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THE SHOT TOAER



Loren Casaubon thought of himself as a | over of solitude. He hadn't
chosen fieldwork in ethology strictly for that reason, but he thought of it as
an asset in his work that he could bear -- and believed he preferred -- the
conpany of the wild and the inhuman. The old shot tower and its new ferocious
i nhabitants, which Loren was to spend a sunmer nurturing, suited himexactly.
He had | aughed al oud when he first saw it, responding i mediately to its
| onely intransigence: he felt he had cone hone.

Because it lay hidden in the last few folds of wooded hills before the
| ow country began, the shot tower, despite its hundred-foot height, came into
view wi thout warning. It seemed to step suddenly out of the mountain granite
and across the road to bl ock the way; or to have stood up suddenly from sl eep
on hearing the approach of a man. For over two centuries it had had no human
conpany. The vast | ow ands pocked with narshes that slid fromthe nountains
mar gi ns down to the sea, which the tower guarded as though it were the utnpst
wat cht ower of a nountain warlord, were inhabited only by wild things.

VWhat ever foresightless pioneer it was who had planned this marsh-aborted
i ndustrial devel opnent here so | ong ago had gotten no further than the tower
and a few stone outbuildings. Al that had been nmade of wood was gone now. The
canal that he had counted on to bring himinto touch with the rest of the
manuf acturing world had ended in bankruptcy forty mles away. He nmust have
been nore dreamer than busi nessman anyway, Loren deci ded when he first
encountered the tower. It should have been a purely utilitarian structure, a
factory for the making of lead bullets; its striking slimheight was necessary
only so that molten | ead, poured through sieves at the top, had tine as it
fell to forminto perfect round balls |ike | eaden raindrops before striking an
anneal i ng tank of water at the bottom But the builder had been unable to
resi st the obvious romantic associations his tall, round, granite tower had,
and in fact had made a castle keep, grimy Gothic, with narrow, ogive arrow
slits and a castellated top, It was a fake feudal keep in a new world, whose
only true affinity with real castles was its reason for being: war.

That reason had | ong passed. The ingenuity of the tower and its |ead
shot had been | ong supplanted by nore horrid ingenuities. It had had, unti
Loren cane, no function but its absurd picturesqueness. Loren brought it a new
purpose: it was to be a substitute cliff for four nmenbers of a nearly extinct
race of cliffdwellers

He coul d feel notion inside the cardboard box when he lifted it fromthe
carrier of his bike. He put the box on the ground and opened it. Inside, the
four white birds, quilly and furious, set up a raucous squawki ng. Alive and
wel | . Biking themin had been harrow ng, but there was no other way to get
into the area; the rutted road had brought his heart to his mouth at every
careful ly negotiated bunp. He | aughed at hinself now for his scruples. Healthy
and strong as young devils, the four immuature peregrine falcons, tw males and
two fenal es, |ooked harnful and unharmable. Their fiercely drawn brows and
hooked beaks belied their infancy; their crying was angry and not pitiful
They, of course, couldn't know that they were anong the last of their Kkind.

The process of breeding peregrine falcons in captivity and then
returning themto the wild -- a kind of reverse falconry, which in fact used
many anci ent fal coners' techniques -- had begun years ago in that rush of
sentinment about wildlife and wild places that had rendered the word "ecol ogy"
usel ess. Like all rushes of sentinment, it was short-lived. The fal con-breeding
program had been curtailed along with a thousand ot her, nore anbitious
programs -- but it had not quite died. The handling of feral birds was a skil
so demandi ng, a challenge so conmpelling, that like the old falconry it had
proved sel f-perpetuating. The small band of correspondents engaged in it were
a brotherhood; their craft was as difficult, esoteric, and absorbing as that
of Zen nonks or masters of Go. Their efforts were, alnpst certainly, all that
kept peregrines in existence; just as certainly, if they stopped, extinction
woul d follow The falconers were too few, and the birds they rel eased were too



fewto find each other easily to mate once they were free. Some studies Loren
had read put the survival rate for large aerial predators released from
captivity at twenty per cent. O these, perhaps a tenth mated and rai sed
young. So, without Loren and the others, all sponsored by quixotic foundations
or unguarded university departnments, the fal con woul d di sappear fromthis
continent. The proudest and nost independent of w nged things had becone, in
an odd sense, parasitic to man.

Hol di ng the box carefully level, Loren ducked through the arched door
and into the tower. Inside, not even the spooky, narrow bars of dust-filled
sunlight fromthe arrow slits could disguise the fact that this place had
after all been a factory. The narrow spiral staircase that went up to the top
was iron; it rang dully beneath Loren's boots. At various levels the iron
struts of platforns remained; fromeach level a different size of shot would
have been dropped: dust shot fromforty feet, bird shot from higher, buck shot
still higher; nusket balls fromthe topnmost platform which was still intact,
though a |l arge section of castellated wall had fallen away and the platform
was only half roofed. It was here that Loren had built his nesting box, a
barred cage for the birds' first weeks. He had placed it facing the gap in the
wal |l so that the birds, even while caged, could | ook out over their donain.

The wind was strong at this height; it tossed Loren's thick, dark hair
and tickled his beard. Wthout haste he opened the nesting box and one by one
pl aced his four round feather-dusters inside. He could feel their quick
heartbeats, and their young tal ons griped his hands strongly. Once inside,
they ceased to cry out; they roused and shook down their disturbed plumage in
mniature imtation of the way they woul d rouse when they were fully grown.

From hi s many- pocketed coat Loren took out the paper-wapped bits of
steak and the forceps. Wth the forceps he would feed them and with the sane
forceps renmove their droppings -- "nmutes" to the falconer -- just as their
parents' beaks woul d have done. They gul ped the raw neat hungrily, beaks wi de;
they ate till their crops were stuffed.

When he had finished, he | ocked the box and clinbed to the gap. He stood
there squinting into the wind, |ooking with his weak human eyes over the
t housand acres of tree line, field, marsh, and sea coast that would be his
fal cons' hunting ground. He thought he could see, far off, a faint white glare
where the sea began. There were probably three hundred species of bird and
animal out there for his birds to hunt: rabbits, |arks, blackbirds, starlings,
and even ducks for the larger and swifter females to catch. "Duck hawk" was
the old Anerican nane for the peregrine, given it by the farners who shot it
on sight as a marauder, just as they called the red-tailed hawk a chicken
hawk. A narrow perspective; certainly neither the peregrine nor the nearly
extinct red-tail had ever lived exclusively or even |largely on donestic fow ;
but Loren understood the farmer. Every species interprets the world in its own
ternms only. Even Loren, who served the hawks, knew that his reasons were a
man's reasons and not a bird's. He | ooked around himonce nore, nmade certain
that his charges | acked nothing, that their basin was full (they rarely drank
but soon they would begin to bathe), and then went clanking back down the iron
stai rway, pleased at the thought that he was settled in now, with a task to
do, and al one.

Before bringing in the birds he had established hinself at the tower. He
had bi ked in supplies for a three-nonth stay: medicine, a bedroll, a heater
and a stove, food, two shotguns and ammunition. The greater part of his duties
over the next nmonth or so would be to hunt for his falcons until they could do
so for themselves. Unless they became famliar with the sight and taste of
feral prey, they might be unable to recognize it as food -- they mght kil
bi rds, because powerful instincts commanded it, but they m ght not know enough
to eat what they killed. Loren must every day produce fresh-killed game for
themto eat.

It was too late in the day now to go out, though; he would start the
next norning. He had toyed with the idea of bringing in an adult trai ned hawk
and hunting with it for his young ones; but -- even though the inmense



difficulties of this plan intrigued him-- in the end he decided against it;
if for any of a thousand reasons the adult couldn't catch enough to feed the
young, it would be his fault. The life his hawks nust be prepared for was so
arduous that they nust have all his attention now

He sat a long tine outside the door of the stone building he had
outfitted for hinself, while the endless twilight Iingered, fading from dusty
yellow to lucent blue. Far above himin their tower his hawks woul d be

groom ng, tucking down their fierce heads, growing still, and at |ast
sl eeping. Loren had not enough duties to occupy his nights, and though he
would go to sleep early, to be up before dawn, still he felt some anxiety over

t he bl ank hours of darkness ahead: anxiety that was causel ess and that he
never allowed to rise quite into consciousness. He nade a sinple neal
meticul ously and ate it slowy. He ordered his stores. He prepared for the
next norning's hunt. He Iit a |lanp and began to | ook through the nmagazi nes.

Whoever it was that had camped here -- last sumer, he judged by the
magazi nes' dates -- had been an ommivorous reader, or |ooker anyway; they were
nostly picture magazi nes. The canper had left few other traces of hinself --
some broken wine bottles and enpty cans. From sone inpulse to purify his
quarters for his own nonki sh purposes, Loren at first had thought to burn
t hese nagazi nes. They seened intrusive on his solitude, freighted as they were
wi th human w shes and needs and boredons. He hadn't burned them Now al npst
guiltily he began to | eaf through them

_North Star_ was a government mmgazi ne he had not often bothered to | ook
at. This issue was a fat one, "Celebrating a Decade of Peace and Autonony." On
its cover was the proud blond head of the Director of the Northern Autonony,
Dr. Jarrell Gegorius. Doctor of what? Loren wondered. An honorific, he
supposed; just as it was an honorific to call the last ten years peaceful
simply because they had not been years of total war.

Ten years ago the partition of the Anerican continent had ended years of
civil war. Alnmost arbitrarily -- as quarreling parents and children retreat
into separate roons and sl am doors on one another -- ten |arge Autonom es and
several snaller ones, independent city-states, nostly, had forned thensel ves
out of the senescent American nation. They quarrel ed endl essly anong
t hensel ves, and also with the stub of Federal governnent that still renained,
supposedly as an arbitrator but in fact as an armed conspiracy of old
bureaucrats and young technocrats desperately trying to retain and advance

their power, like a belligerent old Holy Roman Enpire intent on controlling
rebel I i ous princedons. For young people of Loren's persuasion the |ong and
still-continuing struggle had given rise to one great good: it had halted,

al nost conpletely, the uniformand m ndl ess "devel opment" of the twentieth
century; halted the whol e vast nmachi ne of Progress, fragmenting it, even
(whi ch had never in the old days seemed possible) forced its wheels to grind
in reverse. Al the enornous and prol onged sufferings that this reversal had
brought on a highly civilized nation | ong dependent on resource nanagenent, on
devel opnent, on the world of artifacts, could not alter Loren's pleasure in
wat chi ng or reading about the old wilderness reclaimng a recreationa
facility or the grass covering silently the scars of strip mnes and mlitary
bases.

So he | ooked kindly on the vain doctor. If it was only vanity and
stupidity that had precipitated the partition, and kept these inpotent little
pseudonations alive and at one another's throats, then a theory of Loren's --

not his alone -- was proved out: that even the flaws of a certain species can
contribute to the strength of the earth's whole life.
It may be now, though -- the magazi ne gave some hints of it -- that

peopl e had "learned their |esson" and felt it was time to consider plans for
reuni fication. This same Dr. Gregorius thought so. Loren doubted whether the
bl ood and the hatreds could be so quickly forgotten. "Independence," politica
i ndependence, was a vast, even a silly nyth; but it was |ess harnful than the
nmyths of unity and interdependence that had led to the old wars: |ess harnful
anyway to that wild world that Loren |oved better than the lives and pl aces of



nmen. Let men be thrown onto their own resources, let themre-create their
lives in small; let themlive in chaos, and thus | ose their concerted power to
do harmto the world: that's what independence neant, practically speaking,
what ever odd dreams it was dressed in in nmen's mnds. Loren hoped it would
last. Qur great, independent Northern Autonony. Long may it wave. He let the
pages of _North Star_ flutter together and was about to throw it back on the
pil e when a phot ograph caught his eye.

Thi s m ght have been Gregorius as a boy. It was in fact his son, and
there were differences. The father's face seemed to possess a fragile,
conmandi ng strength; the son's face, |ess chiseled, the eyes darker-|ashed and
deeper, the nouth fuller, seenmed nmore willful and dangerous. It was a
conpel ling, not a commandi ng, face. A young, inpatient godling. H s nanme was
Sten. Loren fol ded the nagazi ne open there and propped it beneath the |anp.
When he had undressed and done his exercises, the boy watching, he turned down
the I anp; the boy faded into darkness. When he awoke at dawn, the face was
still there, pale in the gray light, as though he too had just awakened.

There is a certain small madness inherent in solitude; Loren knew that.
He woul d soon begin to talk aloud, not only to the birds but to hinself as

well. Certain paths in his consci ousness woul d becone wel | trodden ways because
there was no other inpinging consciousness to deflect him A hundred years
ago, Yerkes -- one of the saints in Loren's brief canon -- had said about

chi npanzees that one chi nmpanzee is no chi npanzee. Men were |like that too,
except that eidetic nenory and the oddity of self-consciousness could create
one or a dozen others for a nan alone to consort with: soon Loren would be
living al one in conpany, the conmpany of selves whom he could | augh with,
chastise, chat with; who could tyrannize him entertain him bedevil him

At noon he split with his sheath knife the skulls of the three quail he
had shot and offered the brains to his charges: the best part. "Now | ook
there are only three anong the four of you -- none of that now -- what's the
matter? Eat, damm you -- here, I'Il break it up. God, what manners
He et themtear at one of the quail while he dressed the other two for later
He watched the fal cons' tentative, mniature voracity with fascination. He
| ooked up; heavy clouds were gathering fromthe sea.

The next day it rained steadily, sonmberly, without pause. He had to
light his lanmp to go on with his magazi nes; he wore a hat against the dripping
fromthe rotted ceiling. A chipnmnk took refuge with himin the house, and he
t hought of trying to catch it for his hawks, but let it stay instead. Tw ce he
spl ashed over to the tower and fed the birds steak and the remmants of quail
and returned through the puddles to his place by the | anp.

There was a fascination in the year-old news nmagazi nes, so breathlessly
reporting transience, giving warnings and prophecies, blithely assuning that
t he biases and fashions of the nmonent were the heral ds of new ages, would | ast
forever. He specul ated, turning the danp pages, on what a man of, say, a
century ago woul d make of these cryptic, allusive stories. They would be --
style aside -- much like the stories of his owmn tinme in their portentous short
sight. But they reflected a world utterly changed.

_USE calls for quarantine of free-living leos_. No search of this paper
woul d reveal that USE stood for the Union for Social Engineering. Wat woul d
his reader nake of that acronyn?

And what on earth would he make of the |eos?

"It was a known fact -- about mice and nmen, for instance -- but the rea
begi nning was with tobacco," the article began. Figure that out, Loren said to
the reader he had invented. Opaque? Mysterious? In fact a cliché; every
article about the leos told this tale. "They had | ong known, that is, that the
protective walls of cells could be broken down, digested with enzynes, and
that the genetic material contained in the cells could fuse to form hybrid
cells, having the genetic characteristics of both -- of mce and of nen, say.
This they could do; but they could not nmake them grow. " Sl oppy science, Loren
t hought, even for a popul ar magazi ne. He expl ai ned al oud about cell fusion and
recombi nant DNA to his nonpl ussed reader, then continued with the article:



"Then in 1972" -- just about the time Loren imagined this being read -- "two
scientists fused the cells of two kinds of wild tobacco -- a short,

shaggy-l eafed kind, and a tall, sparse kind -- and _nade it grow: a

medi umtall, nedi um shaggy plant which, furthernmore, would reproduce its own
kind exactly, without further interference. A new science -- _diagenetics_ --
was born." Sciences are nmade, not born, Loren put in; and no science has ever
been cal l ed di agenetics, except by the press. "In the century since, this

sci ence has had two inportant results. One is food: gigantic, high-protein
wheat, tough as weeds." And as tastel ess, Loren added. "Plants that grow
edible fruits above ground, edible tubers below. Wl nuts the size of
grapefruits, with soft shells.” And if anyone had |istened to them been
capabl e, in those years, of Reason, had not preferred the pleasures of civil
war, partition, and religious zeal, the | ow ands that Loren's tower conmanded
m ght now be covered with Wal nato orchards, or fields of patent \Wead.

"The other result was, of course, the leos," the article went on
placidly. And w thout further explanation, having perforned its paper-ofrecord
duties, it went on to explicate the intricacies of the USE proposals for a
quarantine. It was left up to Loren, in the rest of that wet, confining day,
to try to make sense out of the leos for the reader he had summoned up and
could not now seemto dismss.

There had been cell-fusion experinents with animals, with vertebrates,
with mamuals finally. The literature was full of their failures. No matter how
sophi sticated the engineering, the statistical possibility of failure in cel
fusion, given all the possible genetic conbinations, was virtually limtless;
it wouldn't have been surprising if only dead ends had resulted forever. But
life _is_ surprising; _your_era' s belief that one sort of life is basically
hostile to another has |ong been disproven, is in fact if you think about it
self-evidently false. W are, each of us living things, nothing but a
consortiumof other living things in a kind of continual parlianentary debate,
dependent on each other, living on each other, no matter how i gnorant we are
of it; penetrating each others' lives "like -- |like those hawks in the tower
are dependent on me, and | amtoo on them though we don't need to know it to
get on with it "

So it happened that with skill and a growi ng body of theoretica
know edge, scientists (in a playful nmood, Loren expl ai ned, having saved the
worl d from hunger) created nore grotesques than any ol d-time side- show had
ever pretended to exhibit. Mst of themdied hours after |leaving their
artificial wonbs, unable to function as the one or as the other; or they
survived in a limted sense, but had to be hel ped through brief and sterile
l'ives.

The cells of the lion and the man, though, joined |Iike a handshake,
grew, and flourished. And bore live young |like thenselves. There was no way of
expl ai ning why this union should be so successful; the odds against a lion and
a butterfly conbining successfully were al nost as high

It was the Sun, the | eos have cone to believe, the Sun their father that
brought themforth strong, and said to them increase and multiply.

Loren stopped pacing out his small house. He realized that for sone tine
he had been | ecturing al oud, waving his arns and tapping his right forefinger
against his left palmto make points. Faintly enbarrassed, he pulled on his

tall Irish rubber boots and stonped out into the wet to clear his head. It was
unlikely that in this weather any rabbits would have visited his amateur (and
very illegal) wire snares, but he dutifully checked themall. By the tinme he

returned, the evening sky, as though with a sigh of relief, had begun to
unburden itself of cloud.

Mich later, moving with difficulty in the confines of his bag, he
wat ched the horned noon clinb up the sky anmid fleeing cloudlets. He hadn't
slept, still strung up froma day indoors. He had been expl ai ni ng about the
Union for Social Engineering to a certain John Doe dressed in a brown
twentieth-century suit, with eyegl asses on, He understood that this person
i nvented by himonly that day, had now noved in permanently to join his



sol i tude.
"Wel come to the club,"” he said al oud.

It was raining softly again when Loren, at the end of the nonth, biked
fromthe tower to the nearest town. He needed sonme supplies, and there m ght
be mail for himat the post-office-store. The journey was also in the nature
of a celebration: tonorrow, if it was fair, and it prom sed to be, he would
open the nesting box for good. H's falcons would fly: or at |east be free to
do so when the physical inmperatives so precisely clocked up within them had
cone to term From now on he would be chiefly observer, sonetinmes servant,
physi ci an possi bly. They would be free. For a tinme they would return to the
tower where they had been fed. But, unless they appeared to be ill or hurt, he
woul dn't feed them His job as parent was over. He would starve themtill they
hunt ed. That would be hard, but had to be; hunger would be the whip of
freedom And in two or three years, when they had reached sexual maturity, if
they hadn't been shot, or strangled in electric wires, or poisoned, or
suffered any of a thousand fates common to wild raptors, two of them m ght
return to the tower, to their surrogate cliff, and raise a brood of quilly
young. Loren hoped to be there to see.

H s bike's tiny engine, which he shut off when the way was | evel and he
coul d pedal, coughed as the tires cast up gauzy wings fromthe puddly road;
Loren's poncho now and then ball ooned and fluttered around himin the rainy
breeze, as though he were rousing plunage preparatory to flight. He sang: his
tunel ess voi ce pl eased no one but hinself, but there was no one el se to hear
it. He stopped, as though hushed, when the raincut dirt road debouched onto
the glistening blacktop that led to town.

He had a festive breakfast -- his first fresh eggs in a nonth -- and
si pped noisily at the thick white mug of real coffee. The newspaper he had
bought reported | ocal doings, nmostly, and what appeared to be propaganda
generated by the Fed. This southernnmost finger of the Northern Autonony I|ay
close to the coastal cities that, |like the ancient Vatican States, huddl ed
around the capital and enjoyed the Fed's protection. And the Fed's voice was
| ouder than its legal reach. President calls for return to sanity. He | aughed,
and bel ched happily; he went out snoking a cheap cigar that burned his nouth
pl easantly with a taste of town and hunanity.

There was a single letter for himin his box at the store. It bore the
di screet | ogo of the quasi-public foundation he worked for

"Dear M. Casaubon: This will serve as formal notice that the
Foundation's Captive Propagati on Program has been di ssol ved. Pl ease disregard
any previous instructions of or conmitnents by the Foundation. W are of
course sorry if this change of program causes you any inconvenience. If you
wi sh any instructions on return of stores, disposal of stock, etc., please
feel free to wite. Yours, D. Small, Program Supervisor."

It was as though he had been, wi thout knowing it, in one of those
closets in old-tinme fun houses that suddenly collapse floorless and walll ess
and drop you down a wi de, tunbling chute. Any inconvenience

"Can | use your phone?" he asked the postmaster, who was arranging dry
cereal .

"Sure. It's there. Un-- it's not free."

"No. OF course. They'll pay at the other end."

The man woul dn't take this in; he continued to stare expectantly at
Loren. Wth a sudden wave of displaced rage at the nan, Loren chewed down on
his cigar, glaring at himand funbling furiously for noney. He found a steel
hal f-dol  ar and slapped it on the counter. The Foundation's noney, he thought.

"Dr. Small, please."
"Dr. Small is in conference."
"This is Loren Casauban. _Dr_. Loren Casaubon. I'mcalling |ong

di stance. Ask again."



There was a | ong pause, filled with the ghost voices of a hundred other
speakers and the ticking, buzzing vacuum of distance.

' Loren?"

"What the hell's going on? | just came to town today --"

"Loren, I'msorry. It's not ny decision.”

"Well, whose idiot decision was it? You can't just stop sonething |ike
this in the nmddle. It's crimnal, it's . " He should have waited to
call, taken time to marshal arguments He felt suddenly at a |oss, vul nerable,

as though he might splutter and weep. "What _reason_ .
"We've been under a | ot of pressure, Loren."
"Pressure. Pressure?"

"There's a big novenent against this kind of wildlife programjust now
W spend public noney . .

"Are you tal king about USE?"

There was a | ong pause. 'They sonehow got hold of our books. Loren, al
this is very confidential." H's voice had grown dim "A |lot of nmoney was bei ng
wast ed on what could be called, well, uninportant programs."” He cleared his
throat as though to forestall Loren's objections. "A scandal might have brewed
up. _Wbuld_ have brewed up: frankly, they intended to make an exanple of us.
The Foundation couldn't afford that. We agreed to co-operate, you know,
rationalize our progranms, cut out the fat --"

"You bastard." There was no answer. "My birds will die."

"I put off sending the letter as long as | could. Isn't your first
nmont h' s program conplete? | tried, Loren."

H s voice had grown so small that Loren's rage abated. He was angry with
the wong man. "Yes. The nonth is up. And if | spend another two nonths wth

them it mght -- just _might_give themthe edge to make it. No assurances.”
"I"'msorry."
"I"'mstaying, Dr. Small. | never got this letter."

"Don't do that, Loren. It would enbarrass ne. This arrangenent's very
new. They're very -- thorough, these USE people. It could harmyou badly."

Till that nmonment, he hadn't thought of hinself. Suddenly, his future
unrol l ed before himlike a blank bl acktop road. There weren't many jobs around
for solitary, queer, rageful ethologists with borderline degrees.

"Listen, Loren." Dr. Small began to speak rapidly, as though to
overwhel m any obj ections; as though he were hurrying out a gift for a child he
had just made cry. "lI've had a request put to me to find a, well, a kind of
tutor. A special kind. Soneone |ike yourself, who can ride and hunt and al
that, but with good acadenmic qualifications. The choice is pretty much nine
Two children, a boy and a girl. A _special__ boy and girl. Excellent benefits."

Loren said nothing. He understood of course that he was being bribed. He
disliked the feeling, but sone dark, fearful selfishness kept himfrom
dismissing it angrily. He only waited.

"The trouble is, Loren, you'd have to take it up inmediately." Still no
surrender. "I nean right away. This man isn't used to having his requests
l yi ng around, "

"Wio is it?"

"Dr. Jarrell Gegorius. The children are his." This was meant to be the
coup, the master stroke; and for an odd reason that Small couldn't know, it
was.

Wth a sense that he was tearing out some living part of hinself, a
tongue, a piece of heart, Loren said tonelessly: "lI'd have to have certain
conditions."

"You'll take it,"

"Al'l right."

"What ?"

"I said all right!" Then, nore conciliatory: "I said all right."

"As soon as you can, Loren." Small sounded deeply relieved. Al npst
hearty. Loren hung up

On the way back, tearing through thin rags of mist, Loren alternated



bet ween deep rage and a kind of heart-sinking expectation

USE! If the old Federal government were the Holy Roman Enpire, then the
Union for Social Engineering was its Jesuits: militant, dedicated, selfless,
expert propagandi sts, righteous proponents of ends that justified their neans.
Loren argued fiercely aloud with them the crop-headed, illdressed, intent
"spokesnen" he had seen in the nagazines; argued the nore fiercely because
they had beaten him and easily. And why? For what? What harm had his fal cons
done to their prograns and plans? Not desiring power hinself, Loren couldn't
concei ve of someone acting solely to gain it, by lying, conprom se,
i ndirection, by not seeing reason. If a man could be shown the right of a case
-- and surely Loren was right in this case -- and then he didn't do it, he
appeared to Loren to be a fool, or mad, or crimnal

Reason, of course, was exactly what USE clainmed it did see: sanity, an
end to fratricidal quibblings, a return to central planning and rationa
co-operation, intelligent use of the planet for man's benefit. The world is
ours, they said, and we nust make it work. Hunmbly, selflessly, they had set
t hensel ves the task of saving man's world fromnmen. And it was frightening as
much as angering to Loren how well their counter-reformation was getting on
USE had cone to seemthe |ast, best hope of a world hel pl essly bent on
sel f-destruction.

Loren admitted -- to hinself, at least -- that his secret, secretly
growi ng new paradi se was founded on nman's sel f-destructive tendency, or at
| east that tendency in his dreams and institutions. He saw it as evol utionary
control. USE saw it as a curable madness. So did many hungry, desperate,
fearful citizens: nmore every day. USE was the sweet-tongued snake in this
difficult new Garden, and the old Adam whose |long sinful reign over a
subservient creation had seened to be al nost over, expiated in blood and | oss,
was being tenpted to | ordship again.

At evening he waited on top of the tower for the hawks to return. He had
made up a box fromthe slatting of their outgrown nest boxes, and he carried a
hood and wore a fal coner's glove. He had brought the hood in with himin order
to spend the | ong eveni ngs enbroidering and feathering it. Now he held it in
hi s hand, not know ng whether it would mean betrayal or salvation for the hawk
who woul d wear it.

They paid no attention to himwhen they arrived one by one at the tower.
He was an object in the universe, neither hawk nor hawk's prey, and thus
irrelevant: for they couldn't know he was the author of their Iives. Hawks
have no gods.

They hadn't eaten, apparently; none of their crops was di stended. They
took a long tine to settle, hungry and restless; but as the sun bl oodied the
west, they began to rest. Loren chose the snaller of the two males. To bind
his wi ngs he used one of his socks, with the toe cut off. He seized him and
had slipped the sock over his body before the bird was fully aware. He
shri eked once, and the others rose up, black shapes in the last light, free to
fly. They settled again when they had expressed their indignation, and by that
time their brother was bound and hooded. They took no notice.

In the room where he had expected to spend the sunmer, Loren collected
his few personal bel ongi ngs: the guns, the clothes, the notebooks, et them
worry about the supplies. If they wanted to make a cost accounting, they could
do it without him

The _North Star_ nmgazine still stood propped under the |lanp, open to
the picture of Sten Gregorius. Beneath it on the floor was the box containing
the tiercel peregrine falcon: tribute to the young prince. This one, anyway,
woul d survive, taken care of, provided for. The three in the tower, free,

m ght not survive. If they could choose, which life would they choose?
Whi ch woul d he?
He put on his hat. There was still just enough light to start for town



tonight. He didn't want to wake here in the norning, could not have borne
seei ng the hawks | eave the tower at dawn under the press of hunger. Better to
go now, and pedal his rage into exhaustion. Maybe then he could sleep

He turned out the lanmp and tossed the nagazine into a corner with the
ot hers.

Al right, he thought. 1'Il teach him 1'Il teach him

SPHI NX

If alion could talk, we would not understand him

-- WTTCGENSTEI N

He call ed hinself Painter

It was rare to see a |l eo come so far north; Caddi e had never seen one.
She knew themonly fromthe pictures in her school books: yell ow sun, yell ow
land, the leo standing far off at a sod hut's door with one of his w ves. The
pi ctures were renote and uni npressive. But once she had dreanmed of a | eo. She
had been sent to himon sone business by her father. He lived in a place of
stifling heat, which was |ined with asbestos, as though to keep it from
consumng itself. She panted, trying to draw breath, waiting with grow ng
dread for the leo to appear. She felt the thunder of dreamrealization: she
had come to the wrong house, she shouldn't be here, it wasn't the |l eo but the
Sun who lived here: that was why it was so hot. She awoke as the | eo appeared,
suddenly, towering over her; he was sinply a lion standing like a man, yet his
face gl owed as though nade of nolten gold, and his mane streamed whitely from
his face. He seened furious at her

Painter was not a lion. He didn't tower over her; she kept her distance;
yet he was nassive enough. And he wasn't furious. He spent his tine in his
room or at a table in the bar, and never spoke, except rarely to Hutt. She
saw himtake a tel ephone call, |ong distance; he said "Yes," holding the
receiver slightly away fromhis head, and then only listened, and hung up
without a farewell.

Toni ght he sat at a table where she could see himfromthe |aundry door
The bar was Iit with snoky |lanterns, and the snoke of the black cigarettes he
snoked one after another rose into the lantern's light and hung like | ow
cl ouds.

"l wonder where his wife is," she said to Hutt when he cane to the door
of the laundry. "Don't they always have a wife with them wherever they go?"

"I"d just as soon not ask," Hutt said. "And neither had you better."

"Does he stink?"

"No nore than me." Hutt grinned a gap-tooth grin at her and tossed her
an arn oad of gray sheets.

Hutt was afraid of Painter, that was evident, and it was easy to see
why. The leo's wists were square and solid as beans, and the nuscles of his



armglided and slid like oiled nachinery when he nerely put out a cigarette.
Hutt got so few custoners that he usually toadied up to any new face; but not
this face. The |l eo seened quite satisfied with that.

Later that evening, though, on her way out to the goat shed to | ock up
she saw Hutt and the leo conferring in the deserted bar. Hutt was counting
somet hing off on his fingers. Wen she passed, both of them | ooked up at her
The eyes of the leo were as golden as |anps, as large as |anps, and as
unwavering. What had he to do with her? Wen she | ooked questioningly at Hutt,
he avoi ded her | ook

Caddi e's parents had been professionals -- industrial relations,
what ever that nmeant; when she was a kid she often recited it to herself, as an
exiled princess might recite her lineage. They hadn't fared well as refugees
when the civil wars started down south. Her father had cut his foot, stupidly,
whi | e choppi ng wood, devel oped an infection, and just quietly died fromit, as
t hough that were the best he could manage under the circunstances. Her nother
wasn't long in follow ng. Wien she stopped telling Caddi e about the wealth and
confort and respect they all had had, back before Caddie could clearly
renmenber, she began to resign fromlife as well. Once a nonth the doctor from
town woul d come out and | ook at her and go away. She caught a cold when it
snowed in May, and died fromit.

That |eft Caddie, fourteen, with two choices: the whorehouse at Bend, or
i ndenture. She had al nost deci ded on the whorehouse, was alnost in a fearful
way | ooking forward to it, like a girl setting out for her first term at
col l ege, when Hutt rmade her the indenture offer. In ten years she'd be free,
and he'd settle nmoney on her. The sum to Caddie in the north woods, seened
i ke a fortune.

He was good about the noney. Every nonth he and Caddi e would ride over
to the J.P. and Hutt woul d make his deposit and she would sign his receipt.
And he never treated her as anything but a servant. She soon | earned about his
taste for bully truck drivers and arny boys; so that was all right. She didn't
mnd the work, though it was hard and continuous; she did it with a kind of
qui ck contenpt that annoyed Hutt; apparently, he would have preferred her to
be cheerful as well as efficient and strong. And once she had gotten a certain
ascendancy over the routine, the work could be gotten away from In every
direction there were mles of unpeopled forests she could escape into, alone
or with a pack horse, for days.

She | earned that she had a talent for bearing things: not only heavy
packs and cold nights and mles of wal king, but also the weight of the days
t hensel ves, the dissatisfaction that she carried always |ike a pack. the
waiting: for that's what she felt she was doing, always -- waiting -- and she
convinced herself that it was the end of her ten years' indenture she waited
for. But it wasn't.

The next norning was cold for Septenber, which this far north was nearly
freezing. Wite steamrose fromthe pond, fromthe woolly pack horses Hutt
kept for rent, and fromthe nmounds of their droppings. When she went out to
t he goat shed, Caddie could see her breath, and steamrose too fromthe ful
mlk pails. Everything warm everything fromthe interior, steaned.

Comi ng back with the mlk, she saw Ruta and Bonnie, the little pack
horses, rearing and snorting, shunting each other against the corral walls.
She came closer, calling their names, seeing now that their eyes were w de
with fear, On the other side of the corral, the |eo Painter |eaned against the
rail, snoking.

"What did you do to then?" she asked, putting down the mlk. "Wre you
bot heri ng then? Wat's wong with you?"

"It's the snmell,"” Painter said. H s voice was thin, cracked, as though
laryngitic.

"I don't snell anything."



"No. But they do."

How | ong could it have been since there was anything like a lion in
t hese nountains? Last winter Barb saw a bobcat, and tal ked about it. for
weeks. And yet maybe somewhere within Ruta and Bonnie the old fear lived, and
coul d be touched.

"Trouble is,"” said Painter, "how are we going to use the damm animals if
| scare themto death?" He threw down the cigarette with thick, goldenhaired
fingers. "We'll have a great tine."

"We? Are you and Hutt goi ng somepl ace?"

"Hutt?"

"Well, who do you nean, we?"

"You and ne," Painter said.

She said nothing for a long noment. His face seened expressionl ess,
maybe because it wasn't conpletely human, or perhaps because he, like a cat,
had nothing particular to express. Anyway, if he was naking a joke, he didn't
put it across. He only | ooked at her, steamconming fromhis narrow nostrils.

"What makes you think |I'm going anywhere with you?" Caddi e said. For the
first time since she had seen Painter, she felt afraid of him

He it another black cigarette, clunsily, as though his hands were stiff
with cold. "Last night | bought you. Bought your indenture fromhim-- Hutt.
You're mine now. "

She only stared at himin disbelief. Then cane a wave of anger, and she
started up the muddy way toward the hotel, forgetting the mlk pails. Then she
turned on him "Bought! What the hell does that mean? You think I'ma pair of
shoes?"

"I"'msorry if | said it wong," Painter said. "But it's all legal. It's
in the papers, that he can sell the indenture. It's a clause." He opened his
st ubby hand wi de, and the flesh drew back fromhis fingertips to show curved
white nails.

She stood, confused. "How can he do that? Wiy didn't he tell ne?"

"You sold himten years of your life," Painter said. "On tinme. He owns
it, he can sell it. | don't suppose he even has to tell you. That's not in the
papers, | don't think. Anyway, it doesn't matter."

"Doesn't matter!"

"Not to ne."

She wanted to run to Hutt, hurt him hit him plead with him hold him

Ruta and Bonni e had stopped their shunting, and only snorted
occasionally and huddl ed at the far side of the corral. For a while they al
stood there, triangul ated, the horses, Caddie, the |eo.

"What are you going to do with me?" Caddie said.

In the bar that night, Barlo and the two truck drivers stayed away from
the tabl e where Painter sat, though they glanced at him one by one; he
returned none of their | ooks.

The drivers had conme up fromthe south. They wore uniforms of sone kind,
Caddi e didn't know whose, their own invention maybe. They had the usua
stories to tell, the refugees clogging the roads, the abandoned cars you had
to avoid, the cities closed |ike fortresses. She had | ong ago given up trying
to sort all that out. They had gone nad down there, had been mad since before
she coul d remenber anything. Painter's face showed no interest in them But
his ears did. H s broad, high-standing ears were the nost |eonine, the nost
bestial, thing about his strange head. Partly hidden by his thick, back-swept
hair, still they could be seen, pricking and turning toward the speakers wth
awll of their own. Perhaps he didn't even know they did so; perhaps it was
only Caddie who sawit. She couldn't help glancing at him from behind the bar
her heart dove and rose again painfully each tinme she | ooked at him sitting
nearly inmobile at his table.

"It don't matter to us," Barlo said, "W're independent anyways." This



little chunk of north woods had seceded entirely, years before, and was now,
officially, a dependency of Canada. "W got our own ways."

"That's all right," the elder said, "till they come to take you back
again."

"The Fed," said the younger

"Well, I _ain't goin'," Barlo said, and grinned as though he had said
something clever. " I _ain't goin ."

Caddi e was kept busy bringing beer for the drivers and rye for Barlo's
coffee, and frying steaks, things Hutt usually did; but Hutt had gone over to
the J.P."s to get the papers notarized and a bill of sale made up: had left
with a long angry mark on one cheek from Caddie's ring.

Until that norning, Caddie had thought she knew what shape the world
had. She didn't like it, but she could stand it. She nmade it bearabl e by
feeling little but contenpt for it. Now, w thout warning, it had changed
faces, expanded into a vertiginous gulf before her, said to her: the world is
bi gger than you inmagi ned. Bigger than you can imagine. It wasn't only that
Hutt had cheated her, and apparently there was nothing she could do about it,
but that the whole world had: the fear and confusion she felt were caused as
much by life betraying the quick bargain she had long ago nade with it as by
her finding herself suddenly belonging to a |eo.

Bel onging to him No, that wasn't so. She washed gl asses angrily,
slapping theminto the gray water. She bel onged to no one, not Hutt, and
certainly not this nonster. She had never been owned; one of her constant
taunts to her nother, trying to bring Caddie up respectably in spite of exile
and poverty, had been, "You don't own ne." Maybe once she had been owned by
her father, Sometines she felt a |ong-ago adhesion, a bond in her far past, to
that man who grew vaguer in nenory every year. But he had freed her by dying.

"Cetting hot down in the NA ," said the older driver. "Getting rea
hot . "

"I don't get it," Barlo said.

"They're trying to put it all back together. The Fed. The NA's a
hol dout. Not for long, though. And if they join, where in hell will you be?
They' Il squeeze you to death.”

"Well, we don't hear much up here," Barlo said uneasily. A silence
occurred, made louder by the rattle of a | oose wi ndow pane. The | eo notioned
to Caddie.

"I'd like sone snokes."

The three at the bar turned to | ook at him and then away again, as one.
"We're out," Caddie said. "The truck won't come again till next week."

"Then we'll |eave tonorrow," Painter said.

She put down the glass she had been wi ping. She cane and sat with
Pai nter under the lantern, ignoring the alert silence at the bar. "Wy nme?"
she said. "Why not a man? You could hire a man to do anything | can do, and
nore. And cheaper."

He reached over to her and raised her face to look at it. H s pal mwas
snoot h, hard, and dry, and his touch was gentle. It was odd.

"I Iike a woman to do for nme," he said. "I'"mused to it. A man .
it'd be hard. You wouldn't know "

Close to him touched by him she had thought to feel disgust,
revul sion. What she felt was sonething sinpler, Iike wonder. She thought of
the creatures of nythol ogy, nixed beasts who tal ked with nen. The Sphi nx.
Wasn't the Sphinx part human, part lion? Her father had told her the story,
how t he Sphi nx asked people a riddle, and killed everyone who coul dn't solve
it. Caddie had forgotten the riddle, but she renmenbered the answer: the answer
was Man.

Hutt sat at a table near the door with the coffee, pretending to do his
accounts. She passed himand repassed, bringing down Painter's gear fromhis



room dunping it onto the barroomfloor, kitting it up neatly, and taking it
out to the pack ponies.

"You're lucky, really," Hutt said. "These drivers said in a nonth, two
nmont hs maybe, they'll close the highway. There'll be no nore trucks. How woul d
| pay you?" He |ooked at. her as though for sone forgiveness. "How the hell am
| going to live?"

She only shoul dered the | ast pack, afraid that if she tried to speak she
woul dn't be able to, that the hatred she felt then for himwould stifle her
she picked up Painter's carbine, which had an odd-shaped stock, and went out.

When Ruta and Bonnie were ready, Painter tried to take the |ead rope,
but Bonnie shied and tried to rear. Painter's |lip curbed, and he made a sound,
a shriek, a roar, and a sound that was all fierce inpatience. He could have
taken Bonnie's neck in one arm but he seemed to gain some control of hinself,
and gave Caddie the rope. "You do it," he said. "You follow. 1'll stay ahead
or we'll never get there."

"\Where?" she said, but he didn't answer, only took the carbine under his
armand started off with short, solid strides; as he wal ked, his shaggy head
turned fromside to side, perhaps |ooking for sonething, perhaps only from
sone hal f-instinct.

Al that morning they went up the unfinished dirt truck road going
north. The yell ow earth-novers they passed were deserted, seened to have been
deserted for sone tine; apparently they had stopped trying to cut this road
over the nmountain. . . . Fromout of the constant forest sound there canme a
sound not quite of the forest, a dull, repeated sound, |ike a great quick
wat ch. Ahead of her, Painter had stopped and was |istening; he threw his head
this way, then that. The sound grew nore distinct, and suddenly he was runni ng
toward her, waving her off the road. "Why?" she said. "Wat's the matter?" He
only made that harsh sound in his throat for answer, and pushed her down a
crunmbl i ng enmbanknment and into a tangle of felled trees and brush there. Wen
Ruta and Bonnie pulled at the rope, reluctant to go down, he spanked themwth
hi s hand. The sound grew | ouder. Painter fingered his carbine, |ooking out
fromwhere they hid. Then, ghostly through the treetops, hovering like a
preyi ng dragonfly, a pale helicopter appeared. It turned, graceful and
om nous; it seened to quarter the area in its glance, as a searcher does. Then
without a shift in its ticking voice it w thdrew sout hward.

"Why did you hide?" she said. "Are they | ooking for you?"

"No." He sniled at her, sonething she hadn't known he could do, a slow

and crooked smle. "But | wouldn't want themto find ne. W'll go on now. "
M d- aft ernoon he had her make canp in a sheltered gl ade well off the
road. "Eat if you want to," he said. "I won't today." He lay full-length on

t he heated ground pine, drawing up his nuscled legs, resting his big head on
his chin, and watching her work. She felt those | anmplike eyes on her

"I brought you cigarettes," she said. "I found a pack."

"Don't need them"

"Way did you say we had to | eave when they were gone?"

"Men," he said. "Can't stand the snmell. Not the nen thenselves, their
pl aces. The snell of, | don't know, their lives." H's eyes began to cl ose.
"Not hi ng personal. The cigarettes block up the snell, is all." H's eyes were
slits; they closed entirely, then opened again. She had eaten and packed, and
still he lay slipping in and out of sleep. Wherever it was he was going, he
seenmed in no hurry to get there.

"Lazy," he said, opening his eyes. "That's ny trouble."

"You | ook confortable," she said.

It woul d be many days before she understood that his direct, fierce
stare nore often than not | ooked at nothing; many days till in a fit of rage
at being so intently regarded she stuck out her tongue at that gaze, and saw
it drift closed w thout acknowl edging the insult. He wasn't a man; he neant
nothing by it.

_Not a man_. He was not a nman. The nmen she had known, who had grasped
and fumbled with her in a pleading, insistent way; the dark boy she had done



the sane with not long ago -- _they_were men. Sonething | eapt within her, at
a thought she would not admt.

In the late afternoon he grew restless, and they went on. Perhaps by now
t he poni es had gotten used to him anyway, they no |longer shied fromhim so
Caddi e could wal k by his side.

"I don't want to pry," she said, even though she suspected irony would
be I ost on him or perhaps because of that, "and you have the papers and all,
but it'd be nice to know what's going on."

"It wouldn't," he said.

"Well," she said.

"Look," he said. "That copter we saw was | ooking for sonebody. |'m
| ooking for the sane sonebody. | don't know where he is, but |I've got an idea,
and a better idea" -- pointing up -- "than they have." He | ooked at her

expressionless. "If they find himfirst, they' Il kill him If | find him
first, they mght kill both of us."

"Both," she said. "What about me?"

He didn't answer.

What was it she felt for hinP Hatred: a spark of that, a kind of nolten
core at the center of her feelings that warmed the rest, hatred that he had
with so little thought snatched her from where she had been -- well,
confortabl e anyway. Hatred of her own powerl essness was what it was, because
he hadn't been cruel. The uses he put her to were what she was for; it was in
t he papers; there was no appeal fromthat and he nade no bones about it. He
obviously couldn't put a polite false face on the thing, even if it had
occurred to himthat it mght nmake it easier for her

Which it wouldn't have. She knew her own story.

And yet in using her he wasn't |ike Hutt had been. Not constantly
suspi ci ous, prying, attenpting to snatch from her every shred of person she
built for herself. No, he assumed her conpetence, asked for nothing nore than
she could do, said only when they would stop and where they would go, and | eft
the rest to her; deferred, always, to her judgnent. If she failed at anything
he never showed anger or contenpt, only left her to patch up her m stakes
wi t hout conment.

So that slowy, wthout choosing to, resenting it, she becane a partner
in this enterprise that she couldn't fathom Had he consciously so drawn her
into it? She supposed not. He probably hadn't considered it that closely. _I
like a woman to do for ne_, he had said. _You wouldn't know_.

And touched her cheek with his hard, dry palm

"You col d?" he said, The fire had died to coals. Her own sl eeping bag
was an old one, a grudging parting gift fromHutt, She said nothing, trying
not to shiver. "Damm, you nust be. Cone over here."

"I"'mfine."

"Cone here."

It was a conmand. She lay coldly hating himfor a while, but the command
remai ned in the space between them and at |ast she came, tiptoeing over the
already rinmy ground to where he lay large in his bag. He drew her down to him
tucked her efficiently within the cavity of his lean belly. She wanted to
resist, but the warnth that came fromhimwas irresistible. She thrust her
danp cold nose into his furry chest, unable not to, and rested her head on his
hard forearm

"Better," he said.

"Yes."

"Better with two."

"Yes." Sonehow, w thout her having sensed their approach, warmtears had
cone to her eyes, a glow of weeping was within her; she pressed herself harder
against himto stifle the sudden sobs. He took no notice; his breathing, slow
and with a burning undertone, didn't alter

It was just |ight when she awoke. He had gone down to the quick stream
t hey had canped by. She could see him Ilightstruck, the fine blond hair of his
linbs glistening in the sun as though he were on fire. He was washi ng,



delicately, carefully; and fromw thin her cave of warnmh she spied on him

Her heart, whether fromthe invasion of his privacy or from sone other reason
beat hard and slow. He bent, drew up silver strands of water, and swept his
hands through his mane; he rubbed hinself. He bent to drink, and when he
arose, droplets fell fromhis beard. Wen he cane back to the campsite, drying
hinself with an old plaid shirt, she saw that above his |ong | opsi ded
testicles his penis was sheathed, |like a dog's, held against his belly by

gol d-furred skin.

From somewhere to the south the copter's drone could be heard briefly,
bi ke the first faint roll of a storm He glanced up and hurried to dress.

Thr ough that day, wal king by himor ahead of him (for she was the better
wal ker, she knew that now, his strength wasn't meant for endurance, or his
| egs not made for wal king, yet he no | onger stopped for long rests as he had
before), she felt come and go a dense rush of feeling that nade her face
tingle and her breasts burn. She tried to turn fromhi mwhen she felt it, sure
that he could read it in her face; and she tried to turn away fromit herself,
not certain what it was -- it felt like clarity, |ike resolve, yet darker
Once, though, when he called out to her and she was above himon a hard clinb,
she turned to face him and felt it rush up uncontrollably w thin her, as
t hough she gl owed.

"You're fast," he said, and then stood quiet, his w de chest noving
quickly in and out. She said nothing, only stared at him betting himsee hen
if he could; but then his unwavering gaze defeated her and she turned away,
heart drunm ng.

Late in the afternoon they came on the cabin.

He had her tie up the ponies in the woods webb away fromthe clearing
the cabin stood in, and then for a long time watched the cabin fromthe cover
of the trees; he seened to taste, carefully, with all his senses, the gray,
shuttered shack and its surroundi ngs. Then he wal ked deliberately up to it and
pushed open the door.

"No one's been here,’
"Not for weeks."

"How can you tell?"

He | aughed shortly -- a strange, harsh sound, little like a laugh -- and
nmoved carefully through the two small roons. In the afternoon |light that
filtered through the shutters she could see that the place was well furnished
-- no logger's cabin, but sonething special, a hideout, though fromthe
outside it booked Iike any shack. She went to open a shutter. "Leave that," he
said. "Light that fire. It's cold in here." He went from cupboard to cabi net,
| ooki ng at things, |ooking for something that in the end he didn't find.
"What's this?"

"Brandy. Don't you know?"

He put it down w thout interest.

"You were going to nmeet your sonebody here."

"We'll wait. He'll come. If he can." The decision made, he ceased his
prowing. The fire, a bottl ed-gas thing, boomed when she touched a match to
it, and gl owed blue. Wy, she wondered, bottled gas in the niddle of the
woods? And realized: for the same reason that this place | ooks bike a shack
Bottl ed gas makes no snoke. No snmoke, nobody hone.

"Where are we?"

"A place."

"Tell me."

The heat of the fire had seemed to soften him He sat on the small sofa
before it, begs wi de apart, arms thrown across its back. On a sudden i npul se
she knelt before himand began to unlace his boots. He noved his feet to aid
her, but made no remark on this; accepted it, as he did everything she did for
him "Tell me," she said again, alnost coyly this time, |ooking up at his big
head resting on his chest. She snmiled at himand felt a dizzy sense of daring.

"We are,"” he said slowy, "where a certain counselor, a government
counsel or, comes, sonetinmes, when he wants to get away say fromthe office or

he said when she cane into the shuttered di mess.



town, and where he mght come if he had to get away fromthe governnent. And
we'll neet himhere. If we're |ucky."

It was the | ongest speech she had ever heard himnake. Wthout hurry she
took off his boot and rolled the sweat-danp sock fromhis |ong, neat foot.

"What then?" she said, nore to hear himtal k than because she cared or
under st ood; anyway, the bl ood sounding in her ears nmade it hard to think

"This counselor,"” he said lazily, seem ng not to care either, watching
her unlace the stiff thongs of the other boot, "this counselor is a friend of
ours. O our kind. And his government wasn't. And his government down there

has just collapsed, which you may or nmay not know, partly because he" -- she
drew of f the other boot -- undid it, you could say, and so he's had to | eave.
In a hurry.”

"Want some?" she said, showi ng himthe brandy bottle.

"I don't know," he said sinply. He watched her as she went around the
room finding glasses, breaking the bottle's seal; watched her, she knew,
differently now She felt a fierce elation, having enmbarked on this thing;
felt the danger bike the sear of the brandy. "Warm" she said, putting the
glass in his hands, touching his fingers lightly. He raised the glass to his
face and withdrew it quickly, as though it had bitten him his nostrils flared
and he put it down.

"How cone --" she had not sat but wal ked now before him hol ding her
glass in tw hands, past himand back again -- "how come you don't have a
tail?"

"Tails," he said, watching hen, "are for four-begs. I'ma two-legs." H's
voi ce had darkened, thickened. "Couldn't sit down, with a tail. A piece of
luck."

"I"'d bike a tail," she said. "Along, snooth tail to nove . . ." She

nmoved it. He noved. She noved away, a sudden voice urgent in her ears: _you
can't do this you can't do this you can't do it you can't_.

He rose. The way he did it nade it seem as though he was doing it for
the first time after aeons of repose, the way novenment gathered in his nuscles
to lift his heavy weight, the way his hands took hold of the couch to help him
up; it was |ike watching sonething inanimate come frighteningly, purposefully
alive in a dream As he stood, his eyes sonehow caught the fire's bight and
the pupils glowed brilliant red.

She was in a corner, holding hen gl ass before her breasts protectively,
her daring gone. "Wait," she said, on tried to say, but it was a sound only,
and he had hen: it was useless to struggle because he was hel pl ess. She was
swal l owed up in his strength but he was hel pl ess, taking her because he no
| onger had a choice: and she had done that to him An enornous odor came from
him dense as an attar, nmingling with the snell of spilled brandy; she could
hear his quick breath close to her ear, and her trenbling hand funbled with
his at her belt. Her heart was nmad, and another voice, shrill, drowned out the
first: _you're going to do it you're going to do it you're going to_.

"Yes," she said. She yanked at her belt. A button tore. "Yes."

She had thought that a single act of surrender was all she needed to
make, that having nade it she would be deprived of all will, all consciousness
by passion, and that whatever acts foll owed would foll ow automatically. Her
heat hadn't inagined difficulties; her heat had only inmagi ned sone sw ft,

i nel uctabl e coupling, bike contrary winds mxing in a storm It wasn't |ike
that. He wasn't a man; they didn't fit snoothly together. It was |ike |abor
bi ke battl es.

And yet she did find the ways, poised at tines between repugnance and
elation, to bare herself to him drowned at tinmes, suffocated at tinmes in him
as though he plunged her head under water; afraid at tines that he m ght
casual ly, thoughtlessly kill her; able to nmarvel, sonetines, as though she
were another, at what they did, feeling, as though through another's skin, the
coarse hair of his arms and | egs, thick enough al nost to take handfuls of. For
every conjunction they achieved, there were |ayers of shame to be fought
through like the layers of their thick clothing: and only by shanel ess



strategies. only by act after strenuous act of acqui escence, her voice hoarse
fromexertion and her body slick with sweat, did she conquer them and entered
new cities, panting, naked, amazed.

She began to sob then, not know ng why; her |egs, nervel ess, folded
under his carel ess weight. She lay against his thick thigh, which trenbled as
t hough he had run a nile. She coughed out sobs, sobs |ike the sobs of someone
who has survived a great calamty: been shi pwecked, suffered, seen death, but
agai nst all odds, with no hope, has survived, has found a shore.

She dreamed, toward dawn, curled against him of muscle; of the tensed
| egs of his wives bearing him of the fine bones and nuscles of his hands, of
hen own slimarnms wapped in his, struggling with his. The soreness of hen own
nmuscl es entered her dream hen own sinews tightening and sl ackeni ng. She
dreaned: _| did it | didit I didit_. She awke exulting then for a nonent
and curled herself tighter against his deathlike sleep. She dreamed of his
punni ng dreaming breath; it grew huge and nenaci ng, and she awoke to the fast
tick of the searching helicopter growing quickly closer. She noved to awake
him but he was awake already; all his senses pointed toward the grow ng
sound. It becane a roar, and its wind stirred in the cabin. It had | anded
out si de.

He had a hand on her that she knew neant keep still. He turned, crouched
and silent, toward the door, which was | ocked. Feet canme across the pine
needl es toward the door with a sound they wouldn't have heard if they weren't
all attention. Soneone tried the door, paused, knocked, waited, pounded
i npatiently, waited again, then kicked in the door with a sudden crack. For a
nmonent she coul d see a man sil houetted agai nst the norning, could see him
hesitate, looking into the shuttered gl oom of the cabin, could see the gun in
hi s hands. Then Pai nter, beside her, expl oded.

She didn't see Painter nove, nor did the one at the door, but there was
acry fromhis throat and a flurry of notion and he had seized the intruder

who made one sound, a sound Caddi e woul d never forget -- the desperate,
shocked shriek of seized prey -- and Painter had | ocked the man's head between
his forearns. The nman sank suddenly, as though punctured, his head | oose on
hi s body.

Painter, | egs w de apart, supported himroughly -- worried him she
woul d think later, bike a cat, turning himthis way and that to see if there
was any life left in him-- and then dropped him "Sunless bastard,"” he said,

or she thought he said. Beyond, in the tiny clearing, the copter's bl ades
notated lazily, not quite done.

"Come in TK24," the radio said. "Come in TK24. Have you achi eved 01?" It
spoke in quick, harsh bursts, all inflection lost in an aura of static.
Getting no reply from TK24 (who was dead), it began a conversation wth
someone el se; the soneone el se's voice couldn't be heard, was pauses only,

I ong or short. "Roger your request to return to base.” . . . "No, that hasn't
been verified as yet. He doesn't cone in." Negati ve, negative. Listen
you'd be the first to know " That's what | understand. The cabin was his

01. Then the wecked plane." A |laugh, strangled in static. "Governnent. A rea
antique. He wouldn't get fan." Positive, that is 02 of TK24 and we'll hear
soon. " Ri ght, positive, over. Cone in TK24, TK24 . . ."

On the gl ossy seat of the copter were charts covered with clear plastic.
On one of themwere circles in red grease crayon: one circle was |abeled 01
The other circle, fromwhat Painter could read of the map, was about ten miles
of f, up a sharp elevation, and was | abel ed 02.

Caddi e cane toward him passing slowmy the fol ded body of TK24, and



feeling as though she had entered sonmewhere el se, sonewhere totally other, and
had no way to get hack. "You killed him"
"You're staying here," he said. "Up there on the mountain a plane's

crashed. It mght be him If it isn't, I'll be hack tonight or tonorrow. "

"No. "

"Cet ny rifle."

"Il get it. But I"'mconing with you."

He booked at hen for a noment, |ooked at her -- in a new way, with that
new bond between them booked -- no. She felt a chill wave of sonething |ike
despair. He | ooked the sane. Nothing had changed, not for him Al her
surrender had been for nothing, nothing. . . . He turned away. "Cet the
horses, then. We'll take themas far as we can."

If he wasn't made for wal king, he was nmade less for clinmbing. Only his
strength hauled himup, his strength and a fierce resolve she didn't dane
break by speaking, except to tell himwhere she had found the easiest ways up
He foll owed. Once, she got too fan ahead, |ost sight of him and couldn't hear
him com ng after her. She retraced her steps and found himresting, panting,
hi s back agai nst a stone.

"Monkey," he said. "A dammed nonkey. | haven't got your strength."

"Strength," she said. "Two hours ago you killed sonebody, w th your
hands, in about ten seconds."”

"I saw himfirst. It would ve taken himeven less. He had a gun." For
the first time since he had turned those yell ow eyes on her at Hutt's place
t he night she was being sold, she felt that he was trying to read her. "They

want to kill us all, you know. They're trying."
"Who?"
"The government. Men, You." Still his eyes searched her. "W're no use

to them Wbrse than usel ess. Poachers. Thieves. Polygam sts. W won't be
sterilized. There's no good in us. W' re their creation, and they're phasing
us out. \Wen they can catch us."

"That's not right!" She felt deep horror, and shanme. "How can they .
You' ve got a right to live."

"I don't know about a right." He stood, breaking his |ook. "But | am
alive, | mean to stay that way. Let's go."

The government. Men, You. Wiat did she expect fromhim then? Love? The
| eo had bought hen as men hunt |eos. They were not one kind; never, never
could she and he be one. He could only use hen, on not, as he liked. She
clinmbed fiercely, tears (of rage or pity, for herself on for him she didn't
know) breaking the chill nmorning into stars.

They found O2 fitted snugly into the trees at the end of a rocky
pasture. Its wings were fol ded back, neatly, looking at rest like a bind's;
but bits of the plane were scattered over the pasture violently, and its w ngs
were never nade to bend, Painter went near it cautiously. The | ong shadows of
the forest crept across the field, quicker as the sun sank further. One crazed
wi ndow of the plane flared briefly in the last sun. There was an absol ute
stillness there; the wecked plane was incongruous and yet proper, like a
gall eon at the bottom of the sea. There was no pilot, dead on alive; no one.
Painter stood by it a long noment, turning his head slowy, utterly attentive;
t hen, as though he had perceived a path, he plunged into the woods. She
fol | oned.

He didn't go unerringly to the tree; it was as if he knew it mnust be
there, but not exactly where it was. He stopped often, turned, and turned
again. The long blue twilight barely entered here, and they must go slowy
t hrough the undergrowth. But he had it then: an ancient nonarch, |ong
det hroned, topless and hollow, am d upstart pines. Insects and ani nal s had
deposited the powdered guts of it at the narrow door

"Good afternoon, Counselor," he said softly.

"I'f you cone any closer,"” said a little voice within the tree, "I'II
shoot. | have a gun. Don't try . "

"CGently, Counselor," Painter said.



"I's that you? Painter? Good god . . ."

She had cone up beside himand | ooked into the hollow. A tiny man was
wedged into the narrow space. Hi s spectacles, one lens cracked, glinted; so
did the small pistol in his hands.

"Cone out of there," Painter said.

"I can't. Sonething's broken. My foot, somewhere." From fear, exposure,
somet hing, his voice sounded faint and harsh, l|ike fine sandpaper. "I'mcold."

"We can't light a fire,"

"There's a cell heater in the plane. It mght work." She could hear in
his voice that he was trenbling. Painter withdrewinto the trees toward the
bl ue di mess of the pasture, |eaving her alone by the tree. She squatted
there, alert, a little afraid; whoever was |ooking for this counsel or would
cone and find himsoon

"You don't," said the tree, "have a cigarette." It was a remark only,
wi t hout hope; and she al ni ost | aughed, because she did: the pack she had put
in her shirt pocket, for Painter, a lifetine ago. . . . She gave themto him
and her tin of matches. He groaned with relief. In the brief, trenbling bight
of the match she glinpsed a |long, small face, thick, short red hair, a short
red beard. H s glasses flashed and went out again. "Who are you?" he said.

"His." Yes. "Indentured, fromnowtill "

"Not a bit."

"What ?"

"Against the law. No | eo could possibly enploy a man. You're not
obbi ged. 'No human bei ng shall be suborned by on behol den and subservient to a
menber of another species.'" A tiny bark of a laugh, and he relapsed into
exhausted sil ence.

Pai nter came back carrying the heater, its elenent already gl ow ng
dully. He put it before the tree's nouth and sat; the tension had slipped from
hi m bi ke a garment, and he noved with huge grace to arrange hinself on the
ground. "Get warm" he said softly. "We'lIl get you out. Down the nountain.
Then we'll talk." Hs eyes, jewellike in the heater's glow, drifted cl osed,

t hen opened slowy, feral and unseeing.

"He said," Caddie said, "that you can't own nme. In the |aw"

He could at that nmonent have been expressing rage, contenpt,

i ndi fference, jealousy: she had no way to tell. H's glower was as vast as it
was meani ngl ess. "WAarm" he said, He scratched, carefully. He slept.

"OfF course,"” said the little nmocking voice inside the tree, "he is King
of Beasts. O Pretender anyway. But that never applied to nen, did it? Men are
the Lords of Creation.”

Pai nter was a shaggy shape utterly still. The law. Wat could it matter?
The bond between them which she had nmade out of total surrender since she had
no other tool to forge it with, couldn't be broken now, not even, she thought
fiercely, by him "I suppose,” he said, "a person could stop being a Lord of
Creation. Surrender that. And be a beast." There was a tiny hamer beating
wi thin her thigh where he had stretched her. She felt it flutter. "Only
anot her beast of his."

"I don't know." He was noving within the tree, trying to extricate
hinsel f. "OF course he has always been ny king. No matter how often | have
failed him" A small cry of pain. "On fooled him Help ne here.”

She went to the tree and he held out for hen to take an inpossibly tiny
bl ack-pal med hand, its wist long and fine as a bunch of sticks tied together
If he hadn't gripped her hard, like a little child, she would have dropped the
hand in fear. He pulled hinself toward the opening, and she could see his |ong
mouth grinning with effort; his yellow teeth shone.

"Who are you?" she said.

He ceased his efforts, but didn't release her. H s eyes, brown and
tender behind the gl asses, searched hen. "That's difficult to say, exactly."
Was he smiling? She was close to himnow, and an odor that before had been
only part of the woods odor grew distinct. Distinct and familiar. "Difficult
to say. But you can call me Reynard."



THE FLAYI NG OF | SENGRI M

The hardest work, Sten learned, was to carry the bird. Lonen knew it was
hard for a boy of fourteen to carry even a tiercel for the hours required, and
he wore a glove, too, but Sten hated to give up the hawk; it was his hawk, he
was the fal coner, the hawk should be his alone to carry. If he rode, slowy,
it was easier; but even on horseback Sten wanted desperately to lower his arm
Loren nmustn't know that; neither nmust the hawk. As he rode, he spoke quietly,
confidentially, to Hawk -- he had never given himany other nanme, though M ka
had t hought of many: kingly, fierce names. Sonehow, it seermed to Sten, any
ot her name woul d be an excrescence, a boast about power and authority that a
man m ght need but this bird didn't.

There had been a first frost that nmorning, and the | eaves and brown
grass they rode oven were still painted with it; though the sun would be high
soon and erase it, just for this noment it was Iit with infinitesiml colored
l[ights. Chet and Martha, the pointers, breathed out great clouds of frost as
t hey studied the norning, padding with directness but no hurry toward the open
fields that lay beyond the old stone farmhouse.

The farmhouse was nmews, stable, and kennel, and Sten and Mka's private
pl ace. Their tutor, Loren, was allowed inside, but no one else. Wen their

fat her had bought the | ong brown nansi on whose roofs were still visible to
them over the ridge, he'd wanted to pull down the old farnmhouse and fill in
t he ful sone, duck-weedy pond. Sten had asked for an interview, and presented
to his father the reasons for keeping them-- for nature study, a place of

their owmn to be responsible for, a place for the animals outside the house. He
did it so carefully and reasonably that his father |aughed and rel ented.

What his father had feared, of course, was that the place could be used
for coven in an attack. The sensors around the grounds coul dn't see through
its walls. But he put aside his fears.

"Don't, Mkal" Sten hissed, but Mka had al ready kicked hen bay pony
into the proper gait. She took the | ow stone wall with great ease, gently,
al nost secretly, and quickly pulled up on the other side.

"Dam you," Sten said. H's horse, seeing its cousin take off, had gotten
restless to follow, and Sten had only one hand to settle him Hawk bated on
his wist, the tassels of his hood noddi ng, his beak opening. He noved his
feet on the glove, griping deeply; his bells rang. Furious, but careful, Sten
pi cked his way through the fallen place in the wall. Mka was waiting for him
her brown eyes were | aughi ng, though her mouth tried not to.

"Way did you do it? Can't you see . "

"I wanted to," she said, defensive suddenly, since he wasn't going to be
ni ce about it. She turned her horse and went after Loren and the dogs, who
were getting on faster than they.

It's Hawk, Sten thought. She's jealous, is all. Because Hawk is mine, so
she's got to show off. Well, he _is_mine. He rode carefully after them



trying not to let any of this nove Hawk, who was sensitive to any enotion of
Sten's. Hawk was an eyas -- that is, he had never nolted in the wild; he was a
man's bird, raised by men, fed by nen. Eyases are sensitive to men's noods far
nore than are passage hawks caught as adults. Sten had done everything he
could to keep himwild -- had even let himout "at hack," after his first

molt, though it was terrible to see himgo, know ng he might not return to
feed at the hack board. He tried to treat him always with that gracious, coo
authority his father used with his aides and officers. Still, Hawk was his,
and Sten knew that Hawk |oved himwith a small, cool reflection of the passion
Sten felt for him

Loren called to him Across the field, where the | and sl oped down to
mar shy pl aces, Chet and Martha had stopped and were pointing to a ragged copse
of brush and grapevi ne.

Sten di smount ed, which took tinme because of Hawk; Mka held his horse's
head, and then took up the reins. Sten crossed the field toward the place the
dogs indicated, a thick emotion rising in him Wen Loren held up his hand,
Sten stopped and slipped Hawk's hood.

Hawk blinked, the great sweet eyes confused for a nonent. The dogs were
poi sed, unnoving. Loren watched him and watched the dogs. This was the
crucial part. A bad point fromthe dogs, bad serve from Sten, and Hawk woul d
lose his game; if he nmissed it, he would sit glumy on the ground, or skim
idly around just above the ground, |ooking for nothing; or fly up into a tree
and stare at themall, furious and unbi ddable; or just rake off and go, | ost
to them perhaps forever.

Hawk shifted his stance on Sien's wist, which made his bells sound, and
Sten thought: he knows, he's ready. "Nowl " he cried, and Loren sent the dogs
into the bush. Hawk roused, and Sten, with all the careful swift strength he
could put into his weary arm served Hawk. Hawk rose, clinbing a stair in the
air, rose directly overhead till he was nearby as small as a swallow. He
didn't rake off, didn't go sitting trees; it was too fine a norning for that;
he hung, | ooking down, expecting to see sonething soon that he could kill.

"He's waiting on," Mka said, alnost whispered. She shaded her eyes,
trying to see the black neat shape against the hard blue sky. "He's waiting
on, look, |ook . "

"Way don't they flush it?" Sten said. He was in an agony of
anticipation. Had he served too soon? WAs there nothing in the copse? They
shoul d have brought sonethi ng bagged. What if it was a grouse, sonething too
big. . . ? He began to walk, steadily, with long steps, so that Hawk coul d
see him He had the lure in his pocket, and Hawk woul d have to cone to that,
if he would deign to, if

Two woodcock burst noisily fromthe copse. Sten stopped. He | ooked
over head. Hawk had seen. Already, Sten knew, he had chosen one of them his
cut out shape changed; he began to stoop. Sten didn't breathe. The world had
suddenly becone ordered before his sight, everything had a point, every
creature had a purpose -- dogs, birds, horses, nen -- and the beautiful
straight strength to acconplish it: the world, for this nonment, had a plot.

Bot h t he woodcock were skimm ng low to the ground, seeking cover again.
Sten coul d hear the desperate beating of their w ngs. Hawk, though, fel
silently, altering his fall as the cock he had chosen veered and fled. The
ot her saw cover and dove into a brake as though flung there; the one Hawk had
chosen m ssed the brake, and seemed to tunble through the air in avoidance,
and it worked, too: Hawk m sjudged, shot like a msained arrow bel ow t he
woodcock.

M ka was racing after them Sten, watching, had mssed his stirrup and
now cl anbered up into the saddl e and ki cked the horse savagely. Loren was
whi stling urgently to Chet and Martha to keep themout of it. The woodcock
woul dn't dare try for cover again. It could only hope to rise higher and
faster than the falcon, so the falcon couldn't stoop to it. The "field" --
Sten, Mka, Loren on foot, and the dogs -- chased after them

Hawk rose in great circles around the clinbing woodcock. Far faster and



stronger, he outflew it easily, but nmust gain sufficient altitude for a second
stoop. They were only marks in the sky, but their geometry was clear to Sten
who shaded his eyes with the big glove he wore, to see.

"He's beaten, |ook!" Loren cried. "Look!"

The woodcock was | osing altitude, dropping, exhausted, raking off.
Beaten in the air, it was trying for cover again, falling fatally beneath the
hawk, who gathered above it. There was a line of trees at the pasture edge and
t he woodcock plumeted toward it; but it was doonmed. Sten wondered, in a
monent of cold clarity, what the woodcock felt. Terror only? What?

It was close to the Iine of woods when the fal con expl oded above it,
transformng hinmself, with a wing noise they could hear, frombullet into ax.
H s foot struck the woodcock with the certainty of a million generations,
killing it instantly. He bore it to the ground, |eaving a cloud of fine
feathers floating in the path they had taken

Sten cane close carefully, his heart hard and el ated, his throat raw
frompanting in the cold air. Hawk tore at the woodcock, a bl eedi ng bol us of
brown pl umage, needl e beak open. Sten stood over them and his nmouth was

suddenly full of water. He funbled in his pocket for the lure. "Should |I lure
hi m of f ?"
"Yes," Loren said.

Hawk turned from breaking the cock's pinion to | ook up at Sten. He
mant| ed, not wanting to rise to the fist, but greeting Sten; rejoicing, Sten
tried not to think, in his master. Then he cocked his liquid eye at the
woodcock, and with foot and beak returned to it. His bells nade sounds as he
worked. Unwillingly, not wanting to spoil Hawk's enjoynent, but know ng he
nmust, Sten took out the lure. He | ooked to M ka where she held the horses, and
to Loren, who watched the dogs. "Hawk," he said, all he could think to say.

" Hawk. "

On the ride honme, he let Loren carry the fal con, because his arm had
begun to trenble with the weight, but he wal ked nearby, |eading his horse,
letting Mka chase on ahead. \Wen they came near the farnhouse, they saw M ka
| ooking out to the weedy road that went past the house and farther on joined
the gravel drive up to the mansion. A slimblack three-wheeler had come off
the road and was approaching. It slowed as it came near them seened to
consi der stopping, but then didn't. It picked up speed silently and turned
onto the el mshaded drive toward the nmansion

"Was that that counselor?" M ka asked.

"l guess," Sten said.

"What did he want here? Anyway, he's not allowed."

"Why not? Maybe he is, Isn't it only other people who can't conme in? If
he's not exactly people . "

"He's not allowed." For sone reason, not cold, though her begs were bare
beneat h | eather shorts, M ka shivered.

The counsel or wore an inverness cape because ordi nary coats, even if
they could be nade to fit him only enphasized his strangeness. Hi s chauffeur
opened the door of the three-wheeler's tiny passenger compartmnent and hel ped
hi mout; he spoke quietly to the chauffeur for a noment and on tiny feet
started up the broad stairs of the house, helping hinself with a stick. The
guards at the door neither stopped himnon saluted him though they did stare.
They had been instructed that it wasn't protocol to salute him he wasn't,
officially, a menber of the Autonony's governnent. They didn't stop him
because he was unni stakable, there were no two of himin this world, and that
al so was why they stared

Inside the mansion it was dim which suited his eyes. He indicated to
the servant who met himthat he would retain cape and stick, and he was |ed
down several halls to the center of the house.

Hal I s fascinated him He enjoyed their odors of passage, their furniture



no one ever used, their pictures not neant to be |ooked at -- in this case,
fox hunting in | ong-past centuries in all its aspects, at |least fromthe
hunter's point of view He didn't m nd when he was asked, with reserved
apol ogy, to wait for a noment in another hall. He sat on a hard chair and
contenpl ated a bl ack, sealed jar that stood on a -- what? sideboard? cornnode?
-- and wondered what if anything it was pretending to be for

The Director's appoi ntnents secretary, a worman of a certain |ean
nervosity comon in powerful subordinates, greeted himw thout discernible
enotion and bed himthrough old, glossy double doors that had new netal eyes
in them past her own high-piled desk; across another metal thing set in the
threshold of an arch; and into the Director's presence.

Hel l o, Isengrim Reynard thought. He didn't say it. He made sone
conventional conplinment, his voice thin and rasping |like fine sandpaper drawn
across steel.

"Thank you," the Director said, standing. "l thought it would be better
to neet here, | hope | haven't inconvenienced you."

Janrell Gregorius's voice was still faintly accented; he had | earned
English only as a school boy, when his father -- whose portrait stood with the
children's on an ot herw se inpersonally naked desk -- came here with the

i nternational conmission that had tried to arbitrate the partition. The

conmi ssion had of course failed, though the idea of Autonom es renained,

unli ke as they were to the conm ssion's conpl ex suggestions. \Wen the

Mal agasi an nenber was ki dnapped and executed, and it becane obvious that the
Aut ononi es were becomi ng, inevitably, disputing nations, the comm ssion had
di sbanded, and Lauri G egorius had gone hone to ski, leaving themto their
madness. Jarnell -- Jarl as he had been christened -- stayed. The portrait on
his desk was twenty years ol d.

"WIl you take something? Lunch? A drink?"

"Early for both in ny case.”

"I"'msorry if we've called you too early."

Reynard sat, though the Director had not. It was anmong his privileges to
be unbound by politenesses and protocol; people always assuned he coul dn't
understand them didn't grasp the subtleties of human intercourse. They were
wong. "It's difficult to believe that any nocturnali smwould have survived in
me. But there it is. You can't have governnent solely at night."

"Cof fee then."

"If convenient." He nested his red-haired tiny hands on the head of the
stick between his knees. "I passed your children on ny way up fromthe gate."

"Yes?"

"Soneone, an adult, with them with a bird on his wist."

"A M. Casaubon. Their tutor."

"Beautiful children. The fanmous son resenbles you as nmuch as they say.
Wasn't there a film. "

"Atape. I'"'mglad they're here now, the boy, | think, was beginning to
be affected by the publicity. Here he can live a normal life."

llAh. "

"The girl has a different nother. Puerto Rican. She's only cone to live
here in the last -- what? -- eighteen nmonths?" He had been pacing steadily in

front of the tall wi ndows seanmed with nmetal that | ooked out toward raw
concrete bunkers where nen in Blue | ounged. G egorius would have | ooked well
in Blue; its pure azure would have just set off his flaw ess, w ndburned skin
and tawny hair. Instead, he wore black, noncommittal, well-tailored, sonewhat
abashing. "How, " he said, "are we to behave today? Can we begin that way? The
USE people will be here shortly."

"WIl they bring the safe-conduct?"

"They say they will."

"And under what circunstances will they hand it over?"

"On receipt of a signed affidavit of mne endorsing the general ains of
the Reunification Conference."

"As interpreted by USE."



"Of course.”

"And you'll sign it?"

"I have no choice. USE' s bargain with the Federal is that USE w ||
accept the terms of reunification the conference arrives at, if USE can issue
t hese safe-conducts.”

"And since all the Autonom es nust have representatives at the
conf erence . "

"Exactly. They will arrive having, publicly at |east, endorsed a USE
view of reunification."

Reynard rested his long rufous chin on his hands, which held the stick
bet ween his knees. "You could refuse. Attenpt to go down there without a
saf e- conduct "

Gregorius stopped pacing. "Do you say that to test me, or what?" He
pi cked up a small round steel box that lay on the desk and tapped its Iid.
"Wthout the safe-conduct 1'd be detained at every border. Wth or wthout an

armed guard. | certainly don't intend to battle my way down there." He opened
the box, took a pinch of the glittering blue crystal it contained, and inhal ed
it. His eyes rested on his father's portrait. "lI'ma man of peace."

"Vl

"I know," Gregorius said, "you're no friend of the Union for Soci al
Engi neering." He ran a hand through his proud hair. "You' ve kept ne away from
them You were right. Those in the Directorate under their influence would
have castrated me, with USE s hel p."

"But things have changed." Reynard could say such things wthout irony,

wi thout inplication. It was a skill of his.

" This_ time," the Director said, " _this_tine, reunification could
wor k. Because of -- well, nmy strength here, which you have hel ped ne gain --
I"'mthe logical choice, if a plan is arrived at, to direct. To direct it all."
He sat; his look was inward. "I could heal."

Beyond t he guardhouse the two children could be seen wal king their
horses; Gegorius | ooked out that way, but saw nothing, because, Reynard was
astoni shed to see, his eyes glittered with tears.

Sten and M ka had begged one | ast ride before afternoon | essons began
and Loren had allowed it; he always did, the "one last" of anything, so |ong
as it was truly the one last and not a ruse. That was their bargain, and the
children nmostly kept it.

"How can he be what you say?" M ka said.

"Well, he is. Loren said so."

"How." It was a conmand, a refusal, not a question

"They made him Scientists. They took cells froma fox. They took cells
froma person . "

"\What person?"

"What does it matter? Sone person.”

"It matters because that person would be his nother. On his father."

"Anyway. They took these cells, and sonehow they made a conbination .

" Some_how. "

"They _can_! Wiy do you want it not to be so?"

"I don't like him"

"Jesus. Sone reason not to believe he's what he is. Anyway, they took
the conbination, is all, and they grew it up. And he cane out."

"How could they grow it up? Loren says the deer and horses can't have
children. O dogs and foxes. How could a man and a fox?"

"It's not the same. It's not eggs and sperns. It's different -- a
m xture."

"Not eggs and sperns?" There was a sly, small |aughter in her eyes.

"No." He had to keep this on a grown-up level. "A nmixture -- like the



| eos. You believe in them don't you?"

"Leos. There are lots of them They've got parents. And eggs and
sperns. "

" Now_they do. But that's how they were first nade: lions and nen. The
counsel or is the sanme, except he's new. How do you think they first got |eos?"

"Eggs and sperns," she said, abandoni ng reason, "eggsandsperns. Hey,
Sperns. Let's play Mngol. Look!" She pointed with her gl oved hand. Down the
hill, across another collapsing stone wall -- the vast property was seaned
with them-- they could just see Loren, who had conme out of the stone
farmhouse and was sweeping the yard with a great broom He wore his bong coat
of Blue, which he called his teacher shirt. "Look. A poor peasant."

"Just gathered in his crop." He turned his horse. This was their
favorite gane. It was a dangerous gane; that was the only kind Sten |iked.

"Poor bastard," Mka said. "Poor eggsandsperns. He'll be sorry."

"Burn the wonen and children. Rape the huts and outhouses." He felt a
lunp in his throat, of |aughter or ferocity he didn't know, He banged his hard
heel s agai nst the pony's flanks. Mke was al ready ahead of him she clutched
her horse's bay ribs with thighs nuscled and brown (" _triguena_," she called
the colon: "Nutlike," Loren translated; "Like a nut is right," Sten said). She
was streaking down on the wall; Sten would beat her to it. He gave his Mngo
yell and bent | ow over his careening horse. The Mngol yell was a yell only,
no words, sustained until his breath gave out; when it did, Mka took up the
yell, a higher, clearer note with no mal e pubescent descant, and when she had
to stop he had begun again, so that the sound was conti nuous, to keep Mongo
spirits fierce and astound the cottagers. They ran as cl ose together as they
dared, to make an arny, alnost touching, the horses' feet a sound as
conti nuous as their yell

They took the wall together, Mke sitting neatly and confident, Sten
losing his hold for a frightening noment, the yell knocked from him by inpact.
The farmer Loren | ooked up. He had been carrying wood back into the farnhouse
to get a fire started for |essons, but he dropped it when he saw t hem and
dashed across the yard, coat flying, for the broom He had it in his hands
when they rode down on him

This was the scariest part, to ride hard right into the yard, without
pul ling up, as fast as they dared, as fast as the horses dared, com ng as near
as they dared to being thrown by the horses' excitement and as near as they
dared to nmurdering the tutor they | oved.

"Ch, no you don't," Loren shouted, "no you don't, not this year.

He flailed with the broomat them startling the horses, who wheel ed around
him throwing up clots of farnyard, snorting.

"Gve up, give up!" Mka cried, hoarse fromyelling, striking at him
with her little crop

"Never, never, damm barbarians . He was afraid, and afraid for the
children, but not about to give in. He had to play as hard as they did. He
gave Sten a swat on the shoulder with the broom Sten's horse reared and
wheel ed, M ka | aughed, and Sten went end-over onto the ground with a noise
that brought a lunp to Loren's throat.

"Peasants one, Mngols nothing," Loren said, rushing to Sten and hol di ng
himfromgetting up. "Wait a mnute, let's see if any Mongob bones got
br oken. "

"I"'mall night." His voice was quavering. "Leanee al one."

"Shut up," Loren said. "Bend your legs up, slowmy. Al right, stand up
Bend over." He had to speak harshly, or Sten would cry, and hold it agai nst
him "Ch, you're all right."

"That," Sten said with breathless dignity, "is what | said."

"Yes, all right." He turned to Mka. "Now the horses are good and
| at hered, are you happy?" She grinned down at him "CGo settle them down. And
then let's go | earn sonething." He pushed Sten toward the ranshackl e stable.
"Maybe next year, Genghis Khan."

"Loren," Mka said, "is that counsel or what Sten says he is?"



"Tell her," Sten said, wanting this victory at |least. "Once and for
all.”

"According to the journals of genetics, yes. If you nmean is he half a
fox, _vulpes fulva_, and half a man, _hono_ sort of _sapiens_, whatever 'half'
could mean in this context," he took a |long breath, "yes."

"It's eerie." She slid fromthe saddle. "Wiy is he a counsel or? Wiy does
Daddy listen to hin®"

"Because he's smart," Sten said.

Loren | ooked up to where the bl ank, bulletproof w ndows of the study
could just be seen in the L of the house. "Yes, | suppose," he said, "on, as
they used to say years ago, dunmb like a fox."

Reynard pushed his coffee cup away with a delicate, |ong-wisted hand.
"Supposing," he said carefully, "that the conference is a success. That
reuni fication is somehow arrived at, or its begi nnings anyway. | think you're
right that you would be the choice to direct it. But if you went down under
t he auspices of the Union for Social Engineering, it would be their plan that
you would direct, wouldn't it? | mean 'nmake the world work' and the rest of
their ideas."

"I don't expect you to agree."

"What do you expect ?"

"I don't want to be bullied by them O course | have to sign this
statenment. But | want to preserve sone independence."”

Reynard pretended to consider this. "Do this," he said at last. "Tel
them today that you are preparing a statenent of your own, a statenent of
goals for the conference. You want it included with theirs."

"They will refuse."

"Assure themit won't contradict theirs. That you will sign theirs if
they will accept yours. If the)' refuse still, throw a rage. Announce their
i ntransi gence. Threaten to break off negotiations."

"None of that will do an)' good. They'll want capitulation."”

"OfF course. And in the end you'll capitulate.”

"What have | gained? They'll say |I'mhesitating, malingering.”

"If they say that, admit it. It's true."

"But . . ."

"Li sten. They know you are the only possible representative at the
conference fromthis Autonomy. Let them know you require this nmeasure of
i ndependence -- a separate statenent. If they won't go that far, they will at
| east allow you to appear to negotiate for one."

"It seens like very little."

"You intend to sign. They know that."

Gregorius considered this, and his hand, which shook. "And where is this
statenment? They won't wait |ong."

"I"ll prepare it. Tonorrow you'll have it."
"I'd like to discuss it."
"No time. Believe ne, it will be mld enough."” He rose. The appoi ntnents

secretary, whose nane was Nashe, approached. "D d you know, by the way,"
Reynard said, "that USE has recently developed a nilitary arn®"

"Hearsay."

"Of course they are pacifist.”

"lI've heard the runors,"”

"The USE people are here, Director," Nashe said.

"Five minutes," Gregorius said wi thout |ooking at her. "They' ve denied
everyt hing. Assassinations, terror bonbings -- they've conpletely condemed
all that, whenever they've been linked with it."

"Yes, But the runors persist." He took up his stick. "As effective, it
seens to ne, as if they were true. Now, is there another exit here? I'd rather



not pass the tinme with USE. "

Gregorius | aughed. "You amaze me. You hate them but you show nme how to
surrender to them"

"Hate," Reynard said, smling his long, yellowtoothed smle, "isn't the
ni ght word, exactly."

When his counsel or had sticked away wi thout farewell, G egorius sat
again in the deep chain behind the blank field of his desk. He should conpose
hi nsel f for the USE people. They woul d speak in that inpenetrable jargon
dense as the priestly Latinate of ancient Jesuits, though half of it was
i nvented yesterday; would speak of social erg-quotients and a hol oconpet ent
act-field and the nest of it, though what they wanted was cl ear enough. Power.
He felt, involuntarily, an apprehensive reflex: his scrotumtightened.

That was why Reynard was inval uable. As invaluable as he was strange. He
knew t hose ancient alterations of the spine and cortex, knew them when he saw
them though "saw' wasn't what he did. Unconfused by any intervening speech
he knew when a man was beaten, on unbeatable; he knew at what point fear would
transmute within a man, alchemcally, to anger. He had never been wong. H's
advi ce nust be taken. It had nmade Gregorius, and unmade his enem es.

Concer ni ng USE, though, he couldn't be sure. How could a creature not
quite a man tell G egorius anything just, anything disinterested, about a
force that wanted to make the world wholly man' s? Perhaps at this point the
fox ran out of usefulness to him

And yet he had no choice. He no | onger wholly trusted the fox, and yet
there was no way now he could not follow his advice; he knew of nothing el se
to do. He felt a sudden rush of chemi cal hopel essness. The damn crystal. He
| ooked at the silver cylinder on his desk, nmoved to pick it up, but did not.

He would be firmwith them It couldn't cost himanything to be
intransigent for a day. It would be on record then that he was no thing of
theirs to be slotted into their plans, or however they put it. He glanced at
his watch. There would be no tinme today for his afternoon ride with Sten. He
wondered if the boy woul d be di sappointed. For sure he wouldn't show it.

"Nashe," he said in his beautifully nodul ated voice, "ask themto cone

in.

There was no way for Reynard to conceive of himself except as men had
concei ved of foxes. He had, otherw se, no history: he was the man-fox, and the
only other man-fox who had ever existed, existed in the tales of Aesop and the
fables of La Fontaine, in the _contes_ of medieval Reynard and Bruin the bear
and Isengrimthe wolf, in the |l egends of foxhunters. It surprised himhow well
that character fitted his nature; or perhaps, then, he had invented his nature
out of those tales.

The guards at the gate neither stopped his black car nor saluted it.

The foxhunters (like those in the aquarebbes that |ined G egorius's
wal I s) had di scovered | ong ago a paradox: the fox, in nature, has no enem es,
is no one's prey; why, then, is he so very good at escape, evasion, flight?
They used to say a fleeing fox would actually | eap aboard a sheep and goad it
to run, thus breaking the distinctive trail of its scent and |losing the
hounds. The foxhunters concluded that in fact the fox enjoyed these chases as
much as the)' thenselves did, and used not natural terror inits flight but
cunning practiced for its own sake.

And so they ran the fox to ground, and the dogs tore it to pieces, and
the hunter cut off its face -- its "mask," they used to say, as though the fox
were not what it pretended to be -- and mounted it on his hallway wall.

"What did he say?" the chauffeur asked when they were outside the
grounds. "WII he give in to USE?"



"He will. Nothing | could say would nove him?"

"Then he'll have to die."

"Yes"

It had taken Reynard years to gather all the Directorate's power into
Gregorius's hands, to elimnate, one by one, every other power center within
the fluctuating, ill-defined government. \When he was gone, the only person
left in the Directorate capable of running the Autonony would be the | ean
worman Nashe, who guarded his door

Which is why, after years of self-effacing service, she had agreed to
Reynard's pl an

She woul dn't, of course, last |long. She was a servant only, however
capabl e. She would fall, and there was no one el se; factions only, like the
crazy anarchi st gang his chauffeur bel onged to. There woul d be chaos.

Chaos. He couldn't, yet, deliver this realmin fealty to his king. He
could bring to him as fox Reynard did in the old tale, the skin of Isengrim
the wol f, And nake chaos. That was the best he coul d manage, and for the
noment it would have to do.

Per haps the ol d foxhunters hadn't been so wong. A creature poised on
some untenabl e |ine between predator and prey: that wouldn't be a bad schoo
for cunning. For learning any art of preservation. For having no honor, none:
not the innocence of prey, nor the predator's nobility. It was sufficient. If
nmen wanted to create such a beast, he would be it; and he thanked them for at
| east having given himthe neans for survival

"When do we get hin?" the chauffeur asked.

"Tormorrow. Wien he rides out with the boy."

"We'| | get the boy too."

"No. Leave the boy to ne."

"W can't do that. He's too dangerous."

"I'"ve given you your tyrant. Leave the boy to nme, on we have no
agreement." The chauffeur gave a suppressed cry of rage and struck the
dashboard, but he said no nore. Reynand found fanatics startling. Startling
but sinple: an equation, he mght have said, had he understood anythi ng but
the sinplest arithnmetic, which he did not.

The tape about Sten that Reynard had seen had been inmensely popul ar
had been shown continuously everywhere until its imges had grown di m and
streaky. It was as well known and worn as an old prayer, an ol d obei sance.
Sten, a naked boy of eight or nine, a perfect Pan-god with flowers in his
hair, leading folk to a maypol e on donkeyback, |aughing and happy in their
adul ation. Sten in stern black beside his father at sonme rally, his father's
hand on his shoulder. Sten at the archery butts, careful, intent, sonmewhat
over bowed, gl anci ng now and again suspiciously into the recorder's eye as
though its presence distracted him Sten in Blue, playing with other boys;
there seened to be an aura around him a kind of field, so that no matter how
they all scranbled and chased together, the others al ways booked bi ke his
henchnen. The commentary was a prai se-poemonly. No wonder his father had
tried to withdraw himfromall this. "Sten Gregorius,"” it concluded, after
descri bing his European ancestry, "son of a hundred kings."

Ki ngs, Reynand thought. Kings are what they want. The desperate
rationality of Directonates and Autonom es had satisfied no one; they wanted
ki ngs, to worship and to nurder

The day was col der. Afternoon seened to be hurrying away earlier than it
had yesterday. Through the deep wi ndows of the farnmhouse Reynand could see the
nmoon, already risen, though the sun was still bright. A hunter's noon, he
t hought, and searched within hinself for some dank response he was not sure
woul d be there, or be findable if it were.

He wore no tinmepiece; he had never been able to correlate its geonetry
with any sense of time he felt. It didn't matter. He knew it was tine, and



t hough he doubted he woul d hear anything -- should not, if his chauffeur and
his conrades did their job right -- his ears twitched and pointed with a will
of their own.

He had never known a schoolroom and its peculiar constellation of odors
-- chalk and children, old books and tape-players, pungency of an apple core
br owni ng somewhere -- was newto him He carefully pried into papers and
fingered things. One of three butterfly nets remained in a rack. The ot her
two, he knew, Mka and Loren had taken to a far pasture. He was glad of that.
He felt capable of dealing with all three at once, but if he need not, so nuch
the better.

He sat down on a hard chain with his back to a corner and rested his
hands on his stick. He booked to the door just as it was flung open

Sten, his chest heaving and his eyes wide, stood in the doorway with a
drawn bow, its arrow pointed at Reynard.

"I"munarnmed,"” Reynand said in his small sandpaper voice.

"Sonmeone's killed him" Sten said. H s voice had a wild edge of shock
"I think he's dead."

"Your father."

"It was you."
"No. |1've been to the house. | delivered a paper there. And cane here to
visit you." Sten's stare was fierce and frightened, and his armthat held the

arrow had begun to trenble. "Tell ne. Put down the bow Wat was it that
happened?"

Sten with a cry turned the bow from Reynard and rel eased the arrow at
full draw. It broke against a map of the old States, held with yellow ng tape
agai nst the stone wall. He dropped the bow and fell, as much as sat, on the
floor, his back against the wall. "W were riding. | wanted to go down to the
beaver dam He said he didn't have tine, we'd just go the usual ride. W went
through the little woods, along the wall." His face was bl ank now. "Wy
woul dn't he ride down to the danP"

"He had no tine." That noncomm ttal voice.

"There wasn't any sound. | didn't hear any. He just suddenly sat --
straight up, and --" Hs face was suddenly distorted as a nental picture cane
clean. "Ch Jesus."

"You're quite sure he's dead." Sten said nothing. He was sure. "Tell ne,
then: Wiy did you cone here? Wiy not to the house? Call the guard, call Nashe

"I was afraid." He drew up his knees and hugged them "I thought they'd
shoot ne too."

"Well. They m ght have." A snall elation began to grow in Reynard. He
had taken a great chance, on slimknow edge, and it would work out. Know ng
only Gregorius, and that tape -- studying it, watching the boy Sten shrink
fromhis father's hand on the podium watching his sel fpossession, the
sel f- possessi on of sonmeone utterly alone -- Reynard had | earned that there was
no | ove between Gregorius and his young heir, None. And when his father |ay
bl eeding at his feet, dying, the boy had run, afraid for his own life: run not
hone for help but here. Here was hone. "They still could."” He watched fear
anger, withdrawal alternate within Sten. Alone, so terribly alone. Reynand
knew. "Sten. What do you want now? Vengeance? | know who killed your father
Do you want to take up his work? You could, easily. | could help. You are mnuch
| oved, Sten."

"Leave ne al one."

"I's that what you want?"

For a long time Sten said nothing. He stared at Reynard, unable not to,
and tried to pierce those | ashless brown eyes. Then: "You killed ny father."

"Your father was killed by agents of the Union for Social Engineering.
know, because one of themwas ny chauffeur."

"Your chauffeur."

"He'll deny it. Say he had other reasons. But the evidence |inking him
to USE is there to be found, in his apartnent in ny house, which wll



doubt | ess be ransacked. "

They were |ike Hawk's eyes, Sten thought at first, but they weren't.
Behi nd Hawk's eyes were only clear intelligence and pitiless certainty. These
eyes were watchful, wanting, certain only of uncertainty, and with a fleck of
deep fear animating them A mamual's eyes. A small manmal's eyes. "All right,'
he said at last. "All right." A kind of calmhad cone oven him though his
hands had begun to shake. "You killed my father. Yes. | bet that could be
proved. But you didn't kill me, and you could have." He prayed to Hawk: help

me now, help ne to take what | want. "I don't want anything fromyou, any of
t hat vengeance or his work or any of that, | don't want your help. | want to
be left alone. Let nme stay here. They won't want to kill me if | don't do
anyt hi ng. "

"No. | don't suppose so." He hadn't noved; he hadn't noved a red hair
since Sten had opened the door

"I won't. | swear it." Atrenor had started in his voice, and he
swal  owed, on tried to, to stop it. "G ve nme the house and the band. Let ne
stay here. Let Mka and Loren stay too. The animals. It's all | want."

"If it is,"” Reynard said, "then you have it. No one but you could ever
hold this land. Your mark is on it." No hint, no betrayal that this was what
he wanted from Sten, on even if such a plan had ever occurred to him "And now

I must flee, nustn't I? And quickly, since | no |onger have a chauffeur; I'ma
slow driver." He stood slowy, a tiny creature standing. "If you are careful
Sten, you need be neither predator non prey. You have power, nore maybe than
you know. Use it to be that only, and you'll be safe." He | ooked around the
stone place. It had grown di mand odorous with evening chill. "Safe as
houses. "

Wthout farewell, he left by the front door, Sten, still huddl ed by the
back door, listened for the uncertain whine of the three-wheeler, and when it

was gone, he stood. He had begun to shiver in earnest now, He would have to go
up to the house, alert the guard, tell themwhat had happened. But not that he
had come here: that he had stayed with his father, trying to stanch wounds

Thr ough the open door he could see, fan off, Mka and Loren com ng back
across the field, Mka running, teasing Lonen, who came carefully after with
the collecting bottles. Their nets were like small strange banners. H's only
arnmy. How nmuch could he tell then? Al, none? Wuld it have to be always his
al one? Tears started in his eyes. No! He had to start for the house now,
before they saw him saw his horse,

He pulled up on the |awn before the white-stained perch where Hawk
stood, preening hinmself, calm In the growing twlight he | ooked huge; his
great barred breast smpoth and soft as a place to rest a baby's head.

How do you bear each day? Sten thought. How do you bear not being free?
Teach ne. How do you be | eashed? Teach ne.

"Sten will stay quietly on that estate,” Reynard said to Painter. "For a
time, anyway. The Union for Social Engineering is being blamed for Gegorius's
death, though naturally they will deny it strenuously. And my poor chauffeur

who probably hated USE even nore than he hated Gregonius, will never get out
of prison. The docunents that made hima USE agent were put in his apartnent
by me. | gave USE good reason for nurdering Gegorius: the paper | wote for
him which of course he never saw, was a violent denunciation of USE, and
contai ned sone -- rather striking -- premonitions that taking this stand m ght
cost himnmuch. The paper will stand as the nmoving |ast words of a martyr to
i ndependence.

"The Reunification Conference won't be held. Not this year, not next. No
one will trust USE any |onger: an organization capable of butchering a head of
state for disagreeing with it is no arbiter of peace and unity. | don't,

however, put it past the Federal to try sone other neans of getting power in



t he Autonomy. There will be pretexts

Caddie listened to himw th fascination, though she didn't understand
much of what he said. It seemed as though he had only a certain store of
voice, and that it ran out as he spoke, dwindling to a thin whisper; still he
went on, tal king about betrayals and nmurders he had conmitted wi thout enption
saying terrible ironies without a shade of irony in his voice. Painter
listened intently, wthout conment. When Reynard had finished, he said only:
"What good has it done ne?"

"Patience, dear beast," Reynard whispered, |eaning his delicate head
near Painter's massive one, "Your time is not yet."

Pai nter stood, |ooking down at the fox. Caddi e wondered how many nen had
ever seen themtogether so. Herself only? The oddness of it was so great as to
be unfeelable. "Wiere will you go now?" Painter asked.

"I"ll hide," Reynard said. "Somewhere. There's a limt to how far they
can pursue nme here, in this dependency. And you?"

"I"ll go south," Painter said. "My fanmily. It's getting late."

"Ah." Reynard | ooked from Painter to Caddi e and back again. "Just south
of the border is the Genesis Preserve," he said. "Good hunting. No one can
harm you there. Take that route." He | ooked at Caddie. "You?" he said.

"Sout h," she said. "South too."

GO TO THE ANT, THOU SLUGGARD,
CONSI DER HER WAYS, AND BE W SE

If they had lived on one of the |lowest |evels, the sun would al ready be
setting for them and down on the ground, only a few enpurpled clouds woul d
have been seen in a sky of lapidary clarity -- if there had been anyone down
on the ground to see them and there wasn't, not for nearly a thousand square
mles, which was the extent of Genesis Preserve. But up where they l|ived,
above the hundredth level, they could still see the sun flamng crinson, and
it woul dn't disappear fromthe highest terraces for mnutes nore. There was no
other time when Meric Landseer felt so intensely the i mense size of Candy's
Mount ai n as when he | ooked down at evening into the twilight that extended
over the plains, and watched it craw |evel by level up toward him

Sunl i ght pierced the glass he held, starting a flane in its center

"'You are the salt of the earth,'" Bree read, and if the salt has [ ost
its savor, wherewith shall it be salted? What does that nmean?"

"I don't know, "

Bree sat upright on the chaise, her tawny |egs wi de apart, knees gl ossy
with sun, with their extra share of sun. She scratched herself lazily,
abstractly, turning the fine gol d-edged pages. She was naked except for brown
sungl asses and the thick gray socks she wore because, she said, her feet got
cold first. The sun, striking |lengthwi se through the utter clarity of this
air, drew her with great exactitude: each brown hair on her brown |inbs was
etched, every nole had highlight and shadow, even the serrations of her full
cloven |lips were distinguished fromthe fal se wetness of the gl oss that



covered them

Meric | oved Bree, and she |loved him though perhaps she | oved Jesus
nore. The sun made no distinctions, and in fact rendered the raw concrete of
the terrace's edge as lovingly as it did the anber of Meric's drink or Bree's
linbs. Jesus was unlightabbe; he made a darkness, Meric felt, fluorescing from
the little book.

Shadow had clinmbed to their level. Bree put down the book. "Can you see
t hen?" she asked.

"No." He | ooked out over the rolling grassland, fallow this year, that
went on until evening swallowed it. Perhaps, if he had the eyes of the eagles
who lived amid the clifflike roofs above, he could: he had watched the eagl es,
at his own terrace's height, floating on the conplex currents, waiting for the
nmoverent s of hares that dashed like fish through the sea of grass below. "No

| can't see them™" Inpossible for someone who |ived here to fear heights, and
Meric didn't; yet sometines when he | ooked down a thousand feet he felt --
what ? wonder ? astoni shnent? -- sonme sudden enotion that waved himlike a
banner.

"It's cold," Bree said, alnpst petulant. A brief Indian sunrer had
flamed and was going out again. Bree had taken it as a right, not a gift; she
al ways felt wonged by the sun's departure. She stood, pulling a |long robe of
Bl ue around herself. Meric could | ook far down along the terraces that edged
their bevel and see others, nen and wonen, rising and draw ng robes of Bl ue
around thensel ves,

The sudden evening drop in tenperature raised wi nds. The Muntain was
designed not to intrude in any way upon the earth, to do no damage, none, to
her body and the nmenmbrane of life stretched across it. Uterly self-contained
it replaced what it used of Earth's body exactly. borrow ng and returning
wat er and food by a nice reckoning. And yet the air was troubled by its mass;
stuck up into the sea of air like an i mense stirring-rod, it could raise and
distort winds wildly. Once a year or so a vast pane of anmber-tinted gl ass,
faultily nade, was sucked by wind fromits place and went sailing out over the
Preserve for hundreds of yards before it |anded. Wen that happened, they went
out and found it, every splinter, and brought it back, and nelted it, and used

it again.
But they couldn't cease troubling the air. A building a half nmile broad
and nearly as high, set amid rolling hills of grass, will do that; and it was

not only Meric who felt bad about that, and as it were begged Wnd's pardon

"They're there, though, aren't they," Bree said. She closed the terrace
doors behind hen, but a wind had gotten in and went racing around the |evel,
lifting rugs and drapes of Blue and nmaking the wall panels vibrate.

"They' re there somewhere."

She turned up the tapers at the | ow table and nudged the pillows close
toit with her gray-socked feet. Beyond their doorless space, far off perhaps
-- the drafts and airs nade it hard to judge -- nmen and wonen began an anti que
hym as they returned fromwork; Meric and Bree could hear the tune but not
t he words.

"Your show begins again tonight, doesn't it," Bree said as Meric laid
out their plain supper. "Does it mention thenf"

"No. We didn't have tape or film It wouldn't have done nmuch good."

"Peopl e don't know what to think, though." She tucked the robe between
her brown thighs and knelt Japanese-fashion before the table. "Should they be
her e?"

"They're not nen."

"You know what | nean." The Preserve -- the |land that Candy's Mbuntain
owned -- was strictly forbidden to hunters, hikers, trespassers -- men.

"I don't know, There was talk sometine of putting themon a reservation
They have to live."

"You feel sorry for thenP" Bree asked.

"Yes. They're not nen. They don't have freedom of choice, | don't think
They can't decide, like we can, not to . . . not to be . "



"Carnivores."

"Yes, Not to be what they are.™

"W thank Thee, O Lord," Bree said, her |ong-lashed eyes | owered,
these gifts Thou hast given us, which we are about to receive, in Jesus's
nane, amen."

She took bread, broke it, and gave it to him

for

When Meric had first come to live here, twenty years before, he was six
years old and the great structure had not been inhabited for rmuch |onger than
that. Its growmh had begun to slow, it would never reach its two hundredth
level. It would never, then, match exactly the exquisite nodel of it that
| si dore Candy had made | ong before it had been begun. Anmong Meric's npst
deeply inmprinted nenories was his first sight of that nodel. In fact he
renenbered so little of his life before the Muwuntain -- the fleeing, displaced
life of refugees that burns an everlasting faint mark of insecurity on the
soul but |eaves few stationary objects in the mind -- that it seened as though
his life began in front of that nodel

"Look!" his nother said when their tiny, exhausted caravan was stil
mles away. "It's Candy's Myuntain!" The enornous mass of it, blue with
di stance, rose |like many great shoulders lifting thenselves out of the earth;

t he skel eton shoulders of all the dead Titans coming forth together. Once it
hove over the horizon, he saw it always no matter how the road they travel ed
twisted away fromit; yet it was so big that it was a long time before they
seened to conme any closer to it. It grew, and he nust | ook always nore sharply
upward to see it, until they stood on the wide stairs of its threshold. The
sea of grass they had crossed broke against those stairs in a foam of weed and
flower, drowning the first tread, for no road on terrace led up to it. He
stood on the stairs as though on a cliffy shore. Wen he tried to | ook up

t hough, the cliffs above were too huge to see. Around him his people were
mounting the stairs toward a hundred entrances that stood wi de and waiting
across the broken front; sonmeone took his hand and he went up, but it was the
Mountain itself that drew himin.

Their steps echoed in the vastest indoors Meric had ever seen on even
dreamed of. The echoes had echoes, and those echoes fainter echoes. The whole
arriving caravan was scattered across the chal ky, naked stone of the floor
sitting on their bags or noving about, seeking friends, but they nade no
i mpression on the space, didn't dimnish it at all. Yet at the same tine its
hei ght and breadth were full of noises, people, activity, com ngs and goi ngs,
because the central atriumwas strung all around with galleries, terraces, and
catwal ks; its depths were peopled, densely. Now that he was inside, it didn't
seemto be a cliff on the seashore but the interior of the sea itself: life
and novement, schools of busyness at every | evel

He al nost didn't dare to take steps there. There were so many directions
to go, none marked and all seemingly infinite, that no decision was possible.
Then a focus was given him a girl, alnost his age, in a dress of Blue, whose
dark skin was like silk in the watery depths of this sunshot sea. She noved
anong the strangers as one who |lived there, one of those who had taken the
strangers in, one of those whomthe weary, sad, desperate people he had
traveled with wanted to become; and at that nmonment Meric wanted even nore than
that: he wanted to be her.

He hadn't ever quite stopped wanting that.

"Come see," she said to him or at least to himand to others standing
around him grownups too distracted to hear her. He went with her, though
straight across the floor and into depths, follow ng her. Beyond the centra
atrium walls divided the space, bisecting it, halving and quartering it again
and again as though he proceeded down some narrow ng throat; and yet the
hei ghts and breadths remai ned, because nost of these bisecting walls were



transparent, an openwork of slats and suspended wal ks and cabl e-fl own
pl atforms, wood, netal, glass.

The pl ace she brought himto, he knew now. years later, was in the very
center of the Mountain. On a table there, standing nearly as high as hinself,
was the nodel of the Mountain. It was less |like the nodel of a place than the
i dea of Place: space endl essly geonetered by symetries of |ines, |evels,
[imts. The sense grewonly slowy in himthat this was a nodel of the place
he had conme to live, that these dense accretions of closely set |lines and
serrated spaces nodel ed places | arge enough to live out lives in: were huge.
The atrium he had stood stupefied in would not, in this nodel, have contai ned
his fist; he could not have put a finger between the floors of any of the
| evel s where nultitudes |ived and worked. Its tininess was the hugest thing he
had ever seen. This, he thought, is howbig it is. Its lines of wall and fl oor
were made of materials whose fineness only nade the idea of it grow bigger in
his mind: gold wire and pins and grommets small as needl es' eyes, steps nade
from single thicknesses of paper. Those steps he had nounted.

The girl pointed to a photograph suspended behind the nodel. An old nan
in a battered hat and a creased white shirt, with many pens in his shirt
pocket; eyes kindlier than Santa C aus's and a beard |ike his too, which cane
al nost to his waist.

"He built it," she said, and he knew that she neant both the nodel and
in sone sense single-handedly the place it was in as well. "H s nane was
| sidore Candy. My nane is Bree."

Around them as they ate, Bree and Meric heard the endl ess, wordl ess
voi ce of their level and, though too faint to be distinguished, of others too.
The panel s of paper that were all that nmade this space theirs, panels that in
every size, height, and extent were all that nmade any space a space on this
| evel, vibrated like fine drunheads to the voices, the gatherings of people,
and the noises of work and machinery, a noise so constant and so multiformin
its variations that they really didn't hear it at all; nor were they heard.

"How many are there?" Bree asked.

"Nobody's sure." He took nore of the dense, crunbling bread. "Mybe ten
or so."

"What is it they call it?" Bree said. "I mean a fanmily of lions. Do they
use the same word?"

"Pride," Meric said. He |ooked at Bree. There was in her brown,
gol df | ecked eyes an unease he couldn't read but knew, knew well, though never
how to make it pass. Was it fear? She didn't ook at him "A pride of lions.
They use the sane word."

She stood, and he suggested to hinmself that he not follow her with his
eyes around the house ("house" they called it, as they call ed workspaces
"of fices" and neeting-spaces "halls"; they knew what they neant). Something
had been growing in her all day, he could tell it by her continual small
guesti ons, whose answers she didn't quite listen to.

Sonmewhere, clay bells rang, calling to neeting or prayer.

"Sodal ity tonight?" he asked. Wiy wasn't his tenderness a stronger
engi ne agai nst her noods?

"No. "

"WIl you come and see the show?"

"l guess."

He wasn't able not to ook at her, so he tried to do so in a way that
seened ot her than pl eadi ng, though to plead was what he wanted to do; plead
what, plead how? She canme to himas though he had spoken, and stroked his
cheek with the back of her hand.

Meric was so fair, his hair so pale a gold, that his sharp-boned face
never grew a beard; his hair ran out along his ears like a wonan's, and if he



never shaved, a |light down grew above his lip, but that was all. Bree |oved
that; it seened so clean. She |oved things she thought were clean, though she
couldn't express just what "clean" nmeant to her. Hi s face was clean. She had
depi | ated herself because she felt herself to be cleaner that way. The
softest, cleanest feeling she knew was when he gently, with a little sound
like gratitude, or relief, laid his snpboth cheek there.

She didn't want that now, though. She had touched hi m because he seened
to require it. She felt faintly unclean: which was like but different from
feeling apprehensive.

She returned to her testament again, not as though to read it, but as
t hough she wi shed to question it idly too. He wondered if she listened to
Jesus's answers with any nore attention than she did his.

"Way is it you want to know about then?" he asked. "What is it they make
you feel ? | mean when you think about them"

"I wasn't."

She perhaps wasn't. She mi ght have meant nothing by her questions.
Soneti mes she asked aim ess questions about his shows, or about technica
matters he dealt with, tape, canmeras. Sonetinmes about the weather. Maybe it
was he who kept thinking about them couldn't get the thought away from him
Maybe she only reflected an unease that he alone felt.

"' Beware, watch well,'" Bree read, for thine eneny like a roaring |lion
wal ket h about, seeki ng whom he may devour."'"

The Birthday Show began this way:

| sidore Candy's hugely enl arged, kindly face, or his eyes, rather,
filled the screens. The face noved away, so that his hat and great beard cane
into view. There was a rising note of nmusic, a single note only, that seened
to proceed outward as the face retreated into full view Through sone art, the
whol e i mage was charged and expectant. A wonan's voice, deep, solemm al nost,
said without hurry:

_"There was an old man with a beard_
_Who said: 'it is just as | feared. _
_Two owls and a wren_

_Three sparrows and a hen_

_Have all built their nests in ny beard.

At that noment the single note of nusic opened fanwise into a
br eat h- snat chi ng harnmony, and the i mage changed: The eagl es who had aeries in
t he craggy, unfinished tops of the Muntain opened their ponderous wings in
t he dawn and ascended, one crying out its fierce note, their shaggy |egs and
great talons seeming to grasp air to clinb.

It was a nmonent Meric |oved, not only because he was al nost certain of
its effect, how it would poise the audi ence, at the show s begi nning, on sone
edge between wit, surprise, awe, glory, warnth; but al so because he renenbered
the chill dawn when he had hung giddy in the half Ilight am d the beans,
clutching his camera with nunb fingers, waiting for the great living hul ks
within the stinking white-stained nest to wake and rise; and the joy in which
his heart soared with them when they soared, in full light, in full view He
wasn't so proud of any image he had ever nade

The Birthday Show was all Meric's work. In a sense it was his only work:
shown each year on Candy's birthday, it was changed each year, sonetines
subtly, sometines in major ways, to reinforce the effects Meric saw -- felt,
nore nearly -- come and go in the nassed audi ences that each year wi tnessed
it. He had a ot of opportunity to check these reactions: even in the huge
mul ti screen anphitheater it took nearly a nonth of show ngs for everyone who
lived in the Mountain to see it each year, and nearly everyone wanted to see



it.

Bree thought of it as his only work, though she knew well enough that
nmost of his year was taken up with Lraining tapes, and a regul ar news digest,
and propaganda for the outside. Those things were "shows." This was "your
show. " He asked her every year if she thought it was better now, and |aughed,
pl eased, when she told himit was wonderful but she didn't notice that it was
any different. She was his perfect audience.

Meric had acquired, or perhaps had by instinct, a grasp of the power a
progress of inages had on an audi ence, of the rhythns of an audi ence's
percepti ons, of what reinforcement -- mnusic, voice, optical distortion --
woul d cause a series of randominages to conbine within an audience's nind to
make conpl ex or stunningly sinple netaphors. And he made it all out of the
conmonest materials: though it was all his work, in another sense very little
of it was, because he composed it out of scraps of old footage, discarded
t apes, anci ent docunentaries, photographs, objects -- a vocabulary he had
slowy and patiently, with all the squirrelly ingenuity that had built Candy's
Mountain itself, hoarded up and tinkered with over the years. The very voice
t hat spoke to the audi ence, not as though fromsone pillar of invisibility but
as though it were a sudden, powerful motion of the viewer's own mnd, was the
voi ce of Emma Roth, the woman he worked with in Genesis Section: a voice he
had first heard speaking wildlife-nmnagenent statistics into a recorder, a
voi ce that nade nunbers conpelling. A w zard' s voice. And she conpletely
unaware of it.

"Use it up," Emma's voice said in every ear, as they watched old tapes
of the Mountain being built out of the npbst heterogeneous materials, "use it
up, wear it out, make it do, do without": said no differently fromthe way she
had said it one day to Meric when he asked about getting fresh optical tape.
Yet she said it as though it were a faith to live by: as they did live by it.

Bree surrendered altogether to the nosaic of word and i mage, as she
could surrender, at times, in prayer: in fact the Birthday Show was nost |ike
prayer. Sone of it frightened her, as when over flam ng and degraded
i ndustrial |andscapes a black manna seened endlessly to fall, and dogs and
pal e children seenmed to seek, am d bl ackened streets, exits that were not
there, and the sky itself seemed to have turned to stone, stained and
eternally filthy, and Emma said in a voice w thout reproach or hope:

"The streans of Edomw || be turned into pitch, and her soil into
bri mst one; her | and shall become burning pitch. Night and day it shall not be
guenched; its snoke shall go up forever. Fromgeneration to generation it
shall lie waste; none shall pass through it for ever and ever. They shall nane
it No Kingdom There; and its princes shall be nothing."

For ever and ever! No, it could not be borne; Bree covered her nouth
wi th her hands, hands ready to cover her eyes if she couldn't bear the scenes
of war that followed: blackened, despairing faces, refugees, detention
centers, the hopel ess round of despair for ever and ever . . . Only by stages
was it redeenmed; amaryllis in flower, cocoon opening, a butterfly's panting
Wi ngs taking shape. Genesis Preserve: a thousand square mles stolen from
Edom Day rose over it, passed fromit. She sawits fastnesses. Rapt, she let
her hands slowly come to rest again. Emma spoke the words of an ancient treaty
t he Federal had made with the Indians, giving themthe forests and pl ai ns and
rivers in perpetuity, fine rolling prom ses; governnents had made the sane
prom ses to the people of Candy's Muntain, and so there was warning as well
as security in Emma's words. Then far off, seen fromthe unpeopl ed fastnesses
of the Preserve, blue and shadowy as a nountain, renote, as though watched by
deer and foxes, their home. Enma said again: "None shall pass through it for
ever and ever; they shall nane it No Kingdom There, and its princes shall be
not hi ng," and Bree didn't know whether the change of neani ng, which she
understood i n ways she couldn't express, made her want to |laugh or cry.

Wthdraw that was what Candy had preached (only not preached, he was
i ncapabl e of preaching, but he made hinself understood, even as Meric's show
did). You have done enough damage to the earth and to yoursel ves. Your



i mense, battling ingenuity: turn it inward, nake yourselves scarce, you can
do that. Leave the earth alone: all its mracles happen when you're not

| ooking. Build a nountain and you can all be troll-kings. The earth wll

bl ossomin thanks for it.

A half century and nore had passed since Candy's death, but there was as
yet only one of the thousand nmountains, or badger setts, or coral reefs that
Candy had inmagined men withdrawing into for the earth's sake and for their own
sal vation. The building of that one had been the greatest |abor since the
cathedral s; was a cathedral; was its own god, though every year Jesus grew
stronger there.

Al the world's miracles: Meric had conbed the patronizing
nat ur e- vaudevill es of the last century and culled fromtheminmages of
undi | uted wonder. There was never a time that Bree didn't weep when fromthe
| aboring wonb of an antel ope, standing with | egs apart, trenbling, there
appeared the struggling, fragile foreleg of its child, then its defensel ess
head, eyes huge and wi de with exhaustion and sentience, and the voice, as
t hough carried on a steady wi nd of conpassi on and wi sdom whispered only:
"Pity, like a naked newborn babe," and Bree renewed her vows, as they al
silently did, that she woul d never, never consciously hurt any living thing
the earth had nmade

Ri di ng upward on the straining elevators, Bree felt that the taint of
uncl eanness was gone, washed away, maybe, by the sweet tears she had shed. She
felt a great, general affection for the crowds she rode with; their patience
with the phlegmatic elevator, the snmall jokes they nade at it -- "very grave
it is," soneone said; "Well, gravity is its business," said another -- the
nearness and warnth of their bodies, the sense that she was envel oped by their
spirits as by breath: all this felt suprenely right. Wiat was the word the
Bi bl e used? justified. That was what she felt as she rode the great distance
to her level: justified.

She and Meric made love later, in the way they had gradually cone nost
to want each other. They |lay near each other, alnost not touching, and wth
the | east possible contact they hel ped each other, with what seened infinite
sl owness, to conpletion, every touch, even of a fingertip, made an event by
being | ong wi thhel d, They knew each other's bodies so well now, after nmany
years, since they were children, that they could al nbst forget what they did,
and make a kind of drunkenness or dream between thenm other tinmes, as this
time, it was a peace: it suspended themtogether in sone cool flane where each
nearly forgot the other, feeling only the long, retarded, rearising, again
retarded, and at last inevitable arrival, given to each in a vacuum as though
by a god.

Sleep was only a gift of the sane god's left hand after these nearly
noti onl ess exertions; Bree was asleep before she took her hand from Meri c.
But, much as he expected sleep, Meric |ay awake, surprised to fee
di ssatisfaction. He lay beside Bree a long tinme. Then he rose; she nade a
nmoti on, and he thought she m ght wake, but she only, as though under water,
rolled slowy to her side and conposed herself otherw se, in a contentnent
that for sone reason lit a small flane of rage in him

What's wrong with ne?

He went out onto the terrace, his body envel oped suddenly in w nd, cold
and sage-odorous. The inmensity of night above and bel ow him the nearness of
the sickle moon, and the great distance of the earth were alike
cl aust rophobi ¢, and how coul d that be?

Far off, mles perhaps, he could just see for a monment a tiny, clouded
orange spark. Afire lit on the plains. Were no fire was ever to be Ilit
again. For some reason, his heart |eapt at that thought.



In the nornings, Meric noved confortably in seas of people going from
ni ght work or to daywork, coming froma thousand neetings and nasses, nany of
t hem badged ali ke or wearing tokens of sodalities or work groups or carrying
the tools of trades. Mdst wore Blue. Some, like hinmself, were solitary. Not
seas of people, then, but people in a sea: a coral reef, dense with different
popul ations, politely crossing one another's paths w thout crossing one
anot her's purposes. He went down fifty levels; it took nost of an hour

"Two or three things we know," Emma Roth told himas she nmade tea for
themon a tiny burner. "W know they're not citizens of anywhere, not |egally.
So maybe none of the noninfringement treaties we have with other governnents
applies to them"

"Not even the Federal ?"

"It's all _men_ that are created equal," Enma said. "Anyway, what can
t he Federal do? Send in some thugs to shoot then? That seens to be all they
know how to do these days."

"What el se do we know?"

"Where they are, or were yesterday." She was no geographer; the maps she
had pinned to the wall were old paper ones, survey maps w th nmany corrections.
"Here." She nmade a small mark with delible pencil. Meric thought suddenly that
after all no mark she could nake would be small enough; it would bl anket them
vastly.

"We know they're all one fanmly."

"Pride," Meric said.

Emma regarded him a strange |level |ook in her hooded gray eyes.
"They're not lions, Meric. Not really. Don't forget that." She lit a
cigarette, though the nearly extinguished stub of another lay near her in an
ashtray. Snoking was perhaps Emma's only vice; she indulged it continuously
and steadily, as though to insult her own virtue, as a | eavening. Al nost
nobody Meric knew snmoked; Emma was al ways being criticized for it, subtly or

openly, by people who didn't know her. "Well," she'd say, her voice gravelly
with years of it, "I've got so rmuch puni shment stored up in hell for ne that
one nore sin won't matter. Besides" -- it was a tenet of the cheerful religion
she practiced -- "what's all this fear of sin? If God made hell, it nust be

heaven in disguise."

Meric returned to the recorder he was trying to fix. It was at | east
thirty years old and inconpatible with nost of his other equiprment, and it
broke or rather gave out in senile exhaustion frequently. But he could nmake it
do. "Are they, what do you call it, poaching?"

"Don't know. "

"Somebody ought to find out.” Wth an odd, inappropriate sense that he
was tattling, he said: "I sawa fire last night."

"Alot of people did. |I've had pneunos about it all day." Wth comc

exactness, the tube at her side made its hiccup, and she extracted the worn,
yel | owed-pl astic container. She read the nmessage, squinting one eye agai nst
the snmoke rising fromher cigarette, and nodded.

"It's fromthe ranger station," she said. "They are poaching." She
si ghed, and wi ped her hands on her coat of Blue as though the nessage had
stained them "Dead deer have been found."

Meric saw her distress, and thought: there are nearly a hundred thousand
of us; there can't be nore than a dozen of them There are a thousand square
mles out there. Yet he could see in Emma the sane fear that he sensed in
Bree, and in hinself. Who were they that they could rouse the Muuntain this
way ?

"Monsters," Enma said, as though answering

"Listen," he said. "W should know nore. | don't mean just you and ne.
Everybody. W should . . . ["Il tell you what. 1'Il go out there, with
the H5 and sone discs, and get sone information. Something we can all | ook

at .
"It wouldn't do any good. They're poaching. What el se do we need to



know?"

"Enmma, " he said. "Wat's wong with you? Wlves aren't poachers. Hawks
aren't poachers. You're |osing your perspective."

"Wl ves and hawks," Emma said, "don't use rifles." She picked up the
message. "Shot with old-style high-caliber ballistic weapon. Liver, heart
renoved, and nost of the long nmuscle. Rest in a high state of deconposition."

Meric saw in his mind an image fromthe Birthday Show, a bit of sone
| ong-dead famly-man's honme novi es, he assuned: hunters, |aughing and proud,
in antique dress, surrounded a deer, shot, presuned dead. The deer suddenly
twitched, its eye rolling, blood gushing fromits mouth. The men appeared
startled at first; then one drew a |l ong bl ade, and as the others stood near
brave beside this thing so nearly dead, he slashed the deer's throat. It
seened easy, like slashing a rubber bag. Bl ood rushed out, far nore than
seened likely. Emma's voice said: "As ye do unto these, the least of ny
brethren, you do unto nme." He'd al ways (however often, w th repugnance, he
passed this scene in his workprints) wondered what those men had felt: any
renorse, any disgust even? He had read about the joy of the hunt and the
capture; but that was over, here. Shame? Dread? That bl ood: that eye.

"Let me go," he said. "I'd be back in a week."

"You'd have to be careful. They're arnmed." She said the word as though
it took courage to say, as though it were obscene.

" _Enemy_ is a name for sonmeone you don't know. " It was a proverb of the
Mountain's. "I'Il be careful."”

The rest of that day he prepared his equi prment, making as certain as he
could that it would function, working froma checklist of emergency spares and
baling-wire (a termhe used, w thout knowi ng what it had once neant, for
little things he found useful for naking repairs, making do). In the evening
he went to visit friends, borrowing things to make up a pack. He took a
scabbard knife.

He lay that night sleepless as well.

"I't nakes nme nervous," Bree said to him "How long will you be?"
"Not | ong. A week." He took her wist, brown and snpboth as a sapling.
"Il tell you what,"” he said. "If I'mnot back in a week, send a pneunp to

Grady. Tell himsonething's up, and to come on if he thinks it's right."
Grady was a ranger whom Bree had once had an affair with: brown as she
was, but hunorless, dense, as hard and reliable as she was evanescent. He was

a nmenber of the small, highly trained teamin the Muntain all owed weapons --
net - guns, tranquilizing guns, theoretically only for wildlife.
Widlife.

"Grady would know, " Bree said, and withdrew her wist fromhis hand. She
didn't like to be touched while she slept.

He' d often wondered what Bree and Grady had been for each other. Bree
had been frank about other |overs she'd had. About G ady, when he asked, she
only said, "It was different," and | ooked away. He wanted to ask nore, but he
sensed the door shut.

He wanted to _see_. He wanted to enter into darkness, any darkness, al
darkness, and see in it with sudden cat's eyes: nothing withheld. He realized,
at the nonment Bree took her wist fromhim that this was his nature: it was a
sinmpl e one, but it had never been satisfied. Not so far

Cenesi s Preserve occupied a space in the northwest of the Northern

Aut onony about where the heart would be in a body. The multil ane freeways that
cut it into irregular chambers were used now only by crows, who dropped snails
onto them from heights to break the shells. Two hundred years ago it had been
farms, hard-scrabbl e Yankee enterprises on a difficult frontier. Never
profitable, the farmers had nostly given up by the beginning of the twentieth
century, though the stone houses they had made by gl eaning gl aci er-scattered
fieldstone fromtheir pastures renmai ned here and there, roofless and barnl ess,



hone for ow s and swallows. It had never ranked high in the last century's
epheneral vacation places: no real nountains to ski in the cruel winters, and
an unl ovely, barren upland in sumer. Yet, by count, its swanps and vari egated
woods, its rocky fields and dense nmeadows harbored nore varieties of life than
did nost equivalent cuts of earth. And it bel onged to no one but them

Meric was no outdoorsman. It was a skill few in the Muntain possessed,
t hough many held it up as an ideal; it was thought to require a special kind
of careful expertise, like surgery. He bore his tine on the ground well,
though; life in the Mountain was austere enough that short rations of dul
food, cold nights, long walking didn't seemto be hardship. That was nore or
less how life was nost of the tinme. And the solitudes, the sense that he was
utterly alone in an unpeopl ed place that didn't want himthere and woul d take
no notice if, say, he fell down rocks and broke a leg, the hostility of night
and its noises that kept his sleep fitful, all this seened to be as it shoul d.
He had no rights in the Preserve: its princes, who protected it, were, when
they entered it, nothing.

On the second day, toward evening, he came in sight of the pride.

He stayed well away, behind cover of a brush-overgrown wall, on a rise
above where they had made canp. From his pack he chose a tel ephoto | ens and,
with an odd shiver as though the fal se nearness it gave himcoul d nmake them
somehow consci ous of himas well, he began his spying.

They had chosen one of the roofl ess stone farmhouses as a base or a
wi ndbreak. Snoke froma fire rose up fromwithin it. Around it were two or
three carelessly pitched tents; a paintless and anci ent four-wheel van; a kind
of gypsy wagon of a sort he'd never seen before, and a hobbled nule near it,
cropping. And there was an expertly nmade construction of poles and rope, a
ki nd of gallows, fromwhich hung, by its delicate hind | egs, a deer. A doe.
Focusing carefully, Meric could see the carcass turning very slowy in the
breeze. There was no other nmovenment. Meric felt the tense expectancy of a
voyeur watching an enpty room waiting.

What was it that suddenly made him snap his head around with a stifled
cry? Perhaps while his eyes were concentrating on the canmp, other senses were
gathering small data from his surroundi ngs, data that added up wi thout his
being aware of it till an alarmwent off within him

Sone fifty feet behind hima young nmale | eo squatted in the grass, |ong
gun across his knees, watching himsteadily, without curiosity or alarm

"What is it you want?" Emma Roth said coldly, hoping to inply that
what ever it was they wanted, they had no chance of getting it.

The three Federal agents before her, to whom she hadn't offered seats,
| ooked fromone to another as though trying to deci de who should do the
talking. Only the thin, intent one in a tight black suit, who hadn't produced
credentials, renmined al oof.

"Aleo," one of themsaid at |ast, producing a dossier or file of sone
kind and exhibiting it to Roth, not as though he nmeant her to exam ne it, but
only as a kind of ritual object, a token of his official status. "W have
reason to believe that there is an adult nale leo within the Preserve, who at
one time called hinself Painter. He's a nmurderer and a ki dnapper. It's al
here." He tapped the file. "He abducted an indentured servant north of the
border and fled south. In the process he nurdered -- with his bare hands" --
here the agent exhibited his own neaty ones -- "an officer of an official
Federal search party on other business."

"He nurdered himon other business?" God, she hated the way they talked:
as though it weren't they but some dead gl um bureaucratic deity who spoke
t hrough them and they were oracles only and had nothing to do with it.

"The officer was on other business," the agent said.

" Ch



"We understand there is a formality to go through about getting
saf econducts or warrants to go into the Preserve and make an arrest

"You don't understand." She lit a cigarette. "There are no formalities.
What there is is an absolute ban on entering the Preserve at all, on whatever
pretext. This is a protocol signed by the Federal and the Autonony
governments. It works this way: you ask permi ssion to nove onto the Preserve
or enter the Mountain on what you call official business; and we refuse
perm ssion. That's the way it works." Twenty years of bribery, public
pressure, and passive resistance had gone into those protocols and agreenents;
Rot h knew where she stood.

"Excuse me, Director," The man in black spoke. It was a tight little
voice with an edge of repressed fury in it that was alarm ng. "W understand
about permission. We'd like to put in a formal request. We'd like you to
listen to our reasons. That's what he neant."

"Don't call nme Director,"” Ema said.

"I'sn't that your title, your job description?"

"My name is Roth. And who are you?"

"My name is Barron," he said quickly, as though offering in return for
her name sonet hing equal |y usel ess. "Union for Social Engineering, Hybrid
Species Project. |I'mattached to these officers in an advisory capacity."

She shoul d have known. The cropped hair, the narrow, careless suit, the
air of being a useful cog in a nmachine that had not yet been built. "WllIl."
The word fell on themw th the full censorious weight of her great voice. "And
what are these reasons."”

"How much do you know, " the USE man asked, "about the parasociety the
| eos have generated since they've been free-living?"

"Very little. I'"'mnot sure | know what a parasociety is. They're nomads

Wth a dismssive gesture whose inpatience he couldn't quite hide,
Barron began to speak rapidly, his points tumbling over one another, stitched
together with allusions to studies and statistics and court decisions Roth had
never heard of. Qut of the quick welling of his certainty, though, she did
gat her facts; facts that nmade her unconfortabl e.

The leos' only loyalty was to their pride. Whether they had inherited
this trait fromtheir lion ancestors or had consciously nodel ed thensel ves on
lion society wasn't known, because they felt no loyalty to the scientific
conmmunity that had given thembirth, and had freed themin order to study
them and so no human investigators were allowed anbng themto verify
hypot heses. No human | aws bound them No borders were respected by them
Again, it was inpossible to tell whether these attitudes were deliberate or
the result of an intelligence too | ow to conprehend human val ues.

Smug, thought Roth: "an intelligence too low. . ." Couldn't it be a
heart too great?

G ven a small popul ation, Barron went on, and the fact of polygamy and
extended families, young leos find it difficult to mate. At maturity, they
usual ly I eave or are thrown out of the pride. Their state of psychic tension
can be imagi ned. Their connection to the pride, their only loyalty, has been
br oken. Aggressive, inmensely strong, subhuman in intelligence, and out to
prove their strength in the world, the young | eos are conpletely
uncontrol l able and extrenely violent. Barron could give her instances of
violent crine -- crime rates anong this popul ati on as conpared to an
equi val ent human group, resisting arrest for instance, assaulting an officer

"I's this one you're after,"” Roth broke in, "one of these young ones?"

"That hasn't been determ ned yet."

"He is one of a pride, you know." She w shed instantly that she hadn't
said that. The officers exchanged | ooks; Roth could tell that in fact they
hadn't known. Yet why should she want to keep it secret? Only because the
Mount ai n never gave away anything, no scrap even of information, to the
out si de society fromwhich they took nothing? Anyway, it was out. "How did you



cone to learn he was in the Preserve?"

"We're not at liberty to say," said the USE man. "The information is
reliable." He |l eaned forward, lacing his fingers together; his eyes rifled
earnestness at her relentlessly. "Director, | understand that you feel deeply
about the inviolability of your area here. W respect that. W want to help
you preserve it. This leo or leos are in violation of it. Now, you're very
peace-1oving here" -- a fleeting smle of conplicity -- and of course we
interface with you there, USE is of course strictly pacifist. So we feel that
these | eos, who as we've pointed out are all arnmed and violent, can't be
handl ed by the nmeans you have, which are peaceful and thus inadequate. The
Federal governnent, then, is offering you aid in renoving this violation of
your space.

"OfF course," he concluded, "you do want the violation renoved."

For sone reason, Emma saw in her mind Meric Landseer's |ong patient
fingers moving with fine sensitivity to find the flawin an old, welll oved,
much-used machi ne.

"I mght point out also," Barron said, since she remmined silent, "that
it's part of your agreement with the Federal not to turn the Muuntain into a
refuge for crimnals or |awbreakers."

"We aren't hiding them" Roth said. "W can deal with them"

"Can you?"

On her desk the ranger nemo still lay: _nmpst of the |ong nuscle stripped
away, the rest in a high state of deconposition_ . . . She lit a cigarette
fromthe stub of her last. "There's no way," she said, "that | can issue
warrants or passports in nmy own nanme. You'll have to wait. It could take
time." She | ooked at Barron. "We're not very efficient decision-makers here.”
She stood, strangely restless. She felt a hateful urgency, and wanted it not
to show "I suppose it's possible for you to stay here for a few days unti
our own rangers and -- other investigators have returned with what they' ve
| earned. W& have a kind of guest-house.” In fact it was a quarantine quarters,
as cheerless as a jail. That was fine with Roth.

Rel uctantly, they agreed to wait. Roth began, with a sl owness that
obviously irritated them to send nessages and fill out passes. She thought:

when bacteria invade you, you consciously invade your own body wth
antibiotics. Neither is pleasant. An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of
cure. The pound of cure before her accepted glumy their highly restricted
passes. Perhaps, possibly, thought Roth, the cure won't be needed. _Forgive us
our trespasses_, she prayed, _as we forgive those who trespass agai nst us;
lead us not into tenptation, but deliver us fromevil _.

The creature Meric | ooked at was young. He couldn't have said why that
was apparent. He sat so calmy that Meric was tenpted to stand up and wal k
over to him smling. He hadn't known what he would feel on coming close to a

| eo -- he had seen phot ographs, of course, but they were for the nost part
di stant and vague and had only nade himcurious. He hadn't expected, then,
that his first inpression would be of utter, still, unchall engeabl e beauty. It

was an unearthly beauty that had sonething suffocating in its effect, an alien
horror; but it was beauty.

"Hello," he said, smiling; both the little word and the fatuous gesture
fell hollowy far short of the leo, Meric felt. How could he cone to hinP "I
mean no harm"™ He was in fact harm ess, defensel ess even. He wondered whet her
it was possible for himto make hinself clear to them What if it wasn't? Wy
had he supposed he would be invisible to then? What, anyway, had he conme out
to | earn?

The | eo stood, and without prelude or greeting wal ked in short, solid
strides to where Meric was crouched by the stone fence. He cane with the
unappeasabl e purposiveness of evil things in dreanms, right at Meric, his
i ntentions unreadable, and Meric, as in a dream couldn't nove or cry out,



t hough he felt sonething Iike terror. He was about to fling his arms up before
his face and cry out the nightmare-breaking cry, when the | eo stopped and with
an odd gentleness took the tel ephoto | ens out of his hand. He | ooked at it
carefully, batting a fly frombefore his face with a ponderous notion. Then he
gave it back.

"It's nothing," Meric said. "Alens."” The | eo was cl ose enough now for
Meric to hear the faint whistle of air drawn regularly through his narrow
nostrils; near enough to snell him The snell, like the face, was alien
intensely real, and yet not anything he had expected: not nonstrous.

"What did you want to see?" the leo said. At first Meric didn't
understand this as speech; for one thing, the leo's voice was ridicul ously
smal | and broken, 1ike an adol escent boy's with a bad cold. For another, he
realized he had expected the leo to speak to himin some alien tongue, sone
form of speech as strange and unique as the creature itself.

"You," Meric said. "All of you." He began rapidly to explain hinself,
about the Preserve, about the Mountain, but in the mddle of it the | eo wal ked
away and sat down on the stone fence, out of earshot. Wth his gun across his
knees, he | ooked down the slope to where the canp | ay.

Down there, where there had been no one before, there were leos. One, in
a long | oose coat |like an antique duster, its head wapped in a kind of
turban, squatted by the door of the roofless farmhouse. thers -- small, young
ones apparently -- came and went from her (why did he suppose the turbaned one
to be fermal e?). The young ones woul d run away together, playing, westling,
and then return to her again and sit. She was passive, as though unaware of
them She appeared to be | ooking some way of f. Once she shaded her eyes. Meric
| ooked where she | ooked, and saw others: two nore in |long coats, carrying
rifles resting upward on their shoul ders, and another, behind them in
somet hing |ike ordinary clothes, dressed |ike the young one who sat near
Meric. One of the tur baned ones carried a brace of rabbits.

The I eo on the wall watched themintently. His nostrils now and again
flared and his broad, veined ears turned toward them If he was intended to be
a guard, Meric thought, he wouldn't be watching them he'd be watching
everything el se. Not a guard, then. He seened, rather, to be in sone kind of
vigil. Everything that happened down bel ow absorbed him But he made no nove
to go down and join them He seermed to have forgotten Meric utterly.

Wondering whether it would be offensive to him hoping it wouldn't, and
not knowi ng how to ask, Meric put the lens to his eye again. The femal e by the
door sat unnoving but attentive while the others canme into canp. \When they had
cone cl ose enough to greet, though, no greetings were exchanged. The male --
the one not in a long coat -- came and sat beside her, lowering his great
shape gracefully to the ground. She lifted her armand rested it on his
shoul der. In a nmonent they had so conposed thensel ves that they | ooked as
t hough they ni ght have been resting like that for hours.

Meric noved his field of view slightly. Someone could be just glinpsed
in the broken doorway; appeared partly and went away; cane out then and stood
| eani ng against the janb with arns crossed.

It wasn't a leo, but a human wonan.

Astoni shed, Meric studied her closely. She seened at ease; the | eos paid
her no attention. Her dark hair was cut off short, and he could see that her
cl othes were strong but old and worn. She smiled at those coming in, though
not hi ng was said; when the one with the rabbits dropped them she knelt, drew
a knife worn down to a nere streak, and began without hesitation to dress
them It was sonmething Meric had never seen done, and he watched with
fascination -- the lens made it seemthat he was watchi ng sonet hi ng happeni ng
el sewhere, on another plane, or perhaps he couldn't have watched as the girl
expertly slit and then tugged away the skin, as though she were undressing a
baby, who appeared skinny and red fromwi thin its bunting. Her fingers were
soon bl oodst ai ned; she licked them casually.

The | eo who sat near Meric on the wall stood. He seened in the grip of a
huge empotion. He started deliberately down the hill -- they all seened



i ncapabl e of doi ng anythi ng except deliberately -- but then stopped. He stood
nmotionl ess for a while, and then came back, sat again, and resumed his vigil.
Eveni ng was coning on. The roofl ess house threw out a | ong tenuous
shadow over the bent grass; the woods beyond had grown obscure. Now and agai n,
clouds of starlings rose up and settled again to their disputatious rest.

Their noi se and the conbing of the wind were all the sounds there were.

In an access of courage, feeling suddenly capable of it in the failing
light, Meric stood. He was in their view now. One | ooked up, but started no
alarm Having then no choice -- he had dived into their consciousness as a
hesitant swi mer dives into cold water -- he picked up his bag and started
slowy but deliberately -- inimtation, he realized, of their steady manner
-- down to the canp. He | ooked back at the leo on the wall; the | eo watched
but made no notion to follow or stop him

Ni ght within Candy's Mountain was as filled with the constant sound of
activity as was day. There was no tine when the machi ne was shut down, for too
much had to be done too continually if it was to stay alive at all. Geat
stretches of it were dark now, ways along halls were marked only by
phosphorescent strips, signs, and synmbols. Were nore |ight was necessary,
there was nore light, but it was husbanded and dol ed nicely. Power in the
Mount ai n was as exactly sufficient to needs, w thout waste, as was food.

Bree Landseer | ay awake on her bedmat in the darkness. She needed no
light and used none. She listened to the multiplex speak: the soughing of the
hydraulic el evators, the crackle of a welding torch being used on the |evel
above her, which now and then dropped a brief fiery cinder past her w ndow.
Voi ces: freak acoustics brought an occasional word to her, clear as those
sparks, through the paper partitions and drapes of Blue that made her house:
careful, brooms, novena, \Wdnesday, cup, never again, half nmore, if | could

VWere were those conversations? Inpossible to tel

If there had ever been a human institution in which Iife had been lived
as it was within the Muuntain, it wasn't any of the ones that the outside
worl d conpared it to. It wasn't like a prison, or a huge, selfinvolved fanily,
or a collective farm or any kind of collective or conmune. It wasn't like a
nmonast ery, though Candy had known and revered Benedict's harsh and effi cient
rule. Yet there was one institution it was |ike, perhaps: one of those ancient
Irish religious communities that never heard of Benedict and only rarel\' of
Rome, great and continuously growi ng accretions of bishops, saints, nonks,
nuns, hermits, madnen, and plain people all clustered around some holy place
and endl essly building thenselves cells, chapels, protective walls,
cathedrals, towers. Yes, it was like that. In the Mountain no one fl ogged
hinsel f daily or bathed cheerfully in brine for his soul's good; but they had
in the same way rejected the world for the sake of their souls, while not the
less -- no, all the nore -- loving and revering the world and all things that
lived and flew and crawmed in it. They were as various and as eccentric here,
as solitary, as individual, and as al one before God as those old Irishmen in
their beehive cells; and in the same way joined, too: joined in a joyful
certainty that they were sinners who deserved their keep but no nore. And as
certain too that the world bl essed them for renouncing the world. \Wich saint
had it been, Bree wondered, who stood one norning in prayer with his arms
outstretched, and a bird cane and settled in his hand; and so as not to
di sturb her he went on praying; and so she rmade her nest in his hand; and so
he stood and stood (supported by grace) till the bird had hatched and raised
her young? Bree laughed to think of it. A mracle like that would suit her
very well. She stretched her arnms open across the rough cloth of the mat.

It was on nights like this that Meric and she, wapped in the delicate
tissue of the Mountain's |ife-sounds, made their still l[ove. She opened the
robe of Blue and touched her nakedness delicately, following carefully to the
end the |l ong shivers that her fingers started. Meric . . . Like grace, the



| ovely feelings were suddenly w thdrawn fromher. Meric. Wiere was he? Cut
there, in the limtless darkness, |ooking at those creatures. \Wat would they
do? They seened to her dangerous, unpredictable, hostile. She wi shed -- so
hard it was a prayer -- that Meric were here in the shelter of the Muntain.

She surrendered to the anxious tightening of her body, rolling on her
side and drawi ng up her knees. Her eyes were w de open, and she listened to
the sounds nore intently now, searching them And -- in answer to her prayer,
she was certain of it -- she sorted fromthe anbi ence footsteps com ng her
way, the sound altering in a famliar way as Meric turned corners toward her
It was his tread. She turned over and could see him as pale as a wax candl e
in the darkness of the house. He put down his bundl es.

"Meric."

"Yes. Hello."

Way didn't he conme to her? She rose, pulling the robe around her, and
ti ptoed across the cold floor to hug him welcone himback to safety.

Hi s snell when she took hold of himwas so rank she drew back. "Jesus,"
she said. "What . . ."

He turned up the tapers. Hi s face was as snooth and delicate as ever,
but its folds and |lines seened deeper, as though filled w th bl own black dust.
H s eyes were huge. He sat carefully, |ooking around hinmself as though he had
never seen this place before.

"Well," she said, uncertain. "Well, you' re back."

"Yes."

"Are you hungry? You must be hungry. | didn't think. Wait, wait." She
touched him so that he would stay, and went quickly to make tea, cut bread.
"You're all right," she said.

"Yes. Al right."

"Do you want to wash?" she asked when she brought the food. He didn't
answer; he was sorting through the bag, taking out discs and reading the
| abel s. He ignored the tray she put before himand went to the editing table
he kept in the house for his work. Bree sat by the tray, confused and sonehow
afraid. What had happened to himout there to make himstrange |ike this? \Wat
had they done to him what horrors had they shown hinf? He chose a disc and
inserted it; then, with quick certainty, set up the machine and started it.

"Turn down the light," he said. "I'Il show you."

She did, turning away fromthe screen, which was brightening to life,
not certain she wanted to see

A girl's voice canme fromthe speakers:
go. The rest doesn't matter to ne anynore. |'m]lucky .

Bree | ooked at the screen. There was a young woman with short, dark
hair. She sat on the ground with her knees drawn up, and plucked at the grass
bet ween her boots. Now and again she | ooked up at the canera with a kind of

and wherever they go, I|'ll

feral shy daring, and | ooked away again. "My god," said Bree. "ls she human?"
"No," the girl said in response to an unheard question. "I don't care
about people. | guess | never liked themvery much." She | owered her eyes.

"The | eos are better than people.™

"How, " Bree asked, "did she get there? Did they kidnap her?"

"No," Meric said. "Wait." He slid a lever and the girl began to jerk
rapidly like a puppet; then she leapt up and fled away. There was a flicker of
not hi ng, and then Meric slowed the speed to normal again. There was a tent,
and standing before it was a | eo. Bree drew her robe tighter around her, as
t hough the creature | ooked at her. Hi s gaze was steady and changel ess; she
couldn't tell what enotion it expressed: patience? rage? indifference? So
alien, so unreadable. She could see the muscles of his heavy, squat |egs
beneath the ordinary jeans, and of his w de shoulders; at first she thought he
wore gl oves, but no, those were his own blunt hands. He held a rifle,
casual ly, as though it were a wench.

"That's him" Meric said.

"“H nP"

"He's called Painter. Anyway, she calls himPainter. Not the others.



They don't use nanes, | don't think."

"Did you talk to hinf? Can he tal k?"

"Yes."

"What did he say?"

The | eo began to nove away fromthe tent door, but Meric reversed the
di sc and put himback again. He stood at the tent door and regarded the hunans
fromhis electronic |inbo.

What had he said?

When Meric had gone down to where the | eo stood broad and poised in the
twilight, the leo hadn't spoken at all. Meric, in tones as pacific and
self-effacing as he could make them tried to explain about the Muntain, how
this land was theirs.

"Yours," the leo said. "That's all right.
the error of ownership.

"W wanted to see," Meric began, and then stopped. He felt hinmself in
the grip of an intelligence so fierce and subtle that it nade an apprehensive
hollow in his chest. "I nean ask -- see -- what it was you'd conme for. | cane
out. Alone. Unarned."

The girl he had seen, and the fermales, had retreated into the shelter of
t he roofl ess farmhouse, not as though afraid but as though he were a
phenonenon that didn't interest themand could be left for this nale to
di sm ss. Someone within the walls was blowing a fire to life; spark-lit snoke
rose over the walls. The young ones still played their silent ganes, but
farther off. They | ooked at hi m now and agai n; stared; stopped playing.

"Well, you've seen," the leo said. "Now you can go."

Meric lowered his eyes, not wanting to be arrogant, and also not quite
able to face the leo's regard. "They wond