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Above all, as she began to awaken, she wished for her family. She called to them, "Mutti, Vati, Carlotta, Karla! Where are you?" But of course she cried it in German since she was a good Prussian girl. Then she remembered. How long had it been since her father had put her and her two sisters into the space capsules? She had no idea. Even her father, the Ritter vom Acht, and her uncle, Professor Doctor Joachim vom Acht—who had administered the shots in Parbudice, Germany, on April 2, 1945—could not have imagined that the girls would remain in suspended animation for thousands of years. But so it was. 

 

Afternoon sunlight gleamed orange and gold on the rich purple shades of the Fighting Trees. Charls looked at the trees, knowing that as the sunset moved from orange to red and as darkness crept over the eastern horizon, they would once again glow with quiet fire. 

How long was it since the trees were planted—Fighting Trees, the True Men called them—for the express purpose of sending their immense roots down into the earth, seeking out the radioactives in the soil and the waters beneath, concentrating the poisonous wastes into their hard pods, then dropping the waxy pods until, at some later time, the waters which came from above the earth, and those yet in the earth, would once more be clean? Charls did not know. 

One thing he did know. To touch one of the trees, to touch it directly, was certain death. 

He wanted very much to break a twig but he did not dare. Not only was it tambu, but he feared the sickness. His people had made much progress in the last few generations, enough so that at times they did not fear to face True Men and to argue with them. But the sickness was not something with which one could argue. 

At the thought of a True Man, an unaccountable thickness gripped him in the throat. He felt sentimental, tender, fearful; the yearning that gripped him was a kind of love, and yet he knew that it could not be love since he had never seen a True Man except at a distance. 

Why, Charls wondered, was he thinking so much about True Men? Was there, perhaps, one nearby? 

He looked at the setting sun, which was by now red enough to be looked at safely. Something in the atmosphere was making him uneasy. He called to his sister. 

"Oda, Oda!" 

She did not answer. 

Again he called. "Oda, Oda!" 

This time he heard her coming, plowing recklessly through the underbrush. He hoped she would remember to avoid the Fighting Trees. Oda was sometimes too impatient. 

Suddenly there she was before him. 

"You called me, Charls? You called me? You've found something? Shall we go somewhere together? What do you want? Where are mother and father?" Charls could not help laughing. Oda was always like that. 

"One question at a time, little sister. Weren't you afraid you would die the burning death, going through the trees like that? I know you don't want to believe in the tambu, but the sickness is real." 

"It isn't," she said. She shook her head. "Maybe it was once . . . I guess it really was once"—granting him a concession—"but do you, yourself, know of anybody who has died from the trees for a thousand years?" 

"Of course not, silly. I haven't been alive a thousand years." Oda's impatience returned. "You know what I mean. And anyway, I decided the whole thing is silly. We all accidentally brush against the trees. So one day I ate a pod. And nothing happened." 

He was appalled. "You ate a pod?" 

"That's what I said. And nothing happened." 

"Oda, one of these days you're going to go too far." She smiled at him. "And now I suppose you are going to say that the oceans' 

beds were not always filled with grass." 

He was indignant. "No, of course I know better than that. I know that the grass was put into the oceans for the same reason that the Fighting Trees were planted—to eat up all the poisons that the Old Ones left in the days of the Ancient Wars." 

How long they would have bickered he did not know, but just then his ears caught an unfamiliar noise. He knew the sound the True Men made as they sped on their mysterious errands in the upper air. He knew the ominous buzz that the Cities gave off should he approach them too closely. He knew also the clicking noises that the few remaining manshonyaggers made as they crept through the Wild, alert for any non-German to kill. Poor blind machines, they were so easy to outsmart. 

But this noise, this noise was different. It was nothing he had ever heard before. 

The whistling sound rose and throbbed against the upper reaches of his hearing. It had a curiously spiral quality about it as though it approached and receded, all the while veering toward him. Charls was filled with terror, feeling threatened beyond all understanding. 

Now Oda heard it too. Their quarrel forgotten, she seized his arm. "What is it, Charls? What could it be?" 

His voice was hesitant and full of wonder. "I don't know." 

"Are the True Men doing something, something new that we never heard before? 

Do they want to hurt us, or enslave us? Do they want to catch us? Do we want to be caught? Charls, tell me, do we want to be caught? Could it be the True Men coming? I seem to smell True Man. They did come once before and caught some of us and took them away and did strange things to them, so that they looked like True Men, didn't they, Charls? Could it be the True Men again?" In spite of his fear, Charls had a certain amount of impatience with Oda. She talked so much. 

The noise persisted and intensified. Charls sensed that it was directly over his head, but he could see nothing. 

Oda said, "Charls, I think I see it. Do you see it, Charls?" Suddenly he too saw the circle—a dim whiteness, a vapor train that increased in size and volume. Concomitantly the sound increased, until he felt his eardrums would burst. It was nothing ever before seen in his world. . . . A thought struck him. It was as hard as a physical blow; it sapped his courage and manhood as nothing before had ever done; he did not feel young and strong any more. He could hardly frame his words. 

"Oda, could that be—" 

"Be what?" 

"Could it be one of the old, old weapons from the Ancient Past? Could it be coming back to destroy us all, as the legends have always foretold? People have always said they would come back. . . ." His voice trailed off. Whatever the danger, he knew that he was completely helpless, helpless to protect himself, helpless to protect Oda. 

Against the ancient weapons there was no defense. This place was no safer than that place, that place no better than this. People still had to live their lives under the threat of weapons from long, long ago. This was the first time that he personally had met the threat, but he had heard of it. He reached for Oda's hand. 

Oda, singularly courageous now that there was real danger, drew him over onto the bank, away from the cenote. With half his mind he wondered why she seemed to want to move away from the water. She tugged at his arm, and he sat down beside her. 

Already, he knew, it was too late to go looking for their parents or others of their pack. Sometimes it took a whole day to round up the entire family—the thing was coming down relentlessly, and Charls felt so drained of energy that he stopped talking. He thought at her: Let's just wait it out here, and she squeezed his hand as she thought back: Yes, my brother. The long box in the circle of light continued to descend, inexorable. It was odd. Charls could feel a human presence, but the mind was strangely closed to him. He felt a quality of mind that he had never felt before. He had read the minds of True Men as they flew far overhead; he knew the minds of his own people; he could distinguish the thoughts of most of the birds and beasts; it was no trouble to detect the crude electronic hunger of the mechanical mind of a manshonyagger. 

But this—this being had a mind that was raw, elemental, hot. And closed. Now the box was very near. Would it crash in this valley or the next? The screams from within it were extremely shrill. Charls's ears hurt and his eyes smarted from the intensity of heat and noise. Oda held his hand tightly. The object crashed into the ground. 

It ripped the hillside just across the cenote. Had Oda not instinctively moved away from the cenote, the box would have hit them, Charls realized. Charls and Oda stood up cautiously. 

Somehow the box must have decelerated: It was hot, but not hot enough to make the broken trees around it burst into flame. Steam rose from the crushed leaves. 

The noise was gone. 

Charls and Oda moved to within ten man-lengths of the object. Charls framed his clearest thought and flung it at the box: Who are you? 

The being within obviously did not perceive him as he was. There came forth a wild thought, directed at living beings in general. Fools, fools, help me! Get me out of here! 

Oda caught the thought, as did Charls. She stepped in mentally and Charls was astonished at the clarity and force of her inquiry. It was simple but beautifully strong and hard. She thought the one idea: How? 

From the box there came again the frantic babble of demand: The handles, you fools. The handles on the outside. Take the handles and let me out! 

Charls and Oda looked at each other. Charls was not sure that he really wanted to let this creature "out." Then he thought further. Maybe the unpleasantness that radiated from the box was simply the result of imprisonment. He knew that he himself would hate to be encased like that. 

Together Charls and Oda risked the broken leaves, walking gingerly up to the box itself. It was black and old; it looked like something the elders called

"iron"—and never touched. They saw the handles, pitted and scarred. With the ghost of a smile, Charls nodded to his sister. Each took a handle and lifted. 

The sides of the box crackled. The iron was hot but not unbearably so. With a rusty shriek, the ancient door flew open. 

They looked into the box. 

There lay a young woman. 

She had no fur, only long hair on her head. 

Instead of fur, she had strange, soft objects on her body but as she sat up, these objects began to disintegrate. 

At first the girl looked frightened; then, as she glanced at Oda and Charls, she began to laugh. Her thought came through, clearly and rather cruelly: I guess I don't have to worry about modesty in front of puppy dogs. Oda did not seem to mind the thought but Charls's feelings were hurt. The girl said words with her mouth but they could not understand them. Each of them took an elbow and led her to the ground. 

They reached the edge of the cenote and Oda gestured to the strange girl to sit down. She did, and made more words. 

Oda was as puzzled as Charls, but then she began to smile. Spieking had worked before, when the girl was in the box. Why not now? The only thing was, this odd girl did not seem to know how to control her thoughts. Everything she thought was directed at the world at large—at the valley, at the sunset sky, at the cenote. She did not seem to realize that she was shouting every thought aloud. 

Oda put her question to the young woman: Who are you? 

The hot, strange mind flung back quickly: Juli, of course. At this point Charls intervened. There's no "of course" about it, he spieked. What am I doing? the girl's thoughts ran. I'm in mental telepathy with puppy-dog people. 

Embarrassed, Charls and Oda watched her as her thoughts splashed out. 

"Doesn't she know how to close off her thoughts?" Charls wondered. And why had her mind seemed so closed when she was in the box? 

Puppy-dog people. Where can I be if I'm mixed up with puppy-dog people? Can this be Earth? Where have I been? How long have I been gone? Where is Germany? 

Where are Carlotta and Karla? Where are Daddy and Mother and Uncle Joachim? 

Puppy-dog people! 

Charls and Oda felt the sharp edge of the mind that was so recklessly flinging all these thoughts. There was a kind of laughter that was cruel each time she thought puppy-dog people. They could feel that this mind was as bright as the brightest minds of the True Men—but this mind was different. It did not have the singleness of devotion or the wary wisdom that saturated the minds of the True Men. 

Then Charls remembered something. His parents had once told him of a mind that was something like this one. 

Juli continued to pour out her thoughts like sparks from a fire, like raindrops from a big splash. Charls was frightened and did not know what to do; and Oda began to turn away from the strange girl. Then Charls perceived it. Juli was frightened. She was calling them puppy-dog people to cover her fear. She really did not know where she was. He mused, not directing his thought at Juli: Just because she's frightened, it doesn't mean she has the right to think sharp, bright things at us. Perhaps it was his posture that betrayed his attitude; Juli seemed to catch the thought. 

Suddenly she burst into words again, words that they could not understand. It sounded as though she were begging, asking, pleading, expostulating. She seemed to be calling for specific persons or things. Words poured forth, and these were names that the True Men used. Was it her parents? Her lover? Her siblings? It had to be someone she had known before entering that screaming box, where she had been captive in the blue of the sky for . . . for how long? 

Suddenly she was quiet. Her attention had shifted. 

She pointed to the Fighting Trees. 

The sunset had so darkened that the trees were beginning to light up. The soft fire was coming to life as it had during all the years of Charls's life and those of his forefathers. 

As she pointed, Juli made words again. She kept repeating them. It sounded like v-a-s-i-s-d-a-s. 

Charls could not help being a little irritated. Why doesn't she just think? It was odd that they could not read her mind when she was using the words. Again, although Charls had not aimed the question at her, Juli seemed to catch it. From her there came a flame of thought, a single idea, that leapt like a fountain of fire from that tired little female head: What is this world? 

Then the thought shifted focus slightly. Vati, Vati, where am I? Where are you? What has become of me? There was something forlorn and desolate to it. Oda put out a soft hand toward the girl. Juli looked at her and some of the harsh, fearful thoughts returned. Then the sheer compassion of Oda's posture seemed to catch Juli's attention, and with relaxation came complete collapse. The great and terrifying thought disappeared. Juli burst into tears. She put her long arms about Oda. Oda patted her back and Juli sobbed even harder. Out of the sobbing came a funny, friendly thought, loving and no longer contemptuous: Dear little puppy dogs, dear little puppy dogs, please help me. You are supposed to be our best friends . . . do help me now. . . . Charls perked up his ears. Something—or someone—was coming over the top of the hill. 

Certainly a thought as big and as sharp as Juli's could attract all living forms within kilometers. It might even catch the attention of the aloof but ominous True Men. 

A moment later Charls relaxed. He recognized the stride of his parents. He turned to Oda. 

"Hear that?" 

She smiled. "It's father and mother. They must have heard that big thought the girl had." 

Charls watched with pride as his parents approached. It was a well-justified pride. Bil and Kae both appeared, as they were, sensitive and intelligent. In addition, their fur was well-matched. Bil's beautiful caramel coat had spots of white and black only along his cheekbones and nose and at the tip of his tail; Kae was a uniform fawn-beige with which her beautiful green eyes made a striking contrast. 

"Are you both all right?" Bil asked as they approached. "Who is that? She looks like a True Man. Is she friendly? Has she hurt you? Was she the one who was doing all that violent thinking? We could feel it clear across the hillside." 

Oda burst into a giggle. "You ask as many questions as I do, Daddy." Charls said, "All we know is that a box came from the sky and that she was in it. You heard that shrieking noise as it came down first, didn't you?" Kae laughed. "Who didn't hear it?" 

"The box hit right over there. You can see where it hurt the hillside." The area where the box had landed was black and forbidding. Around it the fallen Fighting Trees gleamed in tangled confusion on the ground. Bil looked at Juli and shook his head. "I don't see why she wasn't killed if it hit that hard." 

Juli began to speak in words again, but at last she seemed to understand. Shouting her language would not help any. Instead, she thought: Please, dear little puppy dogs. Please help me. Please understand me. Bil kept his dignity but he noticed with dismay that his tail was wagging of its own accord. He realized that the urge was uncontrollable. He felt both resentful and happy as he thought back at her: Of course we understand you and we'll try to help you; but please don't think your thoughts so hard or so recklessly. They hurt our minds when they are so bright and sharp. Juli tried to turn down the intensity of her thought. She pleaded: Take me to Germany. 

The four Unauthorized Men—mother, father, daughter, and son—looked at each other. They had no idea of what a Germany might be. It was Oda who turned to Juli, girl to girl, and spieked: Think some Germany at us so we can know what it is. 

There came forth from the strange girl images of unbelievable beauty. Picture after clear picture emerged until the little family was almost blinded by the magnificence of the display. They saw the whole ancient world come to life. Cities stood bright in a green-encircled world. There were no aloof and languid True Men; instead, all the people they saw in Juli's mind resembled Juli herself. They were vital, sometimes fierce, forceful; they were tall, erect, long-fingered; and of course they did not have the tails of the Unauthorized Men. The children were pretty beyond belief. The most amazing thing about this world was the tremendous number of people in it. The people were thicker than the birds of passage, more crowded than the salmon at running time. 

Charls had thought himself a well-traveled young man. He had met at least four dozen other persons besides his own family, and he had seen True Men in the skies above him hundreds of times. He had often witnessed the intolerable brightness of Cities and had walked around them more than once until, each time, he had been firmly assured that there was no way for him to enter. He thought his valley a good one. In a few more years he would be old enough to visit the nearby valleys and to look for a wife for himself. But this vision that came from Juli's mind . . . he could not imagine how so many people could live together. How could they all greet each other in the mornings? How could they all agree on anything? How could they all ever become still enough to be aware of each other's presence, each other's needs? 

There came a particularly strong, bright image. Small-wheeled boxes were hurtling people at insensate speed up and down smooth, smooth roads. 

"So that's what roads were for," he gasped to himself. Among the people he saw many dogs. They were nothing like the creatures of Charls's world. They were not the long, otter-like animals whom the Unauthorized Men despised as lowly kindred; nor were they like the Unauthorized Men themselves, and they were certainly not like those modified animals who in appearance were almost indistinguishable from True Men. No, these dogs of Juli's world were bounding, happy creatures with few responsibilities. There seemed to be an affectionate relationship between them and the people there. They shared laughter and sorrow. Juli had closed her eyes as she tried to bring Germany to them. Concentrating hard, now she brought into the picture of beauty and happiness something else—fearful flying things that dropped fire; thunder and noise; a most unpleasant face, a screaming face with a dab of black fur above the mouth; a licking of flame in the night; a thunder of death machines. Across this thunder there was the image of Juli and two other girls who resembled her; they were moving with a man, obviously their father, toward three iron boxes that looked like the one Juli had landed in. Then there was darkness. That was Germany. 

Juli slumped to the ground. 

Gently the four of them probed at her mind. To them it was like a diamond, as clear and transparent as a sunlit pool in the forest, but the light it shot back to them was not a reflection. It was rich and bright and dazzling. Now that it was at rest, they could see deeply into it. They saw hunger, hurt, and loneliness. They saw a loneliness so great that each of them in turn tried to think of a way to assuage it. Love, they thought, what she needs is love, and her own kind. But where would they find an Ancient One? Would a True Man answer? 

Bil said, "There's only one thing to do. We've got to take her to the house of the Wise Old Bear. He has communications with the True Men." Oda cried out, "But she hasn't done anything wrong!" Her father looked at her. "Darling, we don't know what this is. She's an Ancient One come back to this world after a sleep in space itself. It's been thousands of years since her world lived; I think she's beginning to realize that, and that's what put her into shock. We need help. Our people may once have been dogs, and that's what she thinks we are. We can't let that bother us. But she needs a house, and the only unauthorized house that I know of belongs to the Wise Old Bear." 

Charls looked at his parents. His eyes were troubled. "What is this business about dogs? Is that why we feel so mixed up when we think about True Men? I'm confused about her too. Do you suppose I really want to belong to her?" 

"Not really," his father said. "That's just a feeling left over from long, long ago. We lead our own lives now. But this girl, she's too big a problem for us. We will take her to the Bear. At least he has a house." Juli was still unconscious, and to them she was so big. Each took a limb and with difficulty they managed to carry her. Within less than a tenth of a night they had reached the house of the Wise Old Bear. Fortunately they had not met any manshonyaggers or other dangers of the forest. 

At the door of the house of the Wise Old Bear they gently laid the girl on the ground. 

Bil shouted, "Bear, Bear, come out, come out!" 

"Who is there?" a voice boomed from within. 

"Bil and his family. We have an Ancient with us. Come out. We need your help." The light that had been streaming from the doorway with a yellow glare was suddenly reduced to endurable proportions as the immense bulk of the Bear loomed in the doorway before them. 

He pulled his spectacles from a case attached to his belt, put them on his nose, and squinted at Juli. 

"Bless my soul," he said. "Another one. Where on earth did you get an ancient girl?" 

Pompous but happy, Charls spoke up. "She came out of the sky in a screaming box." 

The Bear nodded wisely. 

Then Bil spoke up. "You said 'another one.' What did you mean?" The Bear winced slightly. "Forget I said that," he told them. "I forgot for a moment that you are not True Men. Please forget it." Bil said, "You mean it's something Unauthorized Men are not supposed to know about?" 

The Bear nodded unhappily. 

Understanding, Bil said, "Well, if you can ever tell us about it, will you, please?" 

"Of course," the Bear replied. "And now I think I'd better call my housekeeper to take care of her. Herkie, Herkie, come here." A blonde woman appeared, peering anxiously. Obviously there was something the matter with her blue eyes but she seemed to be functioning adequately. Bil backed away from the door. "That's an Experimental person," he said. 

"That's a cat!" 

The Bear was completely uninterested. "So it is, but you can see that her eyes are imperfect. That's why she is allowed to be my housekeeper and why her name isn't prefaced by a C'." 

Bil understood. The errors True Men made in trying to breed Underpersons were often destroyed but occasionally one was allowed to live if it seemed able to function at some necessary task. The Bear had connections with True Men. If he needed a housekeeper, an imperfect modified animal provided an ideal solution. Herkie bent over Juli's still form. She peered in puzzlement at Juli's face. Then she looked up at the Bear. "I don't understand," she said. "I don't see how it could be." 

"Later," the Bear said. "When we are alone." Herkie strained to see into the darkness and perceived the dog family. "Oh, I see," she said. 

Bil and Charls were embarrassed. Oda and Kae did not seem to notice the slight. 

Bil waved his hand. "Well, good-bye. I hope you can take care of her all right." 

"Thank you for bringing her," the Bear said. "The True Men will probably give you a reward." 

In spite of himself, Bil felt his tail beginning to wag again. 

"Will we ever see her again?" Oda asked. "Do you think we'll ever see her again? I love her, I love her. . . ." 

"Perhaps," her father answered. "She will know who saved her, and I think she will seek us out." 

 

 

Juli awoke slowly. Where am I? What is this place? She had a partial return of memory. The puppy-dog people. Where are they? She felt conscious of someone at her bedside. She looked up into clouded blue eyes staring anxiously into hers. 

"I'm Herkie," the woman said. "I'm the Bear's housekeeper." Juli felt as though she had awakened in a mental hospital. It was all so impossible. Puppy-dog people and now a bear? And surely the blonde woman with the bad eyes was not a human? 

Herkie patted her hand. "Of course you're confused," she said. Juli was taken aback. "You're talking! You're talking and I understand you. You're talking German. We're not just communicating telepathically." 

"Of course," Herkie said. "I speak true Doych. It's one of the Bear's favorite languages." 

"One of . . ." Juli broke off. "It's all so confusing." Again Herkie patted her hand. "Of course it is." Juli lay back and looked at the ceiling. I must be in some other world. No, Herkie thought at her, but you've been gone a long time. The Bear came into the room. "Feeling better?" he asked. Juli merely nodded. 

"In the morning we will decide what to do," he said. "I have some connections with the True Men, and I think that we had best take you to the Vomact." Juli sat up as if hit by a bolt of lightning. "What do you mean, 'the Vomacht'? That is my name, vom Acht!" 

"I thought it might be," the Bear said. Herkie, peering at her from the bedside, nodded wisely. 

"I was sure of it," she said. Then, "I think you need some good hot soup and a rest. In the morning it will all straighten itself out." The tiredness of years seemed to settle in Juli's bones. I do need to rest, she thought. I need to get things sorted out in my mind. So suddenly that she did not even have a chance to be startled by it, she was asleep. Herkie and the Bear studied her face. "There's a remarkable resemblance," the Bear said. Herkie nodded in agreement. "It's the time differential I'm worried about. Do you think that will be important?" 

"I don't know," Herkie replied. "Since I'm not human, I don't know what bothers people." She straightened and stretched to her full length. "I know!" she said. "I do know! She must have been sent here to help us with the rebellion!" 

"No," the Bear said. "She has been too long in Time for her arrival to have been intentional. It is true that she may help us, she may very well help us, but I think that her arrival at this particular time and place is fortuitous rather than planned." 

"Sometimes I think I understand a particular human mind," Herkie said, "but I'm sure you're correct. I can hardly wait for them to meet each other!" 

"Yes," he said, "although I'm afraid that it's going to be rather traumatic. In more than one way." 

 

* * *

 

When Juli awoke after her deep sleep, she found a thoughtful Herkie awaiting her. 

Juli stretched and her mind, still uncontrolled, asked: Are you really a cat? 

Yes, Herkie thought back at her. But you are going to have to discipline that thought process of yours. Everyone can read your thoughts. I'm sorry, Juli spieked, but I'm just not used to all this telepathy. 

"I know." Herkie had switched to German. 

"I still don't understand how you know German," Juli said. 

"It's rather a long story. I learned it from the Bear. I think, perhaps, you had better ask him how he learned it." 

"Wait a minute. I'm beginning to remember what happened before I fell asleep. The Bear mentioned my name, my family name, vom Acht." Herkie switched the subject. "We've made you some clothes. We tried to copy the style of those you had on, but they were coming to pieces so badly that we are not sure we got the new ones right." 

She looked so anxious to please that Juli reassured her immediately. If they fit, I'm sure they'll be just fine. 

Oh, they fit, Herkie spieked. We measured you. Now, after your bath and meal, you will dress and the Bear and I will take you to the City. Underpersons like me are not ordinarily allowed in the City, but this time I think that an exception will be made. 

There was something sweet and wise in the face with the clouded blue eyes. Juli felt that Herkie was her friend. I am, Herkie spieked, and Juli was once more made aware that she must learn to control her thoughts, or at least the broadcasting of them. 

You'll learn, Herkie spieked. It just takes some practice. They approached the City on foot, the Bear leading the way, Juli behind him, and Herkie bringing up the rear. They encountered two manshonyaggers along the road but the Bear spoke true Doych to them from some distance and they turned silently and slunk away. 

Juli was fascinated. "What are they?" she asked. 

"Their real name is 'Menschenjäger' and they were invented to kill people whose ideas did not accord with those of the Sixth German Reich. But there are very few of them still functional, and so many of us have learned Doych since

. . . since . . ." 

"Yes?" 

"Since an event you'll find out about in the City. Now let's get on with it." They neared the City wall and Juli became conscious of a buzzing sound, and of a powerful force that excluded them. Her hair stood on end and she felt a tingling sensation of mild electrical shock. Obviously there was a force field around the City. 

"What is it?" she cried out. 

"Just a static charge to keep back the Wild," the Bear said soothingly. "Don't worry, I have a damper for it." 

He held up a small device in his right paw, pushed a button on it, and immediately a corridor opened before them. 

When they reached the City wall, the Bear felt carefully along the upper ridge. At a certain point he paused, then reached for a strange-looking key that hung from a cord around his neck. 

Juli could see no difference between this section of the wall and any other but the Bear inserted his key into a notch he had located and a section of the barrier swung up. The three passed through and silently the wall fell back into position. 

The Bear hurried them along dusty streets. Juli saw a number of people but most of them seemed to her aloof, austere, uncaring. They bore little resemblance to the lusty Prussians she remembered. 

Eventually they arrived at the door of a large building that looked old and imposing. Beside the door there was an inscription. The Bear was hurrying them through the entryway. 

Oh, please, Mr. Bear, may I stop to read it? 

Just plain Bear is all right. And yes, of course you may. It may even help you to understand some of the things that you are going to learn today. The inscription was in German, and it was in the form of a poem. It looked as though it had been carved hundreds of years earlier (as indeed it had. Juli could not know that at this time). 

Herkie looked up. "Oh, the first . . ." 

"Hush," said the Bear. 

Juli read the poem to herself silently. 

 

 

Youth

Fading, fading, going

Flowing

Like life blood from our veins. . . . 

Little remains. 

The glorious face

Erased, 

Replaced

By one which mirrors tears, 

The years

Gone by. 

Oh, Youth, 

Linger yet a while! 

Smile

Still upon us

The wretched few

Who worship

You. . . . 

 

"I don't understand it," said Juli. 

"You will," the Bear said. "Unfortunately, you will." 

 

 

An official in a bright green robe trimmed with gold approached. "We have not had the honor of your presence for some time," he said respectfully to the Bear. 

"I've been rather busy," the Bear replied. "But how is she?" Juli realized with a start that the conversation was not telepathic but was in German. How do all these people know German? She unthinkingly flung her thought abroad. 

Hush came back the simultaneous warnings from Herkie and the Bear. Juli felt thoroughly admonished. "I'm sorry," she almost whispered. "I don't know how I'll ever learn the trick." 

Herkie was immediately sympathetic. "It is a trick," she said, "but you're already better at it than you were when you arrived. You just have to be careful. You can't fling your thoughts everywhere." 

"Never mind that now," the Bear said and he turned to the green-uniformed official. "Is it possible to have an audience? I think it's important." 

"You may have to wait a little while," the official said, "but I'm sure she will always grant audience to you." 

The Bear looked a little smug at that, Juli noticed. They sat down to wait and from time to time Herkie patted Juli's arm reassuringly. 

 

 

It was actually not long before the official reappeared. "She will see you now," he said. 

He led them through a long corridor to a large room at the end of which was a dais with a chair. "Not quite a throne," Juli thought to herself. Behind the chair stood a young and handsome male, a True Man. In the chair sat a woman, old, old beyond imagining; her wrinkled hands were claws, but in the haggard, wrinkled face one could still detect some trace of beauty. Juli's sense of bewilderment grew. She knew this person, but she did not. Her sense of orientation, already splintered by the events of the past "day," almost disintegrated. She grabbed Herkie's hand as if it were the only familiar element in a world she could not understand. The woman spoke. Her voice was old and weak, but she spoke in German. 

"So, Juli, you have come. Laird told me he was bringing you in. I am so happy to see you, and to know that you are all right." Juli's senses reeled. She knew, she knew, but she could not believe. Too much had changed, too much had happened, in the short time that she had returned to life. 

Gasping, tentatively, she whispered, "Carlotta?" Her sister nodded. "Yes, Juli, it is I. And this is my husband, Laird." She nodded her head toward the handsome young man behind her. "He brought me in about two hundred years ago, but unfortunately as an Ancient I cannot undergo the rejuvenation process that has been developed since we left the Earth." Juli began to sob. "Oh, Carlotta, it's all so hard to believe. And you're so old! You were only two years older than I." 

"Darling, I've had two hundred years of bliss. They couldn't rejuvenate me but they could at least prolong my life. Now, it is not from purely altruistic purposes that I have had Laird bring you in. Karla is still out there, but since she was only sixteen when she was suspended, we thought that you would be better suited to the task. 

"In fact, we really didn't do you any favor in bringing you in because now you too will begin to age. But to be forever in suspended animation is not any life either." 

"Of course not," Juli said. "And anyway, if I had lived a normal life, I would have aged." 

Carlotta leaned over to kiss her. 

"At least we're together at last," Juli sighed. 

"Darling," Carlotta said, "it is wonderful to have even this little time together. You see, I'm dying. There comes a point when, with all technology, the scientists cannot keep a body alive. And we need help, help with the rebellion." 

"The rebellion?" 

"Yes. Against the Jwindz. They were Chinesians, philosophers. Now they are the true rulers of the Earth, and we—so they believe—are merely their Instrumentality, their police force. Their power is not over the body of man but over the soul. That is almost a forgotten word here now. Say 'mind' 

instead. They call themselves the Perfect Ones and have sought to remake man in their own image. But they are remote, removed, bloodless. 

"They have recruited persons of all races, but man has not responded well. Only a handful aspire to the kind of esthetic perfection the Jwindz have as their goal. So the Jwindz have resorted to their knowledge of drugs and opiates to turn True Man into a tranquilized, indifferent people—to make it easy to govern them, to control everything that they do. Unfortunately some of our"—she nodded toward Laird—"descendants have joined them. 

"We need you, Juli. Since I came back from the ancient world, Laird and I have done what we could to free True Men from this form of slavery, because it is slavery. It is a lack of vitality, a lack of meaning to life. We used to have a word for it in the old days. Remember? 'Zombie.'" 

"What do you want me to do?" 

During the entire conversation between the sisters, Herkie, the Bear, and Laird had remained silent. 

Now Laird spoke. "Until Carlotta came to us, we were drifting along, uncaring, in the power of the Jwindz. We did not know what it was, really, to be a human being. We felt that our only purpose in life was to serve the Jwindz: If they were perfect, what other function could we perform? It was our duty to serve their needs—to maintain and guard the cities, to keep out the Wild, to administer the drugs. Some of the Instrumentality even preyed upon the Unauthorized Men, the Unforgiven, and, as a last resort, the True Men, to supply their laboratories. 

"But now many of us no longer believe in the perfection of the Jwindz—or perhaps we have come to believe in something more than human perfection. We have been serving men. We should have been serving mankind. 

"Now we feel that the time has come to put an end to this tyranny. Carlotta and I have allies among some of our descendants and among some of the Unforgiven and, as you have seen, even among the Unauthorized Men and other animal-derived persons. I think there must still be a connection from the time that human beings had 'pets' in the old days." Juli looked about her and realized that Herkie was quietly purring. "Yes," she said, "I see what you mean." 

Laird continued, "What we want to do is to set up a real Instrumentality—not a force for the service of the Jwindz, but one for the service of man. We are determined that never again shall man betray his own image. We will establish the Instrumentality of Mankind, one benevolent but not manipulative." Carlotta nodded slowly. Her aged face showed concern. "I will die in a few days and you will marry Laird. You will be the new Vomact. With any luck by the time you are as old as I am, your descendants and some of mine should have freed the Earth from the power of the Jwindz." Juli again felt completely disoriented. "I'm to marry your husband?" Again Laird spoke. "I have loved your sister well for more than two hundred years. I shall love you too, because you are so much like her. Do not think that I am being disloyal. She and I have discussed this for some time before I brought you in. If she were not dying, I should continue to be faithful to her. But now we need you." 

Carlotta concurred. "It is true. He has made me very happy, and he will make you happy too, through all the years of your life. Juli, I could not have had you brought in had I not had some plan for your future. You could never be happy with one of those drugged, tranquilized True Men. Trust me in this, please. It is the only thing to do." 

Tears formed in Juli's eyes. "To have found you at last and then to lose you after such a short time . . ." 

Herkie patted her hand and Juli looked up to see sympathetic tears in her clouded blue eyes. 

 

 

It was three days later that Carlotta died. She died with a smile on her face and Laird and Juli each holding one of her hands. She spoke at the last and pressed their hands. "I'll see you later. Out among the stars." Juli wept uncontrollably. 

They postponed the wedding ceremony for seven days of mourning. For once the City gates were opened and the static fields of electricity cut off because even the Jwindz could not control the feelings of the animal-derived persons, the Unauthorized Men, even some of the True Men, toward this woman who had come to them from an ancient world. 

The Bear was particularly mournful. "I was the one who found her, you know, after you brought her in," he said to Laird. 

"I remember." 

So that's what the Bear meant when he said 'another one,' Bil said. Charls and Oda, Bil and Kae were among the mourners. Juli saw them and thought, My dear little puppy-dog people, but this time the thought was loving and not contemptuous. 

Oda's tail wagged. I've thought of something, she spieked at Juli. Can you meet me down by the cenote in two days' time? 

Yes, thought Juli, proud of herself at being sure, for the first time, that her thought had gone only to the person for whom it was meant. She knew that she had been successful when she glanced at Laird's face and saw that he had not read her thought. 

When she met Oda at the cenote, Juli did not know what was expected of her—nor what she herself expected. 

You must be very careful in directing your thoughts, Oda spieked. We never know when some of the Jwindz are overhead. 

I think I'm learning, Juli spieked. Oda nodded. 

What my idea was, it was to make use of the Fighting Trees. The True Men are still afraid of the sickness. But, you see, I know that the sickness is gone. I got so tired of brushing past the trees and always worrying about it that I decided to test it out, and I ate a pod from one of the Fighting Trees—and nothing happened. I've never been afraid of them since. So if we met there, we rebels, in a grove of the Fighting Trees, the officials of the Jwindz would never find us. They'd be afraid to hunt for us there. Juli's face lightened. That's a very good idea. May I consult with Laird? 

Certainly. He has always been one of us. And your sister was too. Juli was sad again. I feel so alone. 

No. You have Laird, and you have us, and the Bear, and his housekeeper. And in time there will be others. Now we must part. 

Juli returned from her meeting with Oda at the cenote to find Laird deep in conference with the Bear and a young man who bore a singular resemblance to Laird—and to the youthful Carlotta that Juli remembered. Laird smiled at her. "This is your great-nephew," he said, "my grandson." Juli's perspective of time and age received another jolt. Laird appeared to be no older than his grandson. How do I fit in to this? she wondered, and accidentally broadcast the thought. 

"I know that all of this must be difficult for you to comprehend," Laird said, taking her hand. "Carlotta had some difficulty in adjusting too. But try, please try, my dear, because we need you so desperately and I, I particularly, have already become dependent on you. I could not face Carlotta's loss without you." 

Juli felt a vague sense of embarrassment. "What is my"—she could not say it—"what is his name?" 

"I beg your pardon. He is named Joachim for your uncle." Joachim smiled and then gave her a brief hug. "You see," he said, "the reason we need your help with the rebellion is the cult that was built up around your sister, my grandmother. When she returned to earth as an Ancient One, there was a kind of cult set up about her. That is why she was 'The Vomact' and why you must also be. It is a rallying point for those of us who oppose the power of the Jwindz. Grandmother Carlotta had a minikingdom here, and even the Jwindz could not keep people from coming to pay her court. You must have realized that at the mourning session for her." 

"Yes, I could see that she had a great deal of respect from many kinds of people. If she was in favor of a rebellion, I am sure she must have been correct. Carlotta was always a most upright person. And now I must tell you about the plan that Oda proposes." She proceeded to do so. 

"It might work," the Bear said. "True Men have been very careful about observing the tambu of the Fighting Trees. In fact, I may even have an improvement on Oda's idea." He began to get excited and dropped his spectacles. Joachim picked them up. 

"Bear," he said, "you always do that when you're excited." 

"I think it means I have a good idea," the Bear said. "Look, why don't we use the manshonyaggers?" 

The others looked at him in bewilderment and Laird said slowly, "I think I may see what you're getting at. The manshonyaggers, although there are not many of them left, respond only to German and—" 

"And the leaders of the Jwindz are Chinesian, too proud to have learned another language," the Bear broke in, smiling. 

"Yes. So if we establish headquarters in the Fighting Trees and let it be known that the new Vomact is there—" 

"And surround the grove with manshonyaggers—" They were breaking in upon each other as the idea began to take shape. The excitement grew. 

"I think it will work," Laird said. 

"I think so too," Joachim reassured him. "I will get together the Band of Cousins and after you're established in the Fighting Trees, we'll make a raid on the drug center and bring the tranquilizers to the grove, where we can destroy them." 

"The Band of Cousins?" Juli asked. 

"Carlotta's and my descendants who have not joined the Instrumentality of the Jwindz," Laird told her. 

"Why would any of them have joined?" 

Laird shrugged. "Greed, power, all kinds of very human motives. Even an illusion of physical immortality. We tried to give our children ideals but the corruption of power is very great. You must know that." Remembering a howling, hateful face with a black mustache above the mouth, a face from her own time and place, Juli nodded. 

Herkie and the Bear, Charls and Oda, Bil and Kae accompanied Juli into the grove of Fighting Trees. At first Bil and Kae were reluctant. It was only after Oda's confession of having eaten a pod that they agreed to go, and then Bil's reaction was that of a typical father. 

"How could you take such a chance?" he asked Oda. Her eyes were bright and her tail wagged furiously. "I just had to," she said. He glanced at Herkie. "Now if she had done it . . ." Herkie drew herself up to her full height. "I think that the relationship of curiosity and cats has, perhaps, been a little exaggerated," she said. 

"Actually, we're generally rather careful." 

"I didn't mean to be disrespectful," Bil said hastily, and Herkie saw his tail droop. 

"It's a common misconception," she said kindly, and Bil's tail straightened. When they reached the center of the grove, they spread a picnic and gathered around. Juli was hungry. In the City she had been offered synthetic food, no doubt healthful and full of vitamins but not satisfying to the appetite of an Ancient Prussian girl. The animal-derived persons had brought real food and Juli ate happily. 

The Bear, in particular, noticed her enjoyment. "You see," he said, "that's how they did it." 

"Did what?" asked Juli, her mouth full of bread. 

"How they drugged the majority of True Men. True Men were so accustomed to living on synthetic foodstuffs that when the Jwindz introduced tranquilizers into the synthetics, True Men never knew the difference. I hope that if the Band of Cousins succeeds in capturing the drug supply, the withdrawal symptoms for the True Men will not be too severe." 

Bil looked up. "That's something we should consider," he said. "If there are severe withdrawal symptoms, a number of the True Men may be tempted to join the Jwindz in an attempt to recover the drugs." The Bear nodded. "That's what I was thinking," he said. 

 

 

It was several days before Laird, Joachim, and the Band of Cousins joined them. By this time Juli had become almost accustomed to the daylight darkness under the thick leaves and branches of the Fighting Trees, and the soft-glowing illumination at night. 

Laird greeted her affectionately. "I have missed you," he said simply. 

"Already I have grown very attached to you." Juli blushed and changed the subject. "Did you—or, rather, the Band of Cousins—succeed?" 

"Oh, yes. There was very little difficulty. The officials of the Jwindz had grown quite careless since they have had the minds of most True Men under their control for generations. It was only a matter of Joachim's pretending to be tranquilized, and he had free access to the drug room. Over a period of days he managed to transfer the entire supply to the Cousins and to substitute placebos. I wonder when that will be discovered." 

"As soon as the first withdrawal symptoms occur, I should think," Joachim ventured. 

Something that had been nagging at the back of Juli's mind surfaced. "You have your grandson here, and the Band of Cousins. But where are your and Carlotta's own children? Obviously you had some." 

His face saddened. "Of course. But since they were half-Ancient, they could not only not be rejuvenated, but the combination of the chemistry made it such that their lives could not even be prolonged. They all died in their seventies and eighties. It was a great sadness to Carlotta and me. You too, my dear, if we have children, must be prepared for that. By the time of the next generation, however, the Ancient blood is sufficiently diluted that rejuvenation may take place. Joachim is a hundred and fifty years old." 

"And you? And you?" she said. 

He looked at her. "This is very hard on you, isn't it? I'm over three hundred years old." 

Juli could not disbelieve but neither could she quite comprehend. Laird was so handsome and youthful; Carlotta had been so old. 

She tried to shake the cobwebs from her mind. "What do we do with the tranquilizers now that we have them?" 

Oda had approached at the latter part of the conversation. Her eyes sparkled and her tail wagged madly. "I have an idea," she announced. 

"I hope it's as good as your last one," Laird said. 

"I hope so too. Look, why don't we just feed the tranquilizers back to the officials? The Jwindz probably will never notice. Then we won't have to worry about fighting them. They could just gradually die off or maybe . . . do you think . . . we could send them out into space? To another planet?" Laird nodded slowly. "You do have good ideas. Yes, to feed the tranquilizers back to them . . . but how?" 

"We work well together," the Bear said, indicating Oda. "She has an idea and it triggers another one in my mind." Carefully he put on his spectacles. "I have here a map of the terrain in this vicinity. Except for the cenote there is no water for many kilometers in any direction. If we dropped the tranquilizers—all of them—into the cenote, and then if one of the Cousins could prepare the synthetic food of the Jwindz's officials so it was very spicy—I think that the problem would be solved." Laird said, "We do have one of the Cousins who has infiltrated the Jwindz. But what would induce them to drink the water?" 

Charls had joined the group. "I have heard," he said, "of an ancient spice people used to like which eventually produced thirst. It used to be found in the oceans, before they were filled with grass. But some of it remains on the banks of the sea. I believe that it was called 'salt.'" 

"Now that you mention it, I've heard of that too." The Bear nodded wisely. "So that is what we need to do. 'Salt.' We introduce it into their food, then we entice them to the grove with the knowledge that the new Vomact is here together with the heart of a rebellion. It's risky but I think it's the best idea, or combination of ideas, yet" 

Laird agreed. "It's as you say, risky, but it may work, and they're not likely to execute any of us if it doesn't. They'll just tranquilize us. I think that we have a better than even chance of winning. And if True Man is not revitalized, not freed from this bondage of tranquility and apathy, I believe that the entire breed will be extinguished within a few hundred years. They have come to the point that they care about nothing." 

 

 

All worlds know how the plan was carried out. It was exactly as the Bear had foretold. The thirsty officials of the Jwindz, their food highly salted, drank eagerly from the water of the cenote and were quickly tranquilized. They put up no opposition to the members of the rebellion who soon thereafter emerged from the shelter of the Fighting Trees. 

Joachim was sad. "One of my brothers had joined them," he said. Laird laid a comforting arm across his shoulder. "Well, he's only tranquilized. We may be able to help him as he comes out of it." 

"Perhaps, but it violates all my principles." 

"Don't be too high-minded, Joachim. Principles are fine, but there is such a thing as rehabilitation." 

And this was the way that the Instrumentality of Mankind was established. In time it would govern many worlds. Juli, by virtue of being the Vomact, became one of the first Ladies of the Instrumentality. Laird, as her husband, was one of the first Lords. 

Juli lived to see some of her descendants among the first great Scanners in Space. She was very proud of them, and she was very old. Laird, of course, was as young as ever. All of her animal-descended friends had long since died. She missed them, although Laird was ever faithful. 

At last, so old that she had difficulty in moving, Juli called Laird to her. She looked up into his handsome face. "My darling, you have made me very happy, just as you did Carlotta. But now I am old and, I think, dying. You are still so young and vital. I wish it were possible for me to undergo the rejuvenation, but since it isn't possible, I think we should call in Karla." He responded so rapidly that her feelings were somewhat hurt. "Yes, I think that we should call in Karla." 

He turned away from her momentarily. 

She said, with a hint of tears in her voice, "I know that you will make her happy and love her very much." 

His silence continued for a moment before he turned back to her. She saw suddenly that there were lines in his face, lines she had never seen before. 

"What is happening to you?" she asked. 

"My darling and last love," he said, "I will be losing you twice. I cannot bear it. I have asked the physician for medicine to counteract the rejuvenation. In an hour I shall be as old as you. We are going together. And somewhere out there we will meet Carlotta and we will hold hands, the three of us, among the stars. Karla will find her own man and her own fate." Together they sat and watched the descent of Karla's spacecraft. 
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