'll never wal k agai n anyway.

There were twel ve graves and a thirteenth marker. April, Alicia' s baby, the first child born
on this new world, had never been found.

Greg stood near them and there was a quality in his face that she had associated with Ernst
since the Hibernation Instability. H's face was enpty.

It fit. Everything fit together, a nosaic that began with the endl ess expanse of dappl ed gray
clouds and the thin stream of snpbke rising fromthe snoldering tip of a volcano just the far side
of the horizon

Per haps nost of all, what fit was Cadmann. She saw himout of the corner of her left eye,
standi ng alone, with Mary Ann. Strange how that phrasing cane to her. Mary Ann stood near him
al nost touching him but they might have been strangers in a subway: intimate through proxinity,
yet each sealed in his own world.

Cadnann's head turned, and he | ooked at Sylvia, through her, and she longed to cry out to him
realized through his inaccessibility how very much she cared

But Terry's hand gripped hers, and Zack's voice called her fromher reverie.

" . . . that we might live. Al of us knew the risks, but these--these few paid the price for
our mstake. Wth time, all of us will lie beneath this soil. Let these . . . thirteen . . . be
the last to die by violence. Let our loss nerely strengthen our resolve, deepen our conmtnent."

He cleared his throat. Usually he reninded Sylvia of Groucho Marx. There was no hint of conedy
now. He | ooked old and tired and frightened. "Does anyone want to speak?"

There was a nonent's silence, then Greg spoke in a voice that was pure venom "Wy didn't we
listen? Why couldn't we have listened? Did Cadnmann ask for so nuch?"

"Greg . . ." Zack's voice was soft. "This isn't the tinme."

"Piss on you!" Spittle flew fromthe corner of his nouth. "W conbed this goddammed i sl and
fromone end to the other, and we didn't find a fucking thing. Now we can't find anything, and
people are already starting to say that that nust have been the only nonster. That it swam over
fromthe mainland. That's bullshit "

llG,eg__ll
"Fuck you, Zack. | trusted you. We all trusted you. You were supposed to be the one with the
big view Aicia trusted you. And now she's . . . she . "

Tears streamed fromhis eyes and he collapsed to his knees at Alicia's grave, his fingers
clawing at the earth, all the pent-up enption exploding out of himat once. It was a trigger
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O hers were crying now, quietly or with great wacki ng sobs.
From the corner of her eye, Sylvia saw Cadmann turn on his crutches and hobbl e away. Silent,
solitary again, vindicated by death, dishonored by the only fanmily he would ever have.

Intime Sylvia lost herself in the work, and in greater tine the flow of the work itself began
to sl ow. Nobody was unaffected by the grief, and in a way it turned into a bond stronger than the
original heigh-ho Manifest Destiny enthusiasmthat had built an interstellar expedition

Repairs were underway around the clock. In the nmiddl e of the mistiest night, the sparkle of
| aser and plasma torches lit the gloomlike dazzling fireflies.

Wthin anot her week, what had happened had becone a synbol alnpbst as nmuch as a reality. The
electric wire around the periphery of the canp had been reinforced, reestablishnent of full power
given the highest priority. Guard shifts were doubled. Every night, several times a night, Sylvia
awoke fromtroubl ed slunber, to be lulled back to sleep by the silent bob and sw vel of the
searchlights.

The minefield had been reactivated, providing the first dark noment of hunor since the
tragedy.

At just after three in the norning, a hollow explosion had shaken the canp. Frightened,
hastily dressed col onists had joined guards outside the gates to find a stormof feathers stil
drifting down: a prodigal turkey had returned.

Gimjokes about turkey bonmbe and flanbe had circul ated for the next two days, and had hel ped
t he heal i ng begin.

Syl via ceased her efforts to wite a new voice-recognition programinto Cassandra as a
fam liar, disturbing figure |Iinmped past her w ndow

Cadmann. A crutch under his right arm side bandaged, a ragged, badly heal ed scar creasing his
cheek in a false smle. A silent giant with dark, accusing eyes.

He spoke to no one, taking his neals and nedication in his hut. No one challenged him No one
dared to tell himthat he should not hate them for what had been done. In her mnd Sylvia could
see that thing squatting atop Cadmann, grinning down at him slowy raking the flesh fromhis
body.

For a warrior of Cadmann's nature to have been disarmed, doped, tied and then abandoned to be
monster bait was an insult so deep that there was nothing that could be said. And so, to their
communal shane, nothi ng was.

Two weeks later, the door to her |ab opened w thout warning. Zack Mdscowitz cane in.

"Well, he's gone."

"H, Zack."

"That Skeeter you heard. Cadmann stole it."

"Stole--"

"Or borrowed. He didn't say. W tried the radio. He isn't answering, and he's disconnected the
tracer. We don't know where he's going, or why."

"You know why," Sylvia said. "He's telling us all to go to hell. And maybe we deserve it."
"Yeah." Mbscowitz sighed heavily. "Yeah, | know Sone idiot suggested we go after him and get
the Skeeter back. | didn't bother to ask for volunteers."

"So he's gone."

"Hm and he damm near dismantled his hut. He's also got two dogs, a rifle, ammunition and a
case of Iliquor."

"It's his rifle. He'll have tools, too," Sylvia said thoughtfully. "And if you add it all up,
it won't come to nore than his share.”

"The Skeeter's a lot nore than his share."

"He'll bring it back."

"Did he tell you that?"

Sylvia laughed. "Don't | wish. No, but he will. He hasn't any use for a Skeeter, Zack. He
isn't out to hurt the Colony. He just wants--anyway, you watch, he won't take nore than his
share."

"Yeah. | guess | always knew that. Goddamm him" Zack exploded. "Hell, Sylvia, it isn't the
stuff he took! It's him W need the son of a bitch."

"And if you'd--"

"And if 1'd said it |oud enough and early enough he'd still be here. Yeah. Thanks for
rem nding ne."
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The Skeeter returned eight hours later. It |anded two kiloneters fromthe canp. Everyone cane
out side, but no one wanted to go closer. After a nonent Cadmann creakily |evered hinmself out of
the cockpit. One of the dogs | eaped out of the cabin after him It bounded around his feet, as if
unabl e to understand why his new master noved so slowy when there was so nuch to do, so much to
see. Toget her they wal ked north.

The last Sylvia saw of himwas a tiny, lonely figure clinbing into the pass, disappearing into
the di stance and the mist.

Chapter 12
DI NOSAUR KI LLER

He that goeth about to persuade a nultitude, that they are not so well governed as they ought to
be, shall never want attentive and favorabl e hearers.
Rl CHARD HOCOKER, Eccl esiastical Polity

"Save it!" Sylvia screaned as lights flickered throughout the canp. Jerry's hands fl ew over
t he keyboard. Cassandra's nenory banks had just begun saving when the entire canp plunged into
dar kness. Shadows fl ashed back as the sizzling flare of arc wel ders beyond the comunal dining
hall created brief lightning storns in the Aval onian mi dni ght.

Jerry shouted out the window to the welders. "Goddamm it, you could warn us!" There was no
answer. He sighed. "What did we lose this time?"

"Maybe nothing." Sylvia glanced at her watch. "Know in a nminute. |I'll be glad when they get
the power plant rebuilt."”

"Yeah." He tapped idly at the keyboard. "They say you can get used to hanging if you hang | ong
enough, but I'Il never get used to the power going out." A brief flare of light, and Jerry's face
was outlined in the darkness as he lit a cigarette. "Have one?"

"You know better than that."

He shrugged. "Good tinme to start.” He put the stiff foil package away.

This was a bad time, miserable in alnost every way that Sylvia could think of. If Cassandra
hadn't been danaged by the nonster, her automatic power backups woul d have all owed themto
continue the process of collating the satellite data. If she hadn't been danaged, all data would
have been automatically backed up. If the power plant hadn't been danaged, there'd be no need to
run cables fromone of the two Mnerva shuttles. There woul d have been a snooth, uninterrupted
flow of electricity to the canp.

They were lucky to have power at all. The solar collectors uphill didn't collect enough power,
and the storage capacity was tiny. And they had dynanmte. How do you get power out of two hundred
kilos of dynanite? They'd found an answer: they'd dynanited a cliff to damthe river. Now the
river featured a long, narrow | ake downstream fromthe canp, a landing field for the Mnerva, and
now the Mnerva's notor could be brought within reach of cables fromthe half rebuilt power plant.

"There she goes," Jerry said as the lights w nked back on

"I don't know how rmuch nore of this |I can handle,” Sylvia said, w ping noist fingers on her
pant s.

"Al'l that it takes," Jerry answered bluntly.

Cassandra booted back up al nost at once, and they breathed a paired sigh of relief: none of
the data had been |ost. Sylvia spoke softly. "Cassandra. Correlate and evaluate: optical-infrared
scan, North Sea."

"Acknow edged."” The conputer continued its cross-referencing of the data it received fromthe
geosynchronous satellite above the canpsite and the transient data gathered by the | ower, faster-
nmovi ng CGeogr aphi c.

"Northland is heavily populated." Jerry's voice held irritation now. The two were |ike an
enot i onal seesaw. "Concl usive signs of aquatic life. Howin the hell are we going to zero in on
sonet hing |i ke our nmonster comi ng over?"

"Data, Jerry. There's an answer for everything that happened, but right now we just have to
correlate data. W can't even say exactly what we're up against. If the protein spectrophotoneter
can be repaired, we'll get a look at the thing's DNA. Until then, we're doing autopsies on a
corpse nade of charcoal ."

"There nust be a pattern. This island is underpopul ated. We know that. Not enough
differentiation. Sam on, plants, and those damm pterodons high up in the nountains, and they al
| ook alike. It's--"

"And insects--"
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"Ckay, insects. Al tiny. All flying things, no crawlers, and all these enpty ecol ogica

pockets. It's like . . . maybe . . . Sylvia? It's like the Earth nust have been after the Di nosaur
Killer. Nothing big. Mst of the species wiped out. O-kay. Let's start looking for iridiumin the
soil, shall we? A layer of vaporized asteroid, buried, but not deep. And naybe the satellites can

find us a fresh crater.™

"Di nosaur Killer--Jerry, could that be it? A big asteroid strike, long winter, planetary die-
of f--when? A thousand years ago? Five thousand? The plants have all cone back, but not the
ani mal s?"

"Even half a mllion wouldn't be too long." He frowned. "There are other answers, though
Sonet hi ng regul ar, sonething that breaks the reproduction cycle. Sonething subtle . . . maybe it
doesn't even show up for two or three generations . "

She felt nmonentary fear. Then she patted her bul gi ng abdonen and | aughed. "Ugly thought, but
no. W've had three generations of chickens, and four generations of mce. Go for the D nosaur
Killer."

Her fingers flew over the keyboard, bringing to the screen the endl ess biol ogical sets they
had worked out: animal to vegetable kil otonnage, ani mal popul ations in the various tenperature
gradients. In the varying altitudes. In the dry clines. The wet. And on. And on, as they had for
four days now. She remenbered sl eeping until she was entirely slept out, one Saturday follow ng
three col |l ege exans. She renenbered this as she had once renenbered hot fudge sundaes while
di eting.

The answers were always the same. No hostile life on the island. There couldn't be. Nothing
for it to live on. A sinple, near-pastoral ecology. W' re mssing something obvious. Sonething
ought to renmenber. Is this what the--others--Mary Ann and Ernst and the others felt |ike?
Sonmething | ought to know, and |I don't. She | aughed suddenly.

"What ?" Jerry asked

"Not hing. Jerry, | like your Dinosaur Killer. | think you ve got it."

Jerry carefully blew his snoke in the other direction. "Do you think that an expedition will
really go out now?"

"No. Zack won't approve it."

"He'll be lucky if anyone listens a damm to what he has to say after this nmess.”

"Greg spoke for everyone? You included?"

"Not you?"

She paused. "I think Zack nade an honest nistake, one that any of us might have nade, and nobst

of us did! Zack's a scapegoat. The fact that Cadrmann was right doesn't necessarily mean that he
was right for the right reasons. He'd been | ooking for something to go wong right fromthe
begi nni ng--"

"I woul d have expected a comrent |ike that out of Terry."

"No--this isn't a putdown. As far as Cad is concerned, sonebody has to play Devil's Advocate."

The program purred on quietly and efficiently by itself. "Cadmann. Wat are we going to do
about hin?" The roomlights di med again. "Shit! Cassandra Save!"

The power didn't cone back for fifteen m nutes. Enough, Sylvia thought. "I quit, Jerry. You
should too. 'Bye." She didn't wait for his answer.

Early dawn, but the canp was a hive of activity. The weckage had been cleared away. New
bui | di ngs sprouted, bare skeletons rising into the chill norning air. Three work crews in
overl appi ng ten-hour shifts kept the jobs humi ng al ong snobothly. Everyone got just enough tine to
sl eep, but not enough to grouse.

One nonster did this. How nany are there?

Di nosaur Killer. It just could be. The idea was exciting. She was already too tired to rel ax.
She chose to walk the Iong way home. A chill breeze cane from Spaceport Lake, and she w apped her
coat nore tightly as she neared the power plant.

The engi neers were rebuilding without tearing down the original structure. At this stage it
had no shape or symmetry, only a chaos of crunbled walls and hastily erected scaffol ding.

The power plant was one of the first buildings on Aval on. About half a year ago, she thought
idly, and nodded to herself in satisfaction because she'd thought of it as half a year, not just
over one Earth Standard. Aval on was home whether they liked it or not. Better learn to think so.

The power plant had fl own down on a solidly packed one-shot cargo vehicle. A small solid-fuel
rocket had dropped it fromorbit to glide down on triangular w ngs. The engi ne was M nerva-
conpatible; in fact the whol e package had | ooked a ot |ike one of the shuttles, with a Mnerva's
wing and belly. Mtor, wings, hull, all were spare parts for the shuttles. And dammed near all we
have, too. What's left?
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A Skeeter hovered over the power plant. A thin girder dangled fromits underbelly. Omar
| sfahan waved a handl anp, guiding the pilot, until the girder clicked down, was fitted and epoxied
into place. Omar, tallest man in canp by three inches, |ooked tired. H's fleshy cheeks drooped,
his tight khaki shirt was dappled with sweat. El sewhere in the structure nmen were sol dering
el ectric cables. When the Skeeter |ifted away agai n soneone yelled "Now " and the lights flared
back to Iife all over the canp. The glare stole the faint stars fromtheir twi nkling positions in
the norning mist, but one of the twin nmoons still glimered, a tiny dimcrescent above the
hori zon.

She felt suddenly, unaccountably |onely. She wanted to go back to her hut and curl up next to
her husband. Knowi ng that Terry woul d respond, would hold her with what strength he had. Know ng
that if she began to cry he would say what conforting things he could.

If only . . . if only his new depth of understanding weren't acconpanied by a conplete failure
of his | ower body.

But she was pregnant, and he was sick, crippled, and her need for |ovemaki ng seened both
selfish and unworthy. It didn't help that she still thought of Cadmann--not his face, and nothing
so crude as a sexual inmmge, only a nenory of the breadth of his shoulders. The curve of his upper
arm where the nuscle showed nost clearly, the unmi stakably male snell of his body and breath .

She held herself, watching the construction on the power plant, barely noticing when Zack
energed fromthe shadows.

"Sylvia."

He seened about ten years older, but there was strength in that maturity. In the faces and
manners of so many of them now. "How are you?"

"Tired, but nmaking progress, | think."

He nodded wi thout speaking. He was staring out toward Micking Great Muntain, and she didn't
need to ask what he was thinking. If a canp vote had been taken the day after the disaster, Zack
woul d have been ousted and Cadmann el ected to the post in a nonent. Take the vote soon enough
after the disaster, and Zack hinself m ght have led the el ectoral parade. Not now. Now he'd fight.

"We're surviving," he said. "W're going to keep surviving. W paid our price for this
goddammed planet. It's all we're going to pay."

"I hope you're right, but how can you say that? Anyway, we all nade our decision when we |eft
Earth. We knew the risk--"

"\What happened just shouldn't have happened."” There was absolutely nothing of the old Zack in
his tone. She wanted to back away fromhim The flash of the arcs and wel ding | asers cast hard
shadows on his face. His eyes were bright.

"We don't know if there are any nore of those things on the island," she said, as gently as
she could. "It's going to take tine."

"We have tine. Those things don't have any time." He turned the collar of his coat up. "You're
going to hear talk, Sylvia. Maybe you've heard it already." H's breath cane in short white puffs
when he spoke. "They say that I'mtoo soft. That this wouldn't have happened if . . . soneone el se
was in charge. Had been in charge. | can't say about that. Watever's fair is fair. | can tell you
this, though. It isn't happening again. Whether I'min charge or not."

Syl via renmenbered the i mage of shadow whi ppi ng through the courtyard to | eave unbelievabl e
carnage and stinking blood slicks on the tarmac. The Aval oni an equival ent of tiny, flying insects
still hovered in the courtyard, picking sustenance out of the cracks although they hosed it clean
agai n and agai n.

"Keep | ooking," he said. "Harry Siep's calibrating Geographic's tel escope. Coordinating the
satellites. All three will be nmonitoring the island and the strait. W're going to train a second
teamto do the evaluations you and Jerry have been running, so that we'll have continuous coverage
until Cassandra is up to full strength again. |'mworking out a new security program Every foot
of this island is going to be re-photographed--" He | ooked at her suddenly. "Have you seen the
| at est pictures?”

"No. You've found sonething!"

"Not what you're thinking, not nore of the dam nonsters. W found Cadnann."

A great sigh ran through her, as if she had been waiting to hear that for a week, unable to
admt how inportant it was. "Thank God. \Were?"

"Hal fway up MaM nmesa. Canpfire traces three days running. He won't answer any radi o signals,
but it's himall right."

She paused, waiting for himto go on. Wien he didn't, she said it. "Are we going after hinP"

"Why? He obviously doesn't want anything to do with us. He didn't take anything that wasn't
hi s--regardl ess of what a couple of assholes said."
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There was real confusion in Zack's voice. Middi ed, nixed enotions. Sure. He knows what he owes
Cad. He also knows that right now Cadmann coul d snatch the Col ony from him

"What do you want to do?"

Zack thrust his hands deeply into his pockets. "I don't feel that an official delegation would
be welcone. A few of his friends, on the other hand--people who cared about himand just wanted to
make sure that he was all right--that m ght be appropriate. Can you think of anyone who night fit
t hat description?"

She nodded silently.

"Good. | was hoping. Well. 1've got things to do. Good night, Sylvia."

Zack wal ked off the way she had cone, toward the rebuilt veterinary clinic.

There aren't any heroes here, she rem nded herself. Just survivors. The heroes died two weeks
ago. O were crippled. O broken.

Except for one man who we've shanmed and betrayed. W owe hi m sonet hi ng.

Terry was awake when she cane to bed. Wiat nedical skill could do had been done. There was no
need for himto be in the infirmary--the hut was |ike a personal hospital room and since the
acci dent, he seened to need her nore than ever before.

If only...

"Sylvia," he said sleepily, throwing a warm arm over her as she slipped between the covers.

She helped himroll over: he hadn't quite gotten the knack of doing it with just his arns. He
was working out in the comunal gymto i nprove the strength of his upper body. Already she could
feel the renewed tautness in his shoulders. In short nonths he might double his strength. Fromthe
wai st up, he would be nore nuscul ar than he had ever been in his life. Afine figure of a man
those rippling corded arns pushing his balloon-tired wheel chair around the canp.

She squeezed her eyes tightly, trying not to cry. He would taste the tears.

He pulled her close to him and as he did now, kissed her closed eyes, his slender fingers
kneadi ng her back. "How did work go?"

"We've actually classified four different life forns on the nain continent. Two are just huge,
the size of brontosaurs. The others travel in packs. Fast. In sprints. Qur nonster night have been
a stray froma pack like that."

"\What about the expedition?"

"No word. You might still lead it, you know. "

Except that we don't have any sophisticated prosthetics. So you could stay in the Mnerva we
send over, and watch while other nmen and wonen do the exploring. Maybe Cadmann would like to | ead
it now? How would you like that, Terry? Maybe we'll wait until 1've had the baby, and | have ny
figure back. Then Cadmann and | can go over there together. Wat woul d you think of that, Terry?

Not too fucking much

"Just problenms. Manpower. W only have one totally free Mnerva. If we need both M nervas
sonmewhere else, the canp is without power. There just isn't going to be any exploration if the
satellites and the tel escope aboard Geographic can do the job," Sylvia continued.

"l suppose that nmakes sense."

Sylvia tried to identify her husband's voice in that conment. Like everything else in the
canp, he had changed.

For a tine she just listened to his breathing in the dark. Then she | eaned forward to kiss her
husband, kiss the father of her unborn child. H's nouth tasted of sleep, but not unpleasantly. He
pul l ed away from her enbrace a few inches. "Sylvia--what news is there of Cadnann?"

"Micki ng Great Mountain, hal fway up."

She felt himnod in the dark. "Go up there," he said finally. "Talk to him He's got to cone
back. "

He strained with his arnms to bring his hips closer to her, and even in the darkness she could
see that tears glistened on his cheeks.

"Terry . . . why?"

He ran his hands down her body to the gentle swell of her stomach. "Because of this. W're
going to have a child soon, and this planet will be hers."

"Hers," Sylvia whispered

"I can't protect her. Cadmann can help make this island safe. | hel ped drive himaway. | think
you can bring himback."

She didn't say anything, just kissed himagain, renmenbering a |ine fromsonmewhere. That which
does not kill us makes us stronger

Wio had said that? Kipling? N etzsche? She decided Kipling and resolved to look it up in the
nor ni ng.
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"One thing, Sylvia." His voice took on a wholly different quality. "I've talked to Jerry.
There are going to be . . . things that 1'll never be able to do again. You . . . you m ght not
have any nore children by nme unl ess we Al."

She cradl ed his head, afraid that she already knew what he was about to say. "Shhh."

"No," he whispered. "Let ne finish. | don't want you creeping out behind ny back, feeling
guilty. Sooner or later you're going to do it. The instincts run too damed strong here. W cane
to make the children that will rule this world." There was a definite catch in his voice. "Al
right. Do what you have to. And know that | understand. Just--not with Cadmann, please. | know
that it's ridiculous. | just ask you that nuch. Please."

She held himtightly, as if afraid that with those words he night have said all that he needed
to say, done all that he needed to do, and that life mght slip anay fromhimthere in the
dar kness.

And as they held each other, for the first tine since they had | anded she realized how very
much she loved him and how rmuch he | oved her

Sylvia's stonach jolted as the Skeeter hit an air pocket. She lurched to the side--the seat
belt she shared with Mary Ann squashed them together. The Skeeters were built for two, but woul d
seat three if the three were friendly enough.

Mary Ann stared straight ahead, as if a studied stare would part the clouds that shrouded the
pl at eau. The tension between themwas so thick you could cut shingles out of it, and on a very
deep I evel Sylvia wished that she or Mary Ann had stayed behi nd.

But it was inarguable that Mary Ann and pilot Carlos were two of the closest friends that
Cadmann had. Carlos was also a fine pilot, if alittle nervous on |andings. Lord knows Bobb
Kanagawa had spent enough tine coaching him At |east Sylvia assunmed that was what they were doing
t oget her

Carl os brought the Skeeter around in a circle, following the satellite-relayed coordinates. A
pt erodon crui sed by, not so scared by the Skeeters as the beasts had been a year ago.

You get used to anything, Sylvia thought. Carlos's brow was creased with concentration. He
grinned crookedly. "Well, senoritas, el nuchacho was not |ooking for a neal, eh?"

The creature fluttered around them agai n, peering, poking, but staying carefully clear of the
rotors.

"Eh!" Carlos yelled, dark face angry. "Apartese un poco, queso de bola!"

Sylvia grinned at him "You nust have practiced that. That's the nbst Spanish |'ve ever heard
out of you at one gulp."

"One gasp. @ilps go in. Gasps cone out. Wen a gulp cones out, it's tine for the nop. Wat |
said in nmy nusical native tongue was an inportant, sensitive, poetic statement."

Mary Ann spoke for the first tinme since the Skeeter had taken off. "I don't speak nuch
Spani sh, " she said neekly. "But didn't you say sonething about noving a fat behi nd?"

"Ah, senorita--it is not what you say, it's how you say it."

"There it is," Mary Ann said suddenly.

The fog had thinned, and they were coning in on a nesa about half a nmile across. There was
tough aval onia grass up here, and Sylvia was surprised at the thickness of the underbrush. Thorn
pl ants, of course, but other varieties too. Shrubs and flowering plants abounded. A squarish tent
had been erected, and next to it a husky German shepherd | eaped and barked.

Cadmann energed fromthe tent. He was still a tiny, indistinct figure, but even fromthis
di stance Sylvia could see that he was wal ki ng unsteadily.

Carl os brought the Skeeter down.

They were forty meters from Cadmann's canp, and Sylvia had to admire his choice of |ocales.
The mi st was thinner up here, and there was much nore vegetation than on the | ow ands. Nearby was
a tunbling streamof snow nelt. It was clear that Cadnmann was wel |l provided for.

He could build here. Happily. There's water and food, and there may be gane too. He woul dn't
overlook that. If there's game anywhere, Cadnmann would find it.

"Well," Carlos said, breathing a sigh of relief. "At least he left his rifle in the tent."

"Note the puppy, please.”

Mary Ann didn't say anything. Her breathing had turned ragged.

"This is Carlos to Civic Center. W' ve reached the encampnent. Cadmann appears unhurt, and any
further reports will follow shortly.” Carlos grinned at them "Let's go." He unbuckl ed and hopped
out .

Cadmann wat ched them for a | ong nonent, then sat down in front of his canpfire. He stirred at
a pot and ignored them A week's worth of beard shaded his face. He noved stiffly--the cracked
ribs, Sylvia rem nded herself. She wondered if he would let her inspect the damage or take a bl ood
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test to check infection, or even take his tenperature.

There was sonething in his expression--something wild and unconfortably strong, and her
stomach went sweet - and- sour

"Cadmann, " Carl os said, his dark hand outstretched

Cadmann | ooked at the hand and renoved a flask fromhis pocket, taking a deep pull.

Carlos's hand hung there in the air like half of a suspension bridge awaiting conpletion
Final Iy he hunphed and put his hand back in his pocket.

"What the hell do you want?" Cadnann said at last. The entire canpsite was unkenpt. The
Cadmann she had conme to know woul d never have been so sl oppy.

"Just wanted to nmake sure that you were all right, am go
were hurt pretty bad."

Cadmann glared at them took another pull and then dropped the flask to the side

The eyes, the unsteadi ness. He was drunk, roaring drunk, and had probably been drunk since he

Carl os said unconfortably. "You

came here. "Yeah. Hurt bad. | guess you nust care about that. Your conscience acting up? Hell with
it."

"Cadmann . . ." Mary Ann began, noving forward. One flash fromthose bl oodshot eyes, and she
st opped.

"Keep away fromnme," he growmed. "All of you. Not one of you came up and put your ass on the
line when it would have made a difference. Stewin it."

"You can say that to ne," Sylvia said. "But not to Mary Ann. She stuck up for you every tine."

"Then where was she?" He screamed it. "Every night, every goddammed ni ght |'ve had ni ght mares,
waki ng up with that fucking nonster blowing Ernst's blood in nmy face. I don't know why the hell it
didn't just bite ny head off. | don't know . . . "

The shepherd pup sensed fear and anger, and stood next to Cadmann with bared teeth, growing
lowinits throat. "She cares," Cadmann nmuttered. He took a piece of neat fromthe pot and threw
it tothe dog. "It's all right, Tweedl edee. They're friends." H s [augh dwindled to a chuckle.

"That looks . . . fresh,"” Sylvia said cautiously. Turkey? Sam on? Were's the other dog?
He said, "There's a . . . critter living up in the rocks. Like a marnot. The dogs sniff 'em
out just fine." He paused. "It would be polite to invite you to supper, but I'mnot feeling

terribly polite right now. Wy don't you just say your piece and | eave?"

"I mss you . " Mary Ann began. Cadmann gl ared bal efully at her, opened his nmouth and for
just a nmoment Sylvia was sure that he was going to say sonmething to send her fleeing back to canp
in tears. Instead, he just closed his nouth and seenmed to chew on the thoughts.

"Yeah. That's great. | can do a whole lot with that."” There was a chorus of cheerful barks
fromthe rocks at the northern periphery of the mesa, and another shepherd cane boundi ng out,
radi ati ng good, healthy-puppy energy.

It ran up to Carlos and, wagging its tail, sniffed his crotch heartily, imediately gave the
sane treatment to Mary Ann and then to Sylvia. Satisfied, it trotted over to Cadmann, who ignored
him and then over to his littermate. They sniffed at each other's hindquarters and bit playfully.

"Crotch sniffers of the world, unite!" Cadmann call ed.

"Cadmann," Sylvia said finally. "I'"mnot going to lie to you. W need you. W lost a |ot of
good people | ast week. We're trying to put the Col ony back together again. You woul dn't have any
opposition to the kind of prograns that you were tal king about."

"I don't care now." He shrugged. "Maybe in a couple nmore weeks 1'll give a shit, but probably
not. Don't tell ne about your goddammed problens. | like it up here just fine. Dogs have their
instincts, you know? They don't cripple thenselves up with what they want to believe, and | like
that just fine. Wiy don't you just get your asses back down the nountain and | eave ne al one?"

"Cadmann . . ."

"CGet the fuck out of here!™

Carlos touched Sylvia's armand pulled her back. "Ah, . . . amigo . . . is your radio working?
If there's any kind of problem anything we can do . "

Cadnmann nodded wearily. "Yeah. You'll be the first to know. Don't hold your collective
breath."

Sylvia turned, trying to hold the tears back. "Sylvial" Cadnmann call ed.

"Yes?"

"You take care of yourself." Mary Ann was still staring at him and for a nmonent sonething
passed between them regret or loneliness or resentnent. Something, but it was a message shared
just by the two of them and not for anyone el se.

"Go on," he repeated. He stooped to pick up the flask. He shook it disgustedly, then tossed it
aside again. "Me, I'mgoing to stay very very drunk until there's nothing left to drink."

The three of themreturned to the Skeeter, but Mary Ann turned and faced themdefiantly. "I'm
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not going back. He can't say it, but he wants ne to stay."

“"Mary Ann--"
"Can't you see hin? He's killing hinself up here. He really wants you, Sylvia--"
Carlos wisely nmade no comment at all. Sylvia opened her nmouth in protest, but Mary Ann cut her

of f.

"Don't say it, Sylvia. Don't lie. He wants what he can't have." She stood up straight, a
short, strong, pretty blond girl on the ripe edge of plunpness. A wonan whose hibernation
instability was far nore subtle than Ernst's had been. But she was intelligent enough to know what
was gone, and perceptive enough to know what was true between Syl via and Cadnann

"He can't say that he wants nme to stay, but what is he going to do? Throw ne out? | can't

climb down by nyself and he knows it. Leave ne here. |I'Il be all right."

"I can't do that."

"Because you don't know what kind of man he is. Not really. | do. | know just what kind of man
he is. You don't know himlike |I do."

For a long, hard nonment they faced each other, then Carlos said. "All right. | expect to hear

sonme ki nd of nmessage from you or Cadmann about this over the radio in the next twenty-four hours.
O herwi se |'m com ng back."

"Fine."

Carlos entered his side of the Skeeter. Sylvia |ooked at Mary Ann carefully. There was
sonething in her, sonme strength that had not been there since the Landing.

"It's changed all of us," Sylvia said quietly. "Maybe you're right. Maybe you're the only one
who knows hi m now. "

She hugged Mary Ann, kissed her on one warm cheek. "For God's sake take care of him Mary Ann
He needs soneone."

Mary Ann clung for a nmonent, then stepped back. "I will. I'Il try. Now, go on."

They clinbed into the Skeeter. The rotors whipped to life and Carlos levitated them higher
and hi gher and then to the east, until Mary Ann's figure was a tiny, vulnerable speck, walking
slowy and uncertainly toward Cadnann's canp.

Chapter 13
HOVESTEAD

The dwarf sees further than the giant when he has the giant's shoul der to nount on
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERI DGE, "The Friend"

Powder ed eggs and powdered milk and freeze-dried bacon didn't seemto be a promsing start for
breakfast. But in conbination with Mary Ann's skill and the |ast of the sam on neat, they produced
a savory fragrance that drifted up fromthe pan in thin w sps.

Tweedl edee and Tweedl edum the twi n shepherds, padded quietly around the canp, tongues lolling
pi nkly, | ooking hopefully at the fire. They sniffed at the snoke but kept their distance. If they
were very polite Cadnmann would let themlick the plates.

A whiff of ocean salt stirred the | eaves and dried grass on the nesa. Avalon's eternal m st
was blown away for minutes at a tine. Fromthe edge of the mesa she could | ook down onto the
flatland, where the Col ony was distantly visible: a flash of solar cell banks, the dim
interlocking rectangles of the tilled and irrigated I and. The far-off hum of a Skeeter tickled the
air.

A protracted groan issued fromthe tent behind her, and she turned to watch Cadmann el bow
hinself clunsily out past the flaps.

He gl ared at her, rubbing granular sleep fromthe corners of his eyes, and grunted, "Wat the
hell are you doing here?"

She didn't let himsee her flinch. "Cooking breakfast." She stirred the eggs and crunbled in
anot her pinch of dried bacon crisps. Tweedl edum the male, crept up within a nmeter of the fire,
drool i ng. Cadnmann shooshed hi m away and crawl ed up cl oser, shouldering Mary Ann gently aside. His
bl oodshot eyes narrowed with interest. He started to say sonething, then caught her smling at him
and turned it into a yawn, scratching hinmself crudely. Mary Ann caught an awesone whiff of norning
br eat h.

Bot h of Cadmann's big hands went to his head. "God, that hurt."

"You earned it. You finished off the vodka | ast night."

"No," he croaked, genuine distress in his voice. H's voice sounded as if sonething small and
struggling were trapped in his larynx. Cadmann backed into his tent, and energed hol ding his
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canteen. He waggled it in one hand, grinning through a week's worth of beard at the answering
swi sh. "Hair of the dog."

He tossed it back, guzzling with short, choppy novenments of his Adami s apple. Wiy do you do
this to yoursel f? Doesn't matter. You'll have to stop now.

He tossed the canteen to the side to clank noisily against a pile of rocks. The dogs attacked
hi m si nmul taneously fromeither side, yipping at himto play with themor feed themor any one of a
hundred ot her doggy concerns.

Cadmann wrestled with themfor a tolerant nonent, then shoved both away and gl ared at them
nastily. "If you don't shut the hell up, I amgoing to shoot you both. | amgoing to |ine you up
and shoot you both with the same goddamm bullet. Do you understand nme?"

They arfed and snapped playfully at each other's tails and ears.

Cadmann stretched, naked but for a baggy pair of shorts. His nmuscular arnms were only
fractionally better tanned than his chest. He's lost weight. The wounds, and then the drinking--

Mary Ann stopped stirring the eggs as the first curl of snoke wafted up fromthe pan

"What in the hell is that mess?"

"Call it an Avalon onelet. It's our breakfast," she said.

He thrust a fork into the pan, probing, and snapped at her, "How much of it is poison?"

She took the fork and shoveled a bite into her own nouth, glaring right back

"Hal f, eh? Well, I'mtough. | can handle that." He tried to sit in a gracefully cross-Iegged
position, but finally just sort of collapsed into a heap. "My head."

"Your breath. Here. Eat."

Cadmann took the fork back and scraped half the contents of the pan onto a plate. The
suspicion in his eyes faded after the first bite. "Dam, this isn't half--"

At the first sign of her smle he shut up and hunched over the pan, sulking as he ate.

Mary Ann poured reconstituted nonfat m |k and sipped contentedly. It was startlingly clean
and aerated, filled with tiny, needlelike ice crystals fromthe snowelt streamthat ran near
Cadmann's canpsite. Drunk. Hurt. Mad. And he's still picked a better place than Zack ever did

She squinted across the fire at Cadmann. Tine? Yes, while the hangover lasts. "You can forget
about me going back to the Colony. |I'm staying. You can carry nme down, but I'Il just clinb back.
If you want to break both of nmy legs, that mght stop me, but | wouldn't bet onit."

"You are going," he said. He ate the last forkful of the eggs, squinted at her and bel ched
with satisfaction. "Right after lunch."”

"Keep the head down." One of Cadnann's broad hands cl anped onto the back of her neck as they
crouched behind an outcroppi ng of rock near the eastern edge of the nmesa. "Damm hangfires--"

Brapp!! The sound was not as |oud as Mary Ann expected, but she heard it as nmuch with her body
as her ears. The shaped engi neering charge rent the nountainside. Rock chips and clots of dirt
flewin all directions. A gout of dust and powdered earth nushroomed into the sky. Crouching next
to her, Cadmann grinned. "Fun, eh?"

She bobbed her head nervously. "Finest kind."

H s hands were gentle as he hel ped her to her feet. Shielding his eyes agai nst the dust, he
surveyed hi s handi work.

The third detonation of the day conpleted a hole in the granite face twenty neters above the
mesa. It | ooked very like the opening excavation of a mne. Shelf-like slabs of rock jutted out
fromthe earth, their ends shattered by the concussion

"I"'mnot sure | understand why you don't just build on the flat."

"Weren't you in the canp?" She heard the sarcasm change to sonething el se. He stared at her

"Mary Ann--" His voice softened. "Yeah. Wl I, there are nonsters here."

"I know that."

"So we--1--don't want to be on the flat. Also, | want the flatland for farnmng--if | decide to
stay, all of the farmand will be worth its acreage in gold foil. Second, drainage--if | build
underground on the hillside, rain and snowrelt will run right off, if I build my roof right.
Third, view. Fromwhere we'll . . . I'Il be, 1'll have the best dam view that ever was. Ri ght
down on their heads. And fourth, | want us to be unreachable. One path, and it twi sts, and |"'|
guard it. | won't be on sone tabletop watching one of those cone at ne at ninety mles an hour."

She saw it now, and her ears burned. My God, of course not! Why didn't | see . . . the way he
| ooked at ne? Oh. "It was a stupid question, wasn't it?"

" Uh- - "

"Cadmann, | know. | can accept it. But--well, sonetines it hurts."

H s hand noved to touch hers, then drew back. She held her breath. He turned away to survey
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his work, then turned back, a deeply satisfied snmile creasing his face. "There are nore reasons,

but those will do for the monment." He | ooked at her sharply. "Nobody's asking you to live in it.
O to stay here.”

"I"mstaying." She stood on her tiptoes and | ocked her arns around his neck. "I |ove you
Cadmann. | lost too nmuch coning to Avalon. I'mnot |osing you, too."

He reached back to unfasten her fingers fromthe back of his neck, but she clung too tightly,
and finally he just net her eyes squarely.

"You do things ny way," he said. "If you don't like it, go home. Down there, things can be
what ever way peopl e decide by vote that they should be. This is not a denbcracy. Up here I'mthe
bottom line."

"Mal e chauvinist," she said, kissing himlightly.

"I"'ma ne chauvinist. |1'd probably be the same way if | was a woman. | just want to get this
strai ght before we . . . start anything."

"I love you," she repeated. The rock dust at the corner of her eyes was slightly nuddied.
"Love, honor and obey. Isn't that what wonen used to promise? | will, you know. "

He gave her a hard, brief hug. "Then let's get started.”

"Aye, aye, sir. Wat first?"

"Def enses. Notice anything about the--our--house site?"

"Many things."

"Boul der. That one."

"Big."

"And it will roll, once |l dig it out. So | dig. Put chocks under it first. Levers on the
chocks. Anyone wants to cone up the path w thout pernmni ssion--"

"Any one?"

"Or any thing. If it comes up and we don't like it, we roll the boul der down."

“I"'mfor that. Wat next?"

"Terrace down the hill. Vegetable garden. Divert sone water fromthe Amazon to keep the
veget abl es happy, and us too. Then finish the house. | have to finish the excavation by hand to
make sure that | have the dinensions that | want. Then | level the floor and set the corner posts.

That will take about three weeks."

She sniled uneasily. "Three weeks. Cadnmann, how |l ong are you planning to stay up here?"

It was the wong thing to say, and she knew it instantly. "Until |I'mfinished. Until | fee
i ke going the hell back down. And the instant you don't like it up here, go."

Cadmann tore her hands | oose from around his neck and w thout another word opened the box of
tool s and building supplies that he had skeetered up fromthe canp.

He was still i nping.

A tirel ess machi ne, made of polished hickory and | eather. That's what Cadmann seened to her
For all his injuries and his age, he worked on and on when she was exhausted, when the youngest,
strongest nen in the Col ony woul d have col | apsed and begged for rest.

He worked ei ght hours a day, digging, shoring, piling . . . building ridges of earth that
woul d | ater becone garden or upper patio. No effort was lost. He never hauled any dirt or stone
uphill. He built on the hill and he planned carefully, and every wheel barrow of earth and rock
moved downhill to the growi ng garden structure

In some ways the excavation was beginning to | ook Iike a snallish swinmng pool, with the deep
end--ni ne feet deep--at the |lowest part, and the shallow higher. He cut deep "steps" into the hill
above the excavation, so that the entire cavity nmeasured five meters along the bottom edge and
twel ve nmeters al ong each side.

When he was through with the nmorning's work, Cadnmann stretched and took off with Tweedl edee to
check the traps. (Mary Ann had found another difference between the twins. Tweedl edee's right ear
was a bit--or, nore precisely, a bite--short, a souvenir of a kennel brawl that had becone
serious.)

And here she was able to acconpany him learning to set the wire spring traps that Cadmann set
for the slow, alnost friendly mammal oi ds that Cadmann call ed "Dopey Joes." He said it was a
literary reference.

At first she was able to do little but help himhaul dirt, and cook the neals and cl ean the
canp. But it was too easy for her to renmenber a tinme when she had been one of the npbst conpetent
wonen on the expedition, and there was no way that she could remain satisfied with this new role.

She | earned to set snares. Nets in the streamthat ran past the site of the house fromthe
hei ghts of Miucking Great Muntain, a tiny ice-nelt stream Cadmann had naned the Amazon. Wth a
| ar ge- mout hed basket in one hand and Tweedl edee's |l eash in the other, she explored the nountain,
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| earning the paths and the patches of sliding rock. And it was anong themthat she found M ssy.

The snares were set near any of the half dozen or so bushes and plants that showed the
characteristic gnawed parallel toothmarks. One patch of plants interested her. They were green and
broad-1 eaved, with thick yellow veins branching froma central stem The flowers were delicate
pink with tiny red berries clustered in the center. None of its flowers were chewed or gnawed, but
the roots and | eaves were the favorite food of sone |ocal creature. Wen she took a closer |ook at
the flowers, she noted a dusting of dried insect segnments, and nore dead, delicately w nged husks
on the ground beneath the bl ossons. The word "poi son" flashed through her mnd, and she was
pl eased with herself for naking the connection

Sonet hing was rustling behind the bush, and she carefully pulled the branches aside.

There, its neck caught in a chew proof nylon spring |oop, was eighteen inches of furred
frustration. The Joe had huge orange eyes alnost too large for its face. The eyes were inploring,
terrified, confused. They renminded her of . . . what was it?

What . . . ?

She stonped her foot in frustration and forgot about it. The creature was in one of the
snares, bleeding fromthe throat, twisting and spitting at her. Tweedl edee barked, and the little
Joe al nost broke its own neck trying to escape.

She poked it into the basket and then cut it lose fromthe snare. It chattered at her. "Well
M ssy," Mary Ann said. "Can't blane you for being upset."

Tarsier. That was the word she had searched for. An equatorial primte, the owner of the
| argest eyes of any mammal. Found in the forests of Malaysia and the Philippines.

She laughed in relief. It was still there. Sone of the information was still in her mnd, she
just couldn't call it up on conmand as once she had. Maybe she could restructure the way she
t hought . .

She shook the cage and held it up close to her face. "Are you a good-luck charm M ssy?"

M ssy spat at her and tried to hide in a corner of the basket. She was nore slender than a
tarsier, alnost like a thick, furred lizard. She lay on her back, claws out and scrabbling
blindly.

On their way back down, Tweedl edee suddenly strained at the |eash, tugging so hard that Mary
al nost dropped the basket. Tweedl edee yipped hysterically, struggling to clinb up into the rocks.
M ssy went absolutely apeshit, squealing and clawing in the wire cage.

"' Dee Dee, get back here!" Mary Ann yelled, suddenly suspicious. Reluctantly, the shepherd
came back down, tail folded contritely between her |legs. Mary Ann wound the |eash tightly around a
rock, then clinbed up and took a closer | ook, Mssy chattering nore |oudly.

Her ears were rewarded before her eyes. She heard a thin, newling sound that rem nded her of
not hi ng so much as the cry of kittens starving for mlk. There were six of them curled up around
each other like a tangle of hairy rope. They were just babies, barely able to wiggle. One lay
still; it seemed dead. The others | ooked up at her with curiosity untainted by fear

Mary Ann glanced fromthe wire cage to the babies, and sudden inspiration struck.

M ssy was clinmbing up the sides of the basket, and Mary Ann thunped her back down, throw ng
handful s of aval onia grass and |l eaves into the cage until the bottomwas conpletely matted.

Then she carried the basket up the defile to the rocks. Mssy chattered even nore frantically
now. Down bel ow her, Tweedl edee | eaped and danced, yi pping enthusiastically.

Mary Ann braced herself between the rocks, thankful now for hours of jogging, because her
calves were starting to burn fromall the clinbing. She reached down into the crevice and gently
drew up one of the Joe kittens. It struggled and bit her hand--a scratch, hardly enough to break
the skin. Mary Ann set the fur ball back down and pull ed her jacket sleeve down over her hand in a
makeshi ft glove. This time she couldn't feel the teeth at all when she transferred the second Joe
into the basket.

Mary Ann had to knock M ssy down fromthe side of the cage again, and then a third tinme when
she tried to bite through the jacket. Wen the first baby was deposited in the cage. M ssy
scanpered around and around in a furry flash before finally slowi ng down. She sniffed at her
child, then licked, and finally wound herself around the kitten, enveloping it.

One at a tine, Mary Ann transplanted the Joes to the cage. Then she trundled it back down to
Tweedl| edee.

The nother chattered up at-her vilely, then continued to tie her children into a ball for
maxi mum war nt h and protection. Mary Ann | ooked at the last small, sad body down in the crevice,
and shook her head.

"Time to head back to canp. Dee," she said, unleashing the dog. She stood with small fists on
hi ps, | ooking around the area. What did these things eat? The adults, anyway? The Joes | ooked
cl ose enough to nmanmmal i an; there would be sonme sort of mlk gland for the young.
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There were several types of plants: a kind of Iichen or noss seemed to be breaki ng down some
of the rocks, and a viny thing that resenbl ed a col ony of |ong-1legged spiders. It grew out of the
rocks in synbiotic relationship with the noss. There were shrubs up here, and flowering plants,
whi ch she had noticed fromthe helicopter.

Whi ch woul d the Joe family prefer? She took a chance: the broadl eafed plant that had conceal ed
the snare. She tore loose a cluster of red berries and dropped theminto the cage.

Not hi ng. Momma Joe i gnored them

Still follow ng the hunch, she tore |oose a clutch of |eaves, sorted through themfor the
tenderest, and dropped themin.

M ssy sprang on them After careful sniffing, she began to chew

Vel |, that answered that.

Feel i ng absurdly proud of herself, Mary Ann carried the cage back down to the canp.

The sun was unusually warm and the air sweet, and her mind was already buzzing with ideas for
cages.

There was sonething . . . sonething bothering her about the enclave she had found. Wat was
it? It was beautiful. Mre beautiful, nore lush, than anything she had seen down on the flatlands.
Down on the flatlands there was little in the way of tender shrubs. Only the gnarled thorn

bushes seened to thrive down there.

More variation of plant life at a higher altitude? And conme to think of it, animal life, too
That inplied sonething, but what? Wat? Her mind wasn't quite clear enough, and she cursed softly.

Dam it. Why wouldn't it come into focus? Suddenly all the pleasure she had felt di sappeared
in awelter of frustration. Wiy wouldn't her m nd work for her?

H bernation Instability. There. Say it. Accept it. Don't try to pretend that it didn't affect
you, as sone of the others do. Don't try to pretend you still have capacities that have fled. That
ki nd of egotistical nonsense gets you |aughed at or killed. Work within your linmts, and learn the
steps you always pitied 'tweens for having to take.

Where a Bright can lead, a ' Tween can follow. There used to be such snugness in that saying. A
geni us can take huge | eaps, wearing intuitive seven-|league boots. Then a corps of engineers and
technicians can turn the theories into inventions and principles. A conpetently trained repairnan
can fix sonething that it took a genius to devise in the first place.

I lost ny seven-|eague boots. But the germplasmis still nine! W can nake good ki ds

Al right. There was sonething wong here. But if she had the tinme and the patience, she could
reconstruct the thought processes that once cane to her so easily. And it was inportant for her to
reconstruct these. Very inportant.

Wth the basket in hand, she travel ed back down the hill.

Mary Ann found it amazing.

In three weeks, using a constant, unvarying work schedul e, Cadnann had carved the patio and
shoring, tanped down the floor of his new house and covered it with |ayers of polyethylene
sheeting. He had set the corner posts using the |ightweight foam steel braces ferried down from
the zerograv snelting facility aboard Geographic, and lined the walls with nore of the
pol yet hyl ene.

The roof girders and additional support beanms were finally in place. Cadmann di sassenbl ed
their tent and laid it across the top in a makeshift roof, and they spent their first night in the
new hone. The northern wall was earth, but the southern, uphill side was open to the broad, high
steps that Cadmann had cut into the nountainside.

Their stove warned the nakeshift dwelling beautifully, and there was plenty of headroom and
wal ki ng space, nore than in some of the 1800s pioneer cabins she had visited in Kentucky nuseuns.

They sat cross-legged in the shelter. The stove and the body heat of the two dogs were quite
enough to keep her warm as she wote. Two sheets of paper were spread out, and on one she was
listing every plant M ssy had accepted as food. So far, there were six varieties.

The other sheet was blank. | ought to be recording sonething, but | don't know what it is.
Damm. But--1 amuseful. Cadmann built it, but it's our house.

The earth that surrounded themon three sides was terrific insulation, and there was something
wonb- 1 i ke about it. So |I'mmissing sonme brain cells. | had billions to spare.

She heard M ssy's angry chattering in the distance. Four of the youngsters had survived with
her and were old enough to run around the cage. If they could be bred

"A garden there," Cadnann said with vast contentnent, pointing back at the series of deep
rising steps cut into the nmountain behind the house. "Hanging garden . . . clinbing . . . | forget
what you call it. Walk path cut in the middle. We'll be able to nmount mirrors at the top. W
already get full sunlight as it crosses east to west--we can do even better. Roof next, and we'l]l
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top it with soil." He laughed lazily. "W could plant on our roof if we wanted to."

"It would be nice to have a little nore natural light." Mary Ann fol ded the sheet of paper and
tucked it in with her backpack
He sipped at his coffee, then put an armaround her. It still sent a shiver of pleasure

through her to feel it.

They hadn't slept together for the first week, and when he had finally taken her into his
bedroll and rmade |l ove to her it had been an angry, demanding, selfish kind of |ove--and she had
not demanded in return. She was happy to be able to give. But now, as his house was taking form
as the Joes and turkeys filled their cages and nakeshift pens, as the plot of worked | and doubl ed
and trebl ed, and the nesa becane Cadrmann's Bluff, his personality and signature scrawl ed nore
bol dly upon it hour by hour

He was softer with her at the end of the day, and spoke of
despite her frequently aching mnuscles.

In the weeks since the attack on the canp, Cadmann seemed to have purged his anger. It had
taken useful work, done his way, in his tine, to his ends. And the fruits of that |abor were his.
She nmoved closer to him and kissed his shoul der gently.

"I'"ll dig the channel tonorrow," he said. "I need the channel before | can blast. Mary Ann,
think I can run the channel through the house, through the living room"

"For what? Oh, the Amazon," she renenbered. He wanted to divert water for the vegetable
garden. Sonething ticked at her nenory .

"F-F-Falling Water."

"What ?"

"I remenbered! Falling Water, a house by F-F-Frank LI oyd Wight, and the water ran right
t hrough the living room™"

"That's what | was trying to renenber. You're amazing!"

I've never felt like this, she thought to herself. And |I've been married, and in | ove before,
and have had . . . enough lovers to know the difference.

There was sonet hi ng about the darkness and the warnth. About being next to a man who had built
his dwelling by the strength of his back and his wits. Sonething about watchi ng Cadmann
redi scovering hinself, and her, that nmade her feel warmand small and protected.

us" and "we." And she was happy,

Protected . . . A conpetent, civilized human being didn't need a protector. Mary Ann
Ei senhower, Ph.D. in Agricultural Sciences, had been quite capable of taking care of herself,
thank you. She renenbered the doctor . . . she renmenbered. Now she was the dependant of a brawny,

self-sufficient warrior.

And yet there was no cruelty in this nan, no demand for her subservience or hel pl essness: she
was sure that he had accepted her because she could do certain things, she could take care of
hersel f. She could go when she w shed, and he nade that clear. Yet he had accepted with pleasure
her suggestions about breeding the Joes. She wanted to do anything for him be everything to him-
but if he ever abused her, that urge would vanish

How strange, and how wonderful. How natural to be here, in the earth, huddled with the man she
| oved, who she hoped would one day |ove her in return

So there, Sylvia. She grinned fiercely, briefly, and kissed his shoulder, her |ips parting
slightly, tongue flickering out to taste the salt dried on his skin.

He pulled her to him and there, in their hone, nade |ove to her on the packed earth of the
floor. And they rejoiced together until both were exhausted, until sleep stole the thoughts from
her mind as she curled against his side. The two of them surrounded by their home, their dogs,
the whispering wind and the small ni ght sounds. Toget her.

Cadmann had fini shed digging the French drain--the rock-filled slit, a foot wi de, five feet
long and three deep, at the uphill nouth of their honme. It would trap rain or snow nelt before it
could flood their honme, and was just another of the little things, the thousand little things that
Cadmann had done to their hone--

Thei r hone!

--to make it safe, and warm and ideal for her. For them

Their home was roofed now, and planted with grass seed. Rows of strawberries and |ettuce and
carrots and corn stretched across the nesa wherever there was enough soil to give anything a
chance. Much of it would be lost. She expected the strawberries and the hybrid nel on-cactus to do
the best. Two pens of captured turkeys and their cage of Joes were thriving, and as she fed the
Joes their norning | eaves, they were actually happy to see her. The kittens had sprouted into
twel ve-inch furred lovelies, only slightly |l ess beautiful, and better tenpered, than young foxes.
The furs would be useful, and the flesh .
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A sudden cranpi ng wave of nausea fanned through her, and she doubl ed, gaspi ng, choki ng back
the sour fluid in her throat. This was the third norning that

Morning . . . ?

She grinned, |ooking up at Cadmann toiling at the drainage slit.

Mary Ann threw the rest of the | eaves into the cage and dusted off her hands.

"Well, Mssy, | think that | have some news for Madnan Weyl and." The Joe | ooked up at Mary Ann
and chattered friskily. "Quess who's coning to di nner?"

Cal | her Mana.

The taste of the river changed with the seasons. For a time the water would run sluggish and
cold. Then the taste of life was scarce; the flying things were scarce; the sw nming things were
dead.

Later the water would race, carrying the taste of past tinmes. Mama had seen scores of cycles
of seasons. She was wi se enough to ignore the ancient tastes: bodies or blood or feces of life her
kind had long since exterm nated, long buried in nountain ice, released as the ice nelted.

In the hot season the water would be bland again, carrying only spoor of flyers and swi mers
and anot her of her own race.

Mama' s taste was discrimnating. One of her kind lived upstream Another |ived even farther
upstream and that one was a weakling. It |lived where ganme was so scarce that Mama could taste
starvation in its spoor. Not worth killing, that one, or her nearer rival would have taken her
donai n.

In winter there was sonething strange in the water, sonething she couldn't identify. Not |ife;
not interesting.

The world began to warmagain . . . and sonething new was on the island. Sonething she had
never tasted, sonething weirdly different, was | eaving spoor in the water. It was as yet too faint
to identify. Mama began to think about noving.

If she followed that spoor she would have to fight, and that was no step to be taken lightly.

By sumer she could taste several varieties of prey! The things weren't nerely |eaving feces

in the water; she tasted strange blood too. Her rival was eating well. Was it tinme?
Her rival was youthful (Mama could taste that) but |large. The faintness of her scent placed
her many days' journey upstream She would be rested and fed when Mana arrived . . . and Mamm

settled back into her pool. She had not lived two scores of cycles by being reckless.

If her rival sickened, she would taste it.

Days flickered past. The tinme of cold had cone. Ordinarily Mana scarcely noticed passing tine,
for the taste of swimer nmeat was al ways the sanme. Nothing attacked. Her curiosity |ay dormant

but it was active now, for living things were | eaving spoor even in dead of winter, and bl ood
ran down the river now and agai n.

Ch, the variety! Here was bl ood from sonething vaguely like a flyer. This one nmust have been
big, a plant-eater; she had to dig far into her nenory to find anything simlar. That horrible
chemical stench was entirely nysterious: hot netal and belly acid and thoroughly rotted grass.
This unfamiliar scent, judging by its conponents, would be the urine of a nmeat-eater not of her
own kind. Hunger and curiosity warred with discretion, for Mama had never tasted anything Iike
that, nor seen one either.

Once there was a living thing in the water. She snapped it up and chewed contenpl atively,
trying to learn of it. Aswinmng thing, primtive, built alittle Iike a sw mer

The worl d was warm ng when the river gifted her with two |arger nenbers of the sane species.
Bottom feeders tasting of nud, they nust be breeding despite the presence of her rival upstream

And that, one bright hungry norning, was the burnt blood of her own kind!

Taste of fear and speed and killing rage, taste of chemicals, taste of burning. If |ightning
or a forest fire had killed her rival, then an enpty territory lay waiting for her upstream If
anot her rival, then Mama woul d face a form dabl e foe

The swimrers were startled when Mana cane forth in an eating frenzy. Sw nmrers were not hing;
the taste did not engage her curiosity at all. But Mana's rival would be fat now, and hyperkinetic
frominpact of sensory stinmuli, and Manma dared not cone upon her as a desperate starveling. She
had not fought a serious rival in many years.

Chapter 14
REUNI ON

Al as how easily things go wong!
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A sigh too nmuch, or a kiss too |ong.

And there follows, a nist and a weeping rain,
And life is never the same again.

GEORGE MACDONALD, "Phant asi es”

They sang as they strode downhill.

Tweedl edee bounded around Cadmann's feet. She was | eaner, stronger now than she had been only
ei ght weeks before. She was acclimated to the heights and rigors of Micking Geat Muntain, but
still seenmed happy to be com ng back to the Col ony.

Even here, only a few neters past the firebreak, the distant grind of nachinery assaulted
Cadnmann' s ears.

That sound, a constant background hum down on the flatlands, never reached his hone in the
mountains. A thin |line of dust marked the bass runble of a tractor tilling the fields.

Mary Ann wal ked next to him her blond hair barely rising to his shoul der. Her presence was a
confort in ways that would have been difficult to inagine just a few short weeks before.

How | ong ago had he wal ked this path with Ernst and Syl via? Back before any of the grief. Back
when he coul d reasonably expect a quiet slide into old age anmidst herds of children. And he'd
wi shed for Kodi ak bears.

The vi ew had changed. The fields had expanded; there were nore buildings. The weckage | eft by
the nonster's assault was not visible fromhere. Wth twelve adult casualties out of a hundred and
ni nety-two, the Colony felt pressure to work. There was healing to be done.

Now Cadmann had his hone, and sonething new . . . sonething very newwith the only person in
the canp who had believed in him He put his armaround her waist and pulled Mary Ann in closer to
him She had | ost sone wei ght, nmuch |ike Tweedl edee, but her curves were still rounded, and now .

Now .

H s armwound all the way around her shoul der, down to her belly, which was firmer than it had
been--the work and the life up on MaGM was not conducive to softening. Soon her figure would be
filling out. And out! And then . . . He looked at her alnbst surreptitiously. The nine-nile walk
hadn't tired her. Al downhill, half a nile altitude change--the wal k had strained his own healing
wounds, and if sonmeone offered thema ride back he'd take it.

He smiled, utterly content.

The machine stutter was nore distinct now, and when Cadmann | ooked up, the tractor was
runmbling up the glazed earth road toward them and soneone atop it wavi ng his hands semaphore
style.

Cadmann cupped his hands to his nouth. "Yo!" Tweedl edee gal |l oped off down the road, Kkicking
her hindquarters up into the air with every | ope.

In his backpack he carried skins and dried neat and sanples of all of the plants near their
canp, carefully bundl ed and | abel ed. Cadnann Weyl and, first of the nountain nen! Mich better than
G eat Wite Abo.

The tractor was close enough to make out the driver. It was Stu Ellington taking his rotation
inthe fields. "Hey, hey! If you'd waited another two days, | would have won the pool."

Cadmann | aughed, yelling back, "If you'll split it with ne I'll vanish for another forty-eight
hours. Who wi ns?"

Stu stopped the tractor in front of themand put the engine into neutral. Hot air curled from
the engi ne in waves.

"One of the twins. Phyllis, | think. Not sure. Hell with it. It's great to see you. Cad. Mary
Ann. Back to stay?"

"'Fraid not. Opening negotiations. Sonebody had to break away fromthe Colony first."

Stu | ooked down at them fromhis seat, his grin cutting through the dust and sweat, and shook
his head. "Just glad you're both back, man." H s expression grew sonmber. "I'mso sorry for what
happened. "

"Yeah." Cadnann | ooked deci dedly unconfortable; then Mary Ann hugged hi m and patted her
st omach.

"Stu! Think I've got a piglet in the pen!"

"Ch! Whoa! Well, this is an occasion. Mlady!" Stu swng down fromthe tractor and offered a
hand to Mary Ann. She | ooked back at Cadmann, who just picked her up by the arnpits and hoi sted
her aboard the tractor

"You know how to drive one of these things, | believe?"

"Betcha," she said happily, and swng up into the seat. She gunned the engi ne. The tractor
made a great, lazy circle. The two nen followed it at a short distance.
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For a while there was conpani onable silence, and then Stu broke it. "W've done a |ot of
rebui I di ng since you' ve been gone. Not just buildings, Cad. W' ve got the defenses up, and
stronger. Stupidity. Just stupidity." He seenmed to need to hear something in return. "W got blind-
sided once, but it's not going to happen again, | can guarantee it."

"Good to know that."

Stu was alnost as tall as Cadnann, but sonmehow at the nmonent he seemed nuch smaller. "Do they
know t hat you're coning back? Did you radio?"

"No, | sent a homi ng pigeon."
Stu | ooked stricken, and Cadmann felt a little disgusted with himself. "Look, Stu--if you did
what you really felt was right, then fine. | have no interest in seeing or hearing anyone craw .

What's got ne twitchy--skip it.'
me i nspect thenf? Damm.

There was a general shout of greeting ahead of themas Mary Ann and the tractor passed the
first of the outer pens. Wthin monents Cadmann was the center of attention

|'"ve only been gone for five weeks .

But any nonentary disconfort was quickly drowned in a sea of reaching hands.

"Cad! Wl cone back!"

"--to see you--"

"--things haven't been the--"

And ot her fragnents piled one atop another, overlapping, irritating and at the same tine
deeply soot hi ng.

Mary Ann stopped the tractor by the nachine shops and di smounted with Cadmann's assi stance.
She nelted into his hands with a cal cul atedly sensuous grace that put himon guard.

What was she projecting? She was using that "forced float" that insecure wonen use when

When presenting thensel ves before a rival.

Syl vi a.

She wore her | ab snock, which was freshly pressed and | ooked |ike nothing so nmuch as a
maternity gowmn. And a maternity gown that she woul dn't be wearing much | onger. She waddl ed a bit
when she wal ked, and was carrying the baby |ow in her belly.

She smled at him at themboth, and there was sonething very like a wall of glass between her
enotions and the snile.

Her pageboy haircut was a little longer than the last time he had seen her, and needed a trim
around t he edges. She held out her hands to him then, not quite smoothly, shifted positions to
offer themto Mary Ann first. "Mary Ann. You | ook wonderful ."

They have defenses. Geat, but where do | cone in? Can they nmke

"So do you. I'mhoping to get sone of that glow pretty soon now. "
"You nean . . . ?"
"Yep."

Syl via hugged Mary Ann hard, then held her hands out to Cadnmann. He took them fighting to
follow her lead, to maintain the distance between them Sone sense of proportion was called for
here, but the instant he touched her skin, sonething inside himnelted. He ached for her

"Cadmann." Her nouth tweaked in an attenpt at a casual smile. "Is Mary Ann right? You haven't
been shooting bl anks?"

"Nope, soneone slipped a live round in there. At least, that's what we're hoping. At |east,
that's what we canme down to find out." He hesitated. "Wuld you take care of ny lady for me?"

"You know it." There were tiny noist jewels formng at the corners of her eyes, and she
squeezed his hand. "Hey, big nan--are we going to be seeing nore of you? I'mgoing to be losing a
passenger in a nmonth."

It had to be his imagination, but her hands suddenly flushed with warmth. He rel eased them

enbarrassed by the strength of his reaction. "I wouldn't niss it. As soon as you're in labor, |'Il
head back down. Promise. Aside fromthat . . . |'ve got livestock now, and crops. | just don't
know. "

She nodded, unwilling to pressure him "Listen . . . I'll take Mary Ann for a full checkup
Stay for dinner?"

"Count on it."

Mary Ann hugged Cadmann and planted a long, proprietary kiss on his nouth, pressing herself
against him to the appreciative guffaws of the crowd.

Then she and Sylvia |linked arnms and marched of f together.

Cadnmann shifted his pack around until the pain in his ribs eased (and a fresh ache started in
the bone of his right hip). He continued on into the canp. A zigzag wal kway through the mnefield
was pai nted bright green, and he followed it, noting the guns placed to cover that path. He nodded
appr oval
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None of the children were wal king yet. W'l|l have to fence off the minefield when they get
ol der. And--No! Not ny departnent!

He grinned when a small pink face passed himcarried in a papooseka backpack

What the hell. He didn't have to live here to love those little faces. It wasn't the
children's fault that their parents were idiots. Danmit, these were his children too.

The veterinary |ab had been repaired. Its side was a nass of patches welded in great
di scol ored bl otches at the corners. The structural damage to the quad had been repaired. Nothing
could hide the scorch marks, but there were strings of colored ribbon wired up around the edges,
and the begi nning of a banner painted in bright orange and green.

In the center of the quad was sonething new that glistened in the norning |light. Cadnmann bent
toread it. Set into the concrete was a netal tablet, tinted to ook |ike brass, that said sinply:

"Day 295, Year One. REMEMBER " Fol |l owi ng those words in a silent tribute were etched thirteen
names. He traced themwth his fingers. Alicia: gone. Barney, Jon, Evvie Sikes: gone

Jesus.

"I didn't know what else to do,
hi s hands strongly.

Zack didn't look tired--he | ooked hard and wiry and serious. He had trimed his nustache
short, and there was a partially healed burn scar along the inside of his forearm "W were wong--
you were right. I'msorrier than | can say."

"Don't bother being sorry. Just don't let it happen again."

Zack took Cadmann by the arm "Conme on. Let ne show you Mnster Watch."

"The mne field--"

"We turn it on at night."

Zack said behind him and Cad turned to greet him clasped

"And new fences along the gorge. | like it."

"You'l | like it better.”

Zack held the door of the com shack open as Cadmann shucked his backpack. Pain eased in ribs
and hi p.

Two extra screens had been nmounted in the room and there was a cot in the corner that | ooked
recently used. Andy, the big man from Engi neering, sat in a swivel chair, his dark face speckl ed
with crawing dots of reflected light. He distractedly waved a hand in greeting.

One of the six flat video screens was dark, but three others viewed the Col ony from varying
| ocal angles, and two scanned their island fromthe geosynchronous satellites.

"We've got the ocean-observation program going--this is the long view W're also analyzing
weat her patterns to attenpt to build up a nodel. But we've got optical and infrared sensors
wor ki ng. W should be able to track anything nan-size noving close to the surface. If the conputer

scans an object nmoving in our direction, it'll call our attention to it."
The picture abruptly changed to a high-altitude view of the ocean itself. Endless gentle white
waves rolled in fromthe west. The ocean seermed deeply and peacefully azure. The illusion was one

of guileless transparency. O an ocean without secrets, welcoming their inspection, soothing away
their fears

"The ocean lies,

"What ?"

"I was just wondering if anything has surfaced yet."

"Not hi ng notable. Not so far." The screen flickered again, and a roughly fish-shaped outline
flashed darkly across the display. A wave of liquid crystals, and the sil houette becane an
animation. A statistical table ran its estinmate colum al ong the edge.

Andy wat ched the figures hawkishly, then rel axed. "Twenty neters along the side, surfacing
fifty kilonmeters east of Landing Beach. Totally aquatic, Zack--1've seen these before. They don't
pose a threat to anything on the land."

Zack traced a finger across the inmage. "Keep ne posted. W can't have damage to one of the
M nervas." To Cadmann: "W can get a lot nore precise than that."

"I was just about to ask--but you've nade a good start."

"W need nore, a lot nore. All the intelligence that we can gather.'
nmonent, then asked, "Wat can you report fromthe highlands?"

Cadmann nutt er ed.

He paused a carefu

"That's what | was hoping to talk to you about. Mary Ann and | have kept journals. | have
skins fromsix different snall aninmals, and botanical sanples. | want to trade nmy know edge of the
i sland for other services. I'll map the interior, let you know anything that | find. In exchange,

I want medicine and nore vitam ns. Mary Ann said Aval onian soil doesn't have the right mnera
bal ance. "

The conputer zoned up on another |arge, shadowy form This one was snmaller than the first, but
was tracked nmoving in toward the island. It broke the surface of the water for a monment, cresting,
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then dived deeply. The video image was | ost.
"W need you, Cad. We have to assune that the thing we killed was one of a set. If there's

nmore than one, then there's lots. W' re not slowi ng down expansion. W can't. | swear that this
colony is going to be a city one day. But we have to be nobre cautious. You're best qualified to
check our defense plans and suggest alternatives. |If you don't want to stay here, | won't try to

change your mind. W need a test outbacker. Sonmeone to give us an idea of how an individual famly
woul d fare in the south country beyond Micking Great. Someone is going to do it eventually, and no
one is better suited than you. What do you say--be our guinea pig?"

"I already amthat. But outback guinea pig sounds better than hermt."

"Sane situation, different definition."

Cadmann's face split in a grin. "Bureaucrats. Dammed if you can't take misanthropy and turn it
into a virtue."

"Dammed straight.'

A huge wei ght seemed to have been lifted from Zack. The creases in his

f orehead vani shed, and he sighed deeply. "Ch. Cad, will you take back sone tools to take rock
cores? We're hoping we'll find an iridiumlayer.”
“lridiunP"

"Maybe not iridium but sonething wi despread, with the makeup of an asteroid. Evidence of a
Di nosaur Killer. Sonething that sinplified the ecol ogy."

"Huh. Maybe. What about the nonster itself? That thing sure didn't act like a carrion eater
and what el se woul d have survived an asteroid strike? Have you finished the analysis of the

cor pse?"
"Ch, sure, corpse. Well, we lost a lot of equipnent in the fire. Sone we repaired, sone we
wor ked around, but . . . anyway, Greg cremated too nmuch of the nonster. You can hardly blanme him

but we've been anal yzing charcoal! Wat we get is a picture of sonething that has a cell structure
simlar to the samon or pterodons. Coser to the sam on; pterodons have a | ot nore quick-twtch
muscle fiber. We'll be interested in |ooking at your sanples. Half a dozen? Dam. You've found
more in seven weeks than we did in the year we've been down. You probably want to talk to Sylvia
about that."

Cadmann just watched the screen for a while |Ionger, and then nodded. He turned and left the
room Zack followed himout.

The sun was hi gh, and Cadmann shielded his eyes with one hand. Wrkers hustled around the
quad. They were setting tables and stringing an orange-and-green banner along the west edge of the
courtyard- -

"Cel ebration?"

"Sure--anniversary of Waki ng Day. Don't you renenber?"

"I guess that | reckon tinme in terms of Landing Day."

"Mdst of themweren't even awake when we were down here. They out number us, Cadmann.”

"l guess they do at that." He stretched and picked up his backpack fromthe com shack stoop
"Were's Sylvia? | guess we should talk."

The creature hovered in the air above the holo stage, only a fourth its actual size, but stil
too vivid for Cadmann's taste. He could alnost snell its wet lizard stench, feel its heat, see
Ernst's bl ood drizzling out of its mouth.

Marni e said, "The creature is anphibian, and the major speculation is that it swam over from
the mainland or that it was carried by driftwood."

Cadmann repressed a shudder and forced his nmind back into the discussion. "Fifty mles! That's
a long swm Wy are you so sure it's not native to the island?"

"Not enough food. Not enough variety of food for a sound ecol ogi cal base. Not enough of them
either. A stable popul ati on needs nunbers. Any pair of anything produces one pair that survives to
breed, on average." Sylvia shut down the projector, but the thing still hovered before his nind s
eye.

Marni e was exam ning a Joe carcass. It lay in the nmddle of a dissection tray, its fur
lusterless and linp. She flipped it over on its back, and pressured the paws, hawi ng as the dark
little claws slid out. "You say that you're donesticating these?" Marnie's lisp was still a bit
jarring to Cadmann, but she was so totally unselfconscious of it that he felt momentary shane.

"Raising them at least. It's Mary Ann's project. You' d need a lot of furs to nake a bed
cover. They're not all that sweet-tenpered. Sonmething like a nmink. Anyway, it's sonething el se
that's bothering Mary Ann."

"She told ne."

Wth the gleaning tip of a scalpel, Marnie drew a |line down the m ddl e of the dead Joe's pink
furred belly, then gingerly peeled away a | ayer of skin to inspect a fatty |ayer beneath.
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Sylvia sat on a stool with her knees pulled up flush with her swollen stomach. She | ooked |ike
a pregnant elf perched on a rmushroom

"I'n general ,"” Marnie continued, pinning the flap of skin back, "we don't know a hell of a |ot
nmore now than we . . . should have known before. Built for speed. Incredibly strong. The thickness
of the bones gives it enornous |everage. The skin is like arnor plating. My point is that as
under prepared as we were, we were very lucky." Sone silent nessage passed between Marni e and
Sylvia, and Marnie slid the dissection tray into a refrigerator.

"I told Jerry 1'd neet himat the breeding pond," she said, snmiling shyly. "I'lIl see you both
later."” She slipped quietly fromthe room |eaving Cadmann and Syl vi a al one.

They stared carefully at the enpty stage, and silence hung in the room

"Cad . . ." she began.

He | eaned back against the wall, crossing his arns, eyes thoughtfully half-Iidded. "You know,
it gets so dammed quiet up there in the nmountain. Sonetines, when the air is really still, and the
dogs are asleep by what's left of the fire, | ook down fromthe nountain, and | can just hear
sounds fromthe Col ony. Machinery. Maybe singing. Maybe the mll. Mybe ani mal sounds. It sounds
warm and so dammed far away." He | ooked at her. She was cl ose enough to touch, but he didn't. "It
feels |ike everything is getting farther all the tine."

"I mss you, Cadmann. | didn't know how nuch | would."

"Yeah. How is Mary Ann?"

"Knocked righteously up. You did a good job there. Three weeks pregnant, and she's healthy as
a horse, and I'll bet it's a boy."

"What do you nean, 'you bet'? Isn't there a test or sonething?"

"Spoilsport. Half the fun is the specul ati on. She al nbst glows. She's so in love with you
Cadmann. So . . ."

Cadmann wat ched the slow rise and fall of Sylvia's belly. "Do you suppose that she'll be as
beautiful as you are?"

"Al'l pregnant women are beautiful. And think that they're ugly. Didn't you know t hat ?"

Cadmann turned, staring out into the wall as though there were answers scrawl ed on the far

side. "I'"mchanging, Sylvia. | can feel it. It's this planet. There are so few of us, and we know
not hi ng about this place. Wien Mary Ann said that she was pregnant, | was happy . . . but it was
different. | have a daughter--you didn't know that, did you?"

Sylvia | ooked at him startled. "No--it isn't on any of the records."

He grinned. "You' ve been spying on ne."

She reached out and took his hand. Her thunb rubbed the soft webbing between his knuckles. "I
m ssed you too, big man."

"I was only about eighteen. Elva was twenty-four, and wanted the kid. Wanted to have it by
hersel f. Picked ne. Said that she thought | woul d probably make pretty good basic daddy material."

"I'd say she was right."

"I only know she had it, Sylvia. And on the little girl's third birthday, Elva sent ne a holo
That was it--she didn't want to be bothered with a husband."

"Wul d you have married her?"

"l suppose so. And resented the hell out of her."

"There you go."

"But still, to know. To know that you have a child sonewhere. Learning to walk and talk and
swi mand read, and everything else, and you're not there. It's a little crazy-mking. Anyway,
that's just background."”

"What's the payoff?" Her hand closed gently on his. So warm

"That | was shocked at how hard it hit me. The thought that Mary Ann is the nother of ny

child. It doesn't natter how nuch or how little |I love her. What natters is that she's going to be
the nmother of ny child."
"I see." Sylvia released his hand and stood up. "Well, that's what she's going to be, al

right, and if prelimnary workup indicates anything, she's going to be a dammed heal thy one. Take
care of her, Cadmann. She really cares for you."

"I know." Sylvia noved a step back, just out of touching range. "I love you," he said quietly.
"I wish that it nmeant sonething."

"Shh," she whispered. "W don't just belong to ourselves, Cadmann. This isn't an ordinary
situation, and we're not ordinary people. It's wonderful, and it's terrible, and it nakes ne feel
old sonmetinmes. But it's what | chose when | came here, and | can't back out now. "

"And if it was different?"

"Then . . . it would be different. Lay off."

"Al'l right." The nmonment was past, and he | et the atnosphere |ighten again.
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"Waking Day is day after tonorrow. Wn't you stay?"

"So that's why Zack | oaned ne a Skeeter. It's a conspiracy. W'll be back. R ght now, | think
that I need to be alone. Wth Mary Ann."

"l understand." She held out her hands to him and he took them She was so close, and so
achingly far away.

"Goodbye, Sylvia."

"Goodbye, Cad."

He bent and touched her lips with his, barely repressing an urge to taste nore deeply, know ng
that here, in the shadowed clinic, she would have resisted for only a nonent, and then held him
even with the swell of another man's child between their bodies.

W' re not ordinary people .

Cadmann turned and left.

Mary Ann was outside, waiting for him and he was suddenly very happy that he hadn't given in
to that inpulse. He was able to neet her eyes squarely and to hold her

Pl ease. Let me learn to love her. God knows | need to.

But for now, the light in her eyes was enough love for the both of them and together they
headed for the Skeeter pad.

Mama had never toured the island. The others of her kind did not like visitors. The map in
Mama' s mind was not made up of distances, but of the changing taste of the river

The pond reeked of sam on bl ood when Mama departed. She staggered with the full ness of her
belly. Three days |ater she was hungry but hopeful. Four nud-sucking alien fish had fallen foul of
her. There woul d be nore.

The water ran clean again. Mama understood that |esson. She had tasted the burnt neat of her
daughter in the water; but the decaying corpse was gone al nost i medi ately. Watever killed her
daughter had eaten the corpse

Once she was able to streak off the edge of a low bluff and catch a flyer rising from bel ow
She caught anot her hovering just above the water. The flyers weren't tinid enough here between
territories. She fed when she could. If her eneny were to find her half starved, her body night
betray her, holding her slow while her eneny boiled with speed. If she did not find enough food
she woul d turn back.

She nmoved cautiously, in fear of anmbush. For long stretches she paralleled the river, noving
anmong rocks or trees or other cover where she could find it, returning to the river only when she
nust .

None of this was carefully thought out. Mana was not sapient. Enotions ran through her bl ood
i ke vectors, and she foll owed the vector sum Anger against the creature who killed her daughter
Hunger: the richly, interestingly populated territory upstream Curiosity: the urge to learn and
explore. Lust: the urge to mate with a gene pattern other than her own. And fear, always fear

She moved slowy enough to learn the terrain as she travel ed. Rocks, plains, grassland; a
waterfall to be circled. She found fish of interesting flavor before she would have had to turn
back.

Fart her upstream things began to turn weird. There were intermttent droni ng sounds. Chenica
tastes in the water and snells on the wind: tar and hot netal and burning, unfanmliar plants,
pul veri zed wood. Her progress slowed even farther. She kept to rocky terrain or craw ed al ong the
bottom where the river ran deep and fast. Sounds of an alien environnent m ght cover her eneny's
approach. Her eneny nust come. She would find Manma; she coul d be watching her now, she would cone
like a neteor across terrain she knew like the inside of her mouth. Mama's |ife woul d depend on
al so knowi ng the terrain.

There was a cliff of hard rock, and softer rock below, and caverns the river had chewed bel ow
the waterline. One of the caverns becane her base. Life was plentiful, foraging was easy; she
nmght wait here for the eneny, for a tine.

She found things pecking on dry ground. They tried to run (badly), they tried to fly (badly).

She ate themall. There were bones all through the nmeat, and half of it was indigestible feathery
stuff.
On anot her day she saw sonething far bigger flying too far away to snell. It veered away

before she could study it. If she could catch sonething like that, the neat would surely sustain
her until her quarry nust conme to deal with an invader
The next day sonething cane at her across the water
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Chapter 15
YEAR DAY

The hour when you go to learn that all is vain
And this Hope sows when Love shall never reap
DANTE GABRI EL ROSSETTI, "The House of Life

By ten in the norning, the small white disk of Tau Ceti had burned the eternal mst into
fluffy white clouds that drifted across the startlingly blue sky like flocks of sheep

It was appropriate, alnost as though their sun were cooperating with the festivities, had
offered themthe first vivid day of the year

In the ribboned and bannered quad beneath that hard, clear sky, a dozen food and drink booths
had been erected, and fromthemcurled the sweet aromas of half a dozen international cuisines.
The stands were all but deserted now, nost of the colonists drawn by the sound and novenment within
the dining hall.

Spring had cone to Aval on

"Al'l emande left to your corner gal--"

Zack wore a blindingly bright pair of red suspenders over hand-stitched overalls. A fiddle was
tucked tightly under his chin, and Cadmann was damed if he didn't actually coax nusic fromit.
Zack was playing the hayseed image to the hilt as he stonped and sang on the | ow stage, guiding
the flux and flow of the square dancers with a theatrically m dwestern twang in his voice. H's
voice was flat but lively: the colonists followed his lead in an expl osion of joyous energy.

The nusic itself was an odd m xture of synthesizer keyboard, traditional woodw nd and string.
Sone of the instrunments had been shipped aboard CGeographic, justified as vital cultural treasures.
Some had been cobbl ed together after |anding.

And now al |l pronenade,
A-with that sweet corner naid,
Si ngi ng "Gh Johnny, Ch Johnny Ch . . ."

Cadmann | eaned against the wall, halfway through his third nug of beer. The | ast cold knot of
tension in his stomach was com ng unsnarl ed; his head began to buzz politely. He hated Iines. He
had waited until the nusic blared fromthe hall and the dancers returned to their nmarks before
tappi ng the cold kegs of beer.

On the far side of the crowd Mary Ann danced, swirling her bangled green skirt, throw ng her
head back to | augh deeply. The snmpooth white expanse of her throat flashed above a red kerchief.
She caught Cadnmann's eye and crooked a chall enging finger, blowing hima kiss, silently nouthing
Come on before Elliot Fal kland caught her hands and swung her around to the opposite corner of her
squar e.

Cadmann stretched. Tight spots, wounds not quite heal ed? Yeah, he could find the pain in chest
and left armand hip and knee, if he needed an excuse not to dance. It was nore fun to watch

Carl os bowed out of the dance, pecking Ida van Don on the cheek as he rel eased her hands. She
| ooked around uncertainly, with alnost a touch of panic, then spotted Omar's huge frane and pulled
himfromhis seat, tugging himinto the patterned chaos, whooping with glee. The gl ee was not
entirely spontaneous. Her snile seemed too rigid. Cadmann wondered if her dreans still rang with
Jon's dyi ng screans.

Carl os nopped sweat from his dark brow, fanned the dark circles staining the arnpits of his
red flannel shirt. "Ah, amgo. | amgetting old. The senoritas are too nmuch for ne."

"Then don't get married.”

"Vertical and horizontal dancing are nuch different." He sniled evilly. "Bobbi lets ne |ead."
He took a sip of Cadmann's beer, smacked approvingly and drew hinself a glass. He downed a third
of the nug before comng up for air. He foll owed Cadmann's gaze to Mary Ann. "Your senorita--she
al so likes the dance, yes?" He paused, considering. "I think one can tell nmuch fromthe way a
wonman noves to mnusic. The hips, the hands, the way she hol ds--"

"Don't you think about anything but sex?"

"Life is short. One nust find one's great gift, and practice it--how do you say?--
assi duously. "

Cadmann sputtered out a noseful of suds.

Toget her they strolled around the outside to the quad, where Bobbi Kanagawa worked at a food
booth. Her long black hair tw sted and pi nned beneath a white paper cap, Bobbi was oblivious to
the nmusic piped out fromthe hall and didn't notice her fiance's approach
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Wth a long, thin knife, she carefully pared strips fromone of three sam on on her cutting
board. Movenents al nost mechanically precise, she sliced those strips into thinner pieces, then
positioned them atop forned and pressed bl ocks of rice.

Al t hough not in full production yet, the rice fields were healthy enough for Zack to authorize
the rel ease of some of the grain stored aboard Geographic.

Carl os | eaned across the counter and kissed her wetly. Startled at first, she snboched back
then rubbed noses with him "Leave ne alone for fifteen mnutes, then do with ne what you will."

“I'I'l hold you to that, chiquita."

"You had better." She squeezed his hands, and there was enough heat in her enerald eyes to
scorch stone. That's what it would take to nail Carlos . . . "I'mtaking you down the rapids,
mster."

Carl os grabbed a strip of sam on before she could protest and popped it into his nouth. Bobb
waved her knife at himas he skated away, chortling over his nouthful

"What a wonan. Don't you think we'll nake beautiful babies?"

Cadmann reflected for a noment. "The |oveliest woman | ever knew was hal f Japanese and hal f
Jamai can. Assuming the kids take after their nother, they've got a chance."

The square dance ended with cheers and a thunderous round of applause, and the hall enptied
into the quad.

Mary Ann worked her way to himthrough the press, holding a foam ng nmug. She panted, face
glowi ng and sticky with perspiration. "Cad, you' re such a stick. Wiy won't you dance?"

"War wound. Both legs blown off. Medics screwed up, sewed two |left feet on."

She stuck her tongue out.

"Look on the bright side: somewhere out there is a guy with two right feet, killing 'emat the
wal dorf."

"You're just ashamed of ne. You don't want anyone to see us together."

Carl os nodded sagely. "It is true. Many tinmes he has told of how he |ikes to hide you away in
the dark, covering you with his own body if need be--"

"Carl os--"

Martinez took the hint. "I've got to get ready for the rapids.”

"Turning into a tradition, isn't it?"

"Around here, anything that happens twice is a tradition."

Carl os di sappeared into the crowd.

The day just felt so damm good.

Contests and exhi bitions had been running since breakfast. Cadmann had wat ched the archery and
wrestling, cheering but not conpeting. Soon would begin the three-day boat race between the
honeynooni ng coupl es. That he woul d enjoy! Then the dance contest . . . silliness, that was really
all it was, but he had to admt that he was catching the bug.

True, he was pleasantly drunk. (Who had brewed the beer? If he could work out a private dea
with that worthy--say, fresh melon cactus every nonth in exchange for a keg?) He felt nore
confortabl e around the canp than he had in nmonths. But sonething was pulling himback from
whol ehearted participation. A voice that was weakening by the mnute. O the nmug. Watever

He politely squel ched a burp

Wat chi ng Mary Ann dance was good for him He hadn't had a chance to really conpare her wth
t he ot her wonen.

There was no question that they were a couple: she had fixed the judges, bribed his cornernen
and K. O.'d himbefore he even knew the fight was on. But it warmed himto feel a healthy physica
tug when a twirl or gust of wind raised her skirts. Her hard work up at Cadmann's Bl uff had
trimed away fat and added heal thy muscle. The pregnancy didn't show yet, but there was sonething
speci al about her. She did glow .

She squashed her lips against his in a beery kiss. "Cad--when are you going to--
changed in the nmddl e of the question, becane nore nischi evous--"dance with ne?"

Shoot the rapids with nme?

The real question was behind the snile, behind the laugh. It lived in the way she |eaned
against him letting himfeel the nmuted fire in her belly.

her face

What the hell. It's just a formalization. Wiy not? But not now. Not on hol otape, for God and
the whole world to see
"Later," he prom sed. "You'll see."

The stands on the north edge of the quad displayed a nosaic of the Colony's artistic
craftsmanshi p. Cadnmann was startled and gratified by the breadth and reach of the work on display.
These peopl e had not been chosen for artistic talent. They had hi dden dept hs.

Here was a kinetic sculpture, a globe filled with clear fluid, holding iron flakes spiraling
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in a slow nebula of magnetic fl ux.

There, a painting of Avalon's twi n noons setting over the branble bushes. The artist had
precisely captured the nmauve sunset.

Mounted on a linen-covered table was a scul pture of woven, wired and gl ued bones. Hundreds of
sam on and pterodon bones, sliver thin, fornmed and painted into a golden bull. As a sum painting
suggests flight or notion with the barest strokes, sonehow the bull was chall engi ng and
frightened, bursting with animal power and aching vulnerability. The artist's signature was sinply
"Sylvia."

Cadmann gl anced over his shoul der, suddenly wondering if anyone was watching himstudy the
i ncredi ble piece, then forced hinself to nove on

Next to it was a caneo of native obsidian, and several of Carlos's scandal ous thornwod
carvings. They woul d have been right at home on the wall of a Nepal ese tenple, and Cadmann was
suddenly glad that none of the children were old enough to point and ask enbarrassi ng questions.

The crowd was flowing into the neeting hall. Food nust be ready to serve. Cadmann followed the
flow He clainmed two enpty seats next to Terry's wheelchair

Mary Ann brought two plates piled with Bobbi's sam on sushi, with a dab of the precious
powder ed wasabi horseradi sh shipped fromEarth; fresh spinach pasta, fresh tomato narinara, whol e-
grai n wheat bread. Mst of the food was fromthe fields and the nets. Avalon was yielding up her
harvest, maki ng what reparations she could for the danage done to her newest, strangest children

Terry ate quietly, slowy chewing each nouthful into liquid. Always thin, he seened to have
gai ned a few pounds since his injury, and it made his face | ess pinched and severe. "I approve,"
he said neutrally.

It took a beat for Cadnmann to realize Terry was talking to him "Food's pretty good," he
agr eed.

"No. You and Mary Ann. Good match." Terry took another careful nouthful. Cadnmann noticed the
streaks of gray hair coursing through the curly brown. "How are things up there on the nesa?"

"Nice. Quiet." Cadmann gl anced at Mary Ann. "Wait until Sylvia has the baby. Conme on up for
di nner. "

"I"d like that, if we can get this damed chair into a Skeeter."

"Sure, we can do that. O have Carlos make you a fol ding nodel."

The projection equi pnent was wheel ed out to the center of the floor. An enlarged holo field
shimered |ike a heat nmirage: the faces and figures against the far wall were pale, wavering
ghost s.

The lights di med. The hol o i rage hardened, and the speakers piped in sound.

A not orboat was being | owered down the ravine and into the river below the dam The boat was a
ten-foot black oval, tough synthetic elasticized skin stretched over a netal frane, two | ow seats
and crescent steering wheel mounted in the front. The Skeeter-type engine aft | ooked too big for
the boat. The pl astic-seal ed knob of a hol otape recorder showed above the central nast.

It had reached the water. A second, identical boat dropped to join it.

Sylvia canme to sit between Cadmann and Terry, and she snmiled shyly as she | owered herself
unconfortably to her seat.

"You | ook ready,"” Mary Ann said.

"You know it. Now Marnie's saying next week! Cadmann, don't ever get pregnant." Her conpl exion
was a little blotchy. She wheezed with relief as she settled herself, balancing a plate heaped
with food in her hands.

“I'"ll remenber that," he said. "Last time Mary Ann gets on top."

"Hush."

Sorreone yel led, "Ta-ta-ta-daah!" as Elliot Fal kland and his fiancee. La Donna, dashed to the
center of the floor amd a rowdy chorus of cheers. "Chunky!" Fal kland was all grin and jug ears
and peeling tan, with a body alnost twice the size, of La Donna's. But the little wonan was known
as an indefatigable construction worker. Behind Cadmann, Andy guffawed sonet hing about La Donna
"sweating that blubber off Elliot before they reach the ocean.”

Cadmann raised a cheer as Carlos and Bobbi joined the first couple. Carlos swept off a broad-
brimred hat in a |l ow, gallant bow Sonmehow, even dressed in denins, Bobbi managed a shy curtsey.

Carl os rushed over to Cadnann and Mary Ann. He wore a yellow safety vest, and skintight rubber
pants. He carried a bedroll in his |eft hand. He and Bobbi would take the boat all the way to the
ocean, canping along the way. Three days |l ater they woul d be picked up by Skeeter, officially
marri ed.

Cadmann chortled to hinmself, guessing that Carlos would triple-check that the recording
equi prent was off before turning in for the evenings

"Wsh me |uck, am go. Fal kland has nore water experience than we do."
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"More than anyone but the samon. He's got flippers for feet." Elliot Falkland and Jerry
nm nded the catfish ponds downriver. Fal kland al so coordi nated the underwater repair operations and
had overseen the construction of the dam That was where he had come to know La Donna. "Anyway,
it's not when you get there, it's how"

"Loser paints the wi nner's house."

"I see your point. Kill him"

"Senor Fal kl and sl eeps with the fishes."

"Good luck," Terry and Sylvia chined.

Carl os shook hands with the men, kissed the wonen, then hustled out to supervise the | owering
of his boat.

Sudden envy stirred in Cadnmann. A three-day trip down the river would be a nice honeynoon. But
we had ours while we built the canp, and it was fine!l

The holo field flickered to a different vantage point. An aerial view of the Skeeter pad
swiftly expanded to take in the entire canp. Cadmann's stomach | urched--the reaction he al ways had
when in the air under another's control

The Skeeter zooned and veered expl osively, rose straight up, then dive-bonbed G vic Center
There was cl appi ng, cheering and groaning. The holo field was expanded to fill the room the
magni fi cation bleaching a little of the color fromthe inmage.

The t hree-di nensi onal aerial panorama was stunning, especially when it veered east, across the
M skat onic. There, Canelot, their new community, was already bl ocked out.

Canel ot wasn't the cranped curlicue of the first year's tenporary dwellings. It would be
Aval on's first permanent city, and was designed as such. Now that the crops were established,
there was tine to work on a nore leisurely |ayout. Canel ot covered a square kilometer of hones,
boul evards, parks and meditation groves, recreation centers

Each plot of |land was huge, larger than any of them could have afforded on Earth. Unbelievable
weal th by any standard that they had | eft behind. And room for alnost infinite expansion, as their
worms and insects and terraforming |lichens churned Avalon's soil into sonething that the |ess
hardy plants and aninmals could use. M neral supplenmentation and acid bal ancing created an idea
medi um for their crops. Huge honmes, ranch houses. Mansions that woul d one day overl ook gracious
est at es.

Room for a man to grow

The boat engines were no |longer ear-jarring burrs, and the Skeeter zipped off to follow the
race. The canp cheered, bets flying and changi ng: Who would be the first through the rapids? They
were twenty kilometers fromthe northern mountains, and it would be a while before the real action
began, a few minutes before the boats worked their way through the dam | ocks.

In the nmeantime, the band had apparently rested | ong enough. Zack nopped his forehead with a
bandanna and yelled, "All right--we've got enough tinme for a couple nore turns around the fl oor
Let's get it nmoving!"

He shoul dered his fiddle. Hi s fingers danced across the strings, producing sounds of
surprising sweetness.

Hey there | adies, grab your nan
Hold that lad as tight as you can--

Sylvia' s hand sneaked around behi nd Cadnann and tapped Mary Ann tw ce, sharply, and they
exchanged a silent nessage.

It's a conspiracy. |'mdooned . . .

Mary Ann stood, politely but firmy pulled his plate fromhis hand. Setting her heels into the
conposition floor, she dragged himto his feet.

Sylvia and Terry and the surrounding crowd how ed at his obvious disconfort, and Cadmann | et
that bol ster him

"It's been a long tinme," he whispered, "and | am sore wounded, " relieved that others were
nmovi ng out on the floor. They formed a square with Hendrick and Phyllis.

In a few noments there were squares all over the hall, and Zack was calling and fiddling, the
band was playi ng, and Cadnann's considerations were lost in the urge to keep the rhythm and watch
his feet.

Mary Ann was an excel |l ent square dancer, and she pulled himalong with her into the nobod. Soon
Cadmann was part of an interweaving pattern of human rectangl es, do-si-do-ing and skip-stepping as
their square broke and re-formed, changed pl aces and sw vel ed joyously around the floor. Sharp
rem nders from hal f-heal ed wounds eased as he warned up. The seated observers whistled and cl apped
and stonped their feet.
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Before he realized it, Cadmann was grinning and sweating and thoroughly convinced that he was
keepi ng better time than anyone out there.

At the end of an hour the dance broke up with a spontaneous cheer and hugs all around, and
Cadmann' s drunken whoop was as |loud as any. What the hell--this is your family. You need them -at
| east Mary Ann does. And don't be surprised that square danci ng nakes you feel |ike part of the
community. Earth magic, that's what it is. Wat it's always been

The hol ofield projector was wheel ed back to the center of the quad. Once again the air
shi mered, causing squeals of delight--Carlos's boat had breached the rapids, and it was
deliciously easy for Cadmann to lose hinself in the illusion

He was aboard their boat, hovering directly above Carlos's shoul ders as he spun the wheel
gui di ng the boat through the rushing water. The water was beginning to churn white, and there an
out croppi ng of glistening wet rock scraped the side of the inflatable. The boat junped, and beside
hi m Bobbi screanmed delightedly.

Elliot's boat was right behind him and with a jolt the holofield changed its perspective. La
Donna was at the wheel, and the couple were whooping it up nore than conpeting. As the boat hit
each spill, they grabbed each other in nock fear, nugging ferociously for the caneras.

The water grew whiter, choppier, and the race was really on. The river was narrower and faster
here, and the towering walls of the northern nountains rose up around themin jagged iron-gray
sheet s.

Elliot coaxed his engine to sharper life. Wth a sure hand La Donna wove themthrough the
rocks. Every dip, every eddy was breathtakingly real, three tines larger than life.

The water splashed up and |licked at them and Cadmann wi ped at his face reflexively. Elliot's
boat shot a short falls, |landed flatbellied, with a crash and a whoop fromthe hall

The image switched back to Carlos, who was | ooking back over his shoul der at the approaching
boat .

Cadmann's pal ns were sweaty and shaking. It was al nost inpossible to resist the urge to rol
up his sleeves and grab a pole: there was a rock spur! Ah, good. Bobbi, with noverments as quick
and light as the flicker of a whip, nudged their boat away fromit.

Everyone was cheering now, and it grew riotous as the i mage switched from one perspective to
the other; the gap between the boats narrowed, and the race finally becane nose to nose. The river
narrowed as it sluiced through a gap between, two towering slabs of rock, and Carlos narrowy held
his lead, Elliot conming up fast.

Then, as they came out of it, and the way wi dened again, Elliot rammed Carlos fromthe rear
La Donna squeal ed as their boat hit a rock and lurched in a drunken circle. Elliot cursed fluidly
as Carlos's craft shot past.

Elliot's boat spun twice, dipped and swung perilously and then finally stabilized.

The hologram switched to Carlos's craft and a triunphant Bobbi shaking her fist at Elliot as
t hey wi dened the distance.

Carl os gunned the notor fully, and their boat rose in the water and shot north toward the
ocean. Far behind themnow, Elliot opened his throttle and ski med al ong the surface, churning the
water into white as he roared in pursuit.

Rock walls flashed by. Cadnmann's heart thundered as he renenbered the sheer speed of the
boats, their near-hydrofoil design that kept a mninumof prowin the water, mnim zing drag.

Fast!

But then .

"Switch back!" soneone yelled, and suddenly they were with Carlos's boat, and it was in
trouble. Sonething was terribly wong, and the boat was spinning--

Anot her rock? But Carlos's face was distorted, and he was grabbing for Bobbi, screaning
sonething unintelligible. The boat seemed to be collapsing, the hol oi mage buckling and bl urring.
The | ast image that they had was of rocks and water and churning foam and a brief glinpse of
Bobbi tunbling through the foamtoward the rocks, thrashing her hands frantically as she
di sappeared beneath the surface of the water.

Chapter 16
ON THE CLI FF

All men think all men nortal, save thensel ves.
EDMUND YOUNG, Ni ght Thoughts

First there was a hunmi ng. Manma was a good di stance fromthe water, and her nouth was full of
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bl ood and feathers. She | ooked for insects swarmng. |If she found the nest she would eat it whole

But the swarm sound was | ouder now, and too uniform and there were no dark clouds that could
be insects. Something strange, in unfanmiliar terrain. Mama made for the water, not yet fast but
al ready wary.

The humm ng was | ouder as she reached the water.

It cane around a bend upstream She couldn't see the intruder's shape; it was too distant yet.
But it noved on the water, not through it. Myved fast.

Finally. Mama's eyes were above the water. The snorkel between her eyes drew air; her |ungs
heaved. There was rage in her, and sonething el se: sphincter muscles rel axed back of her neck
speed began dripping into her blood, and her entire body began to fizz. The vul nerabl e snorke
withdrew i nto her head. She watched the intruder conme--not quite toward her, she hadn't been seen
yet--then why was the intruder already fast?

But Mama was fast now, and she noved.

This was her territory now. She knew it that well, she had been here that long. Mne. She too
was al nost above the water as she reached the intruder. She struck fromthe side. For a bare
i nstant she knew that she had won.

Skin with a thin taste, a taste like netal but not as strong, ruptured on inpact and tore in
her jaws. No neaty texture, no taste of blood. Not won: lost! Tricked! And where was her eneny?

The netallic skin filled with water and began to sink. Confusing tastes drifted in its wake.
Things thrashed the water in slow notion, beasts caught between fighters. She ignored them Where
was her rival ?

Still fast, Mama streaked for her cave before she could be blind-sided. At the underwater
mout h she turned. She couldn't be attacked now except fromthe front.

Now there was tinme. Mama |ifted her eyes above the water and watched two beasts thrashing. If
meat were suddenly snatched beneath the surface, she would know that her eneny was bel ow. But the
prey were swept downstream thrashing, trying to reach the river's edge. They reached shore
unnol ested, and scranbled fromthe water unnol ested.

Mama had been tricked. She had bitten something, but it wasn't meat, and where was her enemny?

There! Just like the other, it skimred across the water, alnost toward her. It swerved away as
Mama streaked toward it. The intruder was fully on speed, and young. Mama thought. She herself had
never noved so fast . . . but its turn was too slow She was on it, and her teeth closed with
terrible strength--

On thin, tough, tasteless skin, and flesh that ruptured and bone that broke--fragile bone,
prey bl ood, prey neat, with no taste of speed. Not at all the flesh of her own kind, and she'd
been tricked again!

She had barely sl owed. She kept noving, fleeing the site of her kill, curving toward safety,
sliding across the bucking surface of the water. Were is ny eneny? Were?

Behi nd her, nmeat thrashed in the water, then subsided. Mre prey was clinbing the cliff,
unnol ested, and that was hardly surprising. In the nmddle of a duel one does not pause to dine.

How may | lure ny eneny?
My eneny's territory, ny eneny's prey: Challenge!

Carl os Martinez was shaking: with cold, with shock and pain fromthe fractured cheekbone and
the flap of scalp torn away when he w apped hinsel f around Bobbi's unconsci ous body to shield her
fromthe rocks.

She lay curled on her side, flat stomach spasming, river water still trickling in a brown
stream from her mouth, eyes glazed, but open and wandering blindly. (Aive, vivo! flashed insanely
into his mnd, alive, vivo!, scranmbling his thoughts.) She was in shock, and probably concussed,
but all that really mattered for the nonent was that she was alive.

He gripped his head tightly, fighting the ringing and the pain. In a few nonents they quieted,
and he nassaged Bobbi's rib cage firmy as he | ooked about him

Later in the year, when the snow fromthe northern nountains nelted, the spot he stood on and
another thirty neters of tumbled rock woul d be submerged. In another ninety days there night not
have been a place for themto crawl onto. He and Bobbi night have been dashed agai nst steeply
sloping walls of naked rock. A few hundred neters north or south the water dashed agai nst sheer
cliff. As bad and barren as this shelf was, it still represented sonething very near a mracle.

He woul d have to fight rapids or clinb to get off the beach. He managed a qui ck prayer of
t hanks that he wouldn't have to try. Rescue woul d come soon. Thank goodness for the holo Iinks!
The canp woul d have seen exactly what happened.
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H s head t hrobbed. He kept up the steady, gentle massage on Bobbi's rib cage.

Her eyes fluttered open weakly. "Carlos . . . what happened?”

"We hit a rock."” That had to be it. That was all that it could be. So why was there a wet red
flag on part of the nenory? Sonmething trying to hide fromhimand warn himat the same instant?

Carlos ripped his shirt off and wi ped her face with it. She seened flushed. He bundl ed the
shirt and tucked it under her head. Not |long now Elliot Fal kland woul d be fighting upriver even
now. He nmanaged a snile to think of the rotund engineer piloting his way through the rapids. Bobb
woul d have treatnment within the hour, and tonmorrow they would be able to | augh about this.

The Col ony woul d al ready be sendi ng out Skeeters.

He thought that he could hear the humof a distant engine. "I'Il be right back, chiquita," he
said, and kissed her softly. Her lips felt bruised and fl ushed.

She reached for him gripped at the wet cloth of his shirt. "No. Don't |eave ne. Please."

There was help out in the river. It tore him but he pried her fingers |oose. "Shh. Shh.

Il ove you. I'Il be right back, | promse. OK ?"

Shaki ng, unconvi nced, she nodded her head.

Carl os scranbled over the rocks to the south, to a higher point where he could see the bend in
the river. All he could see was the rush of the water, silver-white with dark patches as it
expl oded over rocks and took sudden dips and turns. To either side the mountain walls were steep,
at least forty near vertical neters of iron gray, roughly weathered rock. The crusty gray was
interrupted by bands of lighter color. Hi gh tides? CGeol ogical separations? Hs mnd wasn't working
properly yet.

From t he new vant age point, he heard nothing, could see nothing, and that puzzled him Were
was Elliot? Then he saw.

He's been wrecked too! Dear God.

Elliot lay inert on a patch of rocks by the far shore. He nust have been thrown clear. The
second boat was no nore than a few dark shreds of fabric which still fluttered, wedged into rocks.
There was no sign of La Donna.

A dark, spreading stain grew frombeneath Elliot's head and dri pped down into the rushing
water. Carlos's stomach went sour and tight. |1've got to help hin-

And then Carlos saw it. The thing ripped through the water Iike a black torpedo. That was what
hi s subconsci ous had screamed to him He had caught a bare glinpse of that dark juggernaut
churni ng through the water, snashing through the side of the boat

The foam suddenly churned, and the black thing erupted fromthe water, flashing up into Elliot
with the speed of a striking snake. Elliot's body jerked once, nassively, and di sappeared into the
waves.

Sonething that felt like a cloak of cold slinme swept over Carlos, nunbing him But in its wake
his mnd began to work. His first conclusion was inescapable: If he did not think very clearly,
Bobbi was going to die.

What was there to do? The nonster would find them He'd be insane to assune anything el se.
They coul dn't hope to outrun that creature under the best of circunstances. Wth Bobbi barely
conscious, it would take a mracle to escape.

Do sonething. Odds don't matter. Act! In half an hour, no nore, we'll be rescued. The canp is
better prepared now. They were watching the race! They nust already know what they're up against.

And Cadmann's back in canp

Carl os scranbl ed back down to Bobbi. She wound her arms around his neck weakly, and her bl ack
hair streaned back over her shoul ders |ike seaweed. "Carlos? Wat ?"

"We've got to nove."

"Why?" Her head lolled back as if her neck were fractured. She coughed wetly. "Wy can't we
stay here? | hurt. I'mso sleepy."

Lie, you bastard. "W need to be at a better vantage point for the Skeeters--if they're going
to pick us up." He lifted her to her feet. She seened a feather. "Conme on, hon." He grunted as she
found her feet. He bent, unknotted the pillow he had made of his shirt and slipped it over one
arm

He hal f pulled, half lifted Bobbi up over the first eastern row of boul ders, then took the
opportunity to reorient. They had to get away fromthe river--but another twenty-five neters up
the rocks and they woul d be against the cliff. No hope there.

The nountain stretched above them a splintered pale fortress carved fromthe prineval clay by
ragged knife strokes. Above the ridge the clouds that had been fl eecy and white an hour ago had
dar kened, were tinged with black as though heral ding a sudden thundershower. The air had gone
chill.

He mi ght be able to clinb that wall, but there was no way in hell that Bobbi could nake it.
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And there was no place to make a stand here, nothing that would afford protection

What it | ooked Iike, he thought grimy, was a damm good pl ace to die.

There was an answer. Both of themcould die, or one, or just maybe neither. But they had to
separ at e.

Watching his footfalls carefully, he carried her along with him pulling, coaxing, babying her
al ong. Scraping arns and | egs, protecting her as best he could, but aware that little scrapes
didn't matter right now. Have to get her to shelter. Have to get her to shelter

The going was steep now, and tw ce they alnost fell. Once they did, sliding and skinning hands
and knees. Bobbi was a little nore alert now, and nore hel p. She nanaged to thrust a | eg out,
halting a tunble. He | aughed weakly and ki ssed her forehead, and then pushed her up another few
nmet ers.

Miuscl es tensing, tendons in his back stretching with the strain, afraid to stop for rest or to
| ook back to see what was followi ng themout of the water, Carlos hel ped Bobbi up the sharp
incline. The pounding in his head grew worse. They slipped again, and this tinme her thigh caught
on a sharp spur and made a nasty gash

Dam! He whi pped off his shirt and wapped it around her leg quickly, before it could | eak
bl ood and destroy the tiny inspiration that had begun to flower. Above themand to their left was
a shallow | edge, all but invisible frombelow. A single person m ght hide there. Mybe.

"Come on, just keep nmoving." She nust have sensed or seen sonme of the dread in his manner,
because she was gl anci ng back down at the river now, at the churning white and pal e rushing bl ue

Carlos |owered her to the shelf. Perfect. There was even a slight overhang. If she craw ed
back into it, she would be safe.

If all went well

He untied the hastily applied dressing and knotted the shirt into a tourniquet, applying it
above the wound. Bl ood oozed in a sluggish stream Good enough. One way or the other, it would do.

He | ooked back out at the river. Nothing yet. Now he could renenber: the inmage of Elliot's
body di sappeari ng beneath the surface, fat arns and | egs sl apping the water once.

And anot her immge: that of the first creature back at the Colony as it dashed through the
searchlights in a nightmare of fanged and tal oned rage.

He shi vered.

"Now listen,"” he said, kneeling next to her. "I lied to you. We're not up here to make it
easier for a Skeeter to pick us up. W' re up here because there's another of those creatures in
the water. I've got to go, to make a trail to |lead himaway fromyou."

Her eyes wi dened. Her fingernails tore at his arm "But Carlos . . ."

"Listen to ne," he whispered fiercely. "You' ve seen what those bastards can do. | don't want

to give up what little chance we have."
Bobbi noved clunsily, trying to sit up. The blood trickling fromthe gash began to pul se nore

strongly.

"Your leg is bad. Don't nmake it worse." Carlos forced her back down. The leg! He had to do
sonmet hing, but there was no tinme at all, only hope.

"I have a chance," he said. "I don't think those things can clinb as well as a human bei ng.
They're too heavy." He | ooked at the steepening wall. "I can clinb that dam nountain and keep it

busy until soneone gets here. It can't be long. Wen |I'mgone, clinb as far back into the shadows
as you can. Keep pressure on the tourniquet as long as you can."

"Carl os--"
Hs mind stuttered, trying to find the right words, sonething brave and reassuring, and
couldn't. Finally he just held her, saying again, "I |ove you."

He left her. He clinbed down agai n and exami ned her perch. Bobbi couldn't be seen from bel ow
Not seen, but what about snell?

The first stop was the rock that had gashed her leg. It was bl oodstai ned, and he searched
until he found a fist-sized stone. He pounded at the spur until it shattered. He scooped up the
fragnents and flung themas far as he coul d.

There was no guarantee that his ploy would work, but one thing he knew for certain: he had to
make a stronger scent trail for it to foll ow

He did it the only way that he could, thankful that there was still fluid in his bladder
enough to leave a trail from beneath the bl oodstained rock well to the right, away from Bobbi

He began to clinb.

He was quickly blowing for air. How long had it been since the crash? Twenty mnutes? It
seenmed an eternity. But the Skeeter would be coming! W lived |onger than | thought we would. He
was up the grade above Bobbi now, and he saw that she had crawl ed farther between the rocks. Good

girl.
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Now he was hi gh enough on the cliff to see down into the river. There was the blood slick
where Elliot had net the rocks. Beyond were linp black fabric and boat fragnents at the river
turn. To the south, there was nothing but the rushing river. Were were the rescue Skeeters?

Where was--?

Onh, Jesus.

There was a novenent in the water, and sonething noved up out of it, as steady and i nexorable
as a Titan, sonme god of the fishy depths. Carlos cried out reflexively.

It was the same as the first creature, only larger, half again as large, and fleshier. It
paused as if getting its bearings, then stared right at him-

For one crazy, shaneful instant he thought. Let it have Bobbi. Let it have anyt hing.

Then it blurred, as if shot fromthe water by conpressed air. It crossed the rocks, paused for
an instant, then took off again, cutting an angular trail up toward the wall--paused and expl oded
into a series of zigzags that was |ike nothing so much as a crazy pinball game, then hit the wall
and ran al nost straight up at him

Carlos tried to close his eyes, to wait in darkness for a swift and terrible death, but didn't
have tine. It was, it was--

It shot right past himand kept going until it perched on a rock shelf hal fway between hi mand
the top of the nesa

The creature crouched above him It ignored Carlos entirely as it scanned the river and rocks
far bel ow. Except for the rapidly turning head it stood entirely still, yet gave an illusion of
nmotion, |ike an engine revving in neutral

What was it |ooking for? More boats? Wiatever it was doing, it wasn't watching Carl os.

It can nove. Faster than anything | have ever seen. Faster than anything | have ever heard of.
I can't outrun it. It nust have seen ne, but it doesn't act like it. Maybe--

The cliff was steep. A fall would kill him Better that than the nonster, he thought, but he
couldn't make hinmself believe it enough to junp. He nmade his hands stop trenbling, reached down,
found a handhold, tested it. It was firm He lowered hinself a few inches, found a new hold, and--

The creature snarled: a high-pitched screamlike a drill biting into metal. Carl os | ooked up
into its vast dark disklike eyes. The nessage in themwas unm stakabl e: Were the fuck do you
t hi nk you' re goi ng?

"Ah, nowhere," he nuttered under his breath. The creature watched himfor another few seconds,
then turned away.

Carlos pressed hinmself into the rock wall. Between terror and confusion, he couldn't guess
what his next nove mght be. But what does it think it's doing? Is it crazy? A crazy thought,

i ndeed. Carlos laughed, and it turned to ook at him and the |laugh stuck jaggedly in his throat.
It went back to scanning the river.

At the shore was injured prey, dying. Two nore prey were clinbing the cliff,
characteristically clunsy. The eneny nust regard these as hers. Manma pl anned her nove, and then--

Chal | enge. Mana charged across the water, straight at the feebly noving prey. Her jaw cl anped
on its hind | eg. She dived beneath the froth, released the neat at once and swam for her life.
Three seconds |ater she surfaced far downstream to watch her enemy cone to reclaimstolen neat.

The corpse tunbl ed unnol ested. Her eneny was too clever, far too clever for one so young.

O the two other prey, one had di sappeared. The last was halfway up the cliff.

Mama studied the cliff. It wasn't sheer, but the thought of being stranded there while
sonet hing cane at her was one she rejected at once . . . and retrieved, and toyed wth.

She coul d see nost of the cliff, and no danger showed there. Her eneny might be in the water
or at the top of the cliffs. She never doubted it was wat ching.

There were footholds along the cliff. Take any path too fast and she might be stranded in
mdair, falling toward waiting jaws. Mditionless in white froth, with only her eyes show ng, Mama
chose her path.

Then she noved. Across the seething water. Up along cracks in the rock, now quick, now sl ow,
dancing her route, ready to face death with her footing firm In seconds she was hal fway up the
cliff, poised on a | edge above live prey.

Chal | enge. Cone and get what's yours!

Chapter 17
RESCUE

No nman quite believes in any other nman.
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H. L. MENCKEN, Prejudices

"But what coul d have happened?" Zack denanded.

Cadmann gui ded Skeeter One through the twi sting canyon, barely noticing the naked rock walls
rising to either side. "Don't know. " The west side of the canyon was grow ng rapidly darker. The
smal | er sun cast shadows rmuch sharper than he'd been used to on Earth. It made judging di stances
harder. Cadmann noved the Skeeter toward the brightly-lit eastern wall. It was banded in orange
and pale reds. "Don't know. Damn pretty country here."

"Yeah, sure--how can you be so cal nP"

"I"'mnot, but what's the use of getting excited until there's sonmething to do?"

"Yeah. You're right." Zack took a deep breath. "Those walls are pretty. Like the Australian
out back. Ever go there?"

"No, the U N never needed soldiers out there."

"It was a rock. Cadnmann, it had to be a rock."

"A rock that got two boats?"

"Why not? And we don't know that Elliot's boat is gone--"

"Like hell we don't." Cadmann's nouth was a grimline. "Look, Zack, you can kid yoursel f about
i nterpretation, but not about what we heard, and the last thing we heard was La Donna screani ng
And the last thing we saw?"

"You saw. | ran the tape and | didn't see what you saw. "
"Ch, maybe | didn't see it either. There was sonething. Something dark in the water near
Carlos's raft, sonething that I swear was noving across the current . . . well, no, | won't

swear." Cadmann spoke into his contard. "Skeeter Two."
"Here," Stu Ellington answered.
"We're coming up to the bend. You go right across the canyon, down to the rapids, and turn

back. We'll start the search at the upstreamend."”
"Roger. Goddam |'mglad you're with us."
"Me too," Zack said carefully. "I'"mstill hoping we don't find--"

"Nobody had to remind you to bring your rifle. And damed if that spare clip doesn't | ook
| oaded with incendiaries."

Zack grunted. "lI'mnot going to be stupid about it."
Skeeter Two rounded the bend ahead. Cadmann had just made the turn when Stu's voice cane
through the radio. "I've spotted weckage downstream but no sign of--holy shit! N ne o'clock."

Cadnmann's eyes flashed to the left, and for a nonent all he saw was the sheer rock face of the
gorge. Then he focused, and he saw the creature, perched |ike a house cat on a bookshelf, only a
dozen neters above a stranded Carl os.

"Straight in. Surprise. Shoot when you have a target," Cadmann ordered. It's not noving. Just
sitting there. Alittle closer--"Zack, make the first shots count. Maybe it will forget about
Carlos and head for the river. Stu!" He shouted into the radio. "You check the river! Look for
ot her nonsters.”

"Look for Elliot and La Donna and Bobbi, too," Zack said.

Cadmann spun the Skeeter to hover twenty meters fromthe canyon wall. "Now " he shouted.

Zack shouldered his rifle and squeezed of f a burst. Spent shells whirred out of the rifle
breech in a glittering arc.

The nonster tw sted, turned toward the Skeeter, then swiveled wildly, searching the river and
the cliff above, finally | ooking back at the Skeeter

Cadmann touched a button and spoke into the tiny mcrophone attached to his helnet. "Carl os!
Hang in there, amigo." H's anplified voice echoed through the canyon

Carl os was trapped, frozen except for one foot which slipped as he fought for a toehold. His
hands and arnms were stretched painfully taut. Hs head tw sted back to | ook at them then he
pressed his cheek back into the cliff face again.

"What is it doing up there?" Zack demanded.

It was paying nore attention to its sides than to Skeeter One. It |icked at the bullet holes.

Zack fired again, a long burst. The creature recoil ed against the rock. Its gaze rested on
themfor an instant, then its head twitched to the left and the right with the speed of a
hurmmi ngbird' s w ngs.

Then with no warning at all it dove off the cliff, ran down the side faster than a rock could
fall, hit the ground and sped for the river. Cadmann couldn't pivot the Skeeter fast enough to see
it dive between the rocks.

Skeeter Two was just whizzing back across the river when the creature disappeared with a
spl ash.
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Cadmann spoke through the anplifier. "Ckay, am go, you can come down now. " He switched to
radio. "Stu. Did you--?"

"I"ve got it, Cad. Not a clear view there's too nuch disturbance in the water. But it | ooks
like there's a cave nouth down there. 1'd say we've got it penned.”

Cot cha! Cadmann crowed silently. "Hover. If it shows up, blowit away."

"Roger - -but Cad--we have the remains of both rafts. And Elliot's dead. W can't find La Donna
or Bobbi."

The news hit hone savagely, dulling the flash of pleasure.

"Stay over the cave. W'll |ook for the |adies.”

"What about Carl os?"

"He's noving," Cadmann said. "Wen he gets to the ledge we'll see if he needs help. Nothing I
can do fromhere right now " He turned back to Zack. "I could set you down where you can wait for
Carlos . . ."

"No." Zack squeezed out each word. "This isn't going to get any easier if we wait."

Cadmann pul |l ed back on the stick, and the Skeeter peeled away fromthe wall and headed
downriver, looking for what they really didn't want to find.

Cadmann stood, rifle butt braced against his thigh, watching the water boiling over the rocks.
Sonewher e beneath the foam was the nonster who had killed Elliot and La Donna, and wounded Bobbi
"You're going to die down there,"” he whispered.

There was a sudden sound behind him and Cadmann wheel ed instinctively, rifle comng to bear
wi t hout consci ous thought.

Carl os gave a weak smile, shaking a cigarette out of a plastic pack. "Snoke?"

"No, thanks."

Several different empotions warred on Carlos's face, and he finally | owered the package.
"Absurd, isn't it? | nean, to want to give you sonething. A cigarette . . . a handshake?"

Cadmann extended hi s hand.

"Thanks, Cadmann. | never understood what you went through until now " Hs dark face was

rel axed, his voice very quiet.
"You' ve forgotten your accent."
Carl os gave a short bark of laughter. "Yeah. Wait around. Bullshit has a way of piling back

up.

He exhal ed a | ong stream of snoke. His hands were shaking badly. "Bobbi will be all right.
won't she? She won't wake up. Why am | asking you?"

H s eyes lost focus, were gazing into the wall of rock on the far side of the gorge. Too well,
Cadnmann knew what they were seeing.

Skeeter Two was still hovering over the Mskatonic. "If there isn't another exit fromthe
cave, then we've got the damm thing pinned, is that it?"

"That's it." Skeeter Six was humming in, |oaded cargo hoi st sw ngi ng pendul ously. Cadnmann
| ooked at Carlos critically. "Are you fit?"

Carlos ground out the hal f-snoked cigarette. "I'mshaking. 1'll be over it. And the best way
is to kill that thing. Wat are your ideas?"

"You'll see."

The cargo hoi st beneath the Skeeter was full, and the pilot lowered it. Wen it was down and

rel eased, the Skeeter touched down and Jerry disnmounted, a rifle over his shoulder, a bul ky square
equi pnment case in his left hand. Skeeter Six took Two's place over the river

Jerry cl apped Carlos on the back, shook hands with Cadnmann. "Canp is in an uproar, not a
panic. W're noving."

They headed back to the tenporary shelter, where Stu and Andy were unpacki ng equi pment. Zack
had fl own Bobbi back to canp first.

There was very little said, and not nmuch show of nerves. Just sw ft, purposeful action. Wth a
grindi ng hum another Skeeter bore in nmen and equi pnent.

Cadmann grunted satisfaction to hinself. The Colony's response was swift and sensi ble. Maybe
it took tragedy to bring out the survivor in them

They wal ked over to join the man and woman di smounting fromthe newest Skeeter. Cadmann nodded
in greeting. "W've got to nove quickly. It's badly wounded now-"

"W may be able to capture it," Jerry interjected. "W need to capture it alive if at al
possi bl e, Cadnann."

"Al'l right, Jerry, but don't expect ne to take any chances with it. I'mlaying the tightest
trap | can. If everything goes perfectly, we nay be able to take it alive. If one little thing
fucks up, we kill it."

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20The%20Legacy%200f%20Heorot.txt (82 of 161) [1/19/03 6:09:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20The%20L egacy %200f %20Heorot. txt

"And if nmore than a little thing goes wong . " Carlos said grimy
Toget her they wal ked to the edge of the rocks overlooking the swirling depths of the
M skatonic. They could see little. Cadmann touched his headphone. "Any sign of activity?"
"None yet. Flash on the tiniest novenent."
"That's the way we want it."
The river bottomwas dark, and cold, and sonmewhere down there was what Cadmann wanted. "You're

m ne," he whi spered.

"What was that, ami go?"

"Am go." Cadmann | ooked at himin disgust. "I said | knewit was too good to last."
Chapter 18

DESCENT | NTO HELL

One of the greatest blessings of virtue is the contenpt of death. He who has | earned how to die
has unl earned how to serve. To be ready to die frees us fromall bondage and thrall dom
MONTAI GNE, Essays

Cadmann wi ped at his faceplate twice before he realized that the stain was on the inside. He
waved to one of the waiting spearnmen, got a nod and surfaced. Fresh air tasted good. He renpved
the faceplate and spat into it, rubbed out the fog and rinsed it. Better.

The M skatonic churned around him Even with weight belt and tether line, the current threw
his bal ance off, increased irritability, drained his strength. The wet suit slowed his every
nmotion. And well worth it! Many a man had survived a shark attack because of his wet suit. A wet
suit didn't taste |ike blood; and if something tore into himanyway, it could hold himtogether
i ke a body bandage until a doctor could reach him

But he felt slow He dared not hurry. Methodically he prepared himself for war, know ng that
the enemy would interrupt himwhen it chose.

Anchoring the net had been nightrmarish: two nen hanmering and screwi ng neter-|ong barbed stee
stakes into the nmud and rock around the cave, a third man hovering back, underwater |anp and spear
gun at the ready. The net itself was stronger than steel cable and as thin as spider silk, a
synt hetic organic polynmer that was predicted to |last for hundreds of years of ordinary use. No
| esser durability would have been approved for shipnent aboard Ceographic.

O dinary use. Cadmann smiled thinly into his faceplate. This evening' s exercise would hardly
be consi dered that.

He reached back over his shoulder to adjust the re-breather apparatus. Very light, very
conpact, intended for underwater repairs on a docked Mnerva. It was certified for an hour of
swi nmi ng, half that of "vigorous activity." It'll do. Half an hour fighting that thing and one or
the other of us won't need oxygen any nore. Ckay, down we go--

"Cadmann, this is Sylvia."

"Go." It was inpossible to speak distinctly into the throat m crophone.

"1"ve anal yzed the photos. Cadmann, that thing has to be anphibious. It may spend nore tine
underwat er than on |and."

"Uh-huh." | already thought of that one. And they're hard enough to kill on | and
"Thanks. More?"

"No- - except, be careful."”

"Uh-huh." He stretched and dove down to join the others at their work at the net. He felt the
reassuring pressure of Zack's "nonster killer" spear gun agai nst his thigh

Moscowi t z had prom sed them a stopper. Joe Sikes's nmachine shop had delivered it. The device
| ooked like a pistol with a webbed bl ack plastic grip. Imediately in front of the handpi ece was
an ammunition clip that |ooked as if it were constructed for shotgun shells. This was al nost true:
speci al cartridges drove carbon-steel-tipped spears carrying enough hi gh explosive to blow the
engi ne out of a Skeeter.

This should stop them and the net should hold them Hah. The net had better stop them This
island is starting to | ook infested with the bastards.

He swamto the cave nouth and waved to the spear gunners watching the work. One waved back and
went to join Carlos on the other side of the cave.

Carl os had opened his wet suit down the front. One of the spear guns was strapped to his |eg.
He worked met hodically, carefully, but he never stopped. He'd done that all day, driving Cadmann
on with his exanple, working through exhaustion, through fear . . . as if the devil was on his
tail
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Wl conme to hell, Carl os.

A silver trail of bubbles hobbled fromthe side of Carlos's nouth, and he gave Cadmann a
"thunbs up." Cadnmann wiggl ed the neter-1ong barbed-steel pinions holding down his corners of the
net. No give to themat all. If the rock held, the net woul d.

A catfish and a saml on swam by al nost in tandem the sam on cl ose behi nd, chasing playfully.
Cadmann al | owed hinself a twi nge of hunger. The fish were getting big and fat, especially the
samon. If he'd had tinme, he would have snatched that one fromthe water

They began to ascend. Cadmann's aching nuscl es sighed relief.

Their heads broke the surface. Both scranbled out in alnmpst conmic haste, sucking air. The sun
had di pped bel ow the west wall and there were only a few mnutes of light left.

Arnmed nen and wonen surrounded the tenporary canp. Packing and crating from boxes of hastily
shi pped equi pmrent were piled randomy into a central area; no one had taken the tinme to collect or
renove them but they were out of the way, no shelter for nonsters to hide behind. Two machine
guns occupied the top of an enpty crate.

A faint burning snmell hung in the air. The | ow steady vibration of a flare drill tickled
Cadmann's feet. An electric generator humed near the shelter. A series of cables linked it to
batteries of portable lights set up on every side, giving the entire area a bright greenish-yell ow
gl ow.

Cadmann and Carl os stripped off their nouthpieces and gl oves. Cadnann opened the zi pper on his
wet suit.

Skeeters glided across the river. Their searchlights danced yellow ovals on the rushing water
Quards carrying explosive and incendiary rounds patrolled in tight shifts while the technicians
erected their tents and tested their equipment. The canyon thrumred with the sound of a Skeeter
bringing in a second generator

Carlos pointed to the nachine guns and patrols. "They take you seriously, amgo."

Sure. Now. "Good."

Atent flap raised, and Jerry waved a thin armat them "Over here."

"Join you in dos mnutos, Cad. Want to get a gel on ny face cut."

Cad nodded, then crossed to the tent. He had to duck going in. A small gas heater burned in
the corner, and the air was toasty. "Wat do we have, Jer?"

"Everything you wanted," Jerry answered. He held up a plastic pouch. Its contents seened
darkly purple in the artificial light. "This should do it."

"Great. How are the other preparations goi ng? Andy?"

The bi g engi neer spread out a sheet of col or-coded graph sheeting on the table. "Deep radar
shows a network of caves going back into the nountains for at |least a kilometer. It would be death
to go in there and take it onits own terns."”

"There's no way in hell to kill it and be sure it's dead unless we go in. You know that."

"Swell. Shit, man. | don't like it at all."

"Have to burn the egg sac," Cadmann said.

Jerry grinned. "l've read Red Planet too." H's | ook becane serious. "All right, | grant you
that. There may be young. O eggs. And right nowit's wounded. There isn't a better tine, but I
still don't like it."

"No nore do |, but you just do the best you can up here. Do it right, and we won't have
anything to do but collect a corpse."”

"Corpses, if it has young. Al right. Cone on."

He led the way out and behind the tent where a tripod-nmounted laser drill burned into the
ground. The nen working the drill were shielded and wore goggl es against the glare and the fat
sparks that popped and flew like flam ng noths. Sizzling nmelted rock bubbled up out of the cavity,
flowed a few inches, then turned sluggi sh and puddl ed.

Thirty meters away, a second drill was searing into the rock, and just beyond a rise Cadmann
could see the sharp, flickering lights of yet another

The | aser shut down abruptly, and sonmeone yelled, "W're through!"

"Lay the pipe through." Twelve nmeters of flexible nmetal piping was run through while the rock

was still hot. The top end was fastened to a punp and a twenty-gallon drum

"What have we got there?" Cadmann asked, curious now.

"Call it napalm only nastier. Burns |longer, hotter. Top layer will vaporize. Wen we touch it
off there'll be a shock wave that should kill anything down there. Its waste products are toxic,

it will burn up any oxygen down there."

"Just like Godzilla. Oxygen destroyer--"

Andy | aughed. "Al ways wondered why they had that film aboard Geographic. This stuff isn't
magic, but it's pretty nasty. Honmemade, too."
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"So was 'foo-foo gas.'"

"What the hell was that?"

"Gasol i ne and ol d-fashi oned granul ar |aundry detergent. Big factor in the 1995 Argentine
revol ution.”

"Viva la revolucion." Andy grinned.

"Stealing ny |ines, conpadre?" Carlos joined them His facial scar was sealed tight under a
wat er proof astringent sal ve.

"You'l | get your royalty paynent." Andy breathed deeply. "You guys ready?" Cadmann and Carl os
nodded. "Then let's do it."

Carlos held the spear gun at the ready this tinme, while Cadmann worked the tip of his knife
into the plastic unit of hunan bl ood Jerry had brought fromthe clinic.

The pouch was rubbery-firmfor a nonment, then, as its skin was pierced, it collapsed. Its
contents spilled into the river upstreamfromthe cave. The bl ood streaned through the |anplight
in dark tendrils, then was sucked into the cave and vani shed.

If it worked, the thing would cone streaking out of the cave and into the net. And Cadnann
didn't care if the effect was |i ke pushing a pound of Cheddar through a cheese grater

Carlos dimed his |ight. Together they waited.

And waited, clinging to anchor spikes. Cadnmann listened to the hiss of the river and the
steady sigh of his own exhal ati ons as he pushed theminto the re-breather

And wait ed.

Not hi ng.

After ten mnutes, they surfaced. Cadnann spit out his nouthpiece as he clinbed up, and swore
savagel y.

Zack hel ped Carlos past a slippery patch. "Let's go to plan two."

Andy was manni ng the punp, awaiting a hand signal from Zack before he sent the expl osive
liquid flowing into the ground.

"If it's in there," he said with obvious satisfaction, "this is going to nake it very
unhappy. "

Cadmann nodded and found a confortable place to sit. He was suddenly aware of fatigue and
cranmped nuscl es. Sonmewhere soneone was cooking, and the fragrance of |lanb stew with fresh
veget abl es was suddenly overwhel m ng

Carl os appeared, hol ding two heapi ng bow s.

"They should give nmedals for this, Martinez."

"By the tine the paperwork goes through, we'll both be dead and gone."

"Too true."

The stew was thickened with | eftover Year Day rice, and utterly delicious. Cadmann | eaned back
against a rock, listening to the useful bustle around him warned by the food and the nearness of
his friend.

The cl ouds shrouded the stars. The twin nobons nust have already risen, but another two or
three hours woul d pass before they were visible this lowin the gorge.

Al'l there was now was the steady gurgle of the water and the human sounds around them For
sonme reason that he couldn't nanme, Cadmann felt a sudden, strong urge to see the stars, the noons.

Why?

Because you're goi ng down there tonight.

"\What are you thinking about, Cadmann?"

"Mary Ann." His teeth westled with an undercooked, mldly seasoned portion of lanb. It
resisted for a nonent, then his teeth found the grain. "I'm hoping she's not worried."

"Si. | was thinking of Bobbi. | hope she's well, out of surgery, and not worrying about me. It
is not good for las palonmtas to worry."

"Especially when there's nothing to worry about."

"Precisely."

They turned to face each other, and Cadmann managed to hold his bl and expression for about
five seconds before both gave in to a wave of griml aughter

"Clear the holes!" Andy shouted, and the hose was pulled fromthe ground, the punps and
barrel s wheel ed away toward the rock wall

A wire was run down the pipes and its end clipped into a detonation switch. Andy cane over to
sit with Cadmann and Carlos, twenty neters fromthe hole.

"You ready for this?"

"If you're going to collapse this whole shore area, the least you can do is give us tinme to
swimfor it."
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"Naw. We've got at |east eight nmeters of rock under us. We've already identified enough
outlets to rel ease the pressure. Firewrks no. Earthquakes yes. Ready?"

"As we'll ever be."

He switched on his radio. "Two and three?"

"Standi ng ready."

"Good news. On zero. Three, two, one--"

Cadmann squinted as Andy said "zero!" sharply, and twi sted the detonator toggle. There was a
dull thud that shook the rock beneath them and a jet of flame-tinged snoke erupted fromthe hole.

There was a second, nore violent trenor, and a tickle of panic shot up Cadmann's spi ne. Then
silence except for a steady hissing sound and a jet of grayish snoke fromthe hole. Cadnann
sneezed against a horrid chemcal snell.

Andy got to his feet. "If it's down there, it should be very dead," he said.

Shoul ds were going to get themall killed.

"How | ong before we can go down to check?"

"How qui ck can you get wet?"

"CGot it. Zack?"

There was no reply, and he raised his voice. "Zack?"

The canp adninistrator's voice cane in over the radio. "lIs that Cadmann bellowi ng for me, or
has one of our elephants gone into rut?"

"W haven't hatched any el ephants yet."

"Then put Cadmann on."

The smoke streamng fromthe ground was taking on a darker color. Got you . . . | hope. "Zack
Cad here. | need those dozen nen you pronised ne."

"You'll have them You're sure you have to go in, Cad? It's probably dead." Zack hesitated.
"No, danmit, 'probably' isn't going to help me sleep any better. W'Il Skeeter in the last two

from canp. Take about twenty m nutes."”

"Twenty mnutes,” Carlos nmused. "Tinme for a short nap or a long prayer. O another bow of
stew. Conme on."

"Aren't you worried about cranps?"

"Nah. |'ve been through nenopause.”

Cadmann stood, shaking the stiffness fromhis knees. "You' re a very sick nman, Carlos. Probably
your nost endearing trait."

Chapter 19
GRENDEL' S MOTHER

Beowul f spoke:

"Let your sorrow end! It is better for us all to avenge our friends, not nourn then forever.
proni se you--she shall have no shelter, no hole to hide, no towering tree, no deep bottom of a
| ake where her sins nay hide."

BEOWJLF

The water was dark and cool, shall ow now and cal mer than the rushing currents of the
M skat oni ¢ behi nd them Cadnmann's head broke the surface and he held his handlamp up. Its beam
probed the bl ackness as he clinbed out onto the |inmestone gallery.

Carl os surged out of the water, and their combi ned beans gave Cadnmann a grasp of the
di rensi ons of the chanber. The roof was only a neter above his head and was dappled with sonme kind
of webbed nbss. Sonething far to the |left gave off a faintly purplish |um nescence. Although there
was no snoke in the air, it had to be rich with nerve poison. He didn't dare renpve his nask.

The chanber was too small to hide anything nmuch larger than a rat; the torchlight splashed
bright and hard against the farthest wall. Shall ow pools stood beneath enbryonic stalactites. A
sl ow, steady drip of water raised echoes everywhere.

The rest of the nmen were out of the water now, and Cadnmann adjusted his throat m ke

"Al'l right. Anyone see anything? Jerry?"

"Not a thing. | think it went deeper back."

"Agreed. "

A slick, rounded hunp of rock was the next barrier. Cadmann cl anmbered to the top and pl ayed
his torch down into the darkness.

" Andy!"

The engi neer responded with a hand-held scanning unit. He clanbered up to the top of the rock
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and perched there. Together they scanned the dark water.

"Nothing for at |east twenty neters. Just rock and wet. Do we go for it?"

"You got anything better to do?"

"Not a thing."

Cadnmann, Andy and Carl os hanmered pitons into the rock, then attached cabl es and ropes and
clinmbed cautiously down the side into a | ower body of water

The gl oom was absolute, as if no ray of Iight had penetrated this deeply since the M skatonic
first cut this chanber fromthe rock

Tiny blind things noved sluggi shly aside as he swam through the murk. Sone wiggled |like eels,
and others scuttled along the bottom of the pool |ike crabs. They groped through the dark, trying
to avoid him gliding through his torchlight as if totally unaware of it.

No sound but the faint re-breather hiss in his ears, no natural light at all now Just eleven
men and two sterile women swimming silently through the murk. And we've all nade our deposits in
t he sperm bank.

The rock walls began to close in fromthe sides, and Cadnmann bunped agai nst first one and then
the other as his finned feet flailed for balance before he found the right path.

"Andy," he croaked into his throat nike. He suddenly remenbered the first tine he had tried to
use a mout hpi ece and a throat m ke at the same tine: he had swal | oned about two cups of Barrier
Reef brine. "How far did you say these caves extend?"

"I didn't. All we can do is search for an hour, hope that we can find our target. 'Target.'
Sounds like | expect it to be standing still, doesn't it? Anyway, then we nmake our way back out."
Each of the thirteen menbers of the teamcarried two additional re-breather cartridges in their
bul ky backpacks.

That gave thema total of two hours--but Cadmann had no interest in letting things get down to
the | ast few seconds. Fifty mnutes in, fifty out. Twenty-minute nmargin for error

If they couldn't find the corpse, they had to assune that the creature was still alive, and
proceed fromthere. That meant traps, a doubled guard and a continuously activated mnefield
around the canp. And constant worry until we know it's dead.

The wal I s wi dened out again. Cadmann surfaced cautiously. He held the handlanp up to shine the
beam around in the snmoke-filled chanber.

There was another mld splash beside him and Jerry surfaced, spear gun at the ready.

"Peaceful in here."

"But not silent. Hear that?"

Cadmann was about to ask. What?, then heard the distant gurgle.

The other twelve were up now. Their |anp beans pinked the darkness and snmoke, running pale
di sks across bare cave walls.

"Let's go with the current for a while."

Their flippers barely noved as they let the current carry themtoward the exit. Half the team
wat ched underwat er. The others stayed at the surface, with only their heads and | anps above the
oily water. They swamin a V formation, each close enough to see two others. Sonetinmes the
swirling snoke parted to show stal actites |ancing down at themlike yell owed fangs.

The current grew stronger. Cadmann surfaced. "Louder, | think."

"Rog, " Andy answer ed.

"Stay together and head toward the shore!"” Cadnmann's arns and | egs | ashed powerfully at the
wat er. Most of the others were right behind him They were hol ding steady. He heard their regular
breathing in his earphones.

Then a sudden angui shed cry, and he saw soneone di sappear over the lip of a falls. Mnents
| ater Cadmann heard the spl ash

"Who was that?"

A short pause, and then, "Kokubun, here. Ww Wat a ride! Safe--only about a dozen neters.
But it's lonely in here."

"Could you clinmb out. Mts?"

"No sweat. Cone on down."

Cadnmann considered for a nonent. "All right. By twos."

Hs men swamtoward the lip of the waterfall. A pair of snaggled, broken rocks divided the
water flow, like the grinning mouth of a jack-o'-lantern as seen by the glare of the torches. The
first two men tunbl ed dowmn. There was silence for a nmonent, then |aughter. "Piece of cake," one
shout ed.

Cadmann pl ayed his light behind himthrough the outer chanber. No di sturbance, no novenent.
The yel |l owi sh snoke still swirled, but it was noticeably lighter even in the few m nutes he had
been there.
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"Go by twos." Finally only Cadmann and Carlos were |left, and together they swamfor the lip
The pull of the current was strong, but not inpossible to fight near the shoreline. When Cadnann
let hinmself go there was a nonentary sensation of weightlessness, then a ranp of water-polished
stone to reach up frombeneath them and he slid the rest of the way into the water.

It took all of his discipline to restrain a whoop

"Well." He shook his head, grinning under his mask. "That was refreshing. Wiat have we here?"

The snoke was even deeper, and it | ooked sul phurous. The water was a little warmer than in the
ant echanber. Their |anmp beans ate through the snoke to the bl ackened ceiling. Patches of steam ng
scumstill floated on the water. It |ooked |ike sonething out of the inferno.

"If it was in here," Andy said positively, "it's dead now. "

"I"ll go with that." A grainy colum of |ight stabbed out. The chanber was snaller than
Cadmann had thought, and it was enpty. H's flash showed three jaggedly framed bl ack exits.

"Now what. Coach?" Jerry asked

"I't was your soup. What do you think?"

"I think there was nore than enough."

"Yeah. W don't have any real choices, do we? Divide into three teans and | ook into each of
those exits. How is everyone fixed? Anyone need to change yet?"

There was a qui ck chorus of negatives, and Cadmann checked his own supply. Still alnost a
third left on his first cartridge. Good enough

Jerry headed one team Carlos another, and Cadmann took the third. There was sonethi ng about
that middle tunne

"If the tunnels split again, that's it. Wit at the junction and signal. Under no
ci rcunmst ances divide the team do you understand? Wen you're ten mnutes into the second
cartridge, turn around and start naking your way back. If the radios start giving out, turn around
and head back to this chanber. W don't want any heroes. If you spot the corpse, call for the rest
of us. Al right. Be safe.”

Jerry and Andy swam wi th sl ow, even strokes. The engi neer was rather clunsy on the | and, but
inthe water his extra girth was less of a liability. Atrail of tiny silvery bubbles escaping
fromAndy's re-breather reflected in Jerry's | anp beam

Behi nd them the other nmenbers of their team kept pace.

Sonet hi ng brushed Jerry, and he nervously followed it with the light. It was alnost a neter
I ong, and | ooked nore |like a snake than a fish.

"I"'msurprised to see anything alive down here," Andy said.

"Water breather," Jerry answered. "It's probably blind. Even in the deepest caves on Earth,
you can find blind sal ananders and i nsects."

When this is over, |'mcomng back with a net and a sanple case, he pronised hinself.

"Think it's dead?"

"Sure. W still have to know. "

"CGotcha. |'m checking topside."

Andy headed up toward the surface, and by Jerry's light it was as if the man di sappeared above
the shoul ders. "We're through into another chanber. The air |ooks clear."

"Don't take off your mask. Not all of the fumes are going to be visible."

"No problem"
Jerry surfaced next to him shone his light around in the cave. This chanmber was a little
| arger than the last, but still not nmore than thirty nmeters long. He directed his |ight straight

up, and Andy whi stl ed.

Directly above, the ceiling opened in a circular orifice about three neters across. "WII| you
| ook at this pothole?"

"What' s that?"

"A dry chimey, in spelunking ternms. Vertical channels formed by water flow. Wter dried up
so we don't call it a chimey anynore. Look over there."” To the left were a series of rounded
steps, as flat as fish scales, each a hal f-dozen neters across, like a badly skewed stack of
silver dollars or a stage for a Vegas nusical.

"Called 'gours.' Formed as carbonate is precipitated fromturbul ent water. M skatonic nust

have been higher . . . nore likely, it gets higher later in the year. Cone on." Andy waved his
light towards a widely arched opening. "I want to take a | ook back in the shadows. It night have
crawm ed up there to die."

"Or get well."

"Conme on, Jerry. No confidence in your soup? Hell, that stuff would have killed a dozen
nonsters. "
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Jerry followed Andy's | ead. The side chanber was |arger than the main cave they'd been in.
Onyx and sparkling rocks glittered in the light of his flash. It was al nost peaceful down here,
and Jerry brought himself up short: that kind of thinking could easily get themboth killed.

Anot her of the blind fish brushed past him This one's eyes were pasty white, staring
lifelessly in a broad face. Its nouth was crowded with needlelike teeth, and it nosed in for an
experinental nip.

He knocked it away with the tip of his speargun

"Looks like a dead end," Andy said. "I'll check out the far side." He kicked his bulky frane
through the nurk with surprising grace.

Andy went up, and up. He said, "Hey--"

And then his entire body just levitated fromthe water, whipped out as if vacuumed up with a
suction punp.

What ? Had he clinbed out? O pulled hinmself out?

" Andy?"

Andy' s body smashed down into the water alnost atop Jerry. Just his body: the head was gone.
Bl ack clouds jetted fromthe raggedly torn stunp on his neck. They fogged the |ight. Hordes of
blind fish streaked into the cloud, tussling and snappi ng at each other

Jerry's chest froze, and he backpedal ed frantically. There would cone a | ethal nonent of water
pressure, the single instant of warning before horror swooped out of the cloud of blood. In that
instant he might have to trigger the spear gun into its grinning, gaping nouth

Then he was through, into the other chanber. He scranbl ed backward up over the gours, the
grooved stone surface scraping at his hands and | egs.

H s voice was a squeak into the throat nike. "Danger. Mayday! This is Jerry. I . . . we found
it. Andy is dead. Repeat, Andy is dead. Converge on left tunnel at once. Repeat. W have | ocated
animal. It is alive and deadly."

Arni e Donovan and Jill Ralston joined himat the water's edge. Together the three of them
backed to the wall, spear guns at the ready.

Shit. He had seen those things kill before, but this . . . what in the world? Wiy had it

killed Andy? And then thrown the body back al nost disdainfully?

What ever a man might hunt on Earth, there were other nen to tell himhowto do it. Thinking
like the prey is an old game, hundreds of thousands of years old. The first shamans who
propitiated the spirits of antel opes m ght have got it wong, hundreds of thousands of years back
but the need was there. You cannot hunt what you cannot understand.

Wth this creature there was nobody to ask.

Carl os popped up in the water, and in a few nonents Kokubun and two others joined them Then
Cadmann appeared, striding huge and inplacable fromthe dark of the river, spear gun at the ready.

"What happened?"

Jerry slowed his trip-hanmer breathing. His teeth chattered. "Andy and | went into th-the
cave. He surfaced, and that was it. He went straight up. He didn't even have a chance to scream"™

"Vol unteers,” Cadnmann said. Carlos raised his hand i medi ately, and four of the others. "Fine.
The rest of you--wait ten seconds and follow us in. Jerry?"

“I'"'mright behind you."

Cadmann nodded and slipped into the water.

Jerry was the last in. Suddenly the water felt sliny to him Fear constricted his chest, and
he couldn't breathe. The water surface was silver above him

Andy had gone up, arns and | egs thrashing, and back down w thout his head.

A flash of light ripped the darkness fromthe water. A nonent |ater the shock wave hit, and
t he nunbi ng, thunderous roar of sound.

Jerry surfaced.

"Dear CGod in heaven . . ."

The cave was smaller than the one he had just left, with a broad shelf of gours to the left.
On it the creature was whirling, spinning like a top with sonmething dark and hideously linp inits
mouth. It took Jerry a nonent to realize that it was a hunan leg, ripped fromits owner's body
like atwig froma sapling. Andy's |leg; for Andy's headl ess corpse had been thrown cl ear across
the cavity and was sliding down fromnear the ceiling.

The creature froze for an instant. Jerry had just time to nake out its squat nonitor shape,
the spiked tail thrashing restlessly, the gaping nouth lined with daggers. Then with a blur it was
anong them churning in a circle, frothing the water with bl ood

Humman and reptilian screans nmingled. One of the spears expl oded against the rock wall, one
against the ceiling, another in the water with a blinding flash. The nonster's tail whipped tw ce,
then sl amed down on a diver's head, driving it under
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There was horrific crunch, and a man flew fromthe water, smashing into a heap on the shore.

Cadmann tore out his nouthpiece and screamed at it, "Over here, you bastard! Here!" He
whi stled as loudly as he could, then put his nouthpiece back fast.

The water whirled as if whipped by a centrifuge. The creature righted itself and jetted
straight for Cadmann, too quickly, too dammed quickly. Jerry didn't have tine to scream warning,
or even blink: the creature had changed paths and was streaking--

Cadmann fired. The spear hit the nonster precisely in the throat, and the explosion nearly
decapitated it. Blood and bone and bits of flesh foamed fromthe water and showered on them The
wat er snmoked as the shattered body rolled tw ce, then sank

For a long nonment there was silence. Jerry couldn't help shining his flashlight in Cadnmann's
face. There was an expression that frightened himthere. Satisfaction, and vindication, and
sonet hing el se. Sonething prinal, and terribly strong. Then it faded, and Cadmann was hi nsel f
agai n.

He spoke slowy. "All right. Al clear. W need a net in here, and nedi cal care. Who's got a
med kit?"

Mts raised a weary arm

"Good. Al right. Let's get it noving."

Cadmann pul l ed hinsel f out of the water and sat on the shelf, feet dangling. H's breath rasped
in the throat m ke. Cadmann slipped a re-breather cartridge fromhis backpack and clicked it into
the front unit. He turned to | ook at Jerry, and his expression was indecipherable.

"Are you all right?" Jerry asked. Why am | nervous?

Cadnmann sniled al nost paternally. There was an edge to that smle, cold and sharp

"Never better."

Chapter 20
AUTOPSY | |
To stand still on the sumit of reflection is difficult, and in the natural course of things, who

cannot go forward steps back.
GAl US VELLEI US PATERCULUS (20 BC to 30 AD)

The corpse stretched al nost fourteen feet fromthe tip of a rounded snout to the spiked
ankyl osaur tail. Its bulk filled two veterinary tables: its sour wet snell hung in the air like a
curtain of flies. Its grayish-green hide was rent in a score of places. R bs poked through in rows
of stained ivory, denser and nore roughly surfaced than human bone. Its webbed feet were torn and
broken. The eyes, once gol den, shone dull copper in the unwavering overhead |ight.

Sylvia noticed half a dozen gawki ng colonists still crowded in the door. Triunph. They weren't
there. They laughed at Cadmann. Now they gloat. Unfair, and she knew it, but she savored the taste
of malice. You have your triunphs. | have mine. She | ooked to the corner where Cadmann stood
erect, not bothering to | ean against the wall. Cadmann has both. It was his radi o message--

Grendel is dead!

Gimhunor that; grimbut oddly appropriate even so mnutely renoved fromthe horror of Year
Day. In death the creature ceased to nenace their future, and thus assumed an oddly mythic
quality. Gendel is dead.

It was funny. Even now, so soon after Bobbi's death, she knew it was funny. God, she w shed
she coul d I augh.

Carl os sat slunped in the corner, trying desperately to get drunk enough to cry.

"Grendel is dead," Sylvia said dully. "In the old |l egend they nailed Grendel's arm above the
entrance to Heorot." She swept her hand to indicate the quarter ton of quiescent nonster flesh.
"W nutilate corpses too--"

Jerry paused in the act of pulling on surgeon's gloves. "For answers, | hope."

"Damm right you'll get answers," Cadmann muttered.

There are so many questi ons.

Life?

Deat h?

I's the nightmare over? O just beginning?

"Please," Jerry said. "I need roomto work. Cadmann, Carlos, Zack--1'd appreciate it if you

remai ned. Everyone el se, please.”
The doorway cl eared and the sheet-netal door closed. But Sylvia knew that their audi ence had
not retreated far: their inpatiently shuffling feet and choppy breathi ng hovered just beyond the
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t hreshol d of perception.

Jerry inhal ed deeply. The light from above shinmered around his stick-figure body |ike an
aura. "Cassandra Program" The jury-rigged conputer hunmed. Gears chugged and ground. Everyone
wat ched. Then slowy, in jerks, the canmera noved to position itself above the table. Jerry nodded
thanks toward Carl os. The caneras, |ike everything el se, had been severely damaged during the
initial assault. Everything had been designed for durability, but that was on Earth, in a design
| aboratory, damage sinulated by conmputer, not inflicted by nonsters. Now-with Orar |sfahan's help
Jerry was redesigning the system restoring |ost capabilities. This was the first practical test
of Cassandra's restoration. The conputer hesitated another second, and then the gooseneck canera
snaked down.

Carl os tore open a pouch of vodka, staring unblinkingly at the corpse. He guzzled half the
pouch and coughed as it burned its way down. He handed the rest to Cadmann. There were no words.

Al'l of Carlos's struggle had been for nothing. Bobbi had never come out of shock. Her heart
had sinply given up. Carlos had not cried; he had sinply smashed his fist into the wall, damagi ng
both plaster and knuckles. Wthout a word, he had gone to the canp liquor supply. No one had tried
to refuse him

Now he sat wi th Cadmann--canp conedi an and the tall, hard warrior. Both seened cut fromthe
same dark, dangerous cloth

Jerry noved the scal pel carefully along the creature's head, slitting and then peeling away

the skin, exposing the skull's snooth, barely convex arch. "I don't see any fissures at all," he
remar ked for the record.
He switched to the band drill. It whined, etching its way through the tough |ayer of tissue.

The stench of burning bone tickled Sylvia's nostrils through her gauze face mask.

"Thi ckheaded tart,"” Jerry nmuttered. "This one is definitely older and uglier than the first.
M ght even be its mama."

"Grendel and Grendel's nother," Sylvia said. "It fits," She wi nked at Cadmann. He pretended to
i gnore her. You're the one who sent that nessage, she thought.

Jerry lifted a section of skull to expose a pale |ayer of nenbrane protecting the brain.
Slitting it exposed darkly pinkish jellied pulp.

"Cassandra. Watch this."

The canera nmoved in closer. Jerry dictated in a carefully controlled voice

"This has to be olfactory brain tissue. It's well defined and coterm nous w th nasal passages.
Wel|l penetrated with air passages. This critter had one hell of a sense of snell.

"Behi nd and above that is nore tissue that has sone similarities, but it's also well defined,
and doesn't appear to be part of the olfactory area. If there's any parallel wth human evol ution
this is the equivalent of cortex, although it sure doesn't |ook nuch |ike what we use for cortex.
Lots of convol utions, though. Maybe that's a universal ?

"Fromthe size and shape, if I'mright about what this area is and does, the critter is at
least as intelligent as a gorilla. Maybe nore so. Better sense of snell than a dog or a cat."

The saw whirred again.

"Movi ng back, there's a whole series of enlarged ganglia conpl exes. Subsidiary brains, naybe?
I know there are at |east three nore of these down in the |ower spinal area. My guess is they
really are subsidiary brains that control reflexes and | oconption. That's one reason the critter
can nove so fast. The central brain gives orders, but they get carried out by a whole batch of
brains distributed along the systens."

Conput er networks operate that way. Sylvia | ooked away fromthe nonster and back to Cadnann
He was | eaning forward, his teeth just show ng.

Jerry continued to work. Hi s hands noved deftly, guiding the instruments in precise notions,
exposi ng wi thout danmaging. Fromtine to tinme he called up ultrasound and X-ray inmages on the
conput er screen, consulted them then went back to his grisly task. An hour passed.

Presently Jerry renoved sonme tissue sanples. "All right. Sylvia, we'll want mnicroscopic
exanm nations of this. Freeze and section and--"

"And the rest. Sure," she said. She kept her voice pleasant.

"Sorry--"
" 'Sall right." Sylvia noved closer. "That oversized jaw. The first one was that way, too."
"Ri ght. Species characteristic, |I'd say."

"Yes. Jaw. Oversized feet. Webbed, but with claws, designed for fighting, but also for
traction. No hands, though. It was never designed as a tool user."

"Right on that."

Carl os took another stiff drink, then slamred the canteen down. He stood, stepping out of the
shadow and cl oser to the table.

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%20The%20Legacy%200f%20Heorot.txt (91 of 161) [1/19/03 6:09:46 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%20The%20L egacy %200f %20Heorot. txt

"Traction? Want to see traction? Look at Cadmann's ribs. Damed scars haven't heal ed yet." She
could see his eyes now. They were red-rinmed, bright with tears and | oathing. "That bitch ran
right up the cliff. It didn't clinb, it sprinted. It just smashed into the boat, chewed it up |like
a grape skin. Bobbi never had a goddammed chance."

He was shaki ng, and seenmed to cal monly when Cadmann cl asped his shoul der from behind. The
tension drained out of Carlos and he retreated to the shadows.

"I saw that too," Cadnann said. "These things have two distinct gears, fast and superfast. |
want some answers."

"You and everyone el se, Cadzie. You've both done your parts. Leave the rest of it to us."

She felt a kick, a sensation of pulling, of her pelvic girdle stretching, acconpanied by
monent ary faintness. She caught her bal ance and shut her mind to the fatigue.

"Sylvie? Are you all right?" Cadmann asked from the shadows.

He sees everything. "Fine."

"No, you're not--"

"Good enough. Look, | promise. As soon as we're finished with the prelininaries, I'll take a
nap. | just can't miss being in on this one."

Saw and drills continued to sing and strip away the skin and the flesh fromthe thing that had
haunted their nightmares, while ultrasound recorders watched and renenbered. The di ssection would
| ater be conputer-corrected to forman in-depth hol ographic tenplate. Then the anal ysis could
begi n.

Zack spoke for the first tine in hours. "I can alnost feel sorry for it." He indicated
Cassandra and the other conplex instrunents in the room "It couldn't have known what it was up
agai nst."

Carlos grow ed deep in his throat and stood. Before he could nove he was halted by Sylvia's
| augh. She | ooked to Cadnann and grinned. "No. It couldn't."

Carlos sat on his stool as the saw began a new song.

They peeled away the ribs. At first Sylvia concentrated on the lungs: flatter than human
lungs, less a pair of bags than a webwork with bl ood vessels running through them Arteries and
vei ns were thunb-thick, oversized, capable of punping bl ood and oxygen to working muscles at a
fantastic rate. She could only shake her head in wonder.

She probed into the gland sacs, flattened organs perching atop the lungs. "Wat in the world?"
she whi spered. "Cassandra. Close up." She sliced into themwith the tip of her scalpel. The walls
were el astic and winkl ed, shrunken to a third the size of the lungs. "Watever this is, it can
hold a lot nmore than it does right now "™ A brilliant carnmine fluid jellied in the sacs, and she
spooned out a sample. "I'mgoing to run an analysis on this."

Sylvia placed the sanple in the spare biothernograph ferried down from Geographic. There was a
faint humm ng sound as it punped the air fromthe sanpl e chanber.

Thank God that this apparatus, at |east, had been duplicated. So much equi pnrent had been | ost;
they woul d have a hell of a time working out this creature's gene patterns now. Its flesh might
have to be preserved for years before such apparatus could be repl aced.

When the BTG had fini shed evacuating, the dollop of red fluid was burned in a flash, and a
qui ck band of color flashed across the viewer. Sylvia whistled softly.

" "Eh?" Jerry pronpted. He | ooked to the screen where the conputer analysis of the
chr onat ogr aphy woul d appear

Sylvia's voice was pensive. "How can this stuff be biological? It |ooks |ike oxidizer for a
rocket! Oxygen bonded with carbon, iron, magnesium but nostly oxygen. | wouldn't have believed
it. What's the structure of those sacs?"

"Honeyconmb. They were filled with the fluid." He probed with the scal pel, frowned and cut
agai n. "Hah. Muscle bands. Here--here--yep. Set up to constrict the sacs, which would inject this
stuff into the bl ood streans. The duct leads directly into the heart chanbers--"

"Super oxygenated bl ood supplenment," Sylvia said. "Wich neans--"

"Right!" Jerry shouted. "That's it! Supercharger! Good lord, no wonder this thing is so damed
danger ous. "

"\What ?" Zack denmanded. "Wat have you found?"

Jerry al nost danced with excitenment. "This is it. I"msure of it."

"How can you be so dammed happy about how powerful this thing is?" Carlos denanded.

"Don't you see?" Sylvia shouted.

"See what ?"

Jerry brought calmback to his voice. "The nonster depends on super oxygenation. That neans
it's vulnerable. W can kill it."

"Maybe |I'm stupid,” Zack said. "But | don't see--"
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Jerry ignored him "Cadnann. Was there, say, anything unusual about the anobunt of body heat
fromthis thing? You' ve been closer than anyone."

Cadmann paused for a nonent, then spoke. "Yes, danmit, there was. Wen the first one killed
Ernst at the blind. It was stalking the calf, and everything was fine. But as soon as we took a
shot at it, the tenperature went through the roof."

"Enough to cause a flare in your infrared, as | recall."

"Right."

Jerry took a step back fromthe graying thing on the tables, the dead, cold hul k | eaki ng bl ood
and cloudy fluid drop by slow drop onto the stained tile floor. "And anphibian. W'Ill never find
these things far fromwater. They need it to dunp the heat! Listen. There can't be many of these
things on the island--"

Carlos cursed vilely and smashed his pouch to the ground. "I swear to God. The next idiot who
says that, | amgoing to break his face. Shit." He kicked at the plastic skin, squirting liquid
out into a puddle. Cursing again, he scooped it off the floor and storned out of the room

"Before, it was a guess," Jerry said. He didn't sound worried. "Now we know. "

"Know what ?"

"There can't be many of them By many | nean nore than a dozen or so. Cadnann, there's not
enough for themto eat! Look at the teeth. A couple of grinders. They can crunch of seeds and
grass and bark in a pinch, but they're sure as hell not evolved for eating plants. They want neat,
and lots of it, and there just isn't enough neat on this island."

"The pterodons," Sylvia said. "That's why they were so scared of the water! These things hide
in the water. The poor pterodons! They have to fish, but they never know, when they dive for a
sam on, but what one of these will be waiting for them-"

"Right." Jerry stepped back fromthe table and dropped his nmask. "Look, we can wait for the
conputer analysis, but we don't really need it, do we? W had a brood of them Heck, this one
m ght well have been the nother. Picture her swiming over, or floating over on a piece of
driftwood, or any other scenario you |like. She's already pregnant, with a clutch of eggs ready to
be laid. Land her ten or twenty years ago, perhaps, and they proceed to strip the island of aninal
protein."

"Everything except samon," Sylvia said.

"Yeah." Jerry | ooked thoughtful. "And there is our next big nystery. There's no samlon in her
stomach. What protects sanml on? Maybe our nonster only hunts on the land. And by the way--we need a
name for this thing. W can't just keep calling it 'nonster.' "

Sylvia forced a smle. "I think Cadmann already nanmed it. 'Gendel.' "

"Narme it be dammed," Cadmann said. "You said it was vul nerabl e. How vul nerabl e?"

"In a mnute," Jerry said. "Damm. It really is a puzzle. These things eat everything. Have
eaten everything, they dammed near stripped this island clean--Sylvia! It all fits! Dopey Joes in
the hills, none near water. Pterodons, nothing else. Everything but the samon. Al right, what
keeps the grendels fromeating all the sanl on?"

"Poi sonous?" Sylvia asked. "Or--oh, damm."

"What ?"

"Somet hing--1 have the feeling |'mforgetting sonething.”

"Can't be inportant.”

"Maybe. Anyway, could sanml on be poi son to grendel s?"

"Doesn't seem reasonable. They ate cattle. W eat samon."

"Yeah--"

"Or," Jerry said, "maybe Grendel only hunts warm bl ooded creatures.”

"Gven its choice, sure,"” Cadmann said. "That bitch would eat her own children if she were
hungry enough. Believe it."

"I don't know what to believe now That's what we're--"

Jerry's voice faded out, and Sylvia groped for support as the room seened to ripple and she
| ost her footing. Cadnmann was under her in an instant, and the last thing that she felt before
dar kness overwhel med her was the conforting strength of his arns, and his whispered words: "I'm
here. ™"

Sylvia's eyes were open, but totally unfocused. Light and shadow m ngl ed i ndeterm nably. As
her senses returned she heard the slow runble of Terry's breathing, and finally realized that she
was in her own bedroom

Sormrewher e out si de her wi ndow nen were argui ng. She recogni zed the voices: Stu Ellington and
Carl os. Both sounded horribly drunk

"--the hell, nmarica? You think you could have done better?"
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"--don't have to think. You killed her, you left her and ran, you dickl ess wonder--"

She heard the sharp, sudden sound of bone meeting bone, and the side of her cabin shuddered as
a body slamred into it.

Briefly the shadow of two struggling bodies fell across the wi ndow. She watched the dark
shifting shapes, overcone with a hallucinogenic sense of unreality. Another sharp crack. Gasps, a
creak of tortured netal, the stifled sobs of pain and anger. A swift curse in Spanish, and a
softer thud. Then Cadmann's voice: "Break it up. Al right. You' ve both had enough. W have a
bi gger fight than this--"

There were a few nore nmuttered words, then the voices faded. The shadows di ssol ved before the
sweep of the searchlight, nelded into the darkness, and once again the night was still.

Sylvia rolled over and hit the light. Terry reached for the trapeze bar above his head and
pul I ed hinsel f upright. "You're awake."

"Only when | heard the racket." Her head buzzed holl owy. Sonmebody tranked me .

"Damm. Listen--you haven't had a full night's sleep for three days, and | want you to get one.
You' ve been running on adrenaline.”

H s hand slipped fromher chest to her belly, the warm gentle swell there, and she suddenly
realized the truth in his words. Both of her needed rest. And food. Now that the adrenaline rush
had sl owed, she could hear the dull roar of hunger and fatigue. The tension had nmasked it. The
tension of waiting, of helplessly watching the search for Carlos and Bobbi. O watching Cadmann
and the others descend into the earth to do battle with the unknown. O standing at Marnie's
shoul der, waging a losing battle for Bobbi's life. O waiting to convey the terrible news to
Carlos . . . if Carlos survived.

There had been, could have been no rest.

But now .

Terry was right.

"Carlos and Stu just needed to get it out. They'll probably cover each other's backs tonorrow.
There's nothing anyone can do for it." He ran his hands |ovingly through her hair, scratching her
scalp with the tips of his nails. "And anyway, |'mhere to nake sure that you don't go running

of f. Juni or needs you to be reasonable.”
For an instant she thought of arguing, then fatigue conpleted what tranquilizers and | ow bl ood
sugar began, and she slipped back into a light and fitful sleep.

When Sylvia finally energed fromthe caverns of narcosis sonme ten hours later, the canp was on
full alert. The minefields beyond the perineter fence were activated. Current pul sed through the
wire. Sylvia' s skin humed if she approached it too closely.

She wrapped her sweater around her nore tightly and headed through the thin norning fog toward
the conmunal dining hall.

In the mdst of total alert she felt a curious security: the Colony was not pitted agai nst

human enemies. It's only an aninmal. Intelligent as a gorilla. Maybe as intelligent as a primtive
human. Doesn't matter. It can't use tools! It's only an aninmal. We--Cadnmann hunted it down, went
intoits den, and it wasn't a dragon at all. Only an animal, with a brain snmaller than a man's,

and no tools.
A tiger in the dark roomis a nonster. Turn on the light, and it is just an animal. Cadmann
turned on the lights for us.
Zack held the door for her as she entered the dining hall. She asked him "How s Carl os?"
"Sleeping it off. Stu has a busted Iip. WIlIl earned, if you ask ne."

Virtually every adult male, and half the wonmen, were clustered in the hall. The walls and
ceiling of the hall were illuninated with views of the Colony and points south. Cadmann stood in
the front of the room Near him but separated, were ten colonists, his kill team

He stands there--does he know just how arrogantly he's standing there? But the rest of them
they're taking it seriously. They accept it. | never saw himlike this before. In his elenent. The
bad tinme is over for Col onel Cadmann Wyl and.

One of the wall videos wavered, and Cadmann's face |oonmed into focus. "W'Il be using a

portabl e holo system" he continued. "Rachel will carry it into the first assault--and | want her
to stay back. The idea here is to perfect a system |f we make any ni stakes, we want the camp to
know it fast. If we do it right, we can be sure that the National Geographic people will be
interested. This will head back to Earth along with the rest of the data on grendels. Ceorge,
Jill, you'll bracket the pool here, and here--"

Sylvia | ooked at the naps. One was a digitized thernal breakdown representing fresh water, hot
springs and vegetation.

On the other wall was a contour map, and on a third a wildlife vector. G eatest concentrations
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of sam on had been detailed. Four of the water holes had been identified as |ikely hidey-holes.
These had | arge popul ati ons of sam on, and no hot springs nearby. Grendels would want cold water
to dunp heat into. Distance fromthe other holes was an inportant factor. Any creature as
voracious as a grendel had to be extrenely territorial, requiring substantial hunting ground.

Sylvia found her eyes drawn tinme and again to the center naps. The Col ony.

A small|l area, really. Terribly small when exanmined in contrast to the entire island. Barely
two square kil oneters.

The view fromthe Geographic made hollow their assertions of mastery. Fromthat perspective,
how very little change they had w ought.

So presunpt uous had been the children of Earth. Wen all was said and done, m ght not this new
world, this terribly old world, swallow themand their folly, |eaving nothing behind but bones?
Bones, and sone films beamed back to an Earth that might or might not send others this way again.
Earth was rich, and jaded.

She touched her belly, trying to sense the slunbering life within. It shifted, kicking, and
suddenly she felt awesonely snmall and vul nerable. What was she doi ng here? What were any of them
doi ng here? Al she could think of was the inmage of that hi deous beast twi sting through the
searchlights, sprinting forward |ike a windup toy with a broken spring. Bathed in flame, skin
coated in jellied gasoline. By all sanity dead, but living still.

God in heaven.

Then there were the Knights of Aval on, nmen and wonmen descending into the caves beneath the
northern ravine. There, in the abysnal darkness, confronting a |arger, nore powerful version of
the first beast. Armed with better weapons, nore certain know edge, and sonething el se: the kind
of fool hardy courage that had |ured nen beyond the edge of shadow since tinme i menorial.

Now forty grimdetermnm ned nen and wonen waited, armed and ready. Waited to follow the canp's
only true warrior into hell if need be, to stand between Sylvia's unborn child and the hideous
grasp of a grendel.

Suddenly her eyes blurred with tears, and an unbi dden, heartfelt prayer echoed in her mnd.

God be with you, Cadmann.

Because the Devil has already dealt hinself in.

Chapter 21
KI LLI NG GROUND

Chance favors the trained m nd.
LOU S PASTEUR

Carlos wiped his forehead with the back of a gritty hand and adjusted his throat m ke.
"Martinez here. In place.”

The water hole was situated eighty miles north of the Colony, an hour's flight by Skeeter.
Just a wet spot hidden by bushes, forty feet long by half that wi de, one he woul d never have
believed could be sixty feet deep. Sone ancient seismic activity had torn the rocks apart and the
M skatonic had filled the hole. That was |ong ago. A nonster |urked there now. Probably, Carlos
rem nded hinmself; but in his heart he knew.

You're there, and | have conme to kill you.

The cl earing was roughly horseshoe-shaped, narrowing into an eastern bottleneck where the
streamtrickled in fromthe main river. The overfl ow bubbled up over a western rise of crunbled
stone and di sappeared into a marsh.

Probability 78 percent. Those words had sounded encouragi ng back at the canp, but here at the

killing ground, with twenty hunters surrounding the hole, that 22 percent uncertainty | ooked as
bi g as Mucki ng Great Muntain.

In just a few mnutes they would know. Carlos stared at the chill depths. Gendel, G endel,
are you there? Grendel, we have cone to kill you, he thought; but all that Carlos had seen so far

were sam on flashing like silver shadows. Be here.

Be here and die. Die slowy, die and taste death--

"You okay, am go?" Hendrick Sills asked.

Carlos flashed a quick snile at his conpanion. "Si, conpadre." He |l et Bobbi's inage fade,
forgot the still, pale face and the nenory of a |ast desperate kiss shared beneath a shelf of
rock.

No mistakes this time. Twenty nen and wonen surrounded this hole. W have enough weapons to
kill a tyrannosaurus rex. Mre than enough to take down one of these bizcuernos.
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The satchel team stood by. Three nmen: on signal they would run forward to throw ei ght
kil ograns of explosives into the hole, then run away as the charge sank until either the depth

fuse or the tiner detonated it. The hydrostatic shock would either kill or drive it out of the
hole. Hendrick Sills, their chief engineer, had verified that there was no other exit.

And then? Well, Cadmann had worked that out well, using terns like "field of fire," "optim
egress” and "killing ground." Carlos had never heard the terns, but they resonated, sounded

totally right, calnmed himnore than any prayer. Cadmann knows these things.

"Can you believe this?" Hendrick demanded. "Ten light-years from honme. Wen ny grandparents
took the solar systemwe didn't have anything like this to fight. Just physics, just our own
i gnorance. Anot her goddam star and we're standing here Iike a Stone Age tribe facing a tiger."

"They are strong, these grendels,"” Carlos agreed. "But--"

Hendrick grinned like a wolf. "But. Dam straight, 'but.' No brains."

Carlos felt unreasonable resentnment. "They have brains. They--"

"Hey," Hendrick said. "It's okay. |I'mon your side, renenber?"

Carlos grinned "I renenber. My apol ogies. Mre, you are correct. The grendels nust use
instincts. What they knowis in their genes. Not so with humans. Once we had conquered all the
animal s on Earth we began on each other. W have ten thousand years of war experience."

"And wel | enough,” Hendrick said.

"And wel |l enough. The objective is to kill them And that we will do."
H s contard spoke. "Carlos, this is Cadnann. You ready?"
"As I'll ever be, amigo."

"Let's do it, then. Al units, general alert. Stand by."

The semicircle of arned nmen and wonen | ooked to their weapons, then waited.

"Al pha team go!"

Three nen ran forward, one of them George Merriot, still linping fromhis burn wounds. Ten
feet fromthe sinkhole they paused. One stood with flame-thrower ready as the other two swung the
heavy satchel they held between them "One, two, three, go!" The dark brown box arced out toward
the swanmpy hole. "That's it!" the team | eader called. "Run away!" They were | aughing as they
rejoined their conrades in the |line facing the hole.

The bonb splashed into the dark water and vani shed.

One. Two . . . Carlos counted half consciously . . . ten, eleven .

VHAM

It came as a surprise, as it always did, no matter how hard Carlos tried to be ready for it.
Wat er shot skyward, water and sam on and tiny crustaceans and nud.

Now wai t

For about four seconds.

The water exploded a second tinme as a quarter ton of scale and nmuscle burst fromthe surface
of the water. The grendel canme at an inpossible speed over the lip of the sinkhole. It dashed over
the flopping samon that lay at the water's edge. Once it had a firmfooting it paused, black
bull et body glistening in the afternoon light. Its enornmous saucer eyes glared at them-

Then fixed on Carlos. Directly upon him and he froze in fear and inpotent horror. W can't do
it. W can't kill this thing

"Shoot!" Cadnmann order ed.

Soneone fired autonatically. Then soneone el se.

Carl os screaned wordl essly. He forced hinself to center the grendel in the sights of his
weapon.

It was out of the hole, out and chargi ng, noving at speeds that no animal could possibly
reach, noving so fast that although tinme had slowed for Carlos, the creature had becone faster, so
fast that everything happened at once--and he squeezed the trigger

Carlos's bolt exploded in the bushes behind the creature. Three other hits. The grende
screanmed, then screaned again as it tried to come forward but tripped over its own severed
forel eg.

Even then it did not die. It pulled itself up onto the rocks and took off |ike a good racing
car, away fromthe pain, away fromthe foam ng, snoking water and | ancing spears, running east
through the shallow stream toward the safety of the M skatonic--

As Cadmann had said it woul d.

"Down! " Cadnmann's voice was cal mand reassuring in the earphones, and Carl os was down. One
second later there was an awesone roar, and after that he was showered by dirt and falling rock
Two big mud drops struck his cheek

"Al'l clear." Cadmann sounded cheerful. "Chal k up one nore."

One nore.
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"Like | said, no brains," Hendrick said. "They'll always go for the river. Plant sone mnines
and wait--"

"Wul d you have thought of that?"

"Aw, | don't know "

"Nor would |I," Carlos said. "Or, let us say it another way. You or |, perhaps we would have

t hought of the mines, and perhaps we m ght have thought of whatever it is that we will need when
those no | onger work. Wuld you be willing to bet that either of us will think of that before
Cadmann does? O know that it is right?"

Hendri ck stood and shook off the dirt fromhis coveralls. "Lighten up. Let's go see what we

got .

"Yes." Carlos stood. "Let us |ook at our grendel."
flesh fromhis cheek. Not a raindrop

There wasn't nmuch. Craters in the dirt, splashes of bright crinson, torn alien flesh and bone,
a flailing severed tail, ropy red strands splashed agai nst the rocks. Carlos felt a grin pulling
his face toward his ears.

Twenty hunters stood up fromtheir positions around the clearing.

Al twenty of them They hadn't lost a single man, and the grendel was as dead as anythi ng had
ever been.

"Let's be sure," Cadmann ordered. "All units, stand by. Al pha team nove out."

Once again three nmen noved forward. One stood with flane-thrower ready as the others tossed
the satchel charge into the pothole.

VHAM

Mud, water and sanml on showered the area. Carlos stood tensely--

And not hi ng happened.

"Al'l clear," Cadmann said at last. He left his command post and cane over to Carlos. "And
that's what | call ballin' the jack."

"Dam straight, amigo." Carlos raised his weapon. "Dam straight!" The victory cry built deep
inside him rolling slowy up through his chest and out of his throat like the cry of a nore
primtive, nore basic animal. The others joined in. Twenty hunters, screaming to the cloud-nuddi ed
sky, the glory and perfection of the nonent connecting themwith a sinpler tine.

They were alive, and the eneny was dead, its |inbs and guts spread before them Still the
tinmel ess scene seened sonehow i nconpl ete. This was the tinme when the shanans, the ancient nen and
wonen of the village, should scramble out from behind the rocks, should exam ne | engths of twi sted
gut, stare into the scarred and lifeless eyes of a foe and speak of the signs within. Eat handfuls
of jellied brain and sing of dark portents and bl oody dreans.

Then again, he realized that he didn't need diviners to tell himthe future.

Here, on Aval on, mankind was the future.

The hows fromtwenty throats rose to the sky .

Hi s forefinger picked a speck of wet red

Jerry sighed in disappointnent as he exanm ned the gutted corpse.

There was samon nmeat in its belly. Jerry identified parts of three sam on, two nearly
di ssol ved, one nearly fresh

"Now we know. Nothing protects sanl on

Jerry said. "No great secrets here at all."

"So why are they still around?" Sylvia wondered.
"They probably breed faster than hell, and there aren't enough grendels to w pe them out.
That's good news. | guess. There is a limted nunber."” Sonething attracted Jerry's attention

above the creature's staring eyes. He noved his tweezers under sonething, and lifted.

Half a neter of linp tubing rose froma cleft in the forehead.

"I'"ll be dammed. WIIl you look at that? It's got a snorkel for breathing underwater. Here, you
can see where the blood vessels fill to lift it. Just like a penis. Sorry."

Sylvia said, "W're out to kill them You're starting to admre them'

"Know your eneny."

Once the techni que was devised, the killings thensel ves becane al nbst routine. The adrenaline
was there, the sense of satisfaction, but experience had danmpened the true danger, replacing it
with caution and structure.

Because, after all was said and done, the grendels were nortal. Heirs to the same failings as
any other creature of protoplasm Vulnerable to the sane techniques of killing that had worked on
Eart h, evol ved through countless big-ganme hunts and wars since the begi nning of recorded tine.

Fl ush the beast.

Channel its retreat.
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Bottl eneck, and the killing ground.

The second killing teamutilized an additional refinenent. There was a chance, no matter how
small, that a grendel mght be hiding, outside the water hole, or might find an auxiliary exit and
attack themfromthe rear. Transverse observers were posted, one for every two hunters facing the
killing ground. Two hovering Skeeters watched from above, scanning for grendels.

There were only twelve sites on the entire island with a probability above 30 percent.

Twel ve holes. One a day, with the Col ony kept under full battle alarmthe entire tine.

They woul d not | ose anot her human bei ng.

It was good to have a system Skeeter above, and a first pinning team noved into place while
t he engi neering corps designed the mine field, worked with Cadnann to deternmine the field of fire
that woul d best funnel the creature to its death.

Where natural walls of rock were insufficient, walls of flanme were utilized, flame throwers
backed by men and wormen with rifles and spear guns.

And al ways, always, a conspicuous bolt-hole. Soneplace where a pai n-naddened creature could
run to safety, to freedom.

To certain death.

So died the fourth grendel, blown in half and then roasted by jellied flane, dead even as it
craw ed for the depths of the Mskatonic, pitifully torn claws outstretched, eyes open and fixed
Year ni ng, perhaps, for one last taste of the sam on flashing wthin.

And the fifth, dead before it ever reached the mnefield, Carlos's explosive spear inits
brain. He took linmted pride: he had been aining at the heart.

And al ways, always, there was Cadmann, driving themon and on, past exhaustion with his
boundl essly murderous energy.

The spirit was infectious, and when they trudged back to their temporary canp at the end of
the fourth day, no one wanted to be skeetered back to main base.

The tenporary canp was a fifty-neter stretch of cleared brush, burned out and then chopped and
pl owed. Supplies were flown in fromthe Colony. The entire perinmeter of the canp was mined, and a
Skeeter flew in irregular patterns, scanning with infrared.

At first Carlos disliked the endl ess hum of the Skeeters overhead. Now, the cessation of the
sound, or the occasional sound of two overhead rotors as Skeeters changed shifts, would awaken him
instantly, sending a hand reaching out for the spear gun

He was tired but happy. The nuscles in his calves had seized up, and the tendons ached. He
massaged them for a half hour before they stopped scream ng

Cadmann's tent was near the southern periphery of canp, and Carlos rapped on the foil, saying,
"Knock knock. "

Cadmann | aughed. "Cone on in."

The big man was sitting cross-1egged on the ground. A light was suspended fromthe tent pole,
shining onto a map

"What do we have here, conpadre?"

"Well, a peek at tomorrow s kill. W've identified the nonster here--smaller than the others.
It's the southernnost beast.

"Dunpi ng bl ood, sheep intestines and chunks of nonster into the other two water holes hasn't
gotten us anything, but here we have one." He grinned, and turned to Carlos, teeth gloaning. "Do
you know what that neans?"

"It means that we're alnost finished."

"By God, yes!" Cadmann slamed his fist down. "Ci gar?"

Carl os shook his head at first, and then nodded. "I didn't even know you snoked."

"Only on verra special occasions, ny man." He conjured two thin cheroots froma plastic pouch
and clipped the tip off both. They lit and inhal ed snmoothly, enjoying the thick, sweet aroma.

"About six nonths ago, | can renenber being upset that we hadn't brought al ong a Kodi ak bear or a
nmountain lion."

"Well, your wish sure cane true."

"Yeah--in spades. No offense, heh heh . . ." Cadmann | eaned back agai nst his bedroll and
exhaled a long, fragrant stream "No. | wondered if | was a little off ny nut about that. Look
around us. Know what | see?"

"What ?"

"Survivors. W cane, nobst of us, because |life was too easy on Earth, but it was still a guided

vacation. There were the colonists, and the crew. And ne, Geat Wite Hunter, professional killer
My God, nost of themfelt safe. That attitude woul d have been passed on to the children, and their
children. And if something like this had happened in two generations instead of right now, our
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grandchil dren m ght not have been able to handle it at all. So we've lost a few people, and they
weren't dead weight, don't get ne wong--but the ones who are left are true pioneers, not
tourists. Fighting for their w ves and husbands and children, and their future."

Carl os nodded soberly. "I can see what you nean."
"I figured you would. And | couldn't sit here and tell you that I'msorry it happened."
"Even with the death . . . ?"

"Everybody dies. The obstetrician slaps you on the ass with one hand and hands you a postdated
death certificate with the other. What's inmportant is that our children have a better chance. It's
al ways been about the children. Al ways. Wnen have never |oved being kept from education and
treated as second-class citizens. Men have never enjoyed having their balls shot off in wars. Mn
and woren didn't fall into their roles accidentally, and each side doesn't hate the other. It
happened because for a thousand generations, that was the best way we knew to build a
civilization, to build a better future for our children. The industrial revolution doomed slavery--
raci al, sexual, social. Cvilizationis wrth fighting for."

Cadnmann seened nore at peace than Carlos had ever seen him And why not? Vindicated, |oved,
appreci ated. Involved in the work he was born for. Regardl ess of what happened fromthis point
forward, the work that Cadnmann had done woul d earn hi mrespect and honor for the rest of his life.

Cadrmann was the Colony's only real warrior, but with luck, he could teach the rest of themto
be soldiers

"Here." Cadmann opened a flask and handed it to Carlos. It was strong, unwatered whiskey.

Carl os sputtered, but didn't |lose a drop. "You' d better not. Probably the nost valuable thing in
the known uni verse. Two-hundred-year-old Scotch.”

"Salud. " Carlos felt the sweet liquid fire flowing down his throat. "Jesus, that's good."

"Unfortunately, that's all there is."

"Yeah. Things could be a lot better." Sadness clouded his face as he drew deeply on his cigar
but he relaxed as he exhaled a misty weath around the |anp. "But do you know sonet hi ng?"

"What ?"

"Conpadre, they have been a hell of a |lot worse.”

Chapter 22
THE LAST GRENDEL

The difference between a good man and a bad one is the choi ce of cause.
W LLI AM JAMES

Nurmber six was the last. Al the other bolt-holes had been all the other underground rivers
mapped. If there was another grendel left on Avalon, it had no interest in blood, no fear of
hydrostatic shock. It never turned on its supercharger at night, when Geographic's thermal scan
di ssected every square neter of the island.

No, this one was the last, and here in the highlands, the farthest south on the island that
any human had been, Cadnmann felt a mnute sense of | oss.

He |istened to the live tone in his ear fromthe radio link, and to his own breathing. He
pl ucked a sprig of aval onia grass, chewed on it absently and spit out the faintly sweet fibers.

He was propped on his el bows at the edge of a bluff overlooking a marshy stream just upriver
fromone of the largest hot springs. The thernmal gradient had thrown the scans off for a little
while, giving this last nonster a tenporary reprieve.

Skeeter Two had lured it out with grendel blood and fresh neat. The nonster had cone sniffing
out, grow ed weakly up at the Skeeter before it snatched the joint of raw beef. It |ooked and
acted starved: nuch thinner than the others, and only two thirds the |ength.

The Skeeter's tape had been played back at the Col ony. Cadmann vividly renenbered the inage of
a gaunt, hollowchested reptile tearing at the nmeat as if it hadn't eaten in a week.

Jerry had taken the podium and fought for the creature's life.

"We don't know we can find nore of themon the mainland. Think about it--an animal which can
produce a hi gh-grade organic oxidizer. Imgine a herd of them Hobble the | egs or even anputate

them Breed themto get that oxygen-bonding stuff, that super henoglobin, |like cows give nmilk!"
Grendel s, serving man? It mght be. They would try it . . . , once.
But Cadmann wondered to hinsel f, wondered about the sadness that he felt. What if this was the
| ast grendel in the universe? After all, there were earthly species restricted to just one

subconti nent or group of islands.
On the nainland there were nonsters. Big things, as |large as anything that ever wal ked the
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Eart h; creatures rem niscent of Tyrannosaurus rex, things that man woul d hunt only with robots and
advanced weapons. They glowed in infrared. Easy to guess, now, that there were small, fast things
too. Grendels or worse, blazing in infrared, then subsiding before a telescope could find the
sources; mstaken for giants until now

Cadnmann tried to imagi ne Jerry's pet scenario: a single freshwater grendel, pregnant, clinging
to a piece of driftwood after sone natural disaster swept her out to sea, a clutch of eggs
protected within her body or in an external case, to be deposited in safe territory.

These had to be freshwater creatures, didn't they? Nothing that could effectively conpete with
the grendel s had been found in the oceans, and the oceans held plenty of food. The eggs, hatched
downstream woul d produce a brood of insanely conpetitive nonsters who fought each other for the
prime hunting grounds, driving their weaker siblings farther and farther south.

It didn't seemquite plausible, sonmehow. But if it had happened once, it coul d happen again

The mainland was worth a | ook. Jerry was working on a possibility. Maybe a grendel could be
triggered into releasing its super henogl obin, by sonics or by the smell of an attacker. It would
be forced to cook itself before it reached any vul nerable target.

When Jerry had sonething to test, then they would seek grendels on the mainland. Only for
testing. The mainl and bel onged to anot her generation

Today Aval on bel onged to humanki nd.

A pregnant grendel on a piece of driftwood. A tricky, tenporary current. What's wong with
this picture? Wiy was there a piece of the puzzle that seened so distant, so |ost? Hibernation
Instability?

Dam, there it was--the possibility that he had kept fromhinmself for so long. Certainly,
anybody could suffer fromHi bernation Instability. Anyone but Cadmann Wyl and. And he coul d
di scount the npbod swings, the inability to adapt to a changi ng social situation when adaptation
meant survival, the need to nove hinself away fromthe Col ony. Free nen thought |ike that. Such
synmptonms coul d hardly be construed as synptons of H.I.

And he'd been scanned . . . but that could only diagnose gross structural damage. There were
subt | er problens, sone of which only a battery of psychol ogical tests would reveal

He had taken no such tests. Cadmann didn't need them -no.

He brought his attention back to the bend in the river. As in the case of the second nonster
the hole was difficult to see. It mght have been no nore than a fold in the shadow, but it was
nore. A quarter ton of death |urked there.

The | ast nonster

They would try to bring it back alive. And if a human being was put in the slightest danger
that would be that. They would return home with a | eaking corpse. No worman woul d mourn her man, no
child cry for its nother

"Stage one," Cadmann whi spered into his m crophone.

Skeeters Two and Four rose up from behind the ridge, carrying the net between them They
lowered it into the water where its weighted edges settled quickly to the bottom The two
aut ogyros braced the hole, hunming there |ike dragonflies hovering over a pond in sumer. He
smled grimMy at the lazy i mage. That inmage was about to expl ode.

Grendel - bl ood sacs were punctured and tossed into the water upstreamfromthe hole. As the
dark stain began to spread, Cadmann started a slowcount. "One . . . two . . . three. . . fo--"

The water erupted. A clawed, toothed denon expl oded fromthe depths. Both Skeeters juddered
violently as it struck the nets, twi sting and yow i ng.

Stu's radio voice screaned triunphantly from Skeeter Two: "We've got it!"

Engi nes whined with exertion. The Skeeters hoisted the creature free of the water. Cadnann
wat ched carefully, ready to bark a cormand: if the grendel's struggle threatened the Skeeters, it
woul d be rel eased, dropped netted onto the |land, and charred with flane-throwers.

The Skeeters bobbed and twisted |ike paper airplanes for the first few hideous nonents. Then
Stu Ellington masterfully regained control of his craft, and the grendel was secured. The two
aut ogyros maneuvered the creature over the far bank and set it down.

The net was a Tasmani an Devil of crazed notion, the creature's |egs and head so entangl ed that
it looked as if it was trying to break its own linbs. It wouldn't break the net. O this they were
certain. But it didn't know that, it couldn't know that, and when the Skeeters touched the net

down, it burst into furious action and the grendel's roar of anger and . . . fear?
(Was that what it felt? Could it feel fear? He had never thought of themin those terms.
Gendels were living death, and that was all. But sonething in its screanms, its frantic, helpless

contortions, flashed the sudden, dreadful inmage of a tortured child into Cadmann's mnd. He
squeezed his eyelids tight to make it di sappear.)
St akes had al ready been pounded into the ground to forma circle around the netted creature.
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Hooked cables ran in fromeach stake. Fromhis position on the bluff, Cadmann saw his crew run up
and connect each line into the net to stabilize it. Now the Skeeters were di sconnected, and Stu
fl ew back across the river, hovered over Cadnmann and extended his hoist cable.

Cadmann wrapped the cable around his arm and hooked the bottomclip to his belt buckle.
"You've got ne. Al right, Stu. Up." He had barely repositioned his rifle on his shoul der when Stu
swooped up, yanking himinto the air.

As he swung across the stream the ring of colonists noved in to surround their captured
grendel . Jerry rushed in with a tranquilizer pistol. H's hand jerked up as he fired.

The creature twitched as the dart hit, then expl oded back into novenent.

Stu touched Cadmann down, and he unhooked hinmsel f. The grendel was in continuous notion
growing nmore frantic by the noment.

"What do you think?" Cadmann yell ed.

Jerry's linp yellow hair whipped in the backwash fromthe autogyro. "All | can do is punp it
full of tranquilizer. W sure can't nove it like this."

.

As if in response to Cadmann's question, the grendel lunged toward them One of the stakes
groaned and popped free fromthe ground. Faster than conscious thought, Cadmann unshoul dered his
rifle and thunbed off the safety.

But the other stakes held. The beast hissed and thrashed crazily, but couldn't cone any
closer. It began to convul se, its novenments wthout direction or aim

Jerry's eyes narrowed. "It's not slow ng down--"

He | oaded another tranquilizer dart, and then another. They |lanced into the grendel's sides
with dull phutts. It shrieked and twi sted nore frantically, clawing furrows in the rocky soil
snappi ng and glaring balefully through the tangl ed netting.

Jerry junped back and shook his head. "Each of those carried enough sonazine to knock over a
rhino. I"'mafraid | just don't understand howit's wired--" The thing snarled and | unged at them
sendi ng fragnments of rock spinning through the air. Another stake popped fromthe ground. Heat
rose fromits body in pal pable waves, but it no longer seenmed a threat to anyone but itself.

"It's dying," Jerry said softly.

Its |abors were pitiful. It tried to head back toward the river, but the last six stakes held,
and it just struggled at the end of the lines. And struggled. And struggl ed.

"I'sn't there anything that we can do?" Cadmann sai d.

"We could let it go."

"No, thank you."

The | arge body novenents were grow ng spastic now, replaced with a kind of overall trenble, a
desperat e, dying convul sion

It expl oded back into notion, noving so quickly that it scarcely seened to be anything nade of
flesh, seened nore an engine with a shattered governor, a dark whirlwind. Its screech spiraled up
and up and up the scale, clawing toward a terrifying crescendo. It bounced and thrashed at the end
of the cables. The incredible effort went on and on, as if the creature were draining everything
left inits body in one last all-out effort, nothing held back, nothing in reserve for the

functioning of any organ, just the now, now, now of a creature with no way to tell its cortex that
there is no threat.
Then it was still. Only its tail trenored. The hunting crew noved back in and re-anchored the

| oose cables. Jerry, his face glum poked at the thing's tail with a long stick. It tw tched
refl exively.

"Asl eep?"

"Dead." Jerry waved the Skeeters down.

The netting was refastened, the cable hoists reattached. Cadmann wat ched t he Skeeters hoi st
the body, so hot it was al nbst sizzling, fromthe ground and into the air.

Cadmann was one of the |ast back to the canp. He supervised the final disarmng and renoval of
al | unexpl oded m nes, and accounted for all weaponry. Then he comrandeered a Skeeter and spun it
up toward the eternally gray bed of clouds pillow ng the sky. The canpfires had been quenched, the
tents packed and fol ded away. |In days or weeks the underbrush would grow in to obscure the scars,
to conceal the fact that this effort had ever taken place. That a group of deternined, prepared
human bei ngs had j ourneyed together into the darkness, to nmeet and destroy the greatest natura
predator the children of Earth had ever faced.

He breathed deeply as the Skeeter rose and headed north toward the m st-shrouded bul k of
Mucki ng Great Mountain. The light of a setting Tau Ceti diffused redly through the clouds
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At first the landing pad was an indistinguishable part of the sprawling canp, then a postage
stanp, and then cracker-sized, and finally the fanmliar square studded with radi o beacons and
l'ights.

Mary Ann stood there, looking a little rounder than when last he'd seen her. Alittle warner,
nore vul nerabl e. She shielded her face fromthe wind and dust. The snmile beneath her forearm
shadow was wi de and bright and wel comi ng

She canme to him held him and he buried his face in the warm notch between her neck and
shoul der and felt her cool, noist teardrops agai nst his skin.

They kissed in a roar of dying Skeeter engines. The whipping air began to still, and at | ast
he coul d hear her whi spered words.

"--you so nuch," she said, and kissed himagain. She |ooked up to him eyes shining with pride
and relief. "You're done now," she said.

"Yes."

"Then let's go hone."

He kissed her this time, marveling at the sinple pleasure it gave him He nodded. "Let's go
hore. "

Chapter 23
MENDI NG WALLS

For one swal | ow does not nake a summer, nor does one day; and so too one day, or a short tine, or
a great deed, does not make a man bl essed or happy.
ARl STOTLE, Ni comachaen Et hics

Tweedl edum bar ked energetically, wagged his tail and pranced to attract Cadnann's attention

Cadmann chuckl ed indul gently and i gnored him He pointed down the hillside at the bare-chested
wor kers who | abored to widen his patio. "The house as planned now will be about twelve hundred
square feet, with naybe another four thousand feet of greenhouse."

A warmw nd fromthe south had bl own away the usual m sts. The view ran forever, fromthe tiny
wor kmen across | and and ocean to tiny nountains on the continent itself. It was as if he could see
t he whol e pl anet.

They'Il call it the new world. They always do, but it's as old as Earth, and we've taken it as
we took the Earth.

Good day for this. Beside him Carlos Martinez nodded solemly: the role of video host suited
himto the hilt. "I just can't believe how nmuch progress you' ve nade in the past five nonths."

"It's been a ot of work, but given enough tine and manpower, al nost anything is possible--"

"Hold it. Cad," Sylvia called fromthe hillside above them "The field of focus is off."

"Can't have that. Casa Wyland is the star of the show "

Cadmann swal lowed his irritation while Carlos clinbed up to help Sylvia fiddle with her video
pack.

Bui |l di ng a docunentary had sounded great ten light-years ago. It was fair enough. Building an
interstellar starship had put the Geographic Society nmassively in debt. They were entitled to know
the results. They would learn fromthe first expedition's mstakes. Sales to Sol systenm s twelve
billion would help to finance a second expedition

In practice the running docunmentary had becone a pain in the ass. Cadmann mi ght have given the
whol e thing a pass but for the chance to see his two friends.

He | ooked back down the hill, out over Cadnmann's Bluff, down to where Mary Ann sat hol di ng
Sylvia's seven-week-ol d son. She waved one of Justin's chubby hands at them and sone of his
irritation dissolved. Three nonths of pregnancy remained to her, and it warmed himto have a
preview of his future family. Mary Ann's fringe of pale golden hair riffled in the mld salt
breeze. She hugged their surrogate child while Tweedl edee sat contentedly at her side. The
sprawl i ng silver ribbon of the Mskatonic split the valley behind and bel ow her

H s crops were comng up in rows of green and yellow now, and the cages rustled with Joes. He
was proud of what he had wested fromthe soil, but his true joy was the spreading infrastructure
of his honest ead.

Hendrick Sills, Gregory Cifton and two former menbers of his kill teamwere i medi ately bel ow
him deepening the boxlike foundation of his house. The original structure had been expanded east
and west, but building farther back into the hill added the possibility of clerestories--
staggered, |ouvered roofs that allowed greater view, greater access for |ight.

The effort woul d have exhausted a lone man. In the three and a half nonths since the death of
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the sixth grendel, the Col ony had denobnstrated its gratitude in the only way it knew how by
contributing tine and | abor. So the earth was broken, rocks noved and walls raised, floors and
ceilings extended.

Cadmann's Bl uff had becone the showpi ece of Tau Ceti Four.

Carl os clunped back down the nountainside. "All right. Repitan, por favor

"Hold it, Carlos, just hold it. This is getting old real quick."

"Don't be a spoilsport,” Sylvia chided. "The view is beautiful. |'ve got the house, the bluff,
the Col ony, the northern nountains and the tips of the mainland peaks. Do you have any idea how
rare it is for a hundred kiloneters of nmist to burn away?"

"That's a once-in-a-lifetine shot, conpadre. Qur sponsors expect it. National Geographic wants
us to show Earth's | and-starved nmasses the joys of honesteading in the stars--"

"There goes the | ocal nei ghborhood."

"--and one of its joys is the chance to beconme a hero, |ike Avalon's greatest citizen, Cadnann
Weyl and, sonetinmes ycl ept Beowul f."

Syl vi a whi stled her approval

Cadmann | aughed di sgustedly. "All right, all right. Get the rest of your damed footage and
let's quit."

"Deal . "

The canera ran. Carlos decl ai med. They wal ked the perinmeter of the cleared rectangle that
woul d one day be the greenhouse. They skirted a new excavation to the northeast.

"And here," Carlos continued theatrically, "will one day reside the finest wine cellar on
Canel ot. Stored on board Geographic are frozen cuttings fromsone of California's finest
vi neyards. Soneday, when the basic crops have stabilized, it may be tine to start less . . . vital
foodstuffs.” He cleared his throat. "Purely for nedicinal purposes, of course.”

"Carlos, don't you know that grapes can be eaten straight?"

"No hablo ingles."

They wal ked down the narrow path beside the house, past the massive boul der rigged as a
deadfal |, set to crush anything trying to force its way uphill. Cadmann wi nced as Carl os pretended
to lean against it. Sylvia circled to get a better view "This is probably an unnecessary
precauti on. The grendels are dead, slain by Colonel Cadnmann Wyl and. Even so, our Cadnmann is a
cautious fellow"

Cadmann raised his hand in protest. "Carlos. You' ve got to stop this. | don't |ike being
pai nted as Beowul f. | just did what had to be done. | can't encourage this. I'mnot interested in
runni ng for God."

"This isn't reality. This is theater."

"If it was only going to be seen throughout the solar system fine. But you' re going to show
it down in the Colony, too. It's not good for them it's not good for ne."

Cadmann | eft them and foll owed Tweedl edum downhill. He knew that the colonists just wanted to
thank him and yet sonmehow it all seened neaningl ess.

Sure, you saved the Col ony. Right.

But Ernst is dead, and he was the only one you were really responsible for, danmmt.

He stopped down by the Dopey Joe cages. Their flock had grown to twenty, and Carl os had
created a nodul ar cage design for Mary Ann, sinple to build or expand, easy to clean. Cadmann was
happy with the new nodel, and the sight of it eased his annoyance. He put on another snile for the
caner as.

Just a few nore minutes of this nonsense.

Mary Ann was suddenly beside him holding Justin as if he were their own child. They'd |ove
this image back on Earth. He | eaned over and ki ssed her warmy. "Feeding tinme for our flock?"

"Just about. Justin is a nice baby," she whispered, "but ours is going to be nuch prettier."

"Hush." Cadmann grinned as Carl os and Sylvia caught up with them He slipped a gl ove on,
lifted a handful of green fodder into the slit at the top of Mssy's cage.

He rai sed his voice as Sylvia focused. "And these little darlings are called ' Dopey Joes,' the
only indi genous manmal i ans found on Camelot so far. They may hold the key to a treasure trove of --
ow '

M ssy snapped her sharp little teeth into his glove, and Cadmann struggled to twist it free
wi t hout breaking her furry neck.

"Bad girl." Sylvia |laughed. "No dessert for you. You can't just eat the nmeat and ignore your
veget abl es--"

"Hah hah. Funny lady. That's it. I'mthrough.” He pulled off his glove and threw it at Carl os
who caught it and thoughtfully examined the rip in the fingertip.

"Not exactly sheep, are they, Senora Wyl and?"
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"Baa baa." Mary Ann took Justin to Sylvia. "Unhook that canmera and give it to Carlos. WII you
take Justin? | want to talk to Cadmann."

There was a qui ck, clumsy exchange of burdens, and Mary Ann hooked her armthrough Cadmann's.

"Carlos and Sylvia staying for dinner?" she asked. He heard her distantly, but gazed up at the
expanded house, strong and solid in the warm Aval oni an sunli ght.

Up at the top of the hill, Gegory difton's bronzed, corded body arched, swinging a pick to
break up resistant soil

As with Carlos, the violent action and backbreaking | abor of the pasts nonths had burned out
Geg's hatred and heal ed his enptional wounds. Cadmann found it easy to respect that response,

t hat need.

"Are Carlos and Sylvia stayi ng?"

"Sure."

Mary Ann took his hand and led himto the edge of the bluff. They | ooked down over the valley.
They had done so very nmuch, and given tine would do nore. He didn't have to close his eyes to
visualize the march of humanity across the valley, the slow spread of their cities. His
grandchil dren might live to see a city of a hundred thousand where once only jungle had spraw ed.

But false heroes wouldn't help. Especially if they were used as a blind for guilt and
uncertainty.

"I"'mworried too," Mary Ann said quietly.

"I"'msorry. Am | upsetting you? It's nothing, really."

"You have your reasons, | have mine." He held her tummy and frowned. "I think you think I'ma
little crazy."

"Pregnant wonen are supposed to be a little crazy. Wuat's ny excuse?"

"Don't need an excuse, you've got reasons, silly. | just know that sonething still bothers ne
about . . . Cad, | look around and the picture's wong,"

"It's an alien planet. Didn't anyone tell you? Two noons, bluer sunlight, critters and plants
straight out of Qz--"

Syl via noved up beside her, cradling Justin in her arms. H's hair was pale straw, and he
seenmed to fit confortably into a shoul der harness. He nursed contentedly at one discreetly covered
nipple. "I know what you nean,"” she said. "W're still working on the corpses. | don't understand
enough about grendels yet. 1'd give anything to have one alive. If we'd known that they could burn
thensel ves up like that, we m ght have cooled the |ast one off with water."

"It was that hot?"

Sylvia | aughed. "It cooked itself."

"Heat. Fire," Mary Ann nuttered.

"What ?"

Mary Ann cuddl ed close to Cadmann. "I renenber . . . | did a sumer of study in the forests in
Wom ng. And they told us about fires. It all seens like a nillion years ago." Cadnmann hugged her
confortingly as she searched her nmenory, struggling to nmake the unlikely connection. "They told us
about what happens in fall. Then, a forest fire that seems to be out can snol der under a mat of
| eaves. You can't see it. You can't snell it. But it's spreading underneath. It can surround you
And then suddenly break up to the surface, and whoosh!"

"shh . . . "

"I"'mso glad you're here," she whispered. "I'mso glad you're nmne. Don't |et anything happen
to you, Cadmann. |'mnot sure |'d know howto go on. I'mnot sure I'd want to."

He was aware that Carlos and Sylvia were nearby, watching, and was al so aware when they turned
away to give the two of them privacy. For a nonment Cadnmann and Mary Ann were in their own secret
world of warnth and famliar snells.

"Cone on," he said soothingly. "Let's get dinner started for our crew."”

The evening's neal was a sinple affair, an open-air picnic around a roaring canpfire. Decent-
sized catfish and a huge sam on fromthe nets were the main course, cooked into a casserole with
Il ong-grain brown rice fromthe hydroponi cs garden down at the Colony. Carlos and Sylvia and
Hendrick's four-man work team joi ned them

Cadmann wat ched Mary Ann pick over her food. She had a strong appetite for rice and catfi sh,
but couldn't bring herself to eat sam on. "Mdre for the rest of us," he had teased her at first,
but her glumsnile told himthat the joke had died.

Her eyes scanned fromthe edge of the bluff to the notebook at her side. Fromthere to the Joe
cages. Tonight the furry creatures chewed frantically at the wire and threw t hensel ves agai nst the
wooden wal l's of their prisons.

Carl os watched themfor a while. "The natives are restless. Do they think they're going to be
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dessert?" A branch popped on the canpfire, and a cloud of sparks and oily snoke drifted up

The night was a continuation of the phenonenally clear afternoon. A faint salt breeze fromthe
ocean five mles west made the air clean and crisp. The twin nobons were bright and unshrouded.

It should have been a night for laughter and song, but Cadmann felt another of his norose
nmoods fall over himlike a blanket. He couldn't seemto fight it.

Carlos tickled Justin, held the child for a few minutes, while Sylvia fed herself. The three
of them seened pretty dammed confortabl e together, and for a noment Cadmann indul ged in pointless
specul at i on.

Then Mary Ann took his hand and placed it over her swollen stomach, smling wistfully as their
unborn child thunped and bunped. "Floop floop."

"Kid's doing a half gainer in there."

"He | oves you al ready, you know. "

There was nore sadness than joy in that conversation, and he didn't know why, didn't know how
to deal with it. Crest of the Angel es Muntains. Los Angel es and San Fernando Valley spreading to
opposite sides of a veranda. Carpets of light. Never again in ny lifetine. Wn sonething, |ose
sonet hing .

Hendrick Sills watched the four of themrunmnatively. Wth his short, square-cut beard he
| ooked every bit the Freudi an analyst. "What's all the noping about?" he finally demanded. "W got
a cracking good day's work under our belts."

"True enough," Geg said. H s cal moval face was painted with the firelight. It was grow ng
more difficult to remenber himin that other time, on that other night, spewing jellied gasoline,
the gl ow of nadness in his eyes.

Carlos rose fromthe fireside. "I think that it's time for Sylvia and ne to head back down."

"You coul d spend the--no, there's Justin."

Syl via hugged Cadmann briefly. "Walk us to the Skeeter?"

"Sure. Mary Ann?"

"I"'ma little tired. You go ahead."

He pushed hinself up, helped Sylvia to her feet. As they noved away toward the eastern edge of
the bluff, Hendrick's rough voice broke into song:

Bani sh the use of the four-letter words

VWhose neani ngs are never obscure

The Angl es, the Saxons, those hardy old birds,
Were vul gar, obscene, and inpure.

But cherish the use of the weaseling phrase
That never quite says what you nean

You'd better be known for your hypocrite ways
Than as vul gar, inmpure and obscene

Anot her breeze stirred the foot-tall rows of corn as they wal ked. Cadmann found hinsel f
hunming with the song, and he linked arms with his two friends.
"It's not so bad, is it, Cadzie?"

"It's like Carlos said a couple of nonths ago: 'It's been a whole ot worse.' " He dug at the
ground with the toe of his boot, nmaking a nmental note to get some of the soil l|ichens started
soon. "l just wanted to have this to get away fromeverything, and | seemto have brought a bit of

the Colony up here with me."

"You can't get away from-" Sylvia started to say, but Carlos quieted her.

"Amigo, if you really don't want us up here, any of us, just say the word. W |ove you. We're
grateful to you. We're still enbarrassed about the . . . fiasco. Hendrick, Geg, the others,
they're just responding to you the way nen have responded to | eaders since Alley Oop."

"I never wanted to be a | eader."

"Some of us don't have choices. Just let themdo a little nmore work--hell, you can use it, you
know that's the truth--and then send them back. You'll be alone, and G eg will have had his
t herapy. "

It was true, all true, but dammt, why was it so hard for a nan to just be al one?

When Nature is calling, plain speaking is out
When the | adies, God bless 'em are mlling about;
You may wee-wee, nake water or enpty the glass
You can powder your nose, even Johnny can pass.
Shake the dew off the lily, see a man about a dog
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When everyone's drunk, it's condensing the fog.
But please to renenber if you would know bliss
That only in Shakespeare do characters--

"What the hell. Hendrick's right. It's been a good day. Listen, you two have a safe flight
back. 1'mgoing to go sing dirty ditties."

He shook Carlos's hand, kissed Justin and hel ped Sylvia buckle herself in.

Then Cadmann stood back, shielding his eyes as Carlos expertly lifted the Skeeter fromthe
ground and spun it up into the sky. His friend flashed the landing lights in farewell and vani shed
over the lip of the plateau

Feel i ng unseasonably warm Cadmann-wal ked back to the fireside, voice already rising in the
next bawdy verse

"I think he's going to make it," Carlos said.

"I never really doubted it." Sylvia |looked at him "How about you? | haven't really seen the
old Carlos nmuch lately."

"Has he been mi ssed?”

"Muchly. Avalon's unmarried |ovelies nourn al nost nightly."

Carl os skinmed the Skeeter sideways, riding out a gust of wind. "Wat, in formal cerenonies?
Perhaps it is tine | began naking my rounds again." He paused thoughtfully for a nmonent. "Only the
unmarried ones?"

"Di scretion, Carlos. Please."

"I"'mnothing if not discreet."” Carlos could have begun the descent then, but he kept the
Skeet er hovering. "And what about you?" he asked soberly. "Terry's problemis hardly a secret. |
know how you and Cadnmann feel about each other '

"I prom sed Terry. Anyone but Cadmann." She sighed. "I couldn't anyway. It would destroy Mary
Ann. Cadzie and | just . . . had bad timng."

Slowy, Carlos began to dip toward the |anding pad. He chose his next words carefully. "And
where does that |eave Senora Faul kner?"

Her answering voice was small. "Looking for a friend?"

Carl os reached out his hand, covering hers. Her fingers seened so small, so warm "Since
Bobbi, | think that is what has stopped ne. | haven't been |ooking for a relationship. O just a
palonmita. | think |, too, need a friend. Perhaps . "

" . . . we could both stop | ooking?" Sylvia squeezed Carlos's fingers, then pulled away and
hugged Justin to her

I hope so, Carlos said to hinself, surprised by the intensity of his response. Warnth and
cheerfully | echerous optimsmspread through himlike a brushfire.

Carl os humed happily as he brought the Skeeter in for a | anding.

Chapter 24
REM TTANCE MAN

| strongly wish for what | faintly hope;
Li ke the daydreans of nelancholy nen,

I think and think in things inpossible,

Yet love to wander in that gol den naze

JOHN DRYDEN, "Rival Ladies"

Sylvia touched her lips to Justin's brow. She savored his baby snmell of powder and clean
Iinen. Her hands were cold, and she was careful not to touch himas she tucked the edges of the
bl anket around him Seven weeks old today. | should rem nd Terry.

Justin had begun to | ose the newborn's winkly |l ook, to cease being a generic baby and take on
a personality of his owmn. He could focus his eyes, reach and grab with coordination, make sounds
that often seened appropriate to the situation. Terry had read Kistakovsy's classic revisions of
the Gesell studies and pronounced Justin well ahead of nornmal devel opnent.

Those things mattered, but there was a way that they didn't. Genius or idiot, she |loved the
tiny, helpless child as she had never loved anything in her life, as if he were still a part of
her own body.

Pl astic stars and pterodons dangl ed above his crib. They would circle at the slightest touch
of a breeze. For now, they, like Justin, were still.
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Terry was in the front roomclearing away the debris of the evening neal.

Her hands shook. She couldn't let Terry see that. She forced herself to cal mdown, and thrust
them beneath her arms until they started to feel warm

Terry stacked the | ast dishes in the cabinet beneath the sink. One hand gripping the
wheel chair arm nuscles in his armand back standing prom nent as he |leaned far forward to reach
Done, and he snmiled in satisfaction. Hs wheelchair purred as he glided it over to her. "Justin
asl eep?"

"For now," she said, honestly relieved. She waved at the sink area. "You' re getting good at
that. Making order out of chaos.”

"Yeah. What | am |I'mgood at. | never had arns this strong. Wich renmnds nme--"

"The expedition."

"Yeah. Time to turn the plans over to Zack. It could be five or ten years before anyone

actually goes to the mainland, but hell, our resources won't have changed nuch. The plans'I| stil
be good. I'mafraid to tell Cadmann. He'd want to go now. "
"Yeah . . . |'ve expressed enough mlk to keep Justin happy if he wakes up. I'Il only be gone

a couple of hours." She stretched, forcing a mld yam. "We have to get the tapes edited and off.
W' re overdue on our broadcast."

"You' ve been busy," Terry said.

H s face, always slender, seenmed unhealthily gaunt despite his snile. She knelt by the
wheel chair. "You'll be all right?"

"Ch, I'mfine." Hs quick snmle faded slightly, and he was | ooking past her. H's gaze |lingered
on di pl omas and pl aques, a photo album a pair of crystal goblets: the things they had brought
fromEarth

"What are you thinking of, |ove?"

H's smile saddened. "It's been a long time since you've called nme that."
"I"ve thought of it every day."
"Have you?"

"Yes, of course--"
"You can't know how much | want to believe that. It's a trite old story, isn't it? Arranged
marriage that results in love. Love on one side, anyway."

"Terry--"

"And then | found it was nmutual. Marry, then fall in love. It really works. It wouldn't
surprise our Hindu friends. They've known it all along. Go get your work done and ask Carlos to
drop around once in a while. | don't see himenough."”

She slipped on her shaw. It was a web of gold and unber yarn, every strand turned by the hand
of her nother, over a century before. Its touch stinulated tactile nmenories: warnth, closeness,
softness. It was one of her little pieces of hone.

The click as the door |atched behind her was unconfortably | oud.

After a few days of clear weather, the fog had descended upon Aval on with a vengeance, thicker
and soupier than any night since the first grendel assault. It penetrated through the shawl as if
she were naked, chilled right to the bone.

The searchlights atop the guard towers rotated tirelessly. Their beanms stabbed out through the
nmst like silver fingers. The fog danpened sound as it did vision. After a few steps she | ooked
back toward her house and her child and her husband. Al were gone, vanished into the mst.

She drew the shawl tighter across her shoul ders, and went on

The el ectronics shack was in the rear of the canp, perched on the edge of the bluff. A single
line of Iight burned through the shades. She paused a noment, listening to the nuted rush of the
M skat oni c, then rapped once and entered.

Carlos sat at the editing bench, absorbed in his work. She shut and | atched the door

"How is it going?"

"Just waiting for you, senora."

The shack seened warner than the house she had | eft behind. Terribly warm Even with Carlos on
the far side of the room wth the holo stage between them he was stiflingly close.

" Cof f ee?"

"Maybe | ater."

"Let me know. We've got nobst of the video portion together. Just need you to | ook over your
not es agai n. Take another | ook at the footage we did fromthe autopsy and the summation. Anything
left to say? This is the |last chance before we send it off."

Syl via dof fed her shawl and sat, enjoying her ease of novenent. A nonth and a half before,
she'd had to use her arns just to sit down. There's the mracle fat cure. Lose twenty-six pounds
in twenty-four hours. Have a baby. Her joints no |longer hurt, and her nuscles were alive. She
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wal ked and noved |ike a new woman. Her body was ready for anything. Especially .

Ch, God . . . | hope I'mdoing the right thing.

She focused on the holo, took a hand renpte and fast-scanned. "This material on the increasing
sam on size should be cross-referenced with their eating pattern. Joes and sanl on are vegetari ans,
pt erodons and grendels are carnivores. Good."

She flashed through the inmages and text, fighting to concentrate, al nbst overcone by the
essential mal eness of Carlos. She glanced over at him He | eaned back and sipped fromhis nug. She
was dying to know what was on his nmind. Wiy didn't he touch her? O at |east say sonething?

An image fromthe nost recent Town Hall appeared. She renenbered this vividly: the debate on
whet her to unfreeze the renai ning enbryos.

Zack, for the first time since Ernst's death, seened rested and totally controlled. "The vote
is close to even on this point, and | don't want to nake a judgment until nore of us agree. Final
ar gunment s?"

Terry appeared, and her heart leaped. In close-up it was easy to forget that he was crippl ed.

"Cadmann isn't here to argue his own point," Terry began, "but 1'Il take the opposing view
anyway. "

There was scattered |aughter. "I think that Cadmann is, as usual, being a conservative old
mai d. Avalon is safe at last. Let's put all of our eggs in one big basket. The odds are good;
let's ganble with our children's lives. What the hell!" He paused; he was sniling, sort of. "The

last tinme | said anything like this was the last tine | ever stood up. And thirteen of us died."

Everyone | aughed, sort of, but the vote that foll owed showed that Terry had made his point.
Only a third of the remaining enbryos woul d be thawed and revived.

She felt pride for Terry at that, pride that nade sonme of her other thoughts dark and dirty.
For a few seconds she considered sinply telling Carlos that everything was fine, and | eaving the
shack while there was still tinmne.

But this did have to be reviewed. She thunbed the scan into play. |Images whizzed by, and
through their transparency, she watched Carlos at his console. In one instant he seened
frighteningly strong and conpetent, and in the next like a little boy who needed confort.

My body can't nake up its m nd!

She stopped the tape of her own inmage, part of a roundtable discussion of grendels that had
been hel d three weeks before.

"--salt water isn't toxic to grendels,” Marnie maintained. Sylvia had grown so used to
Marni e' s speech that she never noticed the lisp except in a tape. "Mnsters can't drink salt
water, but it won't kill them 1'd say that it irritates their nasal passages, and that is about
all--" Sylvia froze the picture.

"I want a note here."

"Then slip it in. Tracks siete and nueve are free."

"Thanks. Subnote to preceding: Freshwater status of grendels established by evaluating salt
content of tissues. Cross-reference autopsy."”

Carl os nodded. "Everyone in the Colony has had a chance to add their own conments on Gendel."

"What was yours?"

"I think the bitch was snart enough to build a raft and float over fromthe nmainland. |
woul dn't put anything at all past them"

"That may be giving themtoo nuch credit."

"Better too nmuch than too little."

Syl via scanned through the rest of the tape, then signed off.

"I guess that's it," she said quietly.

Carl os nodded, and saved it. The conputer silently sorted the notes and conpressed the
megabytes of data for transnission to Geographic in the norning. Fromthere, it would be broadcast
to Earth. Ten years later the data would arrive, for the edification and entertai nment of the hone
wor | ds.

Once again the chill touched her, and she started to stand.

Carlos turned fromthe console and faced her. "I know, chiquita," he said. "Witing letters,
sendi ng nessages, knowi ng that no one who ever knew ne, ever touched nme, will see them No one to
care. Strangers seeing pictures of strangers, and no one to care." Suddenly he was terribly close
to her. His breath was warm and snelled of coffee. "There used to be soneone to care, you see?
Soneone who saw sonet hi ng beside the jokes, but | let her down."

Sylvia reached up to touch his face, to run her hand over the stubble on his chin. Her nerves
junped at the contact.

To | ove, honor, and obey. To cleave only unto

"Anyone but Cadnmann--"
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Oh, God, it's been so long, so dammed | ong.

"I care, Carlos."

He | ooked at her hard, with the beginning of something like tears in his eyes. Then his nouth
becane a fine line, and he said, "I don't know about this. WIIl you still respect ne nafana?"

"You idiot. I don't respect you now."

"Fair enough." He | eaned forward that |ast few inches, and she backed away as his |ips touched
hers, then pressed against him crushed her |ips against him Unfettered at last, all of the
repressed feelings of the past nonths burned their way to the surface.

They stepped away from each other. Carlos squeezed her shoul ders once, then turned off the
equi pnment and the lights. He |atched the door behind them and together they set off through the
fog for the warnth of his house. Wthin a few steps, the comrmuni cati ons shack had joined the rest
of the canp in the mst.

It seened that there was nothing in the world but the two of them doing the best they could
do to find a path through the dark and the col d.

"I al ways wondered what your bed was |ike." Sylvia giggled.

"You had but to ask," Carlos said gravely. "Mwe a bit, will you? Your |ovely bosons are
squashi ng ne."

Sylvia razzed him and rolled off enough for Carlos to reach the bedstand. He felt anobng the
enpty beerskins for a full pouch, ah-hahed, and handed one to her

The bed in question was a shell suspended |ike a hanmock above the ground. Every attenpt to
extricate herself was a hazard, every novenent during a delirious hour of |ovenaking was enough to
have both of themgiggling |ike naughty children

They swung there in a slight stupor induced by beer and afterglow

She gave the pouch back to himand then snatched it away, dribbling foamover his chest and
then kissing it off. He westled her to the bottomagain, and she felt the heat flare in his body,
triggering an inmmedi ate reply in her own. She wapped her arns around him then pulled the
bl ankets over both their heads.

Later, much later, it seemed, Sylvia and Carl os had exhausted the heat. They |lay hol ding each
ot her.

Is this what we really craved? Not the blaze, but the gentle warnth afterward, the peace you
can only share with one who has wal ked the fire with you?

She played with the tight, dark curls of hair on his chest. "How did you end up at another
star, Carlos? Not the stuff we all said back on Earth at the group-conpatibility workshops."

"Great, weren't they? Jesucristo, the lies that were told that nonth."'

"We all wanted to cone pretty bad. Nobody was going to say anything to queer their chances."
"The truth." He sighed. Wth her face against his chest, she felt, nore than heard, his
heartbeat. It was strong, and slowing now. He had been as hungry for her as she had been for him

O for someone.

CGod, this wasn't the tine for thoughts like that. She shunted them back into her head and
enj oyed the gl ow

"How did | get here? Well, in therapy, you m ght renenber when | said |I'd been called back
fromBeijing where | was doing research on the T ang Dynasty."

"You say that as if it isn't true."

"Ch, it's true all right. | had another reason for being in Asia for six years."
"Some al nond-eyed |lovely. |I'd wager."
"You | ose.”

"Ooh. CGuess what the stakes were. O aimyour prize, you terrible nan."

"Insatiable woman. Let ne catch ny breath. Were was |?" He ran his finger slowy down her
back, then kissed her as softly and sincerely as she had ever been kissed in her life. "Ch, yes.
Wiy was | in Beijing?" He laughed. "My family estate is in Patagonia, Argentina. W have fairly
ext ensi ve hol di ngs, actually. W raised shorthorn and Hereford, and Corriedal e sheep. Very old
famly."

"Your whinsy certainly isn't high Spanish."

"Hell, half the tine we spoke English. My nother was Canadi an. | picked up colloquial Spanish
in Mexico, in prep school and college. There was this little problem back hone with a young | ady.
Her eyes, were, | recall, alnond. The vegetabl e anal ogy unfortunately extended to her tumy, which
was beginning to |l ook like a casaba."

She felt a cold flash. "And you left--"

"No," he said quietly. "I didn't really love her, but | would have done the honorabl e thing.
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My father got there first, with checkbook in hand. She was poor, you see, and Papa wasn't having
any of it. She went to visit untraceable cousins in Santiago del Estero, and | went north."

She rel axed again. "Wiere you stayed out of trouble, | hope."

"Hardly. | seemto have this talent."

"Mmm |'ve noticed."

"I was nothing but an enbarrassnment to nmy famly. | can laugh about it now, but | really made
a ness of things. | drank and ganbl ed and wenched, and had the bad grace to stay in the top ten

percent of my class. My father bought ne out of one fix after another. Finally I got the roya
invitation to get the hell off the continent. Live in Asia, drawi ng generous funds fromthe Bank
of Hong Kong, or live penniless in the Anericas. Being sensible, | opted for the nysterious East."

"Arenttance man."

"Exactly. Want to know sonet hi ng?"

"What ?"

"I"'mhalf sure that nmy father bribed someone to get me my berth on Geographic. | don't think
Chi na was far enough away."

"Not a chance. You earned every nile. Your father nmust have been an interesting nman."

"Aristocrat to the hilt. Used to retell Gandfather's war stories with relish. It was 'when
the peons revolted' this, and '"in the fall of 1998 that, and firing squads and torched vill ages,
and I ndi ans dragged out of the jungle by their necks. He had hol os of stacks of heads . . ."

He fell silent, and she didn't disturb his trance. At last he enmerged. "To himit was all 'us
and 'them' W had the land, they wanted it. As sinple as that. | told himl hated that life, that
I'"d never be a part of it. And here | am Watching the herds." Carlos chuckled darkly. "And
fighting the natives, for that nmatter. Enough of that. How about sone nore of this?"

Sylvia | ooked to the clock on the wall. It was three in the morning. "No. | think that | had
better go."

"When will . . . oh, nuts. Chula mia, it sounds ridiculous, | nean, it's hard to have someone
here that | care about, and not know when I'Il be able to be with her again."

"I don't know yet. |I'mjust glad we had tonight."

"As am|. Take care, chiquita."

She ki ssed himagain and then rolled carefully out of the hanmock. She took a thorough shower,
then slipped her clothes back on and left. Carlos was already asleep

The fog had cleared some. Morning was still hours away, but she felt lighter, and warnmer. Most
i mportantly, she knew that she could face Terry with a clear conscience. What had happened between
her and Carlos had nothing to do with her marriage, or her |ove for Terry.

But even if it had .

Chapter 25
LI FE CYCLE

And now t he mat chl ess deed's achi eved,
Det er m ned, dared, and done!
CHRI STOPHER SMART, "Song to Davi d"

Mary Ann pushed Cadmann away. "I can do it nyself. |'m having a baby, not an operation."
Clumsily, she pulled her legs up onto the delivery table.

Cadmann hovered nervously. "Are you sure you're all right?"

"Fine, darling. You look a little sick, though.”

"I just hate leaving the inportant things to soneone el se.”

"Trust ne." She inhaled harshly, then released the breath as a contracti on wacked her body.
"Not rmuch--uhhh--1onger now. "

Jerry patted her stomach confortingly. "Just a few minutes, little soldier. W're al nost ready
for you."

"It's all right." She fought to stabilize her breathing, felt her pelvis stretch painfully,
then rel ease. She gasped for breath. "Ten |ight-years from hone and--" she | abored for another
breath--"we still don't have a better way to do this."

"Well, there's a Caesarean--"

"Invented in B.C. tines for God' s sa--ugh!" The pain stabbed again, increasing in intensity
and frequency. She gripped Cadmann's hand hard as Jerry seated her on the delivery table. She
settled down into the saddle at the edge that would allow her to sit up and push, with gravity
assi sting her pelvic nuscles.
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"Now breat he. "
Al'l of Mary Ann's world contracted to a pinpoint centered on the ripple of pain that started
deep inside her, then bl ossomed as her hips stretched to make roomfor the newlife. The feeling

intensified until it was neither agony or pleasure but nerely sensation--
DimMy she heard Jerry say, "Cadmann, get the hell out of here.”
"But--"

"But what? Get lost. Colonel, This is probably the only place on Aval on that you aren't
needed. "

"Mary Ann--"

"Go, stupid,"” she nanaged to say before another wave of pain hit her. Then another, and a
third that broke like a recedi ng wave, |eaving her exhausted upon the shore.

"Breathe!" Marnie urged, and wi ped Mary Ann's forehead. The pain was deep and vast, but not
like a pain that would nmean she was hurt. Her body was built for this. There was a burning,
stretching sensation that receded and then strengthened, and she wanted to scream -

"