The Golden Enemy
By Alexander Key

Something About a Star

The youngest herder paused a moment in the early dark, listening, not sure of the sound that had
come to him. It had been so very faint, so far away. Was it the hunting horn again?

Suddenly he turned and raced up the grassy slope to where the oldest herder stood
waiting.

"Did-did you hear it?" he panted. "Was it the horn?"

"Sounded like it," replied the oldest herder. "But | heard only one blast—and it was
farther to the west thistime. That means they're still following the beast.”

"Won't they ever catch up with it?"

"They're in rough country now, and they can't do much at night. It could escape.”

The youngest herder said bitterly, "l wish I'd gone with them! If that thing gets away-"

"You're not a hunter, son. Your placeis here."

"But it killed my dog!"

"That wasn't all it killed."

The youngest herder stood clenching his brown hands as he thought of the terror of the
night before. It had crept down in the safety of the mist, unseen, and slashed viciously through the
flock asif its one purpose was to kill. Their weapons had been useless. Of the dogs, only Pilot had
had the courage to attack—and poor old Pilot hadn't lasted a minute. After-ward, as soon as the
mist lifted, he'd gone for the hunt-ers. Now here it was night again, and the men were still after
the thing.

"Why," he asked, "would any animal act so—so mad? Asif it just wanted to destroy."

"There are reasons, son, but you're not ready to hear them yet. You're too full of hate."

"Why shouldn't | hateit? | wish | could kill it."

"Killing it wouldn't bring your dog back."

"Maybe not, but 1'd feel better."

"Would you now?"

The youngest herder swallowed. As he thought of Pilot, whom he would never see again,
tearsrolled down his cheeks. Suddenly the aching hurt of it was almost more than he could bear.
Pilot had been his only real friend. How could he ever manage without him?

After along while he dug his knuckles into his eyes and looked up. There was no mist
tonight, and the stars were as bright as he had ever seen them. Directly ahead, rising over the
hills, was a star he had never noticed before. It didn't have the cold diamond glitter of the others.
It was a warm star, a friendly one, with something about it that seemed to ease the ache within
him.

He pointed to it and asked its name.

The oldest herder shook his head, and said quietly, "Why don't you give it a name and call
it your own? It looks like a good star, the kind one needs on a lonely night."

"Would there be—people out there? People like us?"

"Why not? We came from the stars, long ago—from a planet like this one. If that star has
such a planet, surely man will be living there."

"And would there be beasts there too? Beasts that hate us?"

"Maybe. Unless man has destroyed them all—or made his peace with them."

"Made peace with them!" the youngest herder ex-claimed. "But that's impossible! How can
you make peace with something as murderous as the thing that came last night?"

"You can't—unless you can understand how it feels, and why."

The oldest herder started back to camp, then stopped a moment and added over his



shoulder, "Look at your star while I’m gone, and do a little wondering. I’ ve found a lot of answers
that way."

The youngest herder watched him move down the slope. Finally, he raised his eyes to the
star that now hung like a glowing jewel above the opposite hill.

Would there really be people out there? People like himself? And would there be animals,
too? Dogs—and beasts that killed?

1
FOOTPRINT

On the green planet that circled the youngest herder's star, the forest stretched like agreat park over
much of theland. Ancient trailsled through it, but these days no one except Boy Jaim ever bothered to
travel far upon them. Why walk, people said, when it is so easy to fly aboveit all? But to Boy Jaim—he
was looked upon as something of a savage—the forest was a place of endless mystery, and he managed
to spend moretimein it than at home.

Because he spoke the language of the wild, and knew every creature for milesaround, it came as
agreat shock, one morning, suddenly to discover that the forest had turned unfriendly.

When it happened, he was returning from the edge of a desert area cdled the Barrens, where he had
been exploring. Behind him, floating at the end of ashort line, was an air ded |oaded with camping gear.
A smdl white dog, one of the few dogs eft on the planet, trotted watchfully ahead, on the alert for
prankish squirrelswho liked to tease them by throwing nuts. Boy Jaim, this morning, was paying no
attention to his surroundings. His mind was till on the Barrens and some of the odd things he had found;
he did not red-ize anything was wrong until the dog stopped and gave alow growl of warning.

The youth hated in surprise. He had long out-grown the first part of his name, which had been
added when hewas amdl to distinguish him from hisfather. But though Big Jaim was dead now, thetall
sonwas ill Boy Jaim to everyone, and no one thought of changingit.

"What's the matter, Doubtful 7' he asked.

The dog stood with head raised, his sharp nose quivering. "Don't know," he replied, speaking
with amuttered flow of soundsthat few but Boy Jaim him-sdlf could have understood, "Too quiet. The
birds have stopped singing.”

"What of it? Thebirdscan't sng dl thetime."

"But something'swrong," Doubtful inssted. "Gives me aqueer feding.”

Frowning, though gtill unworried, Boy Jairn stood listening while he studied the surrounding
woods. Thetrail they were following had once been ahigh-way, but that was millenniums ago in the day
of the whedl. Now great trees covered the ages-old gash through the land, and there remained only a
winding path kept open by the hooves of deer. On either side the woods stretched open and park-like
into the dis-tance, with an occasiona grassy glade where the sunlight danted down and the forest
dwellers cameto feed and play.

Turning, hefdt sunlight on his bare shoulders, and he redlized they'd reached the edge of such a
glade. It was one he remembered well. Days ago, when they'd passed through here, the place had been
divewith happy creatures. Thismorning it was strangely empty.

Then his heart gave a sudden twist as he glimpsed, in the distance, the fleeing forms of severa
deer. The last one halted a moment and looked back, amost re-gretfully it seemed. It was awhite doe.

The white doe was an old friend.

"Wait!" he cdled, holding out his hands. "What's the matter? Wait!

The do€'s only response was to whirl about and vanish with the others.

Incredulous, Boy Jaim stood blinking at the Slent forest. Never, never in dl hislife, had anything
run from him except in play. Why should the deer flee now—especialy the white doe? What had



happened to the other creatures? Always thereld been squirrels about, full of devilment, and small
inquiditive black bearswho liked to meet him on thetrall, to gossip abit and beg for ahoneycake. But
not one had appeared this morning.

"l cant understand it,”" he muttered to Doubtful. "What's got into everything?'

The dog rolled his big amber eyes, looking uneasily from one sideto the other. "It's something in
theair. Can't you feet it?"

Suddenly Boy Jaim shivered. It wasamogt asif anicy wind had blown through the forest,
destroying al that was warm and good. Only, there wasn't even a breeze this morning, and the day was
so balmy he hadn't bothered to put on his jacket. Y et the coldness was here, and in it lay a blackness that
was dmost—wasit evil?

He closed his eyes and sent his thoughts reaching out, searching. Now he stood motionless for
long seconds, athin, brown, and intense young figure, man-tall despite hisyouth, with black hair bushing
from under the brightness of hiscap. All hisclothing, from his green-tasseled cap to his short sturdy
brown boots, was from materia designed and woven by hiscousin, L'Mara, on thelooms at home.

His exploring thoughts told him only that the source of what he felt was nowhere near. He began
to wonder if evil wasthe right name for it. From the few books he'd read of the dim past, when man had
over-run the planet, there had been evil aplenty. But al that waslong ago. Incredibly long ago. Man had
changed alot since those times. Now his numbers were few, and neither man nor beast had harmed each
other for ages.

What could have happened here today?

"Comeon," hesaid abruptly. "Let's go see Grum-ble. Shell tdl uswhat'swrong.”

Doubtful gave asmall grunt of disagreement, but said nothing till they neared the great hollow tree
that Grumble and her cub used for aden. Then he hed back, muttering, " Careful. She may be feding

"Aw, she'sjust fussy because she hasacub. She's il the friendliest bear around here.”

"You'll see. Don't forget the honeycakes."

"Oh"

Hereached into the air ded and got out the re-maining cakes he'd saved especidly for Grumble's
cub. Hed given it some last week, and promised it more when he returned.

Hedid not immediately see Grumble after he called out agreeting, but the cub appeared farther
down thetrail and stood looking at him uncertainly. Initsbright, beady little eyes was a curious new
mix-ture of wonder and fear.

Boy Jaim was startled and not allittle upset by the cub's strange manner. It had never stayed
away from him before. He stooped and held out a honeycake. The cub eyed it wistfully, but refused to
come closer.

"What'swrong, Fuzzy?' he pleaded. "Y ou're not redly afraid of me, are you? Surely you know
I'd never hurt you!"

"Y ou might,” the cub replied tremuloudly, its churning thoughts saying more than it could express
in sound.

"But why?"' he exclaimed, astounded. "Y ou don't believe that, do you?"'

"Yes. Youreaman-thing."

"But man-things are your friends!"

"No. Man-things are bad.”

"Who told you that?' he demanded.

"Oh, itwashbig, big! And shining! Didn't you see it when-"

They were interrupted by Grumble, who charged suddenly from the trees beyond the den. She
dapped the cub and sent it squealing away, and then knocked the offered cakes from Boy Jaim's band.
Her warning snarl told him he was no longer welcome there,

He retreated from her, shocked and trembling, and fled down thetrail.

It was long minutes before he calmed enough to think carefully over what had happened and
attempt to understand it. But it was all so new in hisexpe-rience, and so incredible, that none of it made



sense.

Heredized now that it wasn't just the deer and Grumble and her cub who had turned from him.
It was everything in this part or the forest. He was aware of hidden creatures watching him, suspicious
and dis-trustful. They no longer wanted anything to do with him—and it was al because hewasa
man-thing.

"Why?" he cried to Doubtful. "What have they got againgt man?"

"I wouldn't know," the dog mumbled worriedly. "My kind has aways thought very highly of your
kind. But something has been through here...”

"Something big and bright-colored that frightened al the creatures and changed how they think.
What can it be?'

"Can't figurethat one."

"But didn't you smell something strange back there?!

"Thought | did once. It wasway off, and faint."

"What wasit like?'

"Too faint to tdl. Just awhiff of wild."

"Wild? Everything around hereiswild."

"Not likethat," Doubtful said uneasily. "What | whiffed was wild wild, like nothing I'd ever want
to meet. So maybe | didn't redly whiff anything. | hope not.”

"Y ou whiffed something,” Boy Jam said. " Something very big and very bad—because that's the kind of
something that came through here. But what wasit?"

"Why ask me? There's no such creature. Except when | dream. I've dways dreamed and whiffed
thingsthat don't exist. Maybe we've both been dreaming.”

"It would make better sense. Only, Grumble wasn't dreaming. Nor was her cub.” Boy Jaim
hated and shook his head.

They had reached the edge of a deep stream that ran swift and clear between high rocky banks
lined with immensetrees. Thetrail forked here, with each fork going to distant spotsthat could be safely
forded. In ancient times a bridge had spanned the foaming rush of water directly ahead, but the only sign
of it now was a stained patch of rock where steel beams might once have been anchored.

He had planned to camp near here and catch fish for their lunch—a practice rather looked down
upon now that man had outgrown his early urge for meat—but he had lost al desire for food. For thefirst
time he was beginning to fed fear. The only large crestures on the planet—except the whalesin the
sea—were the bears, the deer, and the goats. Grumble herself was the big-gest thing around, and even
shewasn't very hig.

Could the forest have been vidited by a phantom? He was dmost willing to believe it, because
poor Doubtful, who had terrible racid memories, was d-ways dreaming about such things. Doubtful
would often mutter and moan in his deep, and wake up trem-bling to say that some horror had been after
him. Something flesh-egting out of the past.

With agtart, Boy Jaim redlized that Doubtful was trembling now, and that the hair on the back of
his neck was standing up straight.

"Hey, what's the matter?" he whispered.

"I whiff it again!” the dog told him. "And it'sred-ly wild wild. | mean bad.”

"Isthething close?!

"Don't think so—but it's been past here. Last night, maybe, or early thismorning.”

Doubtful moved hesitantly forward, then began working hisway down around the rocksto a strip of
sand a the water's edge. Abruptly he stiffened, and alow growl came from histhroat.

With the air ded bobbing behind him on itsline, Boy Jaim hastened down beside the dog. Now he could
make out what the projecting rocks had hidden, His eyes widened. He gasped.

In the narrow strip of sand, clearly defined, was oneimpossibly large footprint pointing toward theriver.
A portion of asecond print was dill visible a the water's edge. By their shape abear might have made
them—but surely so monstrous a bear had never existed. Y et before him was the evidence of the prints.
They wereredl.



"Great thunder above!" he whispered, awed.

Helooked carefully around for prints leading out of the water. Seeing none: he redized the
cresture must have crossed the river here. He shook his head in amazement. Only abeast of incredible
size and strength would have dared this dangerous stretch.

Where wasthe thing going?

He shivered as he studied the silent forest across theriver. 1t had never looked forbidding before.
Now it was a place of darkness and fear. But home lay in that direction. On foot, home was more than a
day'sjourney ahead, though it could be reached in an hour or so by using the air ded.

Suddenly he drew the ded to him and motioned to Doubtful. "Get aboard. The hike's over.”

"Weflying home?'

He nodded and snapped a safety line around Doubtful's small white body. "But not until we've
located that—that beast, Weve got to find it first, and learn al we can about it."

Doubtful rolled hisamber eyes unhappily. "l was afraid of that. Don't | meet phantoms enoughin

my degp?’

Asthey rose and flew dowly acrosstheriver, he was suddenly thankful that hisuncle, Andru,
and the others had indgsted that he take an air ded on thetrip.

The day he mentioned going to the Barrens again, Andru had looked at him curioudy amoment,
then turned away with alittle shake of hislong gray head. It was the sort of reaction that everyone had
when he spoke of going to the place. A visit to the Barrens was part of one's education, but one aways
went with agroup, with someone like Emmon the Elder long to explain what was known of it. For most
people one vist was enough. Asfor returning toit, one...

"l supposeit'sinyour blood," Andru told him. "Wanting to do the things you do. Just like Big
Jaim. Wdll, thistime I'd suggest you take one of the larger deds-*

"But | planned to go on foot, Sr."

"On foot! Good heavens, why make it so hard for yourself?"

"W, you missthingsby flying over them,” he explained. "1 want to follow one of the old trails
al theway and seewhat | can locate."

"But that will take weeks. How can you carry your camping equipment and enough extrafood-"

"l wouldn't bother with carrying food, except some cakes for the bears. I'd rather live off the
land."

"Oh," said Andru, who would have starved in the woods, even though he was one of the leading
thinkersin the Five Communities. "Tel me, what in the world do you eat? Roots and things?”

Boy Jam glanced across the room at hissmal cousin, L'Mara, who was busy at one of the
looms. Suddenly uncomfortable, be said, "Well, you can find lots of wild food thistime of the year. The
plums and berries are getting ripe, and what with the mushrooms and asparagus—"

"Fish eater!" said L'Mara, so distinctly that for amoment it seemed she'd spoken aoud. His
ears burned. Then he redlized she was merely teasing him with athought, for her lips hadn't moved. With
her big bright eyes, her coloring and quick movements, she reminded him of amischievouslittle squirrd,
or maybe a chipmunk.

"You've eaten it too-and liked it!" heflung back at her slently, and marveled a the fact that
they were the only onesin the family who could communicate like this. Usudly, if aperson had the
ability—and it was not uncommon in the Five Communities—every-one closdly related to him would aso
have it to some degree. But Andru didn't have even atouch of it, nor did Tira, hiswife. His own parents
hadn't had it—alack that probably had cost them their lives, for when they failed to return from atrip
years ago, no one knew what had happened or where to search for them.

L'Mara, intent on her weaving, said, "l ateit only to please you, and | think it's horrid. It
made me feel almost like a cannibal ."

He knew she was Hill teasing by theimpish ook on her face, but before he could think of a
retort, her mother, Tira, came in with abasket of new yarn for the other loom. She was a striking
woman, with long, shining hair that was lmost the color of gold. No one sein the Five Communities



had hair that color. L'Maras hair was bronze.

"Boy Jam," Tirasad. "What's this about waking to the Barrens?'

When he explained, she said, "Now you're just be-ing silly. If you want to walk part of the way
to that awful place, then walk—but at least tow asmal ded to carry things. After dl, aslong asaded
floats, it'sweightless, no matter what you pile on it. Suppose you found something there you wanted to
bring home?'

Andru snorted, "He won't find anything worth keeping. The inhabitants of that place were
demented. Absolutely demented.”

L'Marasad dlently, “ I think Fatherswrong, at least partly, and that you could really find
something wonderful if you look in the right spot. Please, bring me a present.”

Her request decided him. He compromised finally on one of the smalest deds; it had just enough
power initsantigravity unit to lift Doubtful and himself and carry dl their equipment. The next morning,
before heleft, L'Mara gave him big new cap. Though shewas till achild, she wasthe best designer and
weaver in their community, and the cap she had made was amarvel of patterning. Around itswide green
band was an intricate design of legping fish. She managed to present it to him without aflicker of asmile.

With the safety belt fastened around hiswaist, Boy Jaim lay flat on the air ded and peered over
the bow at the forest below. The river waswell behind them now and they were moving dowly
southward, just above the treetops. The ded, he knew, was overloaded with the things he had found, and
it was a heavy drain on the solar batteries to keep so much weight aoft. If the sunlight lasted, the
batteries should recharge. It was disturbing, though, to see the mounting clouds drifting toward them from
the east. The ded wastoo smal to be caught in stormy westher.

"Do you whiff anything yet?" he asked Doubtful.

"It's hard to whiff anything up here. But this seemsto be theright direction.”

"Maybe wed better get down near the ground, just to make sure.”

"Please," the dog begged. "It wouldn't be safe.”

"It would be safe enough for you. That beast hasn't hurt anything.”

"It hasn't hurt anything wild—but I'm not wild. My kind haslived with your kind too long. If it
hates man, it would hate me."

In spite of the day'swarmth Boy Jaim shivered. He had never felt like this before, Why would the
thing hate man?

"If | could just get alook at it...” he muttered.

"Do we have to?' Doubtful asked unhappily. "We dready know what it lookslike."

"All we know isthat it left afootprint like abear, only the print wasfar too big. If it'sabear, it
would stand as high asthree men. And it isn't black like abear, because the cub said it was shining.”

"lan't that enough?' grumbled the dog. "It whiffslike abear, o that'swhat it is—ashining
mongter of abear, which makesit aphantom. | think we ought to forget the thing and go home."

"But we can't do that. I've got to find it, and—and try to talk to it."

"Talk toit? Oh, no!"

"But I've got to. Don't you understand? Everything in the forest has been friendly until now. Why,
it's been ages since humans and other creatures-"

Hewasinterrupted by asudden questioning thought from L'Mara, calling from home. "Boy
Jaim, where are you? |s anything wrong?'

For safety's sake he dways kept in touch with her when he was away, but at the moment all
thought of her had been driven from hismind. "I'mall right,” hetold her. "We're flying south of the
river now, so we'll be back soon—if it doesn't turn too stormy."

"But | know something's wrong. What isit?"

“It's nothing for you to worry about. I'll explain later.”

"Did you forget to bring me a present?"

Thiswasthefirst time she had mentioned it snce he had left. "I found something for you.' he
replied.



"Oh, what isit? Please tell me!"

“1 don't know," headmitted. " But maybe Emmon can tell us. Meet me there this
afternoon.”

He glanced up at the approaching cloud bank, which was uncomfortably close. Then he forgot it
when he saw the nearness of the trees.

The overloaded air ded had been using more and more power to stay aoft. Now, as hetried to
send it higher, there was no response. Suddenly he redlized the solar batteries were not recharging fast
enough to make up for the extra drain upon them.

Doubtful gave ayip of fright asthe ded brushed the top of atree and tilted downward. " Oof!

What'swrong?'

"Power'sfailing—weve got to land." He looked frantically around for an open spot, but saw none.

They brushed through more leaves, scraped over asuccession of limbs, and began drifting dowly
into the shadows. They touched bow-first and settled lightly upon the deep leaf-mold that carpeted this
part of the forest floor.

Even before they touched, Boy Jaim had ripped off his safety belt and turned to rel ease Doubtful.
The dog was trembling and the hair on his neck was stand-ing up.

“Do you whiff it, Doubtful ?*

"Y es—strong! What are we going to do?"

The youngest herder sat up with a start, not sure whether he had been dozing and dreaming, or
simply imagining things. For a moment it seemed that his star really had a planet, and that he had
been given a close look at it. Had he glimpsed people there like himself, and familiar creatures?...

He decided he had only imagined it, but it didn't matter. He could pretend it wasreal. It
helped to be-lieve there might be another like himself out there... someone with the same thoughts
and feelings, perhaps with troubles like hisown...

If it were man's old planet, there might be dangerous creatures on it, things that hated
man.

Only, hatred had to have a reason...

2

Enemy

Thefirst thing to do, Boy Jam knew instantly, wasto get away from this part of the forest, fast. Theded
had hardly touched down when he snatched up the towline and leaped from it. Fear, a shattering sort of
fear like nothing held ever felt before, sent him racing away over the tangle of creepers and fallen leaves,
with the white dog scrambling beside him. The air ded, afloat again after being released of their weight,
bounced erratically dong behind him, scraping againgt trees and windfdls. It caught findly onalow
hanging limb and jerked him to astop.

Trembling, he managed to freeit, then crouched beside it while he fought down the panic that had
saized him. Thesmall dog pressed close for comfort. This, Boy Jam thought, was like living through one
of poor Doubtful's nightmares.

"Canyou gill whiff thething?' hewhispered findly.

"Yes" sad Doubtful, pointing with hisnose. "lt—it’ s off in yonder."

Hisarm tightened around Doubtful while he stud-ied the surrounding shadows. Somewhere,
aurely, there must be asunny glade where the ded's batteries could recharge. The entire deck and sSides
were made up of solar cdlls, most of which had been covered far too long by his equipment. But an hour



inthe sunlight, with everything removed, should bring the power up again. That is, if there was any
sunlight to befound.

They werein one of the most tangled areas he had ever seen. Only little speckles of light dappled
the gloom, though far off on hisright he made out afaint pencil of brightness that might be the sun beating
into aglade. But even as he saw it, the brightness vanished and the speckles of light around them faded.

The clouds had come. It chilled him to redlize that the sun might not shine again today.

A sudden crashing somewhere in the direction Doubtful had pointed sent anew stab of fright through
him. The hackles on Doubtful's neck rose again. Earlier, when the ded had been working, Boy J am
hadn't minded the prospect of meeting the crea-ture. Now, in their helplessness, the very thought that it
might discover them wasterrifying.

"Let'sget going,” hewhispered. "Quiet...”

Stedthily they began creeping away. Where they had once run blindly in panic, they now inched
for-ward, careful of every movement. From high over-head came afaint rushing of wind. Theforest
darkened and the rushing increased, masking the progress of their footsteps. But the wind and the
deepening gloom only added to Boy Jaim's dread. His eyes roved con-tinualy, watching the shadows for
aphantom shape that might overwhelm them at any moment.

It waslong later when he felt a spattering of cold rain on his shoulders and found they'd reached the first
open glade. Hurriedly he drew on hisjacket, then glanced upward at the patch of dark gray sky high
above. Both wind and rain had eased momentarily, but the heavens seemed ready to explode any
second. Thunder rumbled in the distance.

Doubtful, he saw, was standing with hackles raised and teeth bared in defiance—futile defiance
of something unseen and unheard, whose exact location could only be guessed. Y et itsterrible presence
could befdt.

All a once Boy Jaim wondered whether the ded would carry Doubtful and himsdlf if he removed
ev-erything on deck. The heaviest part of the load was the bag containing the things held found at the
Barrens. This part of the forest was strange to him though, and if he left the bag here, how could he ever
find it again? The objects were pricdess. To lose them was unthink-able.

Then he remembered the smoke signals Andru had insisted he dways carry. HEd never had to use any,
but one signa would give asteady stream of smoke for afull day—unlessit rained.

He was wondering how he could keep one smoking through astorm when L'Maracaled him
agan.

"Boy Jaim Where are you now?"

"Down in the woods. Where are you?"

"Hunting you in the big sled-and don't tell me nothing's wrong, 'cause | know better. How
can | find you?"

"Keep away fromme!” heordered indarm. "It's not safe here!"

"If you don't tell me whereyou are, I'll keep fly-ing around till | find you—and I'm not
going hometill | do. So there!™

A sudden violent flash of lightning made him stop arguing with her and begin searching franticaly
for the box of smoke signas. Hefound it, tore it open, and hurriedly touched alighter to one of the
gticks. L'Marahad no business flying around in stormy westher, but she was as stubborn as abilly goat
and he knew she meant exactly what sheld told him.

Asthe smoke boiled upward from the glade, he called to her again, then prayed that therain
would hold off until shearrived. Therain camefirst, and in such ablinding deluge that the sgna was
immedi-ately extinguished. But L'Maramust have noted itslocation carefully, for soon the large covered
ded ap-peared overhead and descended cautioudly.

Hewasready for her, waiting with the precious bag in his hand. The moment the big ded was
close enough he heaved the bag over the stern, tossed Doubtful after it, and scrambled aboard with the
tow-line of thesmall ded.

"Get away from herel" he cried, looping theline over acleat. "Hurry!"

Asthey shot upward he crouched in the stern and stared down into the dimness of the glade.



There was an ingtant when something huge seemed to take form at the spot where he had been, but it
may have been only anillusion caused by therain. Or hisimagination.

The next moment they were over the forest and swinging in along curve southward to avoid the
gorm.

He shook the rain from his clothes and crept into the cabin.

L'Maraflashed him awide-eyed look like a fright-ened squirrel, and her small mouth trembled
with arush of unspoken questions. He shook his head and wiped moisture from his face with ahand that
was far from steady.

"Y ou ought to have better sense than to be out in thiskind of weether," he growled a her, merely
to be saying something doud. "If Andru knew about it-"

"He's not home," she snapped. "And anyhow I'm old enough to know what I'm doing. So there!™

"Well, thanksfor picking us up. If you hadn't come when you did.... My ded was down, and
thet thing-"

"What was it down there?" she burst out suddenly. "A—asort of bear?’

There was no use trying to hide anything from her. Their minds were so closdy adjusted that
fearsaswél as thoughts could be communicated, often without their even trying.

"I don't know," he muttered, shaking his head. "It had afootprint like a bear, but the print was
huge. Doubtful said it had the scent of abear, only-"

"It was a phantom,” Doubtful mumbled. "I've seen thingslikeitin my deep.”

"Father won't believe this" she said presently, af-ter she had heard what had happened. "Why
should all the creaturesturn against us? It—it'sjust plain crazy!"

"l want to talk it over with Emmon,” hetold her. "Let's head Straight there’

Remembering her present, he opened the heavy sack and took out something carefully wrapped
inhisrain jacket. It was the only ceramic object he had found, and he had wrapped it for protection from
the other treasures, al of which were of metal. How it had survived the terrible forces of the remote past
was amiracle, for nothing like it had ever been discovered. It represented asmall, tan, fluffy-haired
creature with erect ears and great wondering green eyes.

L'Marasqueded with quick delight. "Oh! Isn't it beautiful! What is it?'

Boy Jam shrugged. "Doubtful says he's chased something likeit in hisdreams. Emmon ought to be able
to tell usabout it. He has dl the records on ex-tinct crestures.”

The sky remained overcast, but presently they were out of the storm area and flying over the hills
and meadows west of the Five Communities. Usudly the meadows were dotted with mixed herds of
deer and fleecy-haired goats, but today the deer had vanished. The few goatsin sight were huddled in the
orchards near the scattered dwellings.

Boy Jaim peered down, wondering at the goats, then forgot then momentarily as the sun broke through
the clouds and glinted on ahill far ahead. The entire hill wasterraced for orchards and gar-dens.
Through the trees at the top shone the red-tiled roof of an ancient house where the community's teacher,
Emmon the Elder, had been gathering his scraps of wisdom and passing them on again, for longer than
anyone could remember.

Most of the neat, whitewashed homesin the Five Communities were strung through the valleys
on winding, crisscrossing paths that followed the ssone wals. The walls were everywhere. Built to keep
out grazing animals, they surrounded the smdll fields and the lush gardensin which the houses nestled, and
wound al the way to the top of old Emmon'shill.

The Elder's stepped gardens, tended mainly by his pupils, usudly gave forth a pleasant mediey of bee
drone, birdsong, and splash of water from the many springs. Today no birds were singing, and there was
adiscordant new sound Boy Jaim had not heard there before. 1t came from the closed gate near the
bottom of the hill—the worried baa-baa-a-ing of goats de-manding attention.

After landing on the upper terrace he stood a mo-ment trying to ignore the goats, pretending he
could hear only the bees, the music of the water, and the other little familiar soundsthat were part of his
happy, peaceful world. Heloved it al, and wanted life to go on just asit was. Why couldn't it?



Then his brown face tightened, and he got his bag and followed L'Mara past the row of moored
ar dedsto the entrance.

Just insde the doorway he paused uncertainly and set the bag down. He had not expected, this
early in the afternoon, to find the place full of Emmon's pu-pils. They aways made him fed
uncomfortable. All of them, small L'Maraincluded, could assemble aded unit—a puzzle thet till gave
him difficulties—or re-pair the tricky solar machinesthat relieved everyone from drudgery.

It never occurred to him that he had talents the oth-ers did not possess. He stood biting hislip,
listening to Emmon'’s sharp voice in the big room beyond.

The Elder was ashriveled little gnomelike man, egg bald, white-bearded, and frail asafeather.
Even 50, he seemed to have boundless energy. "It has happened before," he was saying, warming to one
of hisfavorite subjects. "And it will happen again Almost without warning—unlesswe learn to read the
sgns. Many things could causeit: adight wobbling of the planet, ashifting of its core, or even acloud of
cosmic dust. Hal Suppose our sun ran into such a cloud—what would become of us?' He jabbed a
finger at alistener. "You tdl us, Betta"

"We—wed freeze," said the girl.

"Quickly?'

"WEell, it depends. On the size of the cloud, | mean, and how denseit was. If it wasathin cloud, |
supposeit would just dowly get colder, and we'd have another ice age. But that wouldn't be half as bad
aswhat would happen if, well, if the earth's core shifted.”

"Explan yoursdf."

"Well, that would bejust awful. | mean, it would start earthquakes and vol canoes, and the earth's
crust would buckle and the oceans would pour over the land. And at the same time thered beterrible
windsthat would turn the air over and chill it in space, and the temperature would drop hundreds of
degreesin dmost no time-"

"Hey, we'd freeze in seconds!” one of the boys ex-claimed. "Has that ever redly happened—just
likethat, | mean?'

"Of courseit's happened!” old Emmon said sharply. "That's what I'm trying to impress upon you,
Hiras. It must have happened severd timesin the past, changing the planet greetly. Naturaly there was
terrible destruction of life."

"Isthat whet killed off the ancients at the Barrens?' Hiras asked.

L'Marasaid, "I read that ameteor killed them off, but | don't believeit. | dways had afeding
they were just plain murderous, though Father thinks they were demented. Could so many people be
demented?’

"Hal" said the Elder. “Possibly. It'sall apoint of view. In one sense they dmost had to be
demented to livein those ghastly beehives of cities, roaring around on whedls, and to be forever so
incredibly busy—though heaven knows what they were so busy about. No one has ever learned.” He
shook his head. "How-ever, many things happened at the Barrens. But what with continents changing and
snking, and the polar ice melting and flooding things, we've few records left to help us, We may never
know the truth unless we learn to make better use of the Pool of Knowledge."

There was a sudden silence. Then young Hiras asked, "Isthere redlly aPool of Knowledge, sir?’

Old Emmon looked at him witheringly. “Where do you think inspiration comes from? Out of
man'stri-fling little brain? Hal" He pointed atrembling finger doft. "All that ever hasbeen, dl that ever
can be and will be, isforever out there waiting. We have only to learn to seeit.”

He paused and peered around him. Suddenly he blinked and looked hard a L'Mara. "My dear
girl, what isthat object in your hands?"

It was evident that L'Mara had amost forgotten what she held. "I—I don't know, Sir. I've been
hoping you knew."

The Elder came forward. The others crowded around.

"Why, | declare.” he exclaimed. "It must beacat!"

L'Maralooked at him blankly, and the elder added, "A cat, my dear, is an extinct household pet.
| have adescription of one somewherein the library. The creature was carnivorous, and some members



of itsfamily were exceedingly large and fierce." He shud-dered dightly. "I consider it fortunate that all
carniv-orous creatures are extinct. There are the bears, of course, and adog or two—but these days the
word thing they egt isfish.”

"Don't forget about man,” said L'Mara.

"Eh?Man?'

"Yes, 9r. Wasn't he once aflesh eater? And he till eats fish sometimes.”

"Please," the Elder begged, looking pained. "I find the subject revolting." Then, looking up, he
noticed for thefirst time that Boy Jaim was standing in the doorway. "Well! So you're back again from
your wan-dering. About time! Did you find thiscat L'Marahas?"

Boy Jam had been paying little attention to the conversation. His mind was on the goats. He
could hear them faintly, far down at the bottom of the hill, and suddenly he knew what had happened.
Emmon should be told about it—but not here, with so many others present.

Then he became aware that the Elder had spoken to him. "l—yes, gr," he managed to reply. "I
foundit a the Barrens. There are some other things, but they're al of metal. Bronze, | think."

"Y ou found this cat a the Barrens?" said old Emmon, incredulous. "It's hard to believe! What'sin
the sack?’

Boy Jaim lifted the heavy sack and carried it to the Elder's desk. The class crowded close as he
drew forth the largest and most unusua of the objects he had found. It was ahuman figurein curious
clothing sit-ting astride a strange animal that was not unlike a deer, except that it was much larger and had
no horns. Everyone gasped.

The Elder was dmost dancing with delight. "A horsel" he squeaked, hisvoice nearly deserting
him. "A horse with arider! Behold, my friends, man'sfirst means of transportation, before he invented
thingswith whedls." He shook his head sadly. "Ah, what a marvel ous creature the horse must have been!
Imagine giving it up for those clumsy and complicated con-traptions that needed roads to run on!™”

"Why did he?' asked L'Mara.

"Because he was quite mad, of course. All ancient man seemed to care about was getting from
one spot to another in ahurry. Don't ask me why, unlessit was—Ah, what's this?"

Boy Jaim had placed two smaller and less perfect pieces of sculpture on the desk. Emmon
scowled at thefirgt. "1 believe that was known asapig,” he muttered. "And this one—ah! One of thefirst
domesticated creatures, extinct these thousands of years with the horse. The cow! It was from the cow
that ancient man got hismilk."

"Man aso ate the cow, didn't he?' L'Maraasked. "Just as he did the pig?"

"Wewon't go into that,” said the Elder. "Sometimes | doubt that such barbarous creatures were
our true ancestors." He shrugged and his attention went to the handful of small metd discsthat Boy Jam
had scooped from the bottom of the bag.

There was a sudden puzzled silence in the room. Boy Jaim said, "'Is—isthiswhat used to be
known aswedth?'

"l believe," said Emujon, "that the right namefor it ismoney.”

"What wasit for?"

"A medium of exchange," said Emmon. "l understand it was considered agood thing once. There
were such vast numbers of people, you see, that life had become extremely complicated. Redlly, it passes
be-lief. Anyway, when one needed food or clothes, he was unable to produce them aswe do. He had to
use money to buy them.”

L'Marafrowned. "But suppose he didn't have any money?"

The Elder soread hishands. "I believe, to avoid go-ing hungry or naked, he would have to
borrow money—but for aprice. Asyou can see, the system wasn't perfect.”

"Stars, nol" L'Maraexclamed. "Why, any greedy person with half sense would soon have most
of the money, and dl the otherswould be jumping for him."

"It would seem s0.” Emmon admitted. " Perhaps that's why ancient man was awaysin such a
hurry. And it may explain why he had such concern for time. Why, everyonein hisday carried atime
instrument! Every blessed second was so valued-" He stopped and tilted his head. "What isthat noisel



keep hear-ing?Isit the bleating of goats?'

"Yes, ar," Boy Jam replied uneadly. "Theres abunch of them down at the gate.”

"For pity's sake, what do the slly crestures want?'

Boy Jam didn't consder goats exactly slly. But they certainly were curious and stubborn enough,
and they'd worked out things pretty well to suit themselves.”

"I'm afraid they've got aproblem, sir. They want to seeyou.”

"I'm tired of their nonsense. They can just wait." Boy Jaim knew Emmon could send and receive
thoughts, though not too well. As clearly as he could, hethrust forth silently: "Please, | think you'd
better see them now. Something terrible has happened.”

The Elder looked startled, then said to the others, "I want to discuss Boy Jaim'strip with him.
Why don't therest of you fix teaand pick something to eat from the garden? Take charge, Betta."

Boy Jaim followed him to the terrace, where Doubtful lay curled, pretending deep. The Elder
sad, "Now what isthisal about?'

"We—wed better talk to the goatsfirg, ar.”

Silently, with Doubtful following, they started down the winding path to the bottom of the hill.
Boy Jaim, who had not eaten for hours, plucked eegerly at the ripe peaches growing beside the path and
won-dered how they were going to handle the goats. The goats, in exchange for milk and hair, were
aways making dedsfor specid pasturesto grazein. Their dy ded's had long been a subject for much
laughter, but thereld be nothing to laugh about thistime.

The Elder said, "'l can't understand about those things you found. They must have been made by
an earlier people than the whed people. Such workman-ship! Were did you locate them?”

For the moment Boy Jaim had lost dll interest in his discoveries. But he described the deep
cave-in he had stumbled across, and the dark opening that led into what may once have been amuseum.
Hetold how he'd found the thingsin the sand inside, but he did not mention the sudden dread that had
come over him, and how held rushed out within minutes of hav-ing entered. Even Doubtful had been
frightened and had inssted that the place was full of phantoms. The Barrens, of course, gave everyone
the shivers, and it was no wonder that so little was actualy known about it.

They were at the bottom of the hill now. Before them in the high stone wall was an ornate
wooden gate. The path on the other side was jammed with goats. In their lead was a shaggy-haired billy
with huge horns and along gray beard that nearly touched the ground. He was known to everyone as
Old Man.

"Well, what isit, Old Man?' the Elder said irri-tably. "Do you want afield of four-leafed clover
thistime, or will lettuce do?'

"We want protection,” Old Man bleated.

"Eh?Did you say protection?' said Emmon, who could understand only with greet difficulty.
"Tdk to him, Boy Jam. Find out what thisisal about.”

Boy Jam asked, "What are you afraid of 7'

"The Golden One. Y ou've heard of him?"

"I-1've heard of him," Boy Jaim admitted, and felt aknot of coldnesstighten in his somach. "Why
do you call him the Golden One? Have you seen him?"

"We have not seen him," Old Man replied. "But others have, and we have been told. Heishuge,
and hishair isthe same pale shining color asthe hair of the woman whereyou live"

"Likethehair of Tira, my aunt?'

"Yes. Thereisnothing dselikeit. And heisgreatly to befeared, this Golden One. We demand
that you give us protection.”

"Y ou—you redlly believe that because he hates man you're in danger too?"

Theold billy stared back at him with cold unblinking eyes. "We have had too much businesswith
man, for too long. With the taint of man on us, we cannot escgpe him."

Emmon said queruloudy, " Does something hate man? What isthe trouble?!

Boy Jam took a deep breath, then told him.



The stars winked out with dawn, and again the young-est herder faced the reality of day.
Suddenly, thinking of hislost dog, his hands clenched in rage at the beast that had killed it. Where
wer e the hunters? Were they still after the thing?

He stood listening, hoping to hear the hunting horn, No sound came to him from over the
hills. Then he thought of what the oldest herder had said about the star he'd been watching, and
he shook his head. He'd done more imagining than wondering during the night, and no answers
had come to him.

But questions were tumbling through his mind... questions about man and beast...

3

TIME OF TROUBLE

Doubtful'sfrenzied barking awoke Boy Jaim some-time during the night. As he sat up, he became aware
of the frightened bleating of goatsal around the house. He sprang from bed and rushed to the window.
One quick look out over the moonlit valley was enough. Shock went through him. The goats had fled
their dis-tant pastures and now were crowding madly down the valley paths, breaking open the gates and
even, in places, scrambling over thewallsinto the imagined safety of the enclosures. They were dready
filling the garden, and they were probably down in thefidlds aswell, trampling out the beans and corn.

He pulled on histrousers and boots and dashed down the stairway, shouting as heran. Ashe
reached the kitchen behind Doubtful he heard Andru's voiceraised in darm, but he did not wait. The
damage that was being done to the gardens around the house was bad enough, but if too many goats got
into the lower fieldsit would be acadamity. Most of their food for the coming year would be destroyed.

Outside, he raced through the courtyard, lined with sheds, sorerooms, and greenhouses, and
jerked open the door in the rear wall. The path beyond was jammed with moving goats, and he saw with
dismay that they had aready broken through the second gate and were streaming into the lower fields.

For amoment he stood paralyzed with indecision. How do you stop agoat invasion? Nothing
like this had ever happened before. Asfar as he could see and hear there were bleating goats, with more
pressing in behind them. Emmon had been upset when he'd beard of the great bear—badly upset,
really—though he hadn't seemed to think the goats were in any immediate dan-ger. The Elder had told
Old Man to give him alittle time and a solution could be worked out.

Only, Emmon admitted later, there wasn't much anyone could do to protect the goats. "Unless," he
added, "Andru can think of something.”

Andru, last evening, had been inclined to laugh at the whole thing.

"Did you actudly seethisfabulous creature?' Andru asked.

"All | saw wasitsfootprint,” hetold hisuncle. "But that was enough. If you'd been in the woods
with me and seen how everything acted, or heard Old Man when he talked to Emmon and me...”

Boy Jaim would never forget the way Andru raised one eyebrow and dowly shook hislong gray
head. " Son, there's no such thing as abear that Size, in spite of what you think you saw. Y ou're letting
your imagination run away with you. Asfor the color-" Andru smiled, dl a once, and added, "Oh, there
could be amutation, | suppose. That would produce the color, and of course everything would be afraid
of it. Animals are so excit-able. And thoseridiculous goats...”

Evenif Andru had taken the matter serioudy, it wouldn't have prevented the incredible thing that
was happening now. The Golden One must have come all the way through the forest during the past few
hours, and the goats had turned panicky.

How can you turn aflood of panicky goats?



Suddenly Boy Jaim dashed into one of the sheds facing the courtyard, snatched up abundle of
broom straw, found ajar of ail in the adjoining shop, and in another moment was running toward the
goats, waving ablazing torch. Secondslater Andru was with him, wav-ing another torch.

The goats, by their very numbers, were dmost im-possible to handle. It took every able-bodied
person in the valey, working furioudy with stick and torch un-til long after daybreak, to clear thefields
and enclo-sures and erect temporary barricades until the breaks could be repaired. But by thistime the
valey was ashambles. Every growing thing in the fields had been trampled into the earth.

A hdf dozen of the nearest neighbors, including Tiras father and mother, had dumped downin
Andru's main room. Grim, streaked with grime, they were dmost too exhausted for speech. Boy Jaim
helped L'Marabring in teaand platters of bean cakes arid cheese. For awhile everyone ate silently.

Finaly Andru muttered, " That such athing could have happened. | wouldn't have believed it.”
Then he growled, "I never redlized there were so many goats to plague us. Their numbers astound me.
The Council ought to have most of them destroyed.”

There were severa shocked faces. Tirasaid sharply, "Andru! Y ou don't mean that!"

"Goats! Theway | fed about them now-"

"Civilized man doesn't take life," Tirareminded him.. "Without them, what would we do for milk
and cheese, and hair for weaving?'

"Pshaw,” said Andru. "We can easily make dl three from vegetable products. Anyway, you
know it's only the fleecy-haired goats that give us milk and hair. Why put up with the rest of the stupid
things?' He glared at the others. "Don't look so shocked. | speak as aman of science. We wouldn't
tolerate inferior strains of beans and tubersin our plantings. Then why tolerate inferior creaturesthat lose
their wits and turn de-structive?"

"Andru," said Tirdsfather, avery tal man called Zimab, who did beautiful carvingsin wood.
"Our community has suffered great loss, and we're dl badly upset about it. But why blame the poor
goats? It wasthat bear that drove them here.”

"Then the bear should be destroyed,” Andru told him. "Only, | find thisquiteincredible. | just
can't believe that any anima would actualy do such athing on purpose.”

"] think thisonedid,” said Zimah. "But without proof well have ahard time making the Council
seeit that way."

Andru'sface hardened. "Wéll, I'm on the Council, and if that thing really isto blame...”

"Elder Emmon will know. He's been flying around since daylight, looking things over.”

Boy Jaim, hunched dgjectedly in acorner with his elbows on his knees, felt a coldness creep
through him. How would the forest dwellersfed if man broke the centuries-old peace that had been
between them? Or didn't anyone care these days? Still, the Golden One had already broken that peace,
and for no under-standable reason. ..

There was a sudden murmur of expectancy around him, and his glance went quickly to the
doorway. The shriveled, gnomelike figure of old Emmon was cross-ing the terrace. He watched the Elder
comein and weearily settle hisfrail bonesin a seat beside Andru.

"That impossible beast!" Emmon's voice was squesky with strain. "For thelife of mel can't
imag-ine where he came from, or what he's got against us. But he's got agrievance of somekind.”

"Grievance?' said Andru, hislong face sharpening.

"Absolutely. Where do you think those goats went after we drove them out of West Com?”

"I'd hoped they'd keep going straight on over the hills. Didn't they?”

"No," said Eminon. "They turned toward South Com. And when they're driven from there, I'm
quite sure they'll head for East Com, and finally for North Com or Centra—wherever they'll do the most
damage.” He sighed and shook his head. "But everybody's been warned, and they're out putting up
barriers now. So maybe the destruction won't be too grest."

Andru stared a him. “ Are you telling us that those confounded goats are actudly being driven
around the Five Communities?'

"I am. | haven't sighted the beast yet, but there's no doubt about what he's doing. There are dead



goatsin the pastures—strays that tried to get away when they were driven here One of them was struck
s0 hard" the Elder paused amoment, looking sick, "-that it landed high up in the branches of an oak
tree”

There were gasps, followed by ashocked silence, Then Tira's mother, athin, quiet woman
named Mdla, said solemnly, "It has begun.”

"What has begun, Mother?' Therewasanote of fright in Tirasvoice.

"The Time of Trouble. Everyone knows the predic-tion.”

Boy Jaim had heard the prediction al hislife. Whereit had come from he didn't know, but it was
one of those things people aways repeated with alaugh because it seemed so silly. It didn't seem silly
now, and the thought of it brought a sudden unpleas-ant prickling down his spine. Man will be afflicted
by hoof and claw, and there will follow a time of trou-ble...

One of the neighbors grumbled, "Wdl, weve sure had it by hoof and claw. Maybe Mdlasright.”

"Mdla sawaysright," Zimah muttered. "1 think the Trouble has Sarted.”

Tirasfrightened eyesturned to her father. Sud-denly she cried, "Oh, thisisalot of nonsense!
Why don't we forget what's happened and start planting again? If we hurry, surely ther€lll betimeto raise
an-other crop. Don't you think so, Andru?' She glanced at
her husband.

"Yes" sad Andru. "But first we'd better do something about that beast. Frankly, I'm
flabbergasted by what we're up against. When Boy Jaim first told me-" He shook his head and went on,
"Well haveto call animmediate meeting of the Council and decide what stepsto take." Helooked at
Emmon. "Don't you think so, Elder?’

"That'sthelogicd thing to do," old Emmon replied. "But I'm afraid,” he added, spreading histhin
hands, "that logic isn't going to help us now. We cannot change what will be. It isin the sars.”

Startled, Boy Jam looked at him curioudly. He heard his uncle say dmost angrily, "Don't tell me,
El-der, that you bdievein that foolish prediction!”

“I'm not thinking of the prediction,” old Emmon said mildly. “It's the stars I'm concerned abot. |
studied them last night, and | don't like what they tell me. We are infor trouble.”

"What kind of trouble, Elder?"

"I don't know yet, Andru. But my adviceis not to attempt a second planting this year. The seed
will bewasted. If the goats damage some of the more impor-tant fields in the other communities, we
cannot af-ford to waste a single handful of seed.”

"But kiesabove," Andru protested, "weve plenty of dried stuff put away for emergencies. Ina
pinch we could use some of that for seed. To hear you talk, we'rein for afamine!™

"We may be, Andru. All I know isthat the planets and the stars are in positions they haven't been
infor amillennium. Certain ddlicate balances arein danger of being upset. Almost anything can happen.”

"After agoat invasion,” Andru growled, “1'd say it's dready happened. If we don't get rid of the
devil-ish beast that's driving them, well have goats break-ing into our houses next." He stood up grimly
and added, "I'm going to cdl animmediate meseting of the Council.”

Boy Jaim watched him gtride into an acove and be-gin stabbing at the buttons of aradiophone
on thedesk. A certain combination of buttons could send asignd to any other phonein the Five
Communities, or dert dl the phones a the sametime. Andru said into the transmitter, " Thisis Councilman
Andru of West Com making an emergency cdl. Please notify dl Elders and Councilmen that an
immediate meet-ing of the Council isrequested. | repeat: Thisis Coun-cilman Andru making an
emergency cdl...”

Boy Jaim contrived to go with Emmon when they flew to the Council Hall a Central.
"Please don't fly straight there," he said. “Let's swing around over South Com and seeif the goats have
broken through the walls. We've time enough.”

"Well . .." Reluctantly the Elder turned southward. He muttered, "1 think it'sthe bear you're
con-cerned about, far more than the goats.”

"Uh-yes, gr.”



"Y ou don't want him killed."

Boy Jam burst out, "Do you think it'sright to kill him before we find out what'swrong?'

"Certainly not. It's bad for man to kill. Very bad. But my persona fedlings hardly matter. There
areten Elders, and twenty-five Councilmen. If al the Coun-cilmen vote to kill the beast—and I'm sure
they will—it will take dl the Eldersto turn them down. Y ou know that will never happen.”

"But—but couldn't you sort of delay things? | mean, if | just had timeto talk to him, maybe-"

"Hal Do you redly beieve you can tak to the creature?"

"I-1 think s0. Anyway, | cantry."

"That might be very dangerous, my boy. If the Golden Onewill kill goats, he probably will kill
man if he hasthe chance. I've dready warned everyone not to go walking far abroad until something is
done. Great stars, do you redlize the position we're dl in? A strange and vicious animd, akiller, has
appeared sud-denly in our land. He threatens our very existence—and we don't even possess aweapon
we can use to de-fend oursalves. Well haave to hurry and make something!™

Boy Jaim hadn't considered thisside of it. Now, with a shock, he realized the Elder wasright.
The peace between man and beast had been in effect so long that it had hardly seemed possiblethe Five
Com-munities could bein actua danger. But of coursethey were.

Asfor wegpons...

It was alittle hard to think about wegpons, for peo-ple hadn't needed such thingsfor ages. The
ancientsin the day of the whed had used something called agun, but he wasn't sure how it worked. The
only gun held ever seen was an odd-looking relic in the museum at Central, so esten with rust that only
pieces of it remained. Andru had once said it was alaser, and that to make onelike it would beasmple
matter. Maybe s0. But Andru often spent weeks making some complicated thing he called smple.

On the other hand lots of people, including L'Maraand himsdf, went in for archery. His West
Com team, in fact, had beaten dl the others. Target arrows wouldn't have much effect against a cresture
like the Golden One, but they'd be better than nothing in an emergency. It occurred to him that a sharp
metal-tipped arrow, coated with poison, might be the eas-iest way to destroy the bear. It wasahorrible
thought, and ingtantly he blanked it from his mind for fear someone might pick it up.

"I've about decided,” old Emmon was saying, "that the beast is demented. Has that occurred to
you, Boy Jam?'

"Why—why no, sir. It could be sort of crazy, but somehow | don't believeitis.

"Then why isit driving the goats? Why isit trying to plague us? What hasit got againgt us? Ha! |
say the beast has adevilish beein its bonnet—and that amounts to dementia.”

“Wadll, it’ s sure got something in itsbonnet,” Boy Jaim admitted. “But it can’'t bereally crazy, or
the other animalswouldn’t have listened toit. | mean, it took an awful lot of brains—or some sort of
mental power—to turn everything againg us.”

“Everything? Eventhebirds?’

“I haven't seen abird since | came home yesterday. Have you?’

Emmon tugged at his beard and peered out over the pastures diding by beneath them. “H’mm.
Cometo think of it, | haven’t even heard acricket chirp lately. | don't likeit.”

Boy Jaim swallowed. “Don’'t you see? That'swhy I'vejust got to talk to it and find out what's
wrong. If you voteto kill it, what’ s going to happen to al the other creatures? Will the birds come
back? Will the animas ever befriendly again? I'll bet they won't!” 1t was an intolerable thought, and it
medehim alittleill.

They were gpproaching thefirst waled lanes of South Com now, and beyond the lush gardens
that circled the houses they could glimpse the ripening fiddsthat filled the lower valey. Sofar they had
sghted no goats, not even adtray. But asthey swung around the base of a hill, Emmon suddenly gasped,
and Boy Jaim saw agreat mass of goats breaking from the cover of the woods high up and to the right.
They plunged down the dopein asolid tide upon the nearest field. The outer wall of thefield had a
recent break in it that had not yet been repaired. The goats were being driven straight for the weak
point.

“The cunning beast!” Emmon exclaimed. “He herded those goats around out of sight, then



turned them at just theright place. Nothing can stop them now. My warning didn't do any good.”

Boy Jam could hear startled shouts and see people running in the distance. But they were too
late to stem the tide. Thefield was dready being overrun, and some of the frightened goats were even
crashing through the gatesinto the adjoining fields. In ashort time dl of South Com would be trampled as
badly as West Com.

The Elder shook his head and siwung the air ded around. "There isn't athing that can be doneto
help them. Wed better go. | can't be late to the meeting.”

"Wait!" Boy Jaim begged. "The bear must be close, I'll bet he'sright up there on the hill
somewhere, watching the whole thing. Let's seeif we can locate him.”

"Thereisn't time. We ought to be at the Council Hal now."

"Butitll hardly take aminute. | know that hill. Thereésa spot up there beside abig oak where
you can seethewhole valley. I'm sure he'sthere! No one's had even aglimpse of him yet, and thisis our
chancdl"

Emmon frowned, then shrugged. " Oh, very well. Perhapsit would bewise. Seeing him might give
us a better understanding of what we're up againg.”

Evening had come again, and the youngest herder climbed the slope to where the oldest herder
stood waiting.

To his question, the oldest herder shook his head. "No, | haven't heard a word. Somehow |
believe the beast has fooled the hunters. It's probably escaped.”

"You want it to escape!” the youngest herder ac-cused, suddenly seeing a truth he had not
realized before.

"Maybe | do, son. There are so few creatureslikeit left. Don't you think it has a right to
live?

"Of course not! It'sakiller! it-"

"I know. But what made it that way? We've been on this planet some time, and we've done
alot of hilling ourselves. Who gave us that right?"

4

VERDICT

The Elder swung the covered ded around in awide circle to the other side of the hill. Carefully, at treetop
level, they approached the open area at the top. Finally, Boy Jaim pointed to an ancient tree growing
amid ajumble of boulders, "That'sthe place,” he whispered, trying to see into the sun-dappled shade
beyond the rocks. "He ought to be there somewhere...”

"l can't make out anything," Emmon muttered. "Well haveto get closer.”

Something warned Boy Jaim that they were close enough aready. Hetried to tell Emmon to turn
asde, but histongue seemed momentarily pardyzed.

He had entirely forgotten Doubtful, who had fol-lowed him aboard and had curled up to deepin
the back or the cabin. Now suddenly the smal white dog legped forward, bristling and barking.
Doubtful's sharp bark, seldom used except in an emergency, jerked Boy Jaim out of histrance. On the
instant hisvision seemed to clear. Instead of the uncertain pattern of bright sunlight on rocks, he saw the
incredible shape of the bear.

Its shadowed outline blended with the rocks, and it was so huge that his eyes had smply been
unable to accept it at first. There was along second when time seemed to stand ill while he stared at it,
an endlessingtant when he became aware of a hundred things about it that he would never forget. There
wasits Sze, o much grester than held dreamed. Then its color where the sun touched it—the exact



gleaming gold of Tiras hair. There was the immediate feeling of coiled grace ready to explodeinto
movement, which other bears didn't have. And most startling of al, there were its eyes—which were
looking directly into hisown. Black eyes, cold and knowing. Intelligent eyes

Come closer, the eyes seemed to be urging him. Closer

Doubtful's sharp bark came again, and in aflash Boy Jaim reached for the control lever, where
old Emmon's hand seemed to be frozen. Asthe air ded bobbed upward, the coiled grace of the Golden
One exploded into motion. Had the bear's legp come a fraction of a second sooner, the ded would have
been smashed to hits. Asit was, one mighty sweeping paw barely touched a corner of it, but it was
enough to send the ded spinning like aleaf inawhirlwind,

When the shocked Elder was able to stop the spinning and gain control, Boy Jaim looked back
wonderingly at the grest bear. 1t had moved into the open and now stood calmly watching them asif
nothing had hap-pened.

"Why do you treat usthisway?' he cdled toit. "We camein peace! What have you got againgt
U

That the Golden One understood him, Boy Jaim was certain. But he might have been speaking to
the rocks. The only response was alook of contempt that seemed to include al hle race of man and his
works.

"It'sno use," Emmon muttered. "1've seen enough! The Council must betold of this" He brought
the ded about and headed swiftly for Central, Nervoudy he mopped his face with acrumpled
handkerchief, then added, "Heaven preserve usfrom such amonster Did you notice its eyes?

Boy Jam moistened dry lips. "l suredid.”

"Hypnotic!" the Elder squesked. "Pogtively hyp-notic! | knew something waswrong before |
saw it, but | couldn't move my hand. If Doubtful hadn't barked...”

Doubtful admitted that held whiffed it in his deep, and had nearly jumped out of hisskin. Then he
added plaintively, "1 wish we could go somewhere and for-get it.”

Boy Jaim was beginning to wish the same thing. He put his arm around the dog and heard old
Emmon say, "Mutant! That'swhat it is—an impossible mutant! And it'sintelligent. That makesit aterrible
danger. | don't know why we have to be afflicted with it at atimelike this, when the very sarsare
thresten-ing...”

|—I suppose you'll haveto vote to destroy it."

"Certainly! How else could | vote? Skies above, it must be done away with, and as quickly as
possible. But without weapons | don't know how it can be done—unless we use poison. Ah, poison on
arrows. Of course. It'samost horrible solution, but it hasto be.”

Boy Jaim closed hiseyes and put his hands over hisface.

Centra, midway between the other communities, was the only areathat might properly be called
atown. Though few peoplelived there, it had theaters and club buildings where everyone met on
occasion. Near these were storehouses to which everyone con-tributed, and other structures housing
machinery and equipment where everyone took histurn to help produce what was needed. In the middle,
surrounded by a park, was the circular Council Hall.

Usualy, when the Council met, the Hall would be jammed with spectators. Today only asmall
audience ringed the circle of Councilmen in the center, for nearly everyone who was not recovering from
agoat invasion was either fighting one or getting ready for one. The meeting had dready started when
Boy Jaim followed Emmon down the aide. Aswas the custom, Andru, who had called the sesson, was
acting as spokesman.

Boy Jam saw L'Maraditting aone behind her mother and her grandmother. Beyond her werea
group of the older students from Emmon'’s class. They had watched Boy Jaim come in with the Elder,
and now they al looked at him expectantly as he sat down near L'Mara. She barely glanced at him, but
ingtantly her silent questions began begting into hismind.

"Are the goats in South Com? What's happened? Did you see the bear?"

"The goats are wrecking South Com.” hetold her. "And | saw the bear." Hevisudized his



meeting with it, and heard her gasp as she saw it through hismind.

Downinthe circle of Councilmen and Elders, An-dru deferred to Emmon, who described the
bear and told of his experience with it. There were exclama-tions of astonishment and sudden questions.
Then Andru took the floor again and said, "Weve no timeto waste. | redlize many of you willfind it
difficult to vote for the degth of afdlow creature—but this beast is obvioudy amutant, and he's
extremely dangerous. Not only is he about to destroy al our crops, but he may bring deeth to many of us
unlesswe act immedi-ady."

There was a sudden hush when Andru finally asked for the vote. The moment was historic. Man
had long ago ceased the taking of life. Life was sacred, and to destroy it for any reason—people
felt—would be an act of barbarism.

Some of the more sensitive Councilmen, stricken by conscience, refused to vote. But one by one,
the mgjority of them rose and gave their consent to An-dru's plea, and the Elders approved. The Golden
Onemust die.

Boy Jaim had expected thisal along. But now in the silence following the degth sentence he fdt a
sud-den tightening dl through him. He heard Andru say tersely, "Now we must decide how the beast can
be destroyed. Has anyone a suggestion?"

Before Emmon could rise and say anything, Boy Jaim had crept from his seet. He gained the aide
and sped in mounting horror for the exit. Outside he began to run. He did not haveaded tofleein, but it
hardly mattered so long as he put distance between himsaf and the Council floor. Doubtful followed,
un-noticed.

Behind him agtartled L'Maracdled slently, "What's wrong? Why are you leaving?”

"Listen to Emmon,” heflung back. "You'll know in a minute.”

He crossed the park and began trotting down the first path he saw that led out of Central. Bitterly
he wondered why he had ever taken up the sport of archery. Then he realized it was because held never
been smart in most of his studies, like the other kids. But be could beat them dl with abow. It was one
of the few thingsthat, like talking to animas or finding hisway in the forest, he could do better than
anyonein the Five Communities.

He expected L'Marato cal him again before hed gone very far, and she did.

"Boy Jaim! Did you know they were going to use poisoned arrows on the bear?"

"That's a silly question! Why do you think | |eft?"

"You needn't be nasty!"

"I can't help it. How would you feel if you were in my place?"

"Oh, Boy Jaim, I'm sony! It's awful about the bear, but it's something that has to be done
right away. No one else can shoot the way you can-"

"I’m not going to shoot the Golden One. There are dozens of others who can do it—he's
too big to miss."

"But Boy Jaim, it would be dangerous for anyone else to try. They'd have to get too close.
Don't you see? And anyhow, they'd have to find him first—and that would be even more
dangerous for most people, 'cause they wouldn't know how." She paused. "Are you listening to
me?”

"Of course I’'mlistening! How can | help it? You're like a bee right in my head.” He could
have shut her out, but it required an effort. Anyway, he didn't redly want to shut her out. He asked, "Did
An-dru tell you to call meto meet hima home?”

"Yes. He's going to make some special points for your arrows, and Councilman Traml is
going to mix up something a his laboratory to smear on them. | think Andru wants to pilot the
sled for you."

"Nothing doing. | wouldn't want anybody with me, and you can tell Andru I’m not going
home."

"But-but where are you going?”

"I don't know. Leave me alone."



"Aw, please Boy Jaim. | know how you feel, but you don't have to take it out on me."

“I'msorry. But can't you see |’ ve got to be alone so | can think?"

"A'right If-if you want me for anything, just call."

Hewas dmog sorry when sheleft him, for now sud-denly he was faced with hisaonenessina
world where no birds sang, and not even the chatter of asquirrel broke the tiliness. The very sunlight
seemed cold. He reached the edge of town in amoment and stood undecided, hardly knowing which
way to turn. Far be-hind him atroubled Doubtful stopped and waited pa-tiently, not wanting to intrude.

If Emmon's placc hadn't been so far away, he might have headed there, but it would have taken
hoursto reach it on foot. The sound of running water lured him into the parklike woods on hisright, and
pres-ently he found himsdlf following a path that wound upward above arocky creek. Although the area
seemed familiar, he was not conscioudy aware of be-ing drawn to a particular destination until he
reached it.

It was awell-remembered gatein awal. A lump rose in histhroat as he unlatched the gate and
went through. Y ears ago, when Doubtful was a pup, this place had been home.

Asthe gate clicked shut behind him he glimpsed what might have been a chipmunk darting for
cover down by the side of the house, and he wondered if it could be old Scatterbrain or one of hisfamily.
Prob-ably not, but it made him fedl better to seelife about.

He moved on up to the terrace, and suddenly paused, smiling. A huge toad sat there a the edge
of the sunlight, waiting for flies. "Hi, Warts,” he said, and stooped and touched the toad, whom he'd
known for years.

Wartswastoo limited to do more than blink at him by way of recognition, but it wasa
welcoming blink and it wiped awvay some of Boy Jaim'sfeding of lostness.

Someone, he realized, had been here and swept the terrace and aired out the house recently, for
the front windows under the terrace shelter were open, and there was no litter on the flagstones. He
unlatched the front door and entered. The house had been dusted and the big front room looked as
inviting asif his par-ents ill lived here. Who could have cleaned the place? L'Mara? But of course. No
one else would have bothered. Someday, it was understood, thiswould be L'Maras home aswell ashis
own.

A smdl, muffled sound drew him through the house and down aflight of stone stairsto the lower
level which, asin al the older homes, had been cut deep into the hillside. Before he reached the dimness
be-low, wall lights came on automaticaly and sent aglow through the cavelike openings ahead. It
surprised himto find that the solar eectric system, built into the roof, till worked.

A little flash of movement jerked him to the loft. Abruptly he cried, " Scatterbrain—hey! Don't run
off! Don't you know me?"

The chipmunk stopped, and one bright eye peered at him curioudly and suspicioudy from the
safety of acorner. He spoke again. Now Scatterbrain dowly ap-proached and suddenly threw himself
upon him, chit-tering and making agreat fuss of recognition.

Something fell from a stuffed cheek pouch to the floor Boy Jaim picked it up. It was abean. A
trail of beans, he saw, led acrossthe floor to a storeroom where dried foods had aways been kept.
Scatterbrain, he soon discovered, had broken severd jars of beans by pushing them from a shelf and had
been busy hid-ing the contents in the ground outside.

"But why?' Boy Jaim asked. "Don't you know it'stoo early to be burying things? Especidly
beang"

“No, no, no!" Scatterbrain chitter-chattered. “"Need food!"

"But there's plenty of food everywhere! Why, the nut trees are loaded—or haven't you noticed?
Be-ddes, you're wasting your time, burying the beans now. It'smidsummer. They'll dl sprout.”

"No, no, no! Need food. Must hurry™ Scatterbrain rushed away and vanished through some
secret hole that let him our to the rocky hillside. In seconds he returned with empty cheek pouches. Boy
Jaim watched him thoughtfully as he gathered more beans and flashed away again. Scatterbrain might be
flighty and excitable and have alittle diffi-culty communicating, but he wasn't supid. Not abit. He knew
exactly what he was doing, though it didn't seem to make sense. What was driving him?



Asthe chipmunk came back the second time, Boy Jaim asked, "Have you heard about the
Golden One?'

Scatterbrain paused and chittered questions. After several exchanges, Boy Jaim gathered that
Scatterbrain was aware of something very unpleasant in the air, but hadn't learned what it was. Did it
have anything to do with hiding winter food so early? Scat-terbrain didn't know. All he knew was that the
future looked very bad, and that everyone must gather food.

Frowning, Boy Jaim turned to a cubbyhole on the right and sat down in achair facing a desk.
What was going to happen? Even old Emmon had said that there was trouble in the stars. According to
Malla, it had a-ready started.

The desk, of age-darkened wood, had been beauti-fully carved and built into the wall by some
early rel-aive, Automaticaly he opened it and looked cu-rioudy at the large cloth-bound volume lying
before him. 1t was hisfather'sjourndl.

The sght of it now, on thisday of growing uncer-tainty, somehow gave him comfort. It was
amog asif hisfather stood close and could talk to him. He thumbed dowly through the journal, pausing
occa-sionaly to glance over apage. Most of the entries had to do with weather and the crops, and local
happen-ings. But hisfather had been interested in a thousand things. A question at the top of apage
suddenly caught hiseye. In strong script hisfather had written:

What actually happened at the Barrens? Was ancient man’s last huge city destroyed by a meteor, as we have
been taught? Or was that teaching alie?

We in the Five Communities think highly of ourselves, asif man could do no wrong. But secretly | think
other-wise. | suspect we are the remnants of a murderous race, and that man himself was mainly responsible for what
happened at the Barrens.

I hope | am wrong. Emmon insists that Nature alone caused the destruction and points out that the entire
sur-face of the globe was entirely changed at about the sametime. | do not like to think that man might have disturbed
abalance that triggered the entire change—but | cannot help wondering.

The fact remains that there were only afew survivors: asmall group of humans who were our ancestors, and a
limited number of birds and animals. Why did these few survive when al the rest died? Were they tougher than the
others, and immune to something that killed the mgjority? Or were they mutants? If they were mutants, then al of us
today, man and beast, belong to new breeds—though whether or not we are any better till remains to be seen.

Boy Jaim, shocked by what he had read, had mo-mentarily forgotten the Golden One. Could
man himsdf have caused the destruction a the Barrens? He couldn't believe it. Even early man must have
been too intelligent to kill his own kind. But there might be something to the mutant idea. He flipped the
page and read:

Here is another puzzle: Why do we build the lower levels of our houses the way we do? They are cut deep into the
hillsides and are more like caves. It'sjust an old custom, we say, and very practical for storage. But | suspect our
ancestors first built them as hiding places. Only, what were they hiding from? Radiation, or poison air from volcanoes
or meteors? Extreme cold or heat? Vicious ani-mals? | understand there were once some monstrous bears that were
highly dangerous to humans, but there are no records that our ancestors had actual conflict with them.

Boy Jaim paused with a quick intake of breath. Bears—monstrous bears! Werethey like the
Golden One? His eye raced on:

So many centuries have passed that any written records would have crumbled to nothing. What really happened at the
Barrens and in the long period afterward when our ancestors must have struggled to live are puzzles we may never
solve. Unless, as Emmon says, we learn to make better use of the Pool of Knowledge. Occasionally we've been able to
dipinto it abit. The ability isarare one, but Jennaand | are beginning to hope our son may possessit. Boy Jaim istoo
young to show it at thiswriting, yet already he has devel oped a remarkable ahility to con-verse with animals.

Most animals, | have noticed, are telepathic. Not only can they communicate to some extent with each other,
but they also know in advance when trouble threatens, If Boy Jaim can somehow manage. ..

There was more about himsdlf, but Boy Jaim did not read it. The words suddenly blurred asa
gartling thought came to him. Abruptly a switch seemed to click in the back of hismind.
He visioned Scatterbrain hurrying to store away food—and the Golden One driving the goats to de-stroy



it. Something—something unknown and name-less—was going to happen, and the little chipmunk knew
it. The great bear knew it also. Food meant sur-vival, and the lack of food could mean death. Even
Emmon had been afraid that there might be a ter-rible shortage of food. He had advised that no seed be
wasted.

The Golden One was cleverly trying to bring about the destruction of dl the future food supplies.
Did that mean he knew what was going to happen?

Of course the beast knew!

Boy Jam stared blankly in front of him while his clenched hands beat dowly on the chair arms. A
great dread began to grow in him. Suddenly he lurched to hisfeet. A startled Scatterbrain chittered
questioningly as he sped past and rushed up the steps, but he did not notice.

In the upper hall he paused briefly, thinking of trangportation. Should he cal L'Mara?

Instantly he decided againgt it. Sheld want to go with him, and there was bound to be danger. But there
ought to be ausable air ded around here some-where.

Heturned, ran to the end of the hall, jerked the rear door open, and raced into the courtyard.

The youngest herder thought of his dog and stared unhappily into the night while he waited for his
star to rise. When the star appeared, serene and beautiful, he caught his breath and forgot the
anger and the hurt and the confusion in him. The hunters were still out, and the beast that had
caused so much trouble was still eluding them. But at the moment it did not seem to matter.

In his mind he could see again the planet he'd imagined. For a moment he saw it asa
peaceful place, then he realized that man, if he lived there, might have his troubles. After all, if
there were beasts around with the power to hurt man...

He shook his head, and suddenly wondered why man and beast were always at odds. Did
man really have the right to kill?

5
PLEA

Ontheright of the courtyard Boy Jaim threw back the wide doors of a storage structure and ran inside.
Long ago he'd helped take the better deds over to Andru's house, but here, in acorner, were apair of
old onesthat had been left behind. They were rough, open affairsfor use in the fields, though one of
them, he remembered, had apower unit strong enough to carry him anywhere.

It did not occur to him, until he had hurried over to it and was reaching for the switch, that the
ded might havelain too long away from the sunlight. The switch, turned on, brought no response. The
solar bat-teries were dead.

In dismay hetried the second ded. It was as usdless asthe first. Hurriedly he hauled the heavier
ded out into the courtyard where the afternoon sun could reach it and wondered if he had time enough to
wait for the power to build up. Or had he better call L'Mara?

She chose that moment to call him.

"Boy Jaim, please—thisisimportant! Where can | find you?"

"What do you want?"

"Emmon wants to see you right away, and so does Andru.”

He knew he'd better avoid Andru aslong as possi-ble, but the Elder was another matter.
Suddenly he wished Emmon had the ability to communicate with him as easily asL'Mara. But few people
could, and with most of them it required greet effort and con-centration.

"Do you know what Emmon wants?" he asked.

"He didn't say—but | can guess. I'm at home now, and he'sjust Ieft for his place to study some
dar charts. Hes awfully worried-*

The Elder, he thought, had aright to be worried.



"|—"d better see Emmon,” hetold her. "I'm at the old house, out back, and | don't have a
ded. Will you come and get me? And hurry!”

While he waited for her hewalked in circles, try-ing not to think of what might happen if hefailed
inwhat lay ahead. He could fed excitement and fear in every direction and hear the constant rush and
whis-tle of speeding air dedsin the distance. Never in his memory had the Five Communities been so
Upset.

A sudden quick scuffling from the rear of the courtyard caught his attention, and be turned to see
Doubt-ful squeezing his smal body under the back gate.

Boy Jam sad, "Why didn't you bark?1'd havelet youin."

"Didn't want to bother you," Doubtful told him. ™Y ou got things figured out now?"

"Hardly. All I know iswhat I've got to do."

"That'swhat | mean. Y ou taking me?"

"No. It wouldn't be safe”

Thedog looked at him reproachfully. "Be safer with me."

"Maybeit would. So you know where I'm going, do you?"

"Sure. Always know."

L'Maraarrived then, coining so swiftly that she was forced to bank and circle before she could
manage asidedip and spin into the courtyard. It took unusua skill and quickness, for the ded shewas
using hadn't been built for that sort of flying. Just watching it gave Boy Jam achill.

“Areyou crazy?' he snapped at her. "When | told you to hurry | didn't mean for you to pull any
slly tricks"

"l know what I'm doing!" sheflared back. She shook her bronze hair from her face and glared at
him with her big eyesfull of fire. For amoment shelooked like an angry little red squirrel. Then shewilted
and became very small and young and frightened.

"I—I'm sorry, Boy Jaim. It seemslike everybody's gone crazy, and it'sgot me al upset. Why did
that horrible beast have to come here arid ruin every-thing?*

"1 can't understand it," he muttered, as he leaped aboard after Doubtful. "But maybe it's agood
thing he came. Let's get onto Emmon’s.”

She sent the ded upward and turned it toward the Elder's distant hill. "W-what did you mean by
saying it'sagood thing? | don't see anything good about it. It'sawful!”

He drew adeep breath. "L ook, L'Mara, some-thing's going to happen, and that bear knowsit. If
he hadn't come, we might have been caught by it. But now, maybe| can find out in time so well know
what to do. Don't you see?’

She nodded quickly. "Emmon thinks—wadll, wait till you talk to him. Father'sfurious with you for
run-ning off. Hed hurried to cut out some specid tipsfor you, but when you wouldn't come home he
caled over Hiras and the other members of your archery team. Before they could get their arrows reedy,
the North Com team flew down, and then Councilman Traml came with achemica held mixed-"

“Hey," heinterrupted. "What's going on?"

"I-1 told you everyone's gone crazy. It's the bear—being alowed to kill it, | mean.”

"But-" A new kind of horror wasrising in him. "Are—areyou trying to tell methey al want to kill
it?'

"Y es. Everybody wants to—even Father! The North Com team has challenged the West Com
team to see who can locate it and put the first arrow init. The East Com team wants to take part. They're
supposed to be getting ready to fight off goats, but they're com-ing anyway—and the South Com team
aswdl."

“But didn't Emmon tell them what the bear islike? Don't they realize what will happen if they get
too closetoit?

"Of course Emmon told them! Do you think that made any difference? They don't redlly believe
him. They want to kill that bear. A lot of them are being stiff-backed and noble about it, asif they were
every-one's savior—and some are even saying you ran off because you were afraid—but the truth is
they'redl secretly excited about going hunting and killing something.” She paused and gave him aquick,



wor-ried look. "W-what are you going to do, Boy Jam?"'
He struck his clenched hands together. "1've got to stop them, if | can. But first | must see

The Elder was waiting for them on histerrace. It waslate in the afternoon now, and Emmon was
show-ing the strain he had been under by agrowing irrita-bility. His eyeswere glittering and he was
impatiently twiding aruler in hisfrail hands.

"Wel!" he sngpped at Boy Jaim. "Y ou knew you were needed! What do you mean by running
off a atimelikethis?'

"I-I'm sorry, S, but | just had to go somewhere and think."

"Think!" Emmon shrilled. "Thunder above! Y ou haven't learned how to think yet—you're being
driven by your emotions. Think indeed! Now forget that impossible beast for amoment and listen to
what | haveto say.

"Yes, gr."

"I've had another look at my charts, and there's no question about our being in for trouble. It'sa
far more serious matter than that devilish bear.”

"I-I know that, Sir."

"Eh?' Emmon's voice was hardly more than asgueak. "What do you know that | don't know?"

"It's something about food," Boy Jaim hastened to say. "The small cresturesare hiding it asfast
asthey can. They know something's going to happen. The bear knowsit too—that'swhy he'strying to
destroy our food, so well die. | wish you'd get on the radio-phone and tell everybody in East Com and
North Com to get out in the fields and pick everything that can be eaten, even though it's not ripe. They'd
better start right away and work al night-"

"But what of the goats?' Emmon cried. ™Y ou know that beast will drive them there tonight if he
intkilled.

"Not tonight. Pshaw, agoat's agoat. When he'stired he won't go a step farther than he wantsto
go, even if the Golden Onekills him. And before someone killsthe Golden Onel've got to try to talk to
him-"

“Tdk to him!" the Elder shrilled. "Don't beafool. You'vetried talking to him once—now forget
him and ligentome.”

"Yes gr?'

"It'sthis. Y ears ago, both your parentsand | knew you were devel oping abilities uncommon to
the ma-jority. Because of them, we believed a certain extra ability would show up later.” Emmon
prodded him impatiently with the ruler, and squeaked, " Do you know what I'm talking about, young
men?'

"Y-yes, ar.” Thereflashed through Boy Jam's mind the words his father had written in the journa
about the Pool of Knowledge. "But | haven't got it. Why don't you ask Mdla? Maybe, if shetried-"

"Bah!" Emmon exploded. "I don't want hazy prophecy—I want facts. Understand? Facts—how,
what, when, how long—facts we can use. Of course Mallasright about the Time of Trouble being on us.
How doesthat help us? Skies above, sciencetells me trouble is due—but it doesn't give enough facts so
well know which way to jump.”

"Jump?'

"That'swhat | said! Were coming under cosmic and planetary attractionsthat can kill us
al—uwith burning hest, flooding rain, or freezing cold. The pres-sures could cause earthquakes, or Sart
vol canoes spouting from the seaagain. Where are we going to live? In our stone houses during
earthquakes? Hal But supposeit's freezing outside, or the air's so full of volcanic dust you can't breasthe
it? Understand?’ In his Concern and impatience the Elder had been twist-ing the ruler in hisfrail hands.
Now suddenly it broke. He hurled the pieces away and added, "Thisis alife-and-death matter. We need
factsto stay alive. Even one fact could be enough. If we just knew what was going to happen-"

"The bear knows," said Boy Jaim.

"Eh?' Old Emmon's glittering eyestwitched at the corners, dowly closed, then opened again.



"The bear knows?How do you know that he knows?'

"l just know it," Boy Jaim said smpy. "That'swhy I've got to find him and try to talk to him again.
If—if he won't talk, maybe | can learn something anyway—I mean, just from histhoughts." He turned
toward the ded, then paused and added, "It's the only chance we have, so I'd better hurry and see Andru
and try to stop those archery teamsfor awhile. If you'll call the people and tell them to get out in the
fieds.."

The elder blinked a him amoment, seemingly un-decided. Suddenly he burst out, "Don't waste
time on Andru—I’ll take care of him and those silly archers Go find that devilish beast!" He looked
quickly at L'Mara. "Are you going to pilot the ded?’

“Yes gr.”

"No!" Boy Jaim cried. "I'm not having her along-thisis something I'd better do dlone.”

Emmon held up hishands, "Y ou may get killed done. From my experience with the creature, two
arefar better than one. L'Maras agood pilot, and she's quick. Let her help you. But don't either of you
for-get for a second what chat beast can do! Now go!™”

Boy Jaim did not bother to give directionsto L'Mara, nor did she ask for any—she stubbornly
per-ssted in being angry with him for not wanting her dong. It went without saying that she knew held
been thinking of her safety, but this made no differ-ence. She refused evento look a him, arid her small
mouth remained tight and set. Her hand, though, seemed to be directed by an unfailing ingtinct, for it sent
the ded exactly where he wanted it to go.

They were hardly away from Emmon's hill when it occurred to him to swing near Andru's place
on the chance that some of the archers had | eft before they could be stopped. Ingtantly, asif hismind had
been connected to L'Maras, the ded changed course. Andru's house was still some distance away when
he sighted a group of dedsthat had just risen above it and were beginning to race for South Com. Ina
flash, d-most before the thought had formed in his mind, they were speeding to overtake the group.

He recognized two of the dedsimmediately. Thefirst belonged to Hiras, of hisown archery
team. Fly-ing just beyond young Hiras was the leader of the North Com team, a powerfully built man
named Bors, ten years his senior.

Asthey overtook Hiras, Boy Jaim called out that there had been a change of plans, and that the
great bear was not to be hunted until he'd had another chanceto talk to it. Hurriedly hetried to explain to
Hirasthe reason for it, but the other refused to listen.

"Whose crazy ideaisthis?' Hiras cried. "Y ou can't make our team stop now!"

"Y ouvegot to!l Emmon will explain-"

"I'm not stopping unless Bors does! Do you want histeam to beat us?'

"Don't argue about it—we're not playing games today!"

They flew on and caught up with Bors. The big man ignored hisplea. "Don't tell me what to do,”
Borsflung back grimly. "The Council said the bear must die, and | intend to kill it. And afew goats as
well. It'stime wetaught dl thosefool animasalesson!”

The remaining deds belonged to Bor's team, and there was no use wasting time with them. Boy
Jaim fought down his sudden fury at Bors and sat in tight-lipped slence while L'Maradowed and | et the
others go ahead, The chance to kill seemed to have affected everyone dike. They were beyond all
reason.

L'Maraforgot her anger and glanced at him miser-ably. "Y ou see?" she whispered.

"Y es. Bloodthirsty idiotd”

"Oh, I think they just want to be heroes. By killing something big...”

"Maybe. If they don't get killed trying—but they probably won't be ableto find it." He peered
quickly around, then said, "Get down behind that hill, then turn east and head for theriver. Fly low and
don't let them see where we're going.”

L'Maradipped low, skirted the woods fringing East Com, and flew awinding course between
the hillsuntil they reached theriver. It was the same stream he had crossed yesterday on his return from
the Barrens but here, after circling the upper part of the Five Communities, it became abroad shalow



stretch of rapids that curved southward through afield of boul-ders. The hundreds of clear pools made it
afavoritefishing areafor bears.

They paused and hovered just under the canopy of aclump of grest trees shading the bank. The
spot gave them agood view of the river and the ground nearby, yet they were hidden from anyone flying
overhead. Usudly adozcn or more bears could be seen fishing dong this part of the stream. Today there
were none. Somewhere an unseen crow cawed derisively. In aland where birds had stopped singing, the
sound was amogt evil.

L' Marashivered She whispered, "Do you think the beast will come thisway?”

He nodded. “He s got to eat, hasn't he?"

" don't know. If he'samutant, maybe...”

"Hed gtill be abear, and bears est fish. Thisisthe best fishing areafor miles. But even if hedidn't
touch fish, held have to come near here to drive the goats to either East Com or Centra.”

"| thought you told Emmon that the goats wouldn't et themselves be driven any farther tonight.”

He shrugged. "They'll need grass and water, so they'll dmost have to comethisfar before they
stop. I'm just guessing. Somehow, though, | keep fedling the Golden Onewill come through here, goats
or no goats. He must be going to try something differ-ent...”

"What would it be?'

He shrugged again. "I'm trying to figureit out. Just pray one of those archers doesn't sght him
firs”

They became silent and for along while sat listen-ing and watching. Severa times Boy Jaim sent
his thoughts out, hesitantly searching, careful for fear the bear would sense him firdt. 1t would never do to
forget the Golden Oné'sintelligence, or the power that could sway dl creatures near him.

Over the hills beyond theriver the sky was graying and turning ugly with coming rain. Out of the
corner of hiseye Boy Jam watched it gpprehensively. The shadows around them were degpening. Dark
would come quickly when the weather overtook them. The last thing he wanted was to be caught herein
the blackness, with wind and rain whipping about them.

His uneasiness grew astherain came nearer, and the lowering sun crept closer to theridge on his
right. The sun finaly touched theridge. At the same mo-ment he became aware that a shadow had
moved on the ground below. A great shadow.

A numbness seized him, and something in hismind seemed to say: Closer ... Come lower,
closer...

Doubtful's sudden, frantic barking brought him out of histrance. Instantly, before his mind had
quite formed the order to move the ded to safety, L'Maras hand had carried it out. They shot away from
the trees and rose well above them.

Below, through abregk in the foliage, he saw the monstrous golden shape outlined asif in
shimmering fire by the sun'slast rays, and he heard L'Mara gasp as she caught her first sight of it.

He clutched the frame of the open cabin, speechless for amoment as he stared at the greet flat
head with the cold obsidian eyes. Suddenly he blurted, "We—weve never done anything to you! So why
areyou treating usthisway? Why are you trying to hurt everyone? Tell me why?"

The great head tilted dightly asthe cold eyes stud-ied him For long seconds it seemed that the
bear would disdainfully refuse to answer. It came as a shock when the bear did speak. It wasthrough
thought than sound, and in it was adeadliness that struck him with stunning force.

"You arecadled Boy Jam?'

"Y-yes. How did you know?'

"l know. | am the last of my kind, and | am bur-dened with more than | want to know. So little of
itisgood. You belong to a hateful race, Boy Jaim. That is reason enough for seeing the end of you.”

Shaken, Boy Jam could only stare down at the crea-ture, his mouth working without sound. The
sun was gone now, and the bear was beginning to fade into the shadows. Suddenly he found hisvoice
and begged, "Don't go—please! I-I've got to talk to you."

"Theré's nothing moreto say, Boy Jam."

"But—but thereisI-I've been looking for you. | camein friendship-"



"Y our friendship means nothing to me.”

"It should. They wanted meto kill you—but | told them | wouldn't. And | won't. 1 came here
without weapons. But others are hunting you, and if they find you, you'l die.

"l know."

"Then why don't you go and leave usaone? Y ou started al this. Y ou turned everything against
us, and you even killed goats-"

"Y our archers are killing goats now, and for far lessreason than I."

"No!"

"They arc, Boy Jam. Doesthat explain anything to you?'

"If they'rekilling goats," he cried, "it's because you drovethemtoit! Y ou’ ve upset everything!
Y our hating us doesn't make sense—you've got the wrong idea about us-"

"Y ou have the wrong idea about yoursdlf, Boy Jaim. Are you so stupid that you would expect the
serpent’ s brood to be other than serpents?’

"Huh?' He stared downward. "1 don't understand. W-what are you talking about?"

Therewas no answer. A wind had sprung up, whipping the leaves below him. In the gathering
gloom he could no longer make out the creature.

In sudden fear he cried, "Wait—please! What's going to happen? Tell me—What's going to
happen?"

A cold blast of wind and rain drowned hisvoice and sent the ded flying over the treetops.

While L'Marastruggled to keep the ded under con-trol, he managed to draw the fabric top over
the cabin and make it secure againgt therain. Then he sank into his seet, feeling sick and defeated.

Not once had he been able to penetrate the curtain that hid the Golden Oné's thoughts. All he'd
learned was the terrible force behind that curtain.

What was going to happen?

The youngest herder unrolled a cape and drew it around him, for the night had clouded over and
he could hear the rush of wind in the distance. His star was no longer visible, but the imagined
planet was strong in his mind, and again it filled himwith wondering.

Hetried to tell himself that vicious creatures had no rights whatever, and that it was
man's right to do as he chose about them, just because he was man. After all, wasn't that the way
it had always been?

But the idea suddenly troubled him. There was something wrong about it. What if beasts
everywherereally did have right?...

And was it possible that man wasn't all that he pic-tured himself to be?...

RAIN

It was black dark and raining furioudy before they had been traveling ten minutes. Boy Jaim had
expected an early dark, but nothing as swift and intense as the blackness that suddenly clamped down
upon them. He turned on the searchlight for L'Mara, but it was prac-tically usdless. They could not see
the threshing tree-tops bel ow them nor the steep hillson dl sidesinto which they could easily crash.

L’ Marawould never have admitted her fright, and she was too stubborn to ask for help. But it
made no difference—he was ingtantly aware of her fear, and of the fact that shewaslost. A strong sense
of direction told him where they were, but to make doubly sure he jerked back one of the window panels
and peered out. Only an occasional vague blur of light could be seen. The blurs, though, were enough to



satisfy him. Silently he began directing L'Maras hand. A haf hour later she managed to bring the ded
down safely in Andru's courtyard.

For awhile afterward L'Mara sat trembling, un-able to speak. Boy Jaim put acomforting arm
around her, saying, “You did dl right, little squirrel. I'm glad | wasn't one, or I'd be hung up in atree
somewhere.”

"Aw...”

He couldn't see her face in the darkness, but he felt the sudden glow of happinessin her. It was
fol-lowed by darm as the rain increased and began beat-ing thunderoudy about them. He had never
heard such rain. Worriedly he searched for atarpaulin under the seat, found it, and pulled it over them as
they got out and ran for the porch.

When he opened the door he could smell the aroma of warm food from the kitchen. Hunger rose
in him, sharp and biting, for he had not eaten since morning. In the next ingtant he forgot his hunger, for
the house was full of people. Worried and frightened people.

Beyond the rather grim-looking members of the archery teams who had been caught here by the
rain, he glimpsed Andru in the a cove, busy at the radio-phone. Bors stood scowling beside him. He was
sud-denly relieved to see old Emmon huddled in ablanket by the fireplace, where Hiras and another
youth were trying to coax fire from a smoldering heap of damp wood. Hed wanted badly to talk to the
Elder again, but hadn't counted on finding him here,

With L'Maraand Doubtful trailing him, he started over to report to Emmon, but at that moment
Andru glanced up and saw them and legped to hisfeet, and Tirarushed into the room and threw her
amsaround L'Mara. "Thank heaven!" she said fervently. "Weve been calling dl over—anotherr ded has
been lost, and no one knows-"

"Wewere not logt," L'Mara hastened to say. "Boy Jaim knew hisway through the dark.”

Andru, hagtening to them, said sternly, ™Y oung man, it's one thing to risk your own life, but you've no
businessrisking L'Maras. Why didn't you start back sooner?

"It couldn't be helped, sir." Hetried to explain to his uncle that the dark was unnatura and had
cometoo early, but Andru refused to listen.

"I've had enough of your stupidity and rebellious-ness,” Andru snapped. "Y ou ran off after the
Council met, and you refused-"

"Hold it, Andru,” old Emmon interrupted, hisvoice thin and scratchy with strain. "Everybody's
had it today, and were all on edge. But right now it's of vital importance to find out about the bear. Did
you see the beast again, Boy Jam?'

The room was suddenly quiet, and now the thun-dering hammer of the rain outside seemed
doubly loud. It was afrightening sound. Boy Jaim winced at the beet of it, and nodded. "We saw him,
ar.”

"Y ou saw him?" Emmon squeaked, hurrying up to him and clutching hisarm. ™Y ou redlly saw
him—and you managed to spesk to him?"

"Yes, ar.”

"Well, what did he say? Out with it!" The Elder shook him, amost in afrenzy. “What did the
devilish cregture haveto say?"

Boy Jam wet hislips. "He—he said we belong to a hateful race, and that was reason enough for
seaing theend of us.”

"What else? Speak up, boy!"

Boy Jaim heditated. "Er-what isa serpent, Sr?Isit an extinct creature, or isit just aword we use
when we don't like someone?”

"Serpent?' Emmon shrilled impatiently. “What have serpentsto do with it? Tell mewhat the
beast said!”

"When—when | told him he had the wrong idea about us, he said we had the wrong idea about
our-selves. Then he asked, were we so stupid that we would expect the serpent’s brood to be other than
serpents.”

Emmon stared a him. " Serpents, he called ugl" Suddenly be shrilled, "But what's going to



happen? Didn't you ask? Couldn't you find out?"

Boy Jaim swallowed. "'l asked, but he refused to tell me. I-1 couldn't find out athing."

Malla, mother of Tira, came over and said, "1 know what's going to happen. It's happening right now. It's
goingtoran, andrain, and rain-"

“Mother, please," Tirabegged.

"Just ligentoit!" Mallaperssted. "Do you redize what it's doing to the fieldsin North Com and
East Com?It’ sflooding them."

"Hooding them?" Andru repested.

"Of courseit'sflooding them! Those areas dwaysflood in abad storm. It's happened severa
timesin my memory. Thisyear al the root crops are planted in those two areas. | told them not to do it-"
"Heaven preserve us" Emmon whispered. "No one can harvest athing over in those fields now, and
every last bit of the crop will rot in the ground. | wonder if that devilish bear knew it would rain like this?!

"I'msure hedid,” Boy Jam told him. "That'swhy he drove the goats around to South Com
ingtead of North Com.”

For amoment everyone was silent, listening fear-fully to the rain. The stout old house shook with
the sound of it. They might have been plunged under amonstrous cataract. How, Boy Jaim wondered,
could the skies hold so much water to hurl upon them?

Then he became acutely aware that Bors was scowl-ing at him.

"Where did you see the bear?' Bors demanded.

"Over by theriver, south of East Com.”

"And you saw it too, L'Mara?"

L'Marashivered. "Yes. |- could hardly believeit. Thething was huge.”

Borssaid, "Did you hear it tak to Boy Jam?"

She looked up curioudy at the big man. “Y ou know | can't talk to animasthe way Boy Jaim can.
Nor can any of usdoit. | can understand Doubtful, but-"

"But you couldn't understand anything that may've been said between Boy Jaim and the bear?!

L'Maras smdl mouth grew tight. "What are you trying to do, Bors?'

Borsgrowled, "Just wanted to find out the truth about thisanimal lover.” He snorted. "He'sgot a
great imagination, so maybe he's been fooling him-self aswell astherest of you. But he can't talk to
an-imasany better than | can.”

"He cantoo!" L'Maracried, and Boy Jam said, "Bors, | think you've gone far enough.”

"I haven't sarted,” Borsreplied grimly. "Instead of acting theidiot, pretending you can do
something you cant, you should have killed that beast while you had the chance.”

"l agree," Andru snapped.

"l didn't have my bow," Boy Jaim told him. "Any-how, | wouldn't have used it. I'm not going to
kill-"

"Crazy fool anima lover!" Borsroared. "Y ou'd ac-tudly let that beast stay aive and endanger
everyone!”

"The bear's not the real danger!” Boy Jaim cried, "It's something e se, and the rain's only part of
it-"

"Shut up!" Andru ordered. "I've had al the nonsense | can take out of you for one day."

Emmon held up ahand in protest, managed to squeak out something about testing the poison, then his
voicefaled him entirely.

"Wasthat the excuse for killing goats?' Boy Jam said furioudy. "That they weretesting the
poison? Who did it?' Hisvoice rose, “Who killed the goats?'

" killed plenty of them!" Borsroared. "And I'd have killed moreif thered been time, what of it?"

"What of it? Why—why, you're worse than the bear! Y ou're abarbarian! That'swhat you
are—adirty, bloodthirsty barbarian!”

Andru seized him by the shoulder and jerked him about. "I'll not have that kind of talk in my
house. Apologizeto Bord™

Boy Jaim tore away. “I won't do it. | meant what Isaid.” He stared around him and suddenly



realized that Bors was not the only one who had killed today. Hiras had done it, and so had severa
others. He could seeit in their eyes, and now it came to him with ashock that it had been done with
Andru's gpprova and urging.

"Barbariand" he cried, looking from oneto the other. "We've gone for centuries and called
oursalvescivilized. Now dl a onceyou gart killing!"

"A goat'sonly agoat, " Hiras snapped back. "What's the difference? We should have got rid of a
lot of them long ago.”

Andru said grimly, "' Are you going to gpologize?'

"Never!"

Andru'slipsthinned. Y ou've turned againgt your own kind in favor of beasts—and now you've
insulted people under thisroof. If you refuse to gpologize, you cannot remain here.”

"Then!'ll leave"

In the sudden silence as he whirled for the door, Boy Jaim was conscious of the thundering of the
rain, and he could fed the anguish in L'Mara as she stood with her small fists pressed tight against her
face, her eyes huge upon him. Then, at the door, he heard Tiragasp and call out to him.

"Wait!" Tiracried. "It'smadnessto leave on anight like thisl Andru, you can't do thisto him. You
just can't!"

"He can gpologize" Andru said harshly.

Boy Jaim paused briefly at tile door and glanced back at Andru. In avoicethat did not sound
like hisown he managed to say, "Y ou know how | fed about what's been done. I'll never apologize.
Never."

In the next instant he had wrenched open the door and was rushing out into the rain.

Hewas too upset to think of the tarpaulin he and L'Mara had used earlier, and the roaring
cataract that struck him drenched him in an ingtant. He made it to the ded and scrambled inside. Only
now, as he sank shivering upon the seet, did he discover that Doubtful had comewith him.

He drew the trembling dog close to him for warmth, then turned on the searchlight and tried to
see through the rain. He found it difficult to distin-guish anything more than two or three feet ahead. Had
there been much wind it would have been im-possible to use the ded. But by now the very weight of
water coming clown seemed to have stopped al movement of the air, and he was able to rise dowly and
then cautioudy fed hisway out of the courtyard.

When he was above the lane that wound in the direction of Central, he came down closeto the
ground, adjusted the searchlight, and began following the dim footpath between thewadls. Earlier he
would have gone above the trees and trusted to the compassin his mind to take him straight to his
destination. But in thisincredible downpour he could not bring him-sdlf to lose contact with the earth.
There were occa-sional houses on either side, though he had to guess when he passed one. Therain
completely drowned the glow of every light.

A ghort distance from Andru's house the path he was following turned into atorrent. Later, on
lower ground, the torrent became a series of spreading lakes. When be passed the final stone wall on the
outskirts of West Com, there was nothing left to guide him and he was forced to depend entirely on
inginct.

Every few minutes L'Marawould cal and ask fearfully if hewasdl right. At last hetold her,
"Stop worrying about me. I'll soon be out of it."

"Where are you now?"

“In Central." He supposed he wasin Centra for he seemed he'd been traveling for hours and
hed findly reached higher ground. A dight changein the sound of the rain made him think there must be
buildings close on ether side.

L'Marasaid, "Everyone but Emmon and Grandmother Malla believes there'll be nothing
mor e to worry about when the rain stops—except the bear, of course. What do you think?”

“| already said | think therain's only part of it. Somehow I’ m going to find out-"

Hewasinterrupted by alow growl from Doubtful, and he asked quickly, "What isit—the bear?'



“Yes. | whiffed him. Red faint in therain—>but | think he'sclose.”

Ingtantly, Boy Jaim turned out the searchlight. He went on blindly, using the light only to locate
the path when be had strayed into the trees.

He was aware of the worried questioning in L'Mara's mind, and hetold her, " Doubtful got a whiff of
the bear somewhere behind us—Can't under stand what the thing's doing here, but | think we're
safe...”
He wasn't at dl sure he was safe, and he was shaking with more than the cold as he tried to
fed hisway faster through the blackness. Once, above the roaring of the rain, he thought he
heard a heavier and somehow different sound from the area back of them. He tried to tdl
himsdf it was only thunder in the distance, or perhaps a greet tree that had fdlen after having
the ground washed away from its roots. Many greet trees would go tonight

But as he rushed on, histhoughts finally centered on the bear. What was the Golden One doing in
Cen-tral on anight like this? There had to be areason.

The reason came to him more than an hour later, just as he was edging the ded aong awall
toward afamiliar gate. "Oh, no!" he gasped, asthe truth struck him with shocking force.

Instantly L'Maracdled infright. "What's happened? Where are you?"

Before answering he caught up Doubtful and, leav-ing the ded on the path, hurriedly thrust open
the gate and in to the house.

Insde, while he tore off his sodden clothing and dug into a chest for ablanket, hetold her, "I'm
all right—"m home now—but | believe | know what the Golden One was doing in Central. He
was wrecking the main store house."

Hewas aware of the shock in her as shereplied, "But—but that's where all the grains and
dried things are kept! How awful! What are we going to do?”

"We can't do anything now. But everybody—all of us—had better get over there as soon as
daylight comes, rain or no rain, and save what we can, or there won't be much to eat thiswinter...”

Wearily he drew another blanket from the chest, then pulled it over Doubtful and himself as he sank upon
the nearest couch. As soon asthe chill left him he knew he'd better get up, build afire, and go search-ing
for food. He hadn't had anything since early morn-ing, and if he put off eating till dawn there might not be
timefor it. He was only guessing about the store-house, but within him was the sickening conviction that
the bear had wrecked it. It was exactly the sort of thing the Golden One would do.

As he stretched out under the blanket his hands clenched in sudden hate for the implacable
creature who was bringing such hardship to the Five Communities. Hate was a strange and awful
emotion; hed never fdt it quite like this before. Then it swiftly faded as the deep of exhaustion washed
over him.

Doubtful's sharp bark awoke him at daylight. Helay till amoment, rubbing hiseyesand
wondering where he was. From the way he felt he was sure he couldn't have been adeep very long. Not
more than an hour or so. Wasthat abell hed heard?

Suddenly, as memory flooded back, he was startled by hearing the bell again. 1ts quick, repeated
ringing came from the corner of the hall. The sound brought him to hisfeet and he hastily drew one of the
blankets over his shoulders. It was the emergency signd of the radiophone.

For an instant he was surprised that the set was till in working order, though there was no
reason why it wouldn't be. It was just that he hadn't heard it for so long. Heran to it, turned on the
speaker, and went rigid as he heard an excited Councilman from Central announce the destruction of the
main store-house. Every able-bodied person was asked to come immediately and help save the food.

It was the news Boy Jaim had been expecting, yet actudly hearing it was a shock. For long
seconds after he had turned oil the speaker, he stood clutching the blanket around him, trembling in the
chill. Through the window besde him he could see that the rain was till falling, though it was no longer
the blinding del-uge of last night. It was frightening, just the same, to fed the bite of winter in the air—and
look out upon aworld still covered with midsummer green.

What was going to happen? While peopl e tightened their belts, would it turn colder and colder



and colder?

All a once, with adespairing shake of his head, he began running through the house, searching
for dry clothes. He found some old things of thisfather's and discovered they fitted him perfectly. It gave
him a strange fedling to be wearing Big Jaim's clothes. He hadn't redlized held grown so much.

Hewas very aware of his hunger by now. It was suddenly gnawing in him, but there wasn't time
to cook any of the dried stuff stored in the lower level. The best he could do was open ajar of fruit his
mother had put up years ago. It was much too sweet, though it took the edge from his appetite. Doubtful
sniffed his share of it, then looked up at him reproachfully. It wasn't the sort of thing adog could est.

He was wondering what he could find to feed poor Doubtful, when he heard the door to the
courtyard being quickly opened and closed. Reaching the hall, he saw L'Marawith aheavy basket in her
hand. It wasfull of thingsto et.

Her small face was pinched from lack of deep, but her big eyes were popping. "I also brought
your clothes," shesaidinarush. "They're out in the ded." Then she burdt forth excitedly, "No one would
believe me last night when | told them what you said about the bear wrecking the storehouse. But he did!
| just now flew by it—and thereit was, dl squashed down with the roof broken over it and therain
pouring in it—it just makesyou sick! What are we ever, ever-"

“I've heard about it," heinterrupted. "There was an emergency cal afew minutes ago—we ve
got to get over there fast. Feed Doubtful while | find sometools and sacks,"

They were soon on their way with shovels and con-tainers, and tools to bresk through the
wreckage.

In the wet dawn the youngest herder listened silently while the oldest herder told what had
happened.

“ The hunters have the creature bottled up in a can-yon, but there are not enough of them
to goin after it. It's a dangerous spot, and the beast has every ad-vantage. So they've sent for
more men, and extra weap-ons. They plan to circle the canyon rim and blast the thing to death.”

The youngest herder swallowed, but said nothing.

"Well," the other went on, "aren't you happy to hear about it? They'll kill it now. They'll
blow it to pieces. Isn't that what you wanted?"

The youngest herder turned away. "I-I don't know...”

7
TRAP

At hisfirgt sight of the wrecked storage building Boy Jaim could only gape with afedling of sick shock
and dishelief. Everyone who saw it that morning had the same reaction. Thisjust couldn't happen. The
men who had planned the storehouse long ago had built it well. It was proof against the dements. It had
to be, because it housed the extra food the Five Communities depended upon in an emergency.

Now the greatest emergency in memory was upon them—and here was the dreadful fact of
collapsed walls burying everything insde under tons or rock, and asmashed roof funneling mud and rain
intoit.

It seemed impossible that the Golden One, with dl hisincredible strength, could have brought
about such destruction. But he had. Boy Jaim saw the trench that had been cunningly clawed around part
of the building, alowing the deluge of rain to wash out the foundation. For hours torrents had been
pouring into the wreckage, soaking the grain. Mud, washed down from the higher grund, had aready
ruined much of it. If any of the remainder wasto be saved, it would have to be done quickly.

People from Centra were dready franticaly at work when Boy Jairn and L'Mararan to help.
Otherswere hurrying toward them from dl directions. They toiled like Trojans, prying away stonesand



cutting holes through the roof to reach the grain. While grim members of the archery teams stood
guard—for who was to say the beast wouldn't return and attack the crowd?—shove squads worked
meadly to fill containers with soggy masses of stuff, which were flown to the nearest homesto be dried
out.

The rewardsfor so munch effort were unpleasantly smal. By the middle of the afternoon hardly a
tenth of the building's contents had been removed. Therest, lost in a soupy mixture of mud and debris,
was beyond recovery.

Back home at last, Boy Jaim spread the final haf-filled bag upon the flagstonesin the main room.
Here afire had been kindled in the long-cold fireplace and the solar heat turned on. L'Mara's mother had
flown over to help her, and the two were on their knees, trying to spread out the few bushels of sticky
salvage so it would dry better. It covered the floor in acu-rious mix of mud-stained corn, whest, and
severd kinds of beans.

The same scene, Boy Jaim knew, was being repeated in dozens of houses all around the area.
Wearily hedrew off hisrain jacket and wet boots, then dumped down near the hearth to get the chill out
of hisbody. Sowly hisfists clenched and hisjaws knotted.

Tira, straightening her tired back, glanced at him and sadly shook her golden head. "What's the

matter, Boy Jam?'

"Nothing," he mumbled.

Shesighed. "Yes, thereis. | can't pick up your thoughtslike L'Mara, but | can guesswhat you're
thinking. Y ou're blaming yourself for what hap-pened.”

He gtared a her amoment, biting hislip. Suddenly he exclamed, "Wdll, isn't it my fault? 1sn't it?
If I'd killed the Golden One—and | could haveif I'd tried—if I'd killed him when everyone wanted me
to, we wouldn't bein thistrouble now. We'd gill have the storehouse.”

"Possibly so. But you did what you believed was right—that's the main thing.”

"But maybe | wasn't so right, after dl. I mean, how can you beright if you make other people
suffer?If 1'd killed the bear-"

“No! Stand up for what you believein. | was very upset about last night, but at the sametimel
was proud of you for saying what you did to Bors and the others. There's no excuse for sensdesskilling.
| thought we'd progressed beyond that kind of thing, but it seemswe haven't...”

Tirapaused and shook her head again. "I don't mean that a person shouldn't fight back if he's
attacked. That'swhy | brought al our bows over. | don't think anyone should go outside now without
being armed. Frankly I-I'm afraid. Why that awful monster hasn't dready killed someone...”

Boy Jam sad, "I don't think hewill. Not directly, anyway.”

"But didn't he attack you and Emmon?' asked L'Mara. "And—and I'm sure he would have tried
to kill usif we'd got any closer.”

"Theonly way | canfigurethat,” hetold her, "isthat he just wantsto kill me.”

L'Maragasped. "Kill you! But why?'

"I don't know why. Unlessit's because I'm the only person who can talk to him. Maybe he
doesn't want meto learn something." He shrugged. "Anyway, that's how it looks. If held wanted to, I'm
sure he could have killed lots of usvery easly. What was there to stop him? But he knowswhat's
coming, o hejust decided to destroy our food and let nature finish us off."

"Youredly don't think therain-"

"Itsnot therain, L'Mara. | tdl you, therain'sjust part of something else.”

Tirdseyesweretragic. Almost in awhisper shesaid, "1 can't understand it. It's like anightmare.
A besst like that, coming out of nowhere, hating us..." She looked up suddenly and asked, "If it isn't the
rain, then what isit we have to worry about? Haven't you any ideaat al?"

He shook his head wearily. "I—I can't even guess. But the Golden One knows. Assoon asl've
had some deep, I'm going to try him again-*

"No!" Tiraexclamed. "I can't dlow you-"

"I've got to, he said determinedly. " Can't you see? | don't want to kill him, and | wouldn't have
much ex-cuse for not killing him if | didn't try to find out what he knows. If | keep after him, I’'m bound to



learn something. Evenif | learn it only afew hours ahead of time, it'll give usal achanceto get ready and
save oursaves.”

L'Marasaid quickly, "A'right, but if you go, then I'm going with you!"

"Not thistime. | may haveto follow that bear around, and pester him for days. | know more
about him now, and with Doubtful to help I'll be safe enough. Anyway," he added, "I'd rather have
some-one home | can keep in contact with dl thetime. It may be very important.”

"A'right,” shetold himglently. "But you be care-ful, 'cause if anything happened to you I'd,
well, I'd just die."

"That works both ways," hereplied, as he got down on the floor and began hel ping them
spread the grain.

"Aw, I'mjust alittle girl to you. | just remind you of a squirrel...”

"What's wrong with that? You also look like Tira-"

"I don't! She's beautiful!”

"Sure, but that doesn't make you ugly."

Her jaw dropped, and she stared at him in such wide-eyed astonishment that he might have
laughed if he hadn't been so exhausted. Didn't sheredlize that in ayear or two she'd be the most
stunning— Then his hands clenched as he stared out at therain. In ayear or two, if the Golden One bad
hisway, none of thiswould matter, because there wouldn't be a soul I€eft in the Five Communities.

Tirasaid, "Why don't you go and get some deep? Y ou look ready to drop.”

"I'mal right. Y ou need to rest more than I. Y ou couldn't have had much deep with that bunch of
arch-ersaround al night."

She gavealittle shrug. "It doesn't matter. The main thing isthisgrain. Weve got to get it dried out
beforeit spails. Oh, thisawful rain! If it doesn't stop soon-"

“It's getting worse. If you and L'Mara are going back to West Com this evening, maybe you'd
better get started now. I'm afraid it's going to turn dark early again.”

She shook her head. "Weé're staying here. Andru's got his friends with him—they're trying to plan
how they can kill the bear—and they can al feed themsalves.” She paused and frowned at him. "Boy
Jam, ligento me”

"Whdt isit?"

"When you go looking for that beast in the morn-ing, | want you to take your bow."

"I-1 can't doit. If | go armed, helll know it, and I'll never learn athing from him."

"You're sure of that?'

He nodded. "That's the way it hasto be."

Therain increased with the early dark, but at dawn it dackened again, asit had the day before,
and con-tinued steadily with no sign of letting up. Boy Jaim studied it with avague feding of dread. The
dread turned into ablack foreboding as he hurried through breakfast, hardly touching the food the others
had fixed, and got ready to leave. He knew L'Marafdt it, then redlized Tiradid too. Was the world
coming to an end today? It dmost seemed likeit.

At the last minute Tiraran and brought the case that held hisbow and arrows. Again shetried to
make him takeit. "Y ou must." sheinsgsted. "'l can't have you go out and face that creature without some
way of protecting yoursdlf."

For amoment he almost weskened. Then he thrust the case aside. "I've got to be honest with
him," he said grimly. "Can't you see? If I'm not, helll know it, and | won't have a chance. Hewon't even
ligentome.

"Honest with amurderous beast like that?* she cried, "Why, he doesn't even know the meaning
of theword"

"Y es he does. He's honest in his way—he told me exactly how hefdt about us, which sure
wasn't much. Well, it's about time he heard another sde of it...”

Tirashook her head despairingly and said no more. L’ Mara, standing frozen and big-eyed beside
her, did not speak until the house was out of sight behind him in therain. Then she cdled silently,



"Please, Boy Jaim—please, please be careful! If he really wantsto kill you, he'll try to trick
you—so watch out for tricks,”

He assured her that he'd keep Jus eyes open and told her to stop worrying. Then he gave his
attention to the gray scene around him and headed dowly for North Com.

“I'mgoing to circle North Com and fly aslow as | can," he explained to Doubtful, Y ou ought to
be able to whiff him somewhere. If we don't pick up histrail that way, well surdly find it on theriver.
He'sgot to eat."

"Phantoms don't egt,” Doubtful mumbled.

"He's not a phantom. How many timesdo | haveto tell you that? HE'sjust asreal aswe are. He
may be big, but he's still abear, and dl the bears| know edt fish."

“Ump.”

"Ump what?"

The white dog hunched closer to him for warmth, then grumbled, "I never said hewasn't redl.
That'sthe whole trouble. I've see and whiffed too many things like him in my degp—now weve got one
of 'em for real, and you tell me he's not a phantom. But your kind is supposed to know more than my
kind...”

"Oh, haveit your own way. Hesarea phantom, and he egts phantom fish. Stick your whiffer out
of thewindow and keep whiffing, or we ll never find himinthisrain.”

"It'snot going to do us any good if we do find him. If we were half as smart asthe birds, wed be
flying south.”

"Hying south! Whatever for?'

"To get away from here. Isn't that reason enough?"

Boy Jam frowned. "Doubtful, have you noticed any birds flying south?"

"Sure. Heard lots of them the other night, before the goats came.”

So the birds had al flown away. No wonder they hadn't heard any singing. But why south? There
was nothing down there but rocky hillsfull of caverns, then endless ocean, with strings of barrenidets.

Then he remembered that at one time, according to old Emmon, birds and even some animals
had mi-grated with the seasons. But that was ages ago when the winters were vicious and supposedly
there were warm continents to the south. Or had the birds gone to the caverns?

He puzzled over the birdsfor awhile, then forgot them as he caught sight of the flooded fields of
North Com. All the low ground was under water. Ponds and widening lakes extended through much of
the woodsto join the distant river.

Somehow he hadn't redlized how badly flooded the area had become. HEd had afedling the
Golden One would circle the Five Communities, but it was hardly likely with the water theway it was. As
for fishing, that would be dmost impossible with the rain-swollen river soread out over so much territory.

Where would the beast go?

Boy Jam swung past the scattered houses on the higher ground and began cruising dowly over
the wooded hills beyond them. Continually he sent his thoughts out, searching. It had ways been easy
for him to sense the presence of most creatures, if they were not too far away. But the Golden One was
elu-sve. The other evening, before the big rain came, the monster had appeared suddenly without any
warning.

"Can you whiff anything?' he asked presently.

"Not exactly," Doubtful muttered unhappily.

"Huh?What do you mean by that?"

“He'sjust inthe air, but nowhere near. Or maybeit'sjust that | know he's somewhere around
and wish hewasn't. Why can't you forget him?”

"You know | can't do that!"

Doubtful rolled doleful eyesup a him, then said plaintively, "We had such fine timestogether
before he came. Life was good then. Why doesit have to betheway it isnow?"

"I don't know. | wish you'd stop talking like that." Boy Jaim ground his teeth together.

"l can't help howl fed. And | don't fed right. | wish he wasn't so smart. Why ishe so smart?’



"He'samutant,” Boy Jam mumbled. "I'm sure he'svery old, and that he'slearned how to use the
Pool of Knowledge-."

"What chance have we got againgt something like that?

"Not much, I'm &fraid.”

"Well then," Doubtful said glumly, "don't you think he ought to be killed beforeit'stoo late?'

"Oh, stop talking and help mefind him!" Boy Jaim snapped irritably.

Ashe swung the ded around again L'Mara cdled, as she had been doing every few minutes, and
asked hislocation. When he gaveit, shesaid, "Are there any sleds near you?”

"Can't make out any," hetold her "But | can't seefar inthisrain.”

"Well, there ought to he a lot around you soon, fly-ing in groups. Father's organized a big
hunt. Ther€'ll be hundreds of sleds out, covering all the country. For the people who can't use
bows, there will be explo-sives. Father and Councilman Traml are making them now."

L'Marapaused, and suddenly he sensed that something had upset her badly and that she was
trying to keep it from him.

"Go on," heurged. "There'smore. It hasto do with Andru. Did he tell you to tell me
something?"

"Yes," she admitted. "He—he sends orders for you to come back and join the hunt. He says
you know how to locate the hear better than anyone, and that if you don't help kill it he—he'll
have you tried by the Council, and—and condemned to be an outcast.”

Boy Jaim was stunned. Tried by the Council! Would Andru actudly do that to him? Make an
outcast of him?

He knew Andru would. It had been more than a century since the last person had been tried for
bring-ing injury to afellowman. He had been banished from the Five Communities. But Andru wasin a
rage over al that had happened. Someone must be blamed. And people were beginning to do things they
wouldn't have dreamed of doing aweek ago.

Desparingly hesad, "Tell Andru I—’ve got to find the bear alone, and that I’ l| have
nothing to do with his hunt.”

By noon the ded he was using was beginning to act alittle duggish. He wondered if he ought to
go back and exchange it for another one, then decided it would be awaste of time. Therain, no doubt,
would have af-fected al the deds the same way

Even so, he was dmost thankful for therain. It helped to mask his movements and kept him from
be-ing seen for any distance. The hunt was on now, and he had only to rise to treetop level to make out
the gray dots of thefirst group of searchersflying over the hills. He kept low and took histime, staying
behind the hills and following the little valleys that wound toward the river.

Each time he neared theriver, he found it more and more difficult to turn away fromit. "1 il say
ligsgot to eat,” he muttered to Doubtful. "And that means fish. But where would he go to catch them?"

Heflew cautioudy out over the water and glanced downstream. It was arush of swirling white,
ever wid-ening until it waslost in the gray distance. In the other direction it narrowed between high
banks, and curved out of sight beyond the dim shape of an ancient stone mill. The waterfal beside which
the mill had been built had al but vanished under the tremendous flow pouring over it. Today theriver's
voice was agrest roar.

After studying the banks carefully, Boy Jaim flew dowly upstream. As he neared the mill, he kept
be-hind the sprawling structure and inched forward until he could make out the section of theriver
beyond the- bend.

"Whiff anything, Doulotful ?*

"Yes...Just caught it alittle”

"Isit coining from upstream?"

"Can'ttdl inthisrain. Itssort of from al over." Doubtful was suddenly trembling.

He put his arm around the dog and said, " There's nothing to be afraid of. | won't get too closeto
him"

"It'snot that," Doubtful muttered. "I just know things sometimes. Like | know we shouldn't be



here now.”

"Stop talking foolishness and keep your whiffer go-ing! Y ou know weve got to find that thing.
Maybe we won't learn much, but we can try."

Angrily he sent the ded forward to the roof of the mill and held it there while he studied every
foot of the curving stretch of water he could see ahead. Be-yond the mill the river widened, and through
the gray rain he could discern an areafilled with great boulders. In today's flood it would have been the
best spot for abear to fish—if that bear were aslarge as the Golden One.

Ignoring the downpour, he did the top back for better vision. Finally, seeing no movement save
the swirling water, he flew upstream to the boulders.

Doubtful's sudden frenzy of barking jerked him to hisfeet. Helooked wildly around at the
foaming, rock-studded flood. There was till no sign of the besst.

"Whereareyou?' he cried, clenching hisfist. "An-swer me, Golden One! | know you are close.
I've come n peace again-"

A boulder beneath him changed shape. In horror he gave the ded full power and tried to lift it to
safety. Its regponse was too dow. Abruptly the river exploded with violent movement. A monstrous form
boiled upward. For an ingtant he found himsalf star-ing into the cold black eyes of the creature that had
tricked him, then a paw with the power of athunder-bolt smashed into the ded and toreiit to bits.

Boy Jam had abrief glimpse of Doubtful, teeth bared, hurling hisinggnificant little body forward
in attack. Then Boy Jaim was flung through the rain with pieces of the ded, and in another second theicy
river snatched him and whirled him away.

Ashefought to keep his head up, something white appeared near him, struggling feebly. 1t was
Doubt-ful. Hetore off his clinging jacket and lunged for the dog, managing finaly to get an arm around
him. But even as he drew him close, he was aware that blood was staining the water and that Doubtful's
eyeswere glazing. Suddenly the feeble struggling stopped.

"Doubtful!” he gasped in agony. "Please don't die! Please...”

Theriver rolled him under, tore a him, and snatched the limp body away from hisgrasp. He
fought hisway to the surface, fegling an overwhelming sense of loss. Now, for the space of seconds that
seemed to gtretch into long minutes, it became agreater fight to get out of the river before he was swept
to the mill and over the seething whiteness that had once been the falls.

A whirling eddy just in front of the mill saved him. The current thrust himinto it and amost sent him past a
broken and half-submerged window. Barely in time his numbed fingers caught the edge of the stone, and
he managed to draw himsdlf insde.

There were stepsin the corner leading to the up-per floor. He swam to them and climbed to
another window that opened directly above the one by which he had entered. Gasping, numb with cold,
and ex-hausted, he collagpsed on the sl and stared blankly out into the rain while avast emptinessin him
dowly filled with hate.

Suddenly dl the bitterness and blackness of hate surged through him like aviolent poison. It
shook him and brought him upright, thinning hislips and knot-ting hisfists. He could not see the Golden
Oneintherain, but he could fed the nearness of the beast. Heraised histrembling fistsin defiance.

"l camein peace!” he cried hoarsdly. "Peace! D'you hear me?' His voice roseto ascream. "Il
make you pay for what you've done! I'll kill you! If it'sthelast thing | ever do, I'll hunt you down and kill
you!"

The youngest herder's star had not yet appeared above the band of mist in the east. While he
watched for it, strangely upset, he thought of hislost dog and the beast that had killed it. The
hunters had the thing bottled in a canyon. Had they destroyed it yet?

“ls man so perfect,” the oldest herder was saying, "and are his needs so great, that he has
rights over all creation?"

"How—how do you mean?"



" Quppose man wants trees for his own use, or a piece of land? He always takes them—and the
creaturesthat lived in the trees or on the land move on. When they have nowhere to go, they die.
When they dispute the rights of man, they also die.”

"Was it that way long ago, on the planet we came from?"

"I'mafraid it was."

AMBUSH

A tearful L'Maraflew to the mill and took Boy Jaim home after they had searched in vain downstream
for Doubtful's body.

He did not remember caling for L’ Mara, any more than he remembered shucking off his boots
and jacket in order to escape the river. She appeared so quickly that he realized she must have been on
her way while hewas still in the water. There was no need at that moment for him to explain what had
happened. It was al so agonizingly vivid in hismind that every ter-rible second of it must have been
instantly communi-cated to her.

As he came into the house, clutching around him the blanket that L'Mara had brought, Tiraran to
meset them.

"Boy Jam!" she gagped. "What-what intheworld...” Thenin quick anxiety, “Where's
Doubtful ?"

He opened his mouth to tell her, and could not. They had never looked upon the dog as a pet.
Doubt-ful had been part of the family. The youngest member, the bright child that everyone loved.

L'Mara sobbed, " The—the bear killed him."

"Oh,no'...”

Boy Jaim ground histeeth together and strode grimly through the house to find dry clothing.
When he returned he was fully dressed again and ready to leave.

"Where's my bow?" he asked.

"Wait," said Tira. "Y ou cant go right back-"

“I’mgoing," heground out. "My bow...”

There was no room in him a the moment for any-thing but hate. It was a black force that drove
al dsefrom hismind. He wanted only to rush out into the rain, find the treacherous mongter, and destroy
him.

Tiraplaced firm hands on his shoulders and pressed him into a seet by thefire. "Listen to me,
Boy Jaim." she began. "1 know how you fedl. But don't forget that L'Maraand | have astake in thistoo.
Weloved Doubtful. Asfor you—you areimportant to both of us, especiadly to L'Mara..." She paused,
and her voice shook alittle as she continued, "We both want to see that creature desd—but not &t the
expense of losing you. If you go out the way you are now, al wrought up, you won't have a chance with
him. Surely you redize that."

He glanced up at her grimly, his jaws knotting, then looked down at the floor, which was il
covered with drying grain. Outside, above the steady drum of rain on the roof, he was aware of the
rushing of many air deds going past. Dozens, from the sound of them. And there would be dozens and
dozens more, combing every foot of land around the Five Communities, It seemed impossible that the
scheming beast could escape so many hunters. But of course he would. What chance had the hunters
agang such intelli-gence?

L'Maraobvioudy reading histhoughts, said, "They—they've nothing to worry about, but you
have. Y ou know now hell try to kill you if he has the chance. Why has he picked on you? Isit because
he knows you're the only person who can hurt him?”

He shook his head. That might be one of the rea-sons, yet there was another reason, more
important, that euded him. But it didn't matter. He couldn't it here dl afternoon, doing nothing.



Suddenly he lurched to hisfeet. "I'm wasting time," he muttered. "I've got to find him...”

"No!" L'Maracried fiercdly, clenching her small hands. "No, no, no! Y ou don't even know where
you're going, and if you start out now-"

“I'll find him somehow! Whereés my bow?"

"No!" she cried again and dl at once flew at him and began beating him back with her littlefists.
"Please—please! If you go out without somekind of aplan, hell just trick you again. Y ou've got to be
smarter than heisl You've got to! Can't you understand?”

He'd never seen L'Mara so intense and determined. Slowly he sat down again. Therewas, in
fact, no resst-ing her. Their minds were so close that, in momentslikethis, it was amost like having one
mind. Unspoken between them, but suddenly redized and felt more strongly than ever, wasthe fact that
inthe future neither could live with anyone but the other. To at-tempt anything ese was Smply
unthinkable. It would aways be the two of them, and if something happened to one, it would be like the
end of both.

"And nothing must happen,” shetold him slently. " That's why we must plan this—oh, so
carefully--be-fore you go out again.”

"All right, little squirrd "

Therewas no lessening of the hatein him. But now he felt able to step aside from it and think
coldly how to do what had to be done.

Aloud, L'Marasaid, "Do you believe hell stay any-where near the river?”

He shook hishead. "1—I doubt it. He might return there at night, but he's much too smart to ever
let himself be seen in the same place twice."

"Then wherewould he go?'

"That's what I've been wondering. I've amost got it—it's something to do with food."

"Y ou mean he wants something besidesfish to egt?"

"Yes If | canthink what it is, I'll have him best.”

Tirasad, "Don't bearslike berries?’

"WEelIl haveto rulethem out in hiscase. | mean, he'sso big. If | could remember a plum thicket
some-wherethat had alot of plums...”

They were dlent for awhile, thinking. Tirapicked up atray of grain and began picking debrisfromiit.
"Thisisgtill wet," she murmured absently. "It might be better if wetook it al down to the lower levd. It's
surprising how dry and warm it is down there, es-pecidly in that back area cut into therock. If it staysup
here, and the rain kegps on much longer-"

"It wont," Boy Jam mumbled. "Il stop tonight.”

Tiralooked a him sharply. "What makes you say that?"

He shrugged. "It just cameto me."

"I hope you're right. Only, what's going to happen when the rain stops?”

"It turn hot."

"Redly?' Again her eyes sharpened on him. "How can you be so sure, Boy Jam?’

"l—I don't know. But I'm sure.”

She sighed. "It'sstrange, but | do believe you. What's going to follow the heat? Terrible cold? Or
would it be something to change the land, like atre-mendous earthquake? That's what Emmon seemsto
think."

He shook his head. "Emmon thinks | ought to know, but I-1 can't tell.”

She sighed again. "It's curious how some answers come to you, and not others. Maybe, in
time... Anyway, |'ve been wondering what to do about the food supplies. Most families have enough
dried and canned thingsto last them afew months—if they are very careful. But where isthe safest place
for storage? Did you know that your mother put up lots of fruit, and gallons and gallons of honey in glass
jars?It's safe enough down in the lower level—unless there's an earthquake. Then al of it would belost.
So | dmost believe it would be wiser-"

“Honey? That' swhat | wastrying to think of!"

L'Maralooked at him in quick comprehension. Her startled thought was so strong it was almost



asif she had spoken doud. " Of course! When he'stired of fish he'll rob some of the hives. But which
ones?”

Hejerked to hisfeet again and began stalking around the room past the little piles of grain.
Sud-denly he paused. "Mogt of the hives are near West Com. But | remember flying over somethis
morning that were closer to theriver."

Where had he seen them? There'd been over ahun-dred of them, it seemed, al grouped under
the trees on one side of an overgrown field. A golden fidld that was amass of wild flowersin full
bloom...

Then it cameto him. "I know—it'sthat old pasture with the broken-down walls, straight across
the hillsfrom here. It gives the best honey anywhere."

He saw L'Maragtaring at him, her face suddenly pinched and white, her eyes enormous. “Yes,"
he ground out, answering her ungpoken question. "That'swhere hell go. Tonight. And when he comes,
I'll be there waiting for him."

It was dtill raining early in the evening when he left. He used the old work ded held dragged into
the courtyard to recharge—how many days ago? It was hard to remember, so much had happened. The
ded was duggish and awkward to handle, but it didn't greatly matter. He wouldn't need it for long.

Thelight was beginning to fail alittle as he neared the pasture, but the hunt that had been going on
most of the day had not yet stopped. In nearly every direc-tion he could make out the vague shapes of
other deds. The hunters were flying low now, and very dowly, in afina futile effort to examine every
likely biding place before dark caught them.

He carefully avoided them and took painsto concedl his direction by flying between the trees
whenever possible. Near the lower end of the pasture, on the op-posite side from the hives, he came
down inasmal opening in the woods well away from the crumbling stonewall that surrounded the area.
For minutes af-terward he sat motionless, listening and watching, try-ing to estimate the wind and therain
while he went over hisplan.

The beast could come at any time from now on, in spite of the hunters. It would have been hard
for them to see him, evenin bright daylight. Didn't they know that abear—any bear—could move
through the brush within afew yards of a person, and they'd never even guessit? But of course not.
People like Bors and Andru, who never ventured far into the forest, had no ideahow stealthy some of
the creatures there could be.

Quietly, watchfully, Boy Jaim took out his bow, strung it, and placed it besde him. It wasa
beautiful thing of laminated wood that he and old Zimah had spent long weeks making, and he didiked
theideaof getting it wet. But it was waterproof, even to the string. From the quiver he removed three
arrows, which heéld decided were all that he could skillfully handle at one time. While one arrow was on
the string, the other two would be clasped against the bow with hisleft hand, ready for instant use. One
arrow ought to be enough, but he would usethem dl...

He hardly glanced at the metal points, blackened with poison. When he had asked Tira about it
ealier, shed said, "Therain won't wash it off. It'sa sort of gum that's dried on the metal. Andratellsme
it'll melt very quickly at blood temperature.”

"How—how long doesit take to kill?'

"Wadl, | understand the goats they tried it on died in just afew seconds—as soon as the poison
began to mdlt. It—it hasaviolent reaction.”

“That'sgood," hed muttered savagely. "I hope he dies dowly, with the poison burning him up
ingde”

Then, seeing the look on L'Maras face, he'd asked, "What's the matter?”

"Your hate," sheld whispered. "It-it just poursfrom you! Y ou've got to hide it somehow when
you go out, or it will give you away. That beast will know you're there.

She wasright, of course. He had to keep hismind aimost a blank and even shut L'Maraout of it.
Doing dl that took effort, but he managed it now by con-centrating on his surroundings and the steps he
had to take next.



Hedid out of theraincoat he had worn, and rolled it up and thrust it and the quiver with the
remaining arrows under one of the safety straps on the ded. The cold rain immediately soaked through
the heavy jacket he was wearing, but he grimly ignored it. Bet-ter the cold and wet than arustling coat
that could catch on things and bind his movements.

He picked up the bow, nocked an arrow, then clutched the remaining two arrows against the
bow handle and moved cautioudly to the stone wall. Here he paused and peered over the top to study
the meadow and the distant hives. Finally he crouched, turned to theright, and began moving silently
along thewadll to a place where there had once been agate.

At the break in the wall he got down on his knees and peered around the edge of the stones. The
rows of hives, dim under the trees, were till more than sixty yards away. He debated going closer, but
de-cided againgt it. What if the poison didn't work fast enough? Everything considered, this was about
right. Unless, of course, he couldn't make out the hives when dark came. But he believed he could. It
de-pended on therain.

In hisjacket pocket wasasmal light for usein an emergency, but he prayed it wouldn't cometo
that. How can you hold alight on your target and shoot at the same time? The target—he was very
careful to think of it smply asatarget and not asaliving crea-ture—was almost sure to approach from
the woods around the upper end of the meadow. Theriver wasin that direction.

Thetarget just might come from the reer—but the ded was hidden beyond any chance
discovery, and the hunter was hidden and protected by the wall. The only thing that worried Boy Jam
was his own scent—the man-scent that, according to Doubtful, was so strong that alittle of it clung to
everything that was touched, and so unusud that it stood out above dl other scents. But perhapstherain
would wash it away. Thewind, a least for the moment, wasin hisfavor.

The night was coming swiftly now. With the bow ready for instant use, he tried to make himsdlf
com-fortable while he watched the edges of the meadow. Gradually the hives faded into the degpening
shadow. There was an uneasy minute when he was afraid the dark would swallow them and he would be
forced to move closer. But after night had settled around him he could still make out their vague shapes.
Surely the target would be much easier to see.

Suddenly, without any warning, the rain stopped. In the following stillness, broken only by the
steady drip of moisture from the trees, he peered about gpprehensively. Therain, heredized, had been a
pro-tection. Now he hardly dared change position for fear his movements would be heard.

His apprehension grew asthe night brightened. What was happening? He glanced up quickly and
saw that the sky was clearing. Stars were beginning to gleam above him, and—Was that the moon
coming up over the treesto the east? It was. Almost a full moon!

In shock he pressed closer to the crumbling wall and hunched nearer to the ground,
unconscioudy trying to make hisbody smaler. It had been so long since held seen the night sky that he'd
forgotten about the moon. It was getting brighter by the second, and the moment it rose high enough
abovethetreesit would be shining directly on him.

What should he do?

He could see the hives as clearly now as he could earlier in the evening. It would be foolish as
well as dangerousto remain here when he could easily hit the target at twice the distance.

Cautioudly he gtarted to ease backward. Hisfoot scraped with arasping sound over apile of
unnoticed rubble that had falen from thewall, and he froze. In the stillness the noise seemed loud enough
to be heard al over the meadow. While he waited, listening, he was surprised to hear afrog begin
peeping some-wherein apuddie of rainwater far behind him. An-other frog joined it, and presently the
voices of hun-dreds of frogs were raised in achorusthat rang from both sides of the meadow

At any other time but now the frog chorus would have come pleasantly to hisears. It wasa
sound of lifeinaworld that amost seemed dead. But frogs are sen-sitive, and he knew that the moment
he started mov-ing again their loud peeping would stop. The target, if near enough, would know instantly
that something waswrong.

Creatures like the target, Boy Jaim remembered, couldn't see aswell asthey could hear. So
perhapsit would be wiser to remain where he was. But held have to keep absolutely till.



For along while time seemed to dow down for Boy Jaim. Gradualy the moisture ceased to drip from the
trees. Theair, so cold during the rain, began to turn warm. The moon—no longer gold, but an odd
reddish color—climbed higher until it shone directly upon him. Only the streamers of mist that were
beginning to rise above the meadow kept him from feeling com-pletely exposed. Even so, he wished now
that he had amore powerful weagpon than the primitive bow. A weapon made for killing, like one of
those deadly and destructive guns used during the day of the whed, something that blasted flesh and
bone and brought screaming agony to itsvictim...

For abrief moment he forgot to guard his thoughts. Black rage shot through him ashe
remembered the treachery that had killed poor Doubtful. His hands shook. Oh, if he could only smash
the beast and bring endless pain uponit...

"Careful!" L'Marapleaded, instantly aware of hisrise of fedling.

With an effort he put the hate aside and tried to think only of thetarget. A large, pae, formless
target that would appear presently among the hives. He had only to hit it with an arrow, hit it anywhere,
and the deadliness of the poison would mean swift destruction.

Why didn't the target come? Had he made a mistake and chosen the wrong place to wait?

Hislegs were becoming numb from crouching mo-tionlessfor so long. In afew minutes he would
be forced to stand and rub circulation into them.

At that moment, abruptly, the frog chorus stopped.

From the shadows across the meadow something called to him.

"Boy JAam?"

Shock went through him. The great beast had come, and it knew he was here, waiting for it. But
he could not shooat, for it was hidden in the shadows beyond the streamers of mist.

"Boy Jam," the creature caled again. "Listen to me. Thereis something you should know."

The star was very bright when it finally appeared, and the youngest herder found it vastly
comforting. His thoughts went to the planet that surely revolved around it. Could that planet be
man's old home?

When he'd asked about it earlier, the oldest herder had said, "It could be, though we may
never know for sure. | understand we lost contact with the old planet after we left."

"What happened?"

"No one knows. Those who came here were colonists, trying to escape something they
didn't like. No ships followed us, and no message ever came. But man could never get along with
his brother. Maybe, if he'd ever learned to consider other creatures...”

9

CONTEST

For long seconds after the beast had spoken, Boy Jaim managed to stay motionless, hardly daring to
breathe. Why had the creature called to him? Did it redlly have something to tell—or was this just another
trick? He felt an dmost overpowering desire to answer, asif an iron intelligence had gripped hismind,
willing him to bresk the slence. Only the knowledge of the greet bear's treachery madeit possible for him
to hold histongue.
“Boy Jam," the beast called for the third time. "Answer me. Y ou must hear what | haveto say.”
Again hefdt that compelling urge to speek. But the thing knows I'm here, he thought. If he has
something to tell me, why doesn't he say it?
Then dl a once he redized the reason. In spite of the bright moonlight, the Golden One couldn't see him.
That had to beit. Bears depended upon smell and bearing far more than sight. The monster knew



he was somewhere close, armed to kill, but his exact location wag still unknown. If he could be madeto
speak, or even to move alittle bit, he would be pin-pointed and the bear would have the advantage.

At the moment it was astalemate.

Boy Jaim tried to ignore the numbness creeping through hislegs and concentrated on the
shadowsin the area of the hives. He could make out nothing worth the risk of an arrow.

What would the creature do next?

Hetried to put himself in the Golden One's place, but his growing discomfort madeit difficult to
think. He ground histeeth and forced himsdlf to remain mo-tionlesswhile he watched and waited. Time
dragged. There came an agonizing minute when he knew he had reached the end of his endurance. He
must stand up and get some circulation back into hislegs.

Sowly herose. A few scattered frogs that had begun peeping again ingtantly fell slent. Hiseyes
roved the meadow and the encircling trees. Had his own movement stopped the frogs, or had something
esedoneit?

Hislegs throbbed and needles began shooting through his numbed feet. Where was the Golden
One? Had the creature sighted him when he stood up, and wasit even now creeping through the trees on
onesdeor the other, trying to get behind him? A coldness went through him as he thought of the
incredible stedlth he faced. No shadow could be more soundless.

Without turning his head be swung his eyesto the right and strained to see asfar as he could over his
shoulder. At the same time, carefully, he sent his thoughts out, gently probing.

His eyes saw nothing that moved but the dowly drifting streamers of mist. Y et something was
out there behind him. He could senseit.

How far it was from him he could only guess, but he knew instantly that he had only secondsto
decide what to do.

His musclestightened and hismind raced. If he turned to shoot too soon, the incredibly swift
beast could easily evade the first arrow and be upon him be-fore he loosed the second. But if he shot a
moment too late, there wouldn’t be time to escape the siweep of one of those mighty paws, even though
hekilled the thing.

Very dowly he began shifting hisfeet. They fdt like hdf-aive sumps. Again he sent histhoughts
forth to probe—but now he was unable to sense anything near him. For an instant of shock and
uncertainty hewon-dered if hed made amistake. Then it cameto him that the Golden One had detected
his menta search and was evading it. The monster must be cregping close. ..

In aflash Boy Jaim whirled and drew the arrow to hisear.

His pulse was racing like his mind. For the agonizing space of a dozen heartbests he could make
out nothing in the mist. There were just the trees, the pools of black shadow in the moonlight, and the
long mist streamersthat were drifting over thewall and across the meadow. The mist was much denser in
one area, but something kept urging him to look away fromiit.

The sudden memory of poor Doubtful broke the spell. Thetricky beast! Rage exploded within
him.

"You dirty devil!" he screamed, loosing thefirst arrow. "Diel Diel”

He heard the arrow strike an invisble limb and knew that it must have glanced to one side of his
tar-get. But dready he wasfitting the second arrow to the string and swiftly drawing it to hisear.

Asit left the bow, movement erupted from the mist, and he saw the second arrow graze one
mon-strous shoulder and fly harmlesdy into the night. The great beast had legped ahead of the shot.

Now it was charging him. Hardly thirty yards away, it bore down upon him with the swiftness of
thewind.

Boy Jaim screamed his hate and shot hislast ar-row. He could not see where it struck, for time
had run out for him. He whirled and tried to legp around the bregk in the wall to the other sde. His
leaden feet refused to respond. A stonetripped him, and hefell.

The creature was upon him now, but moving too fast to stop. It swerved toward him, spun, and a
great paw that could have smashed him like afly arced downward. But he was dready spinning on his
el-bows, scrambling away, and trying to gain hisfeet and run. Then he was up and plunging forward



adong the outsde of thewall.

Thewall was his only hope. When he was sure the creature had | ft the gate and wasracing
behind him, he put al his power into a spring and flipped quickly over into the meadow.

Hardly had he run three pacesin the wall's shadow when he heard agreat crash behind him. Stones flew
inal directions. One grazed his head and sent him redling to his knees. For amoment it seemed
impossi-ble to escape the thing that so wanted hislife, but when he was able to look up be was
astounded to see the monster charging straight into the meadow.

Hallway to the hives the beast stopped abruptly. The moonlight glinted on something stuck iniits
shoulder. Boy Jaim stared at it. It was histhird ar-row. He watched with a growing honor as the great
golden creature reared upward, quivering in afrenzy from the poison that was now coursing through its
body. All a once aterrible cry burst from it—a petri-fying sound of agony and rage and despair—then
sud-denly it seemed to go out of its mind. It whirled about, snapping its teeth and snarling, and charged
erraticaly through the hives, scattering them right and left. Finaly it burst through thewall to theright of
them and vanished in the woods on the other side.

Stunned, Boy Jaim remained where he had falen, his unsteady hands clutching a the meadow
grass. All the hate held felt so short awhile ago had vanished. Inits place had come arising sickness, a
revulsion for what he had done.

Then he became aware of L'Maras frantic ques-tions beating through his mind.

“I'mall right,” hetold her. "I-I shot the thing—but something awful has happened. The
bear didn't die. He-he's gone mad."

"Oh, dear! How-what-"

"It'sthe poison. It didn't affect him the way it's supposed to. Instead of killing him, it's
burning him up inside, and he's gone crazy with the pain." He paused, and added grimly, "1-1've got
to go after himand put him out of his misery

He was aware of her shock. "But," she protested, "are you sure you have to? Andru says
there's enough poison on every point to kill dozens of creatures like him. And you know what it
did to the goats! Isn't he bound to die anyway? Boy Jaim, please! This could be another one of his
tricks-"

"It'sno trick,” hereplied. "He's in the worst kind of agony-I can feel it in him. I've got to
go after him."

At thismoment of horrid victory, thelast thing he wanted to do was follow the monster and finish
what he'd started. But it had to be done. Just how he was going to manage it he didn't know. With
another poisoned arrow? The thought made him shudder. Hed haveto try it, of course, but if it didn't
work quickly he'd have to use some other Ineans. His knife, perhaps, or some sort of a spear

Where was hisbow?

Hefound it under some of the rocks that had been knocked over when the Golden One crashed
through thewall. The only damage was a broken string.

He raced back to the ded, restrung the bow with a spare string from the case, then rose and flew
over the treetops in the direction the wounded beast had taken.

Tofollow it was unpleasantly easy. Unless he closed hismind to it, the Golden One's agony was
likeared and violently burning beacon. It led him acrosstheriver, over the chain of hills on the other
Sde, and gtraight into the grest forest. Asthe dow minutes passed he found himsdlf praying that the
creature would die before he caught up with it. It was moving at afurious pace, S0 it was bound to
collapse soon.

Then, like aclap of thunder in hismind, it cameto him that this might be his chance—hisone
possible chance—to find out about the calamity that was soon to happen. The great bear knew. There
could be no doubt about that. Perhaps, beforeit died, the madnesswould leave and it would tell what he
wanted to know. Or, if it refused, perhaps he could make it tel.

Thislast thought seemed dmost inhuman to him, but Boy Jaim hardened himsdlf toit. If it had to
be, it just had to be. With so many lives at stake, you couldn't quibble over how you saved them...



Now, ingtead of wishing for the creature to die quickly, he began praying that it would live until
he caught up with it. Worriedly hetried to coax more speed from the balky ded. Nothing hedid to it
helped in the least. It had been in storage too long and had had too little timefor recharging. Gradudly it
was beginning to dow down.

On the other hand the pain-racked beast ahead seemed tireless. If anything, the violence of the
poi-son was driving it at an ever-faster pace. He wouldn't have believed that the mongter, in spite of its
size and strength, could actually move fagter than the ded. But it was.

Stll, it couldn’t keep this up for long. The poison was atemporary stimulant, goading it past
endurance. Presently it would be forced to drop front sheer ex-haustion. But would the ded's power hold
our that long?

Suddenly Boy Jaim wished he'd gone back and exchanged deds before he had tried to follow the
beast. It wastoo late for that now, and he was much too far away. Of course, L'Maracould bring him a
better ded, but that wouldn't be so wise. L'Marawas hisonly link with home. If he learned anything
important, it would have to be sent through her.

The Golden One, as nearly as he could judge, was dmaost amile ahead of him now. For along
while he concentrated on it, expecting it to collapse at any minute. The beast did not even pause. Nor did
there seem to be much changeiniits pace. It was dowing alittle—though not enough to make much
differencein the mile that separated them.

Suddenly a startling thought cameto him. What if the great bear recovered?

But thiswas a possihility Boy Jaim was not ready to face, and ingtantly he put it aside. If tile bear
was dow-ing, so was the ded, and there was the worrisome like-lihood that the ded would run out of
power in the next few minutes, and he would have to come down. It had aready flown far longer than
he'd dared hope it would.

Where was the cresture heading? Toward the Bar-rens? It seemed that way—but why in the
world would it go there?

To make sure of hisdirection, he glanced up at the starsto get his bearings.

Thefirst thing he saw was the moon, and the sight of it frightened him. It was past the zenith and mov-ing
westward down the sky at a sharp angle from the bear's course. It told him that the Golden One was
indeed heading for the Barrens—but the fact did not register immediately. All that registered wasthe
moon's color. It was red. Not reddish, asit had been earlier, but aterrible, unearthly, burning red.

He had been so intent upon following the bear that he did not know whether the color change
had come gradudly, or had happened in the last few minutes. Even the sky seemed curioudly light, asif
dawn were not far away—but he was given no time to specul ate on the meaning of this, for suddenly the
balky ded began to dip downward.

During the next few seconds he had his handsfull trying to avoid the treetops rising to meet him.
He had aready passed over asmdl hillock, dmost barren of growth on top. It was the only open spot in
sght, and somehow he managed to spiral back to it and make alanding, without too great ajolt, upon
the westhered rocks.

He knew he was lucky to have madeit, but he did not fed that way. The hillock would catch the
firgt light of the morning sun, and the ded would gather power enough to fly within an hour. What would
happen to the bear in the meantime?

The maddened creature was till rushing through the forest, though it was becoming difficult to
senseit in the distance. Would it be dive in the morning and would he be able to locate it then?

Despairingly he redlized he might aswell get what rest he could, for there was nothing more he
could do now.

As he stretched out on the ded L'Mara called sud-denly.

"Boy Jaim! Have you seen the moon?"

"Of course I’ ve seenit! How could | missit?"

"But—but what's happening? It looks awful!"

"1don't know what's happening, but it's probably just volcanic gas or dust high up in the
atmosphere?



He said it only because she was frightened, and it was the first reason that came to hismind
"Have you called Emmon about it?”

“I've tried to, but he doesn't answer. It'sall so scary.”

“ Sop worrying about it and get some sleep.”

"My goodness, how can anyone sleep with things the way they are? Where are you now?”

She wanted to come after him, but he ordered her to stay where shewas. "1’ m more than
halfway to the Barrens," hesaid “ It would be after daylight before you could fly here and find me.
You've got to remain near a phonein case | learn something."

"But how can you ever-*

'l don't know how, but I’ll manage it somehow. Just pray that bear's alive when | catch up
with him...”

"But—but | thought you wanted him dead!"

“1've changed my mind."

The long hunt was over. The cunning beast had es-caped the canyon's trap, and the beaten hunters had
returned.

"It'sstrange,” the youngest herder said that evening. "I wanted to see that thing killed. But now,
wdl-"

"You fed better knowing it escaped?’ the oldest herder asked quietly.

"I-1 guess 0. | know it's dangerous, and that it hates us, but somehow | can't blame it anymore.
If other creatures had treated us the way we've treated them-"

The youngest herder stopped and stared into the east where his star wasrising. "Look!" he
exclamed. " Something must be wrong. Its color has changed!™

10

THE BARRENS

During the brief period that he managed to deep, Boy Jaim dreamed of the days behind him.. It began as
ahappy dream, full of birdsong, of the time when he and Doubtful roamed the forest together and al
crea-tures were hisfriends. Then abruptly the dream changed. Terror came, and the world turned red
with agreat burning

He sat up suddenly, wide awake on the ingtant. It was morning, but no song of birds greeted him.
Over the dlent forest the sun had risen—ared sun, mon-strous and flaming, in asky like brass.

Hegaped a it in awe. Was the world coming to an end? But when L'Mara called amoment later
he managed to hide hisfears and pretend there was little to worry abot.

“It'sjust gas or something in the upper air," he assured her. "Have you been ableto talk to
Emmon about it?"

"Yes," shereplied. "He said what you did earlier—that volcanoes are causing it. He thinks
they must be spouting up from the sea somewhere. Everybody's afraid. But Emmon said if the
volcanoes are far enough away, we may not have too much to worry about, even though there are
bound to be earthquakes. What—what do you think, Boy Jaim?"

He hesitated. Emmon, of course, was doing his best to keep people cam until there was more
informetion. It cameto him with ajolt that what was happening now was hardly abeginning and might
have no con-nection whatever with the grest terror that was com-ing. He could not even guess the nature
of it, but he knew it was approaching fast. It was only hours away. Hours....

Suddenly hesaid, "Tell Emmon to take some of his beesinside and put them deep in the
safest part of his hill. And he'd better do the same with some of the goats.”



"But-but why?"

"I1-1 don't know. It's just an idea. Suppose something poisonousin the air killed off all the
bees and goats—and don't think it can't happen. Do you realize ther€'d never again be any honey
and milk?"

"Oh, how awful! But all the Elders are advising us to move out of the houses until thisis
over. Earth-quakes-"

"There may be earth quakes---I don't know yet. Just tell Emmon what | said. Now I’ ve got
to hurry and find that bear. Thereisn't much time...”

How many hours did they have? Four? Five? All he had to go on was a sudden fedling of
urgency, asif astring were being dowly tightened in hismind, In risng uneasiness he sent his thoughts
probing trough the forest. They touched upon nothing living.

Was the Golden One dead? His jaws knotted and he shook his head, refusing to consider the
possibility. The great bear had to be dive. Probably it had reached the Barrens and was out of range of
his probing.

The ded was afl oat again in the morning sun, Impartiently he sent it skimming over theforegt, in
the same direction he had flown during the night. In the un-natura heat agrowing thirst began to trouble
him. For along while he managed to ignore it, but findly it became atorment.

The unpleasant white gleam of the Barrensin the distance reminded him of the scarcity of water ahead,
and of the foolishness of going on without it. He changed course and presently did down beside one of
the smd| streamsthat flowed into theriver.

To savetime he gulped afew quick swalows from the stream, then hurriedly searched through
the ded’ slocker for an old plastic bucket, which he cleaned out and filled. In less than aminute he was
on hisway with the bucket between his knees.

Now the burning heat seemed worse, and he thought longingly of the covered ded he should
have taken last night. He sipped from the bucket, splashed alit-tle water on hisface, then grimly tried to
concentrate on locating the bear.

Ahead the white gleam broadened. It spread to the horizon as the forest below him began to thin
and diminish. Still his probing thoughts touched nothing that seemed dive,

He dowed, then let the ded drift, while he care-fully went over the area ahead with eye and
mind. In the gtillness the sun's blistering touch was amost unbearable. Its brassy glare upon the Barrens
seemed to intensfy the awfulness of the place.

It was avast stretch of utter desolation, a desert of scorched sand and worn gray rubble
unrelieved by asingle tree. Even &fter al therain the only green to be seen wasin an occasiona scabrous
patch of cac-tus. Here and there in the pitted rubble—there were depressions and pits
everywhere—rose curious shapes of eroded stone. The shapes might once have been buildings, though it
seemed impossible that man had ever lived here—and that man aone could have been responsible for
such anightmare world.

Boy Jaim's attention kept returning to asunken areaiin the distance. It twisted like a deep scar
across the rubble. Aswith many of the other depressions, it could have been caused by a cave-in. He
flew to it and began drifting dong one edge. Suddenly he became sharply attentive as he sensed fedling of
somekind below him.

For amoment he thought it was pain that he sensed. Then, with alittle shock, heredized it was
third.

The Golden Onelay motionlessin the shadow of theravinewall, the arrow still protruding from
high on the left shoulder. The great beast's eyes were closed. If breath remained in the mighty body, Boy
Jaim could not have detected it from outward Sgns. It was only by that silent and amaost mindless craving
for warter that he knew hisenemy il lived.

For amoment, as he stepped cautioudy from the ded, he wondered if this could be another trap.
Then, adozen yards away in the shadow, he saw the deep pool of rainwater, with no tracksleading to it.
The truth was evident, Water had drawn the creature here, but it had collapsed before the pool could be



reached. Now the great bear was dying.

Boy Jam snatched up the bucket he had brought, and ran and poured its contents into the
Golden One's partidly open mouth. Retreating, he stood tense, wait-ing. Seconds passed. The bear did
not move.

Abruptly his attention went to the arrow. Had dl the poison been dissolved from the point? What
would happen if he pulled the thing out?

Again heran forward, seized the arrow and quickly withdrew it, and flung it away. Black liquid
oozed from the bear's shoulder. He caught up the bucket, raced to the pool and filled it, and poured
water over the wound. Cleansed, the wound amost magically began to close and hedl.

He brought more water, let some of it drip into the monstrous mouth, then left the bucket beside
it on the sand and hastened back to the ded. With the strung bow in his hand and one of the remaining
black-tipped arrows on the string, he stood grimly watching his enemy.

A tremor shook the great golden body. At last, very dowly, the creature's head came up and turned to
the bucket. When the water was gone, Boy Jaim brought more, and still more, until the terrible thirst was
quenched.

Now from the Golden One, weakly, came thefirst directed thought. “ Why . . . spare me now...
Boy Jaim?"

Muscles knotted in Boy Jam'sjaws. "If you fed any gratitude for being spared, you can easly
re-pay me.”

The beadt's eyes flickered open, then closed. ™Y ou till wish to know. .. the thing that will
happen?...”

"Yeg"

"You honestly think . . your people.. areworth it?'

"Of coursethey'reworth it!" Boy Jaim cried. “What right have you to decide such a matter aslife
and desth?"

Something like a sigh came from the Golden Oné'sthroat. "No more right than man... but man
has aways taken that right. Don't you redlize... that you belong to arace of destroyers? The most
terrible and uncaring... destroyersthis planet has ever known?"

"l don't believeit!"

"It isthetruth,”

Boy Jaim trembled with sudden anger. "I didn't follow you hereto listen to your crazy ideas
about peo-ple! | came to save them! What's going to happen?' He raised the bow and drew back on the
arrow. "'Tell me!" hecried. "Tell me—or by the sars above, I'll make you burn with another dose of
poison—and thistimeyou'l die!"

"Then... you had better kill me" the creature replied. "If al menwerelikeyou . . . they might be
worth saving. But they arenot . . . Soit isbetter that they perish...”

Slowly the great head raised. The black eyes opened. “ Shoot, Boy Jaim!”

Boy Jaim stared desperately at his enemy. He opened his mouth and tried to speak, but for the
mo-ment he could not. He trembled. Suddenly, in angry frustration, he flung hisbow aside. Tears came
to hiseyes.

All a once he cried out, "What—what in the name of God has man ever doneto you?"

"He destroyed dl of my kind, Boy Jam."

"That can't be true! Unless—unlessit wasfor sdf-protection. Anyhow, it's been hundreds of
years since people were last forced . . . but you couldn't pos-sibly be old enough to remember-"

"I am older than you think, Boy Jaim. And my memory goes back before my time. It isnot
pleasant to remember so much—especialy when oneisaone. It was not for salf-protection that man
killed my kind. He did it for sport.”

"Y ou-you'rewrong! Y ou're bound to be. No one ever took life for the fun of it. For food,
maybe, or to save himself—I know early man ate flesh, but that was ages ago. Y ou can't tell me-"
"Look at me, Boy Jam."



Againg hiswill, Boy Jaim found himself staring into the Golden Oné's cold ebony eyes. The great beast
was stronger now, and there was power in the thought that commanded him: Gaze into the past.
Rember what you see.

Suddenly everything around him vanished. Instead of being in aravinein the Barrens, he stood on
the edge of awooded hill with agreat house in the back-ground. Before him men and women with guns
were shooting at birds being frightened past by servantsin the meadows below. To one side was agreat
pile of dead birds. They were not being shot for food, for other servants were arranging huge platters of
food on tables under the trees.

For amoment of shock Boy Jaim could not believe the evidence of his eyes. But he could hear
the sharp booming of the guns, the gay tak of the shooters, and smell the rich odors of thefood. Inrising
horror he cried out againgt the Sight.

Instantly the scene changed. In swift succession he saw the daughter of countless grazing
creatures, of great animals unknown to him, and of proud and beautiful beasts that no man would ever
see again. Not for food were they hunted. They went down in red pain for the glory of the hunter, who
kept only their spotted skins, or their horns, or their trophy heads. The last to die were two huge bears,
who fought man to thefina bresth to save agolden cub. The cub escaped, to wander forever aone...

"Stop it!" Boy Jaim screamed, putting his hands over hiseyes. "Stopit! 1've seen enough!™

Abruptly he wasin the Barrens again, in the ravine facing the Golden One. Gasping, Sick at heart,
he fell back against the rocky wall and stared at his enemy.

"What-what kind of trick wasthat?' he managed to say hoarsdly.

The great beast was much stronger. The huge head was higher, and the black eyeswere
watching himin-tently. "It was no trick, Boy Jaim. Y ou saw alittle of what really happened, exactly asit
happened. Surdly you've heard of the Pool of Knowledge?!

"Yyes"

"Then you know that nothing islogt, ever. What you saw wastherein the past. | merely helped
you to seeit.”

Boy Jaim swalowed. "And the future—it isaso there, and you can seeit asclearly?'

"| can seeit—but it isnever asclear, for it has not yet happened. Often the details are obscure.
Y ou are one of the details, Boy Jaim, that has given metrou-ble.”

"l-I don't understand.”

"Our fight isnot finished,” the great beast told him warningly, as muscles rippled under the golden
hide. "We areonly at astaemate. If you are wise, you will kill me now whileyou still have the chance,
Soon | will be asstrong asever.”

Boy Jam retreated. Grimly he caught up hisbow again. "If only you hadn't killed poor
Doubtful...”

"l am truly sorry about your dog. Truly. | had no in-tention of hurting it.”

"l see. Y ou intended only to get rid of me."

"Of course, Boy Jam."

"But why?" hecried. "Why?’

"Because of what you are. Y ou are not like the oth-ers of your kind. If | had killed you, itis
amogt cer-tain that the race of man would soon be ended—and that other creatureswould finally have a
chance. But now—who knows? So long asyou are dive, | cannot see the end.”

Boy Jaim looked at the monster in astonishment. ™Y ou-you mean you were afraid | might be able
to seeinto the Pool of Knowledge and warn people in time to save them?"

"Therewasthat posshility.”

"But | can't!" he said bitterly. "I haven't learned how. All | know isthat the thing—whatever it
is—isdmogt onus.”

Abruptly he raised the bow. "But you know!" he cried in ashaking voice. "Y ou murderous
scheming devil, you've tricked me and killed my dog and done everything you could to destroy my
people. What's going to happen? Tell me! Tell me fast—or I'll drive every arrow I've got into you, and
you'l burn and burn insde, and burn again-"



"Shoot! | wish youwould.” The obsidian eyes glit-tered. "Y ou did me no favor when you gave
mewater and saved my life. | have lived far too long. And al done. Y ou do not know what itisto be
forever done, for yearswithout end... and wander the empty is-lands, and the wastes of theworld...”

Boy Jaim stood trembling, momentarily speechless. In the terrible urgency of the moment he had
entirely forgotten the heat. How do you tear information from a creature so obdurate, so fearless of
desth, so immuneto threat?

"Oh, pleasel" he begged desperately. "Please help me! How can you condemn people for what
they did solong ago? It's not right! They've changed. Can't you seethat?’

"Changed? Nonsense! Don't you know that they've aways done something no other creature has
ever been guilty of—and thet evil istill inthem?

"W-what's that?'

"For time out of mind they've daughtered their own kind—and in numbers beyond count.”

"No!"

"Y es. It happened right here in the Barrens. Y our ancestors killed their own kind, by the millions.
Worse, they upset a baance and entirely destroyed the world that used to be.”

"No! No! Impossible! They couldn't-"

"Look & me."

Once more, againgt hiswill, apower gripped his mind and commanded: Gaze again into the
past.

In aflash the ravine vanished. Boy Jaim was thunderstruck to find himsdf in the midst of a
nightmare more horrible than anything he had ever been able to imagine. He wasin amonstrous city
during itsfina hours.

Madness and fear and fury were everywhere. Hordes of people trampled each other, fighting to
get underground. There was the scream of Srens, the roar of motors that jammed the tangled ribbons of
dreets, and in the blackening skies a congtant thunder while little ships darted like frightened fish. Then
abruptly sky and earth were rent by titanic forces. The mounting bedlam turned to a shuddering sllence
while the city's steel and stone dripped down like melted candlewax. ..

Boy Jaim was unable even to cry out. He fell trem-bling as he fdt the long-past shifting of the
planet onitsaxis. Then followed the sting of poisonous migts, the rush of grest winds, the bite of
unbelievable heat and cold, and the pounding of mighty waters as the seas rushed over theland. Time
swirled around him with its gnawing centuries. Findly, there was only the quiet of seasand and rubble
about him, but still he saw the horror he had witnessed. He clawed to hisfeet and ran.

Heran blindly through the growing hest, fleeing an ever-present past that refused to leave him.
Rubbl e tripped him and he went diding over scorching sand. It seared him and drove him up and on.
When hefdl again he was in the comparative coolness of shadow. Just ahead was a puddle of rainwater
inthe hollow of arock. He crawled to it, gasping, and buried hisfaceinit.

The earth gill seemed to be shaking under him, but it was some time before hisvision partidly
cleared and he was able to separate past and present. He looked around.

Hewasin the upper part of the ravine where it doped into the Barrens. Through the shimmering
heat he could see the great bear silhouetted at a curve behind him. The moster was on its feet now,
apparently fully recovered. He saw it start swiftly to-ward him, then suddenly stop as the earth shook
again and rubblefdl into theravine.

The predicted earthquakes had come.

Suddenly he was aware that afrightened L'Marawas caling, and had been trying to get his
attention for sometime.

"Boy Jaim! Boy Jaim!" shewas saying franticdly. "Where are you? Please answer me!”

"I-I'min the Barrens," he managed to say dazedly. "I'mall right—but you—is the ground
shaking?...”

-"Yes, but we've all gone outside to be safe. It's hor-ribly hot, so mother and | and all the
neighbors have gone into that little place below the house. It's fairly cool under the trees here, and
it's about the safest place around...” Then suddenly, anxioudy. "Boy Jaim! What'swrong? You'rein



danger— can fedl it!"

It cameto him at that moment that her danger was greater than his, and that everyone a home
should get back insde as quickly as possible. But he was till dazed from the terrors the Golden One had
thrust upon him, and it was hard to pull his thoughts to-gether. The bear, he saw, was coming toward him
again. There was deadly purpose in the creature's movements.

Boy Jaim groped for hisbow, then in despair re-dized he must have dropped it during hisflight.
He scrambled to hisfeet and ran.

"L'Mara." hecalled, as he raced over the trembling sand, " Get back in the house! Hurry!
Send an emergency call for everyone to do the same.”

" But—but the quakes—the ground's still shaking-"

"The houses can take it—especially the older ones. They were built for tempests we've
forgotten. Get back inside—tell everyone to take all their blankets to the lower levels. They must
go asfar back in the ground as they can, and keep every door closed...”

For long seconds the connection between them was broken, and he knew she must be having
trouble urg-ing the others away from the imagined safety of the cooling lake. Then she caled infright,
"When isit coming? How much time-"

"You—you have only minutes," he gasped, with aquick backward look at the bear. "It'll be
from the east—you'’ Il fedl it first. A wind-"

Until thisingtant he hadn't known what it was, but now in his desperation the tormenting visions of
the past cleared away, and he saw in aflash what lay ahead.

"We're on the edge of a great cosmic dust cloud," hetold her quickly. "It caused the heat.
But in a few minutes it will darken the sun, and ther€'ll be a wind—a terrible wind that will turn
the air over and bring instant cold. If that cold touches you, you'll die in seconds. Get down in the
lower level! Hurry™

"B-but what about you? What will you do? How-"

"Forget about me—'ll manage all right. Do as| tell you!"

With an effort he closed hismind to her, hiding the sudden hel plessness he felt. Then he stopped
running and turned to face the great bear.

The Golden One had paused some distance behind him, at the edge of the ravine. The brazen
sky was d-ready darkening. A little wind had sprung up, sending the hot sand swirling about him.

For along moment the beast tood motionless, S-lently looking a him. Findly, the great head
nodded asif to say: You win, Boy Jam. Y our eyes have been opened. Then, dowly, it turned and
gtarted back down into the ravine.

Boy Jaim watched it disappear. Now alondiness such as he had never known swept over him.
My eyes have been opened, he thought. But why did it have to happen so late?

In afew minutes he would die. He wanted so badly to live—only there was no place to go. Not
here in the Barrens. There were many caves he knew of that might offer protection, but they were so far
away that not even the fastest ded could have taken himto oneintime,

Some of the caves were huge, and he wondered if the Golden One could have sent the forest
creaturesto them for safety. The thought had no sooner come to him than he knew it wastrue. Hefelt a
quick glow of happiness.

Then the day began to darken rapidly and he heard the moaning of risng wind. Thefirst great
rush of it filled the world with flying sand arid drove him headlong into the ravine, to go tumbling and
rolling until he waswell below theleve of the Barrens. But hardly had he got his breath when the wind
became a shriek, and abruptly it was cold.

He cried out against the agony of acold that amost numbed him in histracks, then he saw the
huge golden shape looming before him, beckoning with out-stretched paws, offering protection.

He ran forward, and the mighty paws encircled him and drew him down, and he was enveloped
and cov-ered in awarmth of fur that shut out every prodding point of the knifing wind. "Rest, Boy Jaim,"
the great beast said. "And tell L'Marathereis nothing moreto fear. The heat of my body will keep you



warm until thisisover.

More About a Sar

The youngest herder hurried through the deepening twilight and climbed the slope to where the
oldest herder waited. It wastoo early for his star to be up, but his eyes kept straying to the
horizon where it al-ways appeared. Again he wondered about the strangeness of its color last
night. Had it really turned red—or had it just seemed that way because of something in the
atmosphere?

The oldest herder had been very curious, and the two of them had watched it for over an
hour until the mist came and blotted out everything overhead.

Now the sky was clear. How would his star ook to-night?

Then abruptly he forgot it when he reached the crest of the slope and saw that the oldest
herder was holding something in hisarms.

"Say, what have you got there?"

"A present for you," the oldest herder said quietly.

"A-a present?" The youngest herder stared at the small dim shape held out to him, then
exclaimed in delight, "It's a puppy!"

"Yes,” said the oldest herder. "I thought it was about time you had another dog?'

The youngest herder stammered his thanks and sat down on the grass, clinging to his new
friend. His heart overflowed.

He was not awar e of the passage of time until he heard the oldest herder say, "Thereit
is—your star! It's red tonight. Much redder than last night.”

The youngest herder's hands tightened on the dog as he turned and looked. It was true. His
star was very red tonight, so red that it was almost frightening.

"What—what's wrong with it?" he whispered.

“1 don't know, son. But there must be a reason...”

They watched the star while it climbed slowly into the heavens.

Suddenly the youngest herder gasped, “ It's fading!"

There was no question about it. It really was fading. Incredulous, the two stared at it. The
star was high over the hills now, but it was becoming dimmer by the minute. It was fading away.
All at once it was gone. It had vanished completely. For a long while the two watchers sat
wordless, star-ing at where the star had been. The youngest herder clutched his dog for comfort
and thought of the planet that was surely out there. What had happened to it? He gave a silent
but earnest prayer for its people, and for all the creatures on that distant whirling ball.

Then, because he had the strange feeling that some-thing of great importance had been
settled, he gave an extra prayer for all those who might be concerned.

Finally, a cold nose touched his cheek and a warm tongue licked happily at his face. He
sighed and asked, "What could have happened out yonder?"

"Who knows? There are cloudsin space. Perhaps a great cloud ishiding it."

"Do-do you suppose it will ever come back?"

The oldest herder did not reply at once. Then he nodded and said, "Yes, | believe so. |
believeit will shine again.”






