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I N the darkness, the sound of rain slowed, and high on Gagen Tower on the
river wall of the city of Pelbari-gan on the Heart, the first signs of |ight
made the two guardsnen restless. They hunched against the chill in their
sweepi ng rai ncapes, standing as much as possi bl e under the weat her canopy.
Fires had been burning near die bank for sone time now, and shadowy figures
nmovi ng anong them as the dimcloud-filtered dawn began slowy to grow.

The taller guard yawned, ran his hands through his hair, and said sleepily,
"The Shumai and Sentani are up early. Wat goes?"

The Shumai are taking some of the starband to the enmpty place sout hwest of
here.”

To the enpty pl ace?"

"Yes, It is alnost the spring equinox. For many years 'now sone of the Shunai
have gone there every equi nox, spring and fall, to see the rising of the great
rod fromthe earth.”

"What ? Where did you hear about this?"

"Last night. | was down there. Hagen the Shumai was tal king about it Wnnt the
Sentani is going out of curiosity. The Shumai insist that there is a rod of
shining metal that rises out of the ground on a hillside near the edge of the
enpty place. A hunter first saw it by accident some years ago. Now a group of
t hem al ways goes back and watches it Al ways at the equinox. It never fails."
MHuh. Does it ever come between tinmes?**

M don't know. They think not. I'mtoo sleepy now to think nuch about it.
Besides, | want to get out of this incredible rain. WII it ever stop?
wonder why we have no flood yet."

"Not much snow in the north this year, | hear. But

2 The Dont tn riwEowt

| ook. Even in this dimlight you can see the river is bank-full."

"I wonder where the next watch is. It is time for bed.

Look at the light com ng now. "

The smal |l er guardsman pi cked up her short-sword and buckled, it on, nurmuring,
"1 hear our replacenents com ng. 1*

The two new guardsmen energed onto the tower platformand saluted, sleepily
but in good form "Were is Ahroe?" the taller guard asked.

"She is going with them Down there. To see the rising

of the rod."

"Ahroe? Wiy? Does that nean Stel is going?" "Yes. Both, Ahroe is a
representative to see this thing. A guardsman. The council thinks we should be

aware of it. And Stel —well, with her going, they felt it a courtesy to let him
go as well."
The tall guard | aughed. "She will take good care of himanyhow, " he said as

the two night guards slowy descended the w nding stairs.

Bel ow, on the bank, Hagen held the hand of Ahroe's son, Caret, as the boats
wer e | aunched. The boy was about el even, and unhappy to be |left behind. Ste

| aughed as he squatted down and ki ssed himon the forehead. "Be good," he
said. "Don't beat Hagen up. Don't tear down the city. Learn well. W won't be
long. If you were three years ol der, perhaps you could cone."



Caret frowned deeply and pushed out his |ower Up. "Come, Caret," said Ahroe.
"G ve us a guardsman's

face." He tried, but the result was comical. No one | aughed at

hi m though

"Caret," Hagen began gently. "W will take a walk up to the blufftop to see
t hem go downriver. Come, now. Let's

get you a coat."

Ahroe qui ckly pushed off the arrowboat They paddl ed out to join the Sentani
flotilla, shuddering a little hi the chill rain out on the water. The Sentan
starband, orderly as usual, had already formed their pattern of boats. The
Shurmai running hunters knew little of boating and had no formation. But they
were eager, since it was nearly time for the rising of the rod, and they

| eaned into their paddles. Tor, their axeman, stood in the nmddle of their

| argest canoe, slimand broad-shoul dered. He shifted
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easily with the rocking of the craft, as his paddlers drove their blades into
the river, catching the rhythmof the |ong strokes they would use all day. The
strange fleet noved downstreamthrough the gray spring norning.

At the third pronontory on the bluffs, the prescribed place, the guardsmen on
the tower sent along the |ong, haunting notes of departure and farewel!l from
their great trunpets, and the paddl es of the whole group were held up
monentarily in reply. The rain continued, and the rhythm c paddling becane

al nrost a hypnotic relief fromit, sonething to keep one occupi ed and warm
They paddled with only one break, at noon, until after dark, then drew the
boats well up onto the west bank, away fromthe river. Here there were no
bluffs, and the water stood back into the trees on the shore.

Two Shumai hunters had gone ahead, running, three days earlier. They had a
giant fire going, with large pieces of wild cow sputtering on it. There was
not much singing, though, or celebrating. After they all ate, they craw ed
under the boat shelters, bone weary with paddling, and settled for sleep
"WIl there be a flood?" Ahroe whispered.

"Perhaps a snmall one," said Stel. "But the starband said there was not a great
depth of snow up north near the Bitter Sea. | think we will not have a big
one."

"I didn't think 1'd ever say it nine years ago, but it is good to be traveling
again."

"Wth you. Conme closer. Are you fully out of the rain?"

"Come on, Stel. Kiss me once, and let us get to sleep. Do you think there is
anything to it? This rod?"

"Of course. | wonder what."

"W will see. There will be a long run. Good night" Ahroe settled herself, her
graceful wist thrown across StePs shoulder. He didn't nove until she slept
deeply, then he gently put her arminto her sleepsack and drew ft around her
Morni ng came gray and dripping. The band lifted the boats even farther, just
to be safe, and set out in the dawn, chewing nore wild beef and trotting
slowy, gradually picking up a good norning pace through the botton and, then
up onto the higher land, prairie and grove, ,away fromthe river. The whole

| andscape was sodden, but the high goose flocks going northward in their

great,
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si nuous Vs, sounded wildly cheerful, calling their thrilling sounds down

t hrough the spring msts.

The noon pause was a | ong one, not because the m xed band of Heart River
peopl es were exhausted, but because they knew they had a | ong run that

aft ernoon. The wet ground had made some feet sore, though, and many tried to
dry their soft running boots a bit by the three fires, kneading themto keep
them supple. In all, twenty-one Sentani had joined the twelve Shumai. Stel and
Ahroe were the only Pelbar.J They had anot her twenty-two ayas to run that

aft ernoon and evening. The great rod was due to rise the follow ng norning.
Afternoon grew very long for the two Pel bar, who had | ost their running



hardness, and they | agged back, overtaken near sunset by two small bands of
young Shumai coming fromel sewhere to see the rod. Ahroe was especially
chagrined to see the young nmen nove by so effortlessly and on down the trai
ahead. Stel cared little for such things. Running was not a matter of pride
for him but of getting somewhere. His curiosity al one urged himon, and the
pl easure of renewed freedomin the open country.

Wel| after dusk the two saw the circle of fires ahead. It was a | arge one.
Nearly two hundred Shumai had gathered to see the rod. The Pel bar soon

di scerned that it had becone for the Shumai a sort of spring rendezvous before
t he summrer dispersal to follow the herds of wild cattle westward.

A holiday atnosphere prevailed, with nusic and sonme group dancing. A |large
wild bull had been roasted whole over a great pit, and all were invited to
carve off nmeat as they wanted it The appearance of the Sentani and finally the
Pel bar coupl e gave the gathering the sort of famly feeling that the Heart

Ri ver peoples increasingly enjoyed since the great fight at Northwall over a
decade earlier had ended the hostilities anbng the three cultures.

Stel, who was nusical, could already bear that Sentani inprovisations, which
were done hi a regular progression, with variations, were influencing the
wi | der Shumai nusic. He even heard some Pel bar nel odic patterns, and soon had
joined a group of instrunentalists, contributing flute nmusic to the ensenble
of strings.

Behind him Wnnt, the Sentani from Koorb, sat with Ahroe. Hi s son, lgna, |ay
by them under his furroll,
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done in*with the long run. Wnnt was plainly lonely for Usa, his Pelbar wife,
whom he had married at the end of the tine of hostilities, just before the

great battle at Northwall. Ahroe's Pel bar manner conforted him Besides, she
was the only Pel bar woman ot her than Ursa who had traveled far fromthe three
stone Pel bar cities spaced out along the Heart River: Northwall, Pelbarigan

and Threerivers. Ahroe and Stel had been through the western nountains severa
years earlier, and they carried thenselves with the sane detached nonchal ance
t hat nost of the outdoor people did, watchful and quiet, sturdy and able to
face crises squarely, peaceful as they were.

"What do you think it is, this rod?" Wnnt asked.

Ahroe shook her head. "Wio knows? It clearly has sonething to do with the tine
of fire, since it is in the mddle of an enpty place. Perhaps it is sone
mechani sm |l eft by the ancients, working without direction, in response to somne
sort of inner controls. They were very acconplished before the tine of fire."
"But to | eave something to keep working for el even hundred years?"

"Yes. That is hard to imagine.**

Tor, the axeman, wal ked by with a slab of nmeat on bis smallknife. Seeing them
he paused and squatted down. "They say that all this rain has exposed the
structure under the rod. It is only last year that we saw there was one. Now
the land is sliding away and a great part of the ancient building sticks out
fromthe hillside belowthe rimof the enpty place."

"Stel said there nust be sone structure,*' Ahroe conmented

"This is a great one, and not a ruin. Surely it cones fromancient tinmes. It

seens of artificial stone, very sturdy, but it will not last |ong now"

n W]y?ll

"The end already protrudes. It has long pilings of artificial stone and square
stone boxes on the ends. If the erosion continues, it will wash out and tunble
down. "

"The rod conmes fromthis building?"

"Fromthe top. They say you can see now where it is fastened on. A box
protrudes fromthe far side, too, but we can't see it because it lies out over
the empty pl ace.”

"Wth all this rain and erosion," said Wnnt, "perhaps
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it will wash out all the poison, down to a | evel where one can safely wal k on
the empty pl ace.”



"Perhaps. But not yet Already, though, the grass and weeds of |ast year have
nmoved down the slope. The enpty land is shrinking. But the edge growth is wild
and twi sted, as | have seen before, for many arns." Tor stood and stretched.
Starting to go, he turned back to them his axe on his hip sw nging and
slapping him "One other thing. They say you can see now that the end of this
structure i s higher and rounded, |like the ruin near the river at the great
bend. "

"A dome," Stel nused. "A great done, then.1*

"A dome. There is one at Koorb, tunmbled and burnt, but not in an enpty place,
so it can be viewed. It is alnost gone now, but it is what the Sentani call a

donme—Ili ke the one at the great bend."

"It is like a man's skull, a great piece of head bone, so Konta says."

"W will see hi the norning."

"It is going to ramagain, | think."

"I fear so. | hope we noved the boats high enough. | want to be off to Koorb

eh, lgna?'*

The boy sai d nothing, though he was awake and |i stening.

"If it does nun, there is an outcrop with an overhang a short way south," said
Tor. "Some of the people are already noving their furrolls there.”

"Thank you, Tor," said Ahroe. "I amlinp as a rabbit-skin, as they say in the
west. We appreciate your friendship."

The axeman paused, enbarrassed. "Ahroe, | amnot friendly for this reason, but
I amwondering if | can ask sonething of you and Stel. It is a big thing.

had not wanted to. It is about Tristal, ny nephew. | nust wait here for nun
He was to arrive with the Zar Reef Band, but they aren't here. | fear it is

because of his running, which is not nuch. He is my brother's son, but ny
brother and his wife died hi the wild fire that burnt so wide a stretch of the
tall grass prairie south near the Oh, and Tristal was |eft alone.

"He is fourteen. | amsure that he wifl not be able to nmake the run
west war d—he shoul d be here by now. Since he isnt, that sinply neans he isn't
able. The wild ones have passed early this year, and we have to nove.
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It is hard on Tris, too. He Is thin—well, scrawny. But he is a good boy. |
have often thought he needs nore of a settled life until he matures and his
chest deepens—f it ever will.

"I's there a chance that there m ght be something for himto do at Pel bari gan?
I know some Shiunai have worked for the Pelbar, and there is quite a col ony
now near Northwall, farm ng—may they be forgiven for that —and cutting wood."
"I am sure he can do sonething," Ahroe returned. "He can live with us, too. W
are outside the wall now, and Hagen is with us."

"Hagen?"

"He is a Shumai, an old man | traveled west with. He is like ny father."
"Like a father? He lives with you now al ways?"

"Yes. Right now he is |ooking after Caret, our son. He seens to have no needs
hi nsel f, but he needs people to take care of. After all, it is not work that
your nephew needs. He needs sonebody to |love him"

Tor snorted. "A Shumai man may |ike that, but he never needs it"

Ahr oe unexpectedly reached out and patted bis |l eg as he stood there, then
snm |l ed and | aughed outright. "Al'l right, Tor. But | have seen Shumai who |ike
it so much it is hard to tell that they don't need it. Now |l think I will go
get Stel, if | can tear himaway fromhis nusic. It is tune to sleep. R ght?
Where is your outcrop? Are you comng, Wnnt? Is Igna asleep?' But she didn't
pause for an answer, and the two watched her wal k away, stiff-legged fromthe
run.

The two nmen | ooked at each other. "She is sonme woman,"” Wnnt said.

"For a Pel bar."

"For anybody. She will be good for Tristal, | amsure. And Stel will be
better."

Tor reached down, and they touched right pal nms. Then the axeman picked up his
furroll and wal ked lightly toward the outcrop



I
AFTER sone rain in the night, the early dawn brought gray sky, sodden ground

and a wet breeze, but no nore rainfall. The whol e gathering of people stirred
and arose early, without fires or food, wal king out and up to the rimof the
westward hill that narked the edge of the burn, the enmpty place fromthe tine
of fire

As the light grew, Stel and Ahroe saw a desol ate wastel and, much nore gullied
than the enpty places of the west, with the typical glassy surfaces where the
| and had been nelted into a solid surface, but here cut, carved, rain-tunbled.
Not very far down the slope ahead of them the dimoutlines of a building from
ancient times, of artificial stone, called concrete by the Commuters,
protruded fromthe hill. It had its back to them The done at the end al ready
hung outward over enpty space, its pillars reaching only air. _ As norning
slowy increased, about the tine of sunrise, if there was one, a square slid
open in the dome, small and far, and a long rod slowy rose, higher and

hi gher, into the air. The top was crooked and | ooked sormehow di srupted, as if
some odd piece of nmetal were fused to it At last it stopped rising. Then, when
it revolved slowy, an awed murmur went through the crowd* It stopped again.
Then it revolved in the opposite direction and slow y- sunk back down into the
done. The small square shut again, sealing so that its location could not be
easily seen fromthe hilltop

No one noved or spoke for a long tine. The whol e appearance of the rod could
not have | asted nore than four sunw dths on the Pel bar cl ock. Ahroe | ooked at
Stel. "Sonmeone is in there," he said.

"Or a mechanism”

"Perhaps. But what if someone is in there? W ought to know. "
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**How? Look. It is an enpty space.”

Stel's eyes narrowed, but he said nothing. "Stel,** said Ahroe. "Stel. You
mustn't think of going there. Look at what is happening to Stantu, the Shumai
at Northwal L Look at the Ozar, It nmakes a sl ow death."

Stel put his armaround her. "I wonder,** he said. There may be a way. But not
today. W will discuss it at hone."

"Yes, Stel, | know that rinmes well with dome.**

He | aughed. "I think | ought to sketch it out, providing what dinmensions | can

sight fromhere. Look. Sone of the people are going already."

Tor strolled over to them "What do you think?" he said.

MAé aren't sure,” said Ahroe. "Stel's first reaction was that there were
people in there. But they would have had to be in there fromthe tinme of fire,
and that is sonme el even hundred years. W know that woul d be inpossible."

"Do we?** Stel asked. Then he | ooked at the expressions on the others' faces.
"Yes, we do," he added.

"There's one nore thing about Tristal,"
"Yes?"

"He has a dog. He is inseparable fromher.**

"A Shurmai dog? One of those horses?"

"She is big, all right, but very gentle. Could you stand a dog around?"

Ahroe | ooked at Stel, catching fromhis expression that he thought it would be
anusi ng. Being so long behind walls, the Pelbar had few pets, and those were
smal | and generally functional, like the nessage birds that carried word from
one city to another.

"That will keep Hagen busy hunting,** Stel said. "Surely we nust have the dog.
She will be all right."

Tor put his hand on Stel's shoul der, as the Pel bar squatted down, sketching.
"You are good people. | will wait here for him then bring himto

Pel barigan.'* He | ooked down to where Stel had begun to draw. "That is very
good. You have nade it just like the real thing. It juts out so nuch farther
this year. Look how the mud has slid fromunder it. | fear that another wet
year like this one and the whole thing will collapse. There is sonething new,
too. That bl ack stain near the done. | never saw that before. Look. It oozes

said Tor.



out of the earth.”
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They | ooked and saw a stain, appearing viscous and shiny, below the dome. Tor
shrugged. "Well, | amnot going out there to taste it. So now you have seen
it. The rising of the rod. It surely is strange,. Are you goi ng today?"

"Yes. When Stel finishes.**

HGood- bye for now, then. | nust run south and see if the Zar Reef band is
com ng." He gave themthe farewell gestures and left, his doubl e-headed axe
sl apping on bis right thigh as he ran

The room gl owed yellow. It was square, lit by a long strip running overhead.
Around a long table of worn, painted nmetal, eight people gathered, thin and
slightly hunched, dressed in single garnents |ike body stockings, but |ooser
nostly dark, charcoal gray. On one wall a large screen marched with arrays of
glowing dots. Viewing it, a man, old and dark-skinned, said, "The conps are

preparing to raise the wand. W will have tinme for your report now, Susan
since you insist on it."
He | ooked over at a small, ancient, slightly fierce-Iooki ng wonan, who sat

nore hunched than the others.

"How nmuch of it? It all would take sone tine."

"Just summarize for us. We all know the history."

"So you think. Hurmoring me? Very well, then. 1T1-=2

"Tell me, Susan the Wzened," said a short, heavyset man with broodi ng eyes,
"why did you take the last name of Ward—and so recently. Are you the warden in
this prison? The wi zened warden of a hidden prison?**

"Quiet, Butto, please," said another wonman, young and extremely beautiful
"Let's get on with it."

Susan cleared her throat. Then she |l aid aside her ancient dulcinmer, of rea
wood, lovingly patched with plastic. Her thin body seened sturdy, but hung

| oosely on a skeletal frame. In ancient tines she, |ike Royal, the other old
person, woul d have been called a black. The rest of the principals, who were
all gathered in the room as well as nost of the conmps, were white.

"It is all rather sad," she began. "You must agree not to interrupt."

"Yes, we agree," Royal sighed.

"Well, then," said Susan. "Suppose we start with a bit of the official
history. Here. Til throwit up on the screen.”
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She touched a series of squares on the table, and a printed text flashed up on
the wal |

After much discussion, the original council arrived at the decision that the
proper work-level ratio would be maintained with twenty principals and thirty
conponents. The decision as to which people woul d become conponents appeared
to be a hard one, since they would be assigned the menial |abor of the done
and levels, but a battery of intelligence and adaptability tests was

devel oped, and the top twenty were picked to be the principals. Surprisingly
enough, the others agreed fairly cheerfully, knowing as they did that the
future of mankind in all probabilityl lay in their hands. They volunteered to
be the conponents and willingly subnmitted to the necessary drug programto
guarantee that their personalities would not vary fromthe cal mess and steady
resol ve that would be needed to maintain the dome and | evel s at peak
efficiency. This ratio has been carefully and scientifically maintained ever
since, and it has produced so snmooth an operation that it is proof of the

wi sdom of the founders, and of then* purpose and policies. It is therefore
hoped that future generations will also see fit to follow the wi sdom of just
proportions, and that the geneticists will so plan their operations.

*Tm sure you are all famliar with that text,** said Susan, drily. "After
Royal suggested that | do ny independent investigation of our history, in
order to keep me out of his way, | found how wong it is. The nore | have

| ooked into this whole question, the nore fascinated | have becone. *

"Yes, yes. Wiat did you find? *

"I have found enough | anmi nated docunents and tapes to indicate that a cell of



the chief scientists decided privately to | essen the population to fifty.

Natural ly, they—the chief scientists—waere all included. But they carefully
cal cul ated the avail able resources, biological and chem cal, and, know ng the
pool of recyclable material, including organics currently involved in being

humans, they then quietly decided on the right human m x, for race bal ance,
education, and stability, and set about to nurder the rest Apparently it was
not easy. They had a
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good deal of trouble with sone unstable, that is, unwilling, types, especially
a group |l ed by soneone by the name of Sheela W nehinmer, who was a | ab
technician in the original drug-manufacturing facility. At one point there was
a sharp fight. The record said it took place on | evel three, southwest
quadrant. | went there and found the evidence in the walls, even though it had
been repaired.

"So we began our history with a mass murder, and—=** "As man has al ways
done, and always will," said Butto, shaking his head

"You' ve been reading that poet, Jeffers, again,** said another young nan,
Dexter, with sone sarcasm

"To continue,"” interrupted Susan, nmldly, "with another of our nyths. The
official history has it that the geneticists brought down the size |level of
the conps i mediately. Actually the conps were the same size as the principals
for sone centuries, and the decision to mniaturize themhad its origins in a
secret |iaison between one geneticist and a conp. This disrupted the rigid
soci al structure and caused a rebellion. Mniaturization was undertaken to
insure that this would never again happen."”

"A liaison? But the conps are sterile males. Surely— "They weren't always.
They were of both sexes, and they cohabited for a | ong—=

"Nonsense. Look. The signals fromthe conps are coning in," said Teller, a
brown-haired man with a | ong face

An array of lights changed and marched on the screen, form ng col ums of
nunbers. All turned to view them

"There, then. It is the sane. Heavy radiation every way the scanner turns. It
is hard to believe. If there were only some way to check it."

"We cannot send soneone out. None of our protective suits can |long sustain
anything like that radiation. W cannot sacrifice someone."

"Look, though. As usual the separate ah- intake shows no radiation, in fact

| ess background than usual."

"It is the weather, the rain. No dust blows up into the air.**

Eol yn, the beautiful one, spoke up, in a voice surprisingly deep and full,
especially for someone so thin. "Ask

f
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for the view w ndow report, please, RoyaL Let us see how the conps read the
weat her and scene.”

Royal touched several buttons. A voice canme'fromthe ceiling, and at the sane
time what he said printed in light on the wall: 'The viewis the sane, but the
gullies are all deeper. The marker gully has deepened by ninety-seven
centimeters since last neasure. That to its north approximtely 120
centimeters. The glassy surface is crunbling off. Rain is not falling now, but
much rain has fallen. The | andscape still shows no sign of life. If the slope
of the donme erodes like the view slope, then the dome is eroding out"

Wth that |ast sentence, another young wonan, Ruthan, drew in her breath
sharply. Eolyn frowned at her slightly.

"Qur danger grows," said one ol der nman.

' The done has lasted and will last. It nust last. W may be the last nen on
the planet. The last life. W nust outlast the radiation. The rain will help.
It will wash away even the deeply radiated soil."

"It never has."
"Tune for the other reports,” said Royal. "Teller, give us supply.”
Tel |l er touched another square of buttons. As arrays appeared on the screen he



i ntoned, "Al gae, normal. Power, normal. Air reconstitution, normal. Organic
recycling, normal, except for the very slight seasonal |owering. W mnust
insulate better so that will not recur. Hydroponics, nornmal. Seed
preservation, normal. Tungsten-recovery project, 40 percent. Freon
concentration, satisfactory. Presence of unwanted organics, zero. Gl -supply
level..."

As Zell er paused, all |ooked up. They were stunned. Royal raised his hand.
"Touch in the nunbers agai n* Zel."

Zeller did, but the result was the same. "Perhaps there is a malfunction hi

t he sensors," Royal remarked

"We can test it," said Zeller. "I will ask for pressure and flow fromthe
upper chanber to the fabric room It will be easy to return.”

Zeller sent the commands with rapid fingers.

On the screen a row of zeroes showed.

"The | ower chanber will tell us," said Zeller, nervously. The circuit is
separate. Perhaps a nal function."
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Agai n he touched the nunbers. Again a row of zeroes registered on the screen
"The ancients," said Butto, "never intended that tank to last so long. It has
gi ven way. We have |l ost our oil supply."

"Internal repair flows have repeatedly been punped in, though, even as
precaution. Every care has been exercised," said Teller

"Internal repair does not preserve structure,” returned the prophetic Butto.
"Al'l breaks down eventually. Qutside supply is needed. W are a seed in an

i mpervi ous shell, eating ourselves. Now even the shell is beginning to
crunmble. W& nust grow or die. Better for us to die if we will so devastate the
earth again sonetine."

"You are a poet, Butto," said a confortable-looking old man with a shock of
white hair. "Your views are broad, interesting, and nontechnical. Zeller, what
are the inplications—=

Thor nt on Cohen-Davi es was interrupted, though, by the appearance through the
sliding panel of a red-haired girl, thin and slight, with a strange, rapt
face. She was waving her arms slowy in the air, noving around the room
maki ng soft barking noises. She circled the table twice, as the council grew
nore inmpatient Then she stopped by Royal, reached over his shoul der, and.
touched his button panel so rapidly her hands seened to blur. The screen awoke
in a pattern of dots, and as she continued to conmand the lights, they forned
a giant bird, with a I ong neck and wi de body, flying with great w ngs. The
group recoiled in astonishnent at so grotesque a creature. Butto suddenly
erased the light sketch and nuttered, "No one, even an unbal anced child,
shoul d be allowed to distort nature so. The birds of the tapes are creatures
of perfect beauty—not this terror. Look at the distortion of the mnd."
Celeste, the child, again reached over Royal's shoul der, again touched the
button panel rapidly. Al |ooked up, and saw her create a sinuous noving V of
tiny crosses, and send it across the screen wall. It was foll owed by another
Celeste's eyes were enraptured as she watched. Butto again nmoved to erase, but
Royal had bl ocked his signal. Butto rose and strode fromthe roomwth a
strangl ed grow .

Royal |ooked at Celeste and said, "My child, put it in
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menory, and play it to your own screen. W have a serious probl emwe nust

di scuss. Do you understand? Now go. W nust continue." He rose and gently
urged the awkward girl fromthe room Zeller continued to test the oil supply
on the screen. The lights said there was none. Al sat silent

"What do you suggest, Zeller?" said Royal

"Further inspection, using conps."

"WIl you lead it?"

"Of course.”

"W will finish the council later, at 3300." They all rose to | eave except
Cohen-Davi es. He sat at his place, then called back the bird creature Celeste



had put on the screen and sat nusing.
The full-voi ced woman, Eolyn, stopped at the sliding section and watched him
"What, Thor?" she asked.

He shook his head. "I don't know. | seemto renenber sonmething. It is fromthe
destroyed nenory progranming. What if? .. . Perhaps if | look at this |ong
enough. "

"Cel este can't speak, but she surely uses the light array with skill. Perhaps
she will be of technical use yet," said Eolyn.

"Wth nmore skill than any of the rest of us,” the old man replied. Eolyn |eft

himsitting in the yellow light contenplating the great, ungainly bird, flying
nobly and sl ow, across the wall screen, outlined in points of I|ight

Qut si de, Susan, returning to her room stopped to watch Butto's back. He
seemed nore hunched than ever

"Butto."

He turned. "Not now. You keep adding to ny msery, Warden."

"Butto. No nore drugs now. You don't need them You have the strength to face
facts. **

"Are they facts?"

"Yes, of course. | will show you the data.**
"No. Never nmind. Was that all?"
"No. That was just a little. But one thing | |earned was how dangerous it has

been hi our past to use too many drugs to control our behavior. You nmustn't"
"W al ways have."

"No. Not always. There have al ways been periods of drugs and periods of
character. One of our finest periods, a brief, golden age, cane under the

| eadership of a man who called hinmself, of all things, Benjamn Jefferson
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When he was Chief Principal, we for once conposed nusic that rival ed that of
the ancients. W still recite some of the poens of the tine, and our only

t hree dome novels conme froma four-year period i mediately before that era
ended. In fact, one novel of which you surely have heard, Curious Rats and
Bunmpt i ous Foxes, was really spoken by a conp, though he conspired with
Jefferson to have it read out by the Chief Principal to give it stature."

"A comp? That? A good book. | have listened to it at |east three tinmes. Wat
happened?"

"Well, this is a pretty dull place, you know. The drugs dull us to it. Wthout
them t here was sone raving boredom and that resulted in a rebellion of conps.
More killing resulted, and a renewal of drugging."

"Well, doesn't that show that drugs are necessary? Man's destructive

t endenci es have to be curbed."”

"Ch, Butto. A case might be made for the notion that the great increase of
drug-taking by the ancients, in then-last days before the hol ocaust, m ght
have had something to do with the dreadful urban environnents they created for
t hensel ves. The drugs served in part to shut out of consciousness the world
that they had created. They continued the tradition here. After all, they
manuf actured sonme of the drugs. In ancient tines, some people even took drugs
to wake up or go to sleep.”

"What's wwong with that? Isn't it evidence of man's superior control over his
own awful tendencies? W can't depend on our nmpods or the accidental

condi tions of our mserable bodies.**

Susan | ooked at him "Butto," she began, but he turned away. She watched him
sl ouch down the hall, then turned to her own far chanber and habitua
recl usi veness.

Butto reached the stair |anding and | ooked back, a deepening frown on his
face. He descended to level two and the drug |lab, deftly m xing severa

chemi cal s on a spoon, while watching the door. Then he suddenly Iicked the
crystals off the spoon, plunged it in the ultrasonic cleaner, racked it, and
left. As he continued on down the stairs, he touched out a private code to
several conps on his belt conmuni cat or

Reachi ng | evel seven, he picked his way through the storage piles toward a far



corner, which he had whinsi-
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calry called the Roomof the Dark Nine, a place unfrequented, supposedly, by
any but Butto and his eight favorite conps. He was al one. Quickly shucking off
his body suit, he sat naked in the | otus pose, tugging his heavy legs into

pl ace. Hi s finger reached out and touched the walls into light and life,
playing for the ten thousandth time the tape of jungle life before the time of
t he hol ocaust. As the drugs took hold, he watched the shadows and novenents
grow angular. His face drifted into rapture as the purple | eaves of understory
pl ants waved. Great insects flew w th burring sounds. Small birds, aqua and
jade, flitted fromleaf to leaf, and the filtering |ight from above, barely
sifting down through the great, hairy, blue-leaved trees, flicked and shaped
on the forest floor.

Butto knew it was tinme for the snake, the great jewel-backed one with the
guadrupl e tongue, gliding, with its thousand tiny |egs, across the ground.
Butto loved to watch it slide its bul k across a decaying pink log, resting for
a nonent on the crunbling curve, as if on another, greater snake, its scales
scattering fire in honey droplets, eaten by the scranbling fuschia beetles.
Then the snake glided on, at last, the line of its body dimnishing, the arrow
of its tail tip twi nned, each point barbed with light. Yes, the earth before
the nucl ear war had been beautiful

"We do not deserve," Butto said al oud, "another chance outside. W would do it
again. W are |oathsonme, never lovely like that snake. Even the leaves in

hydr oponi cs are green—ugly and nmutated.” Once again, Butto intoned the poem of
Parker Steinberg, of the fifth generation of the done and |evels, a dol eful
recounting of man's evils and the |onging for natural peace above ground. As
he chanted the hexaneter couplets, surrounded by the i mages of the noving
purple | eaves, Conp 9 and Conmp 11 joined him They too were naked, and they
took up the chant mesnerically with him repeating the verses over and over.
The two conmps were only about 130 centineters tall, and slightly built. Their
faces seened gl azed over. Their hands were scarred, and their bland eyes hung
in their cheeks Iike unripe plums, un-noving and docil e.

Tell er ran every check he could think of, and each showed the oil had drained
fromthe tank. Though not as
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great a catastrophe as the recent fall of a floor, killing sixteen of the
fifty making up the popul ation of the donme and levels, this too was a maj or

di saster. The oil had been used sparingly, to synthesize food when necessary,
to provide fabrics, to nmold the plastics that forned al nbst everything in the
contained cul ture.

Meanwhi | e, Thornton Cohen-Davies let the inmage of the bird play on the great
screen of the decision room He was troubled and puzzled. H's function had

| ong been that of Humani st Menory. He had been one of three whose task it was
to go over and over the life of the ancients, as it had existed before the
nucl ear di saster, renmenbering and preserving, sorting and rem nding. H e other
two, working at the tine in genetics, had died under the sudden collapse of

| evel five, far end. What was it about this bird? Surely it was unreal

nothing Iike those on the tapes he had seen. But it rem nded hi mof sonething.
What odd feet—ike those of the fabled alligators that had haunted the bayous
of the south before they had been boiled like jellies in the consuning fire.
Was he getting senile? Had bis long-trained nmenory failed hin? This was what
he was for—knowi ng all about that bird, if it were a bird. A thought crossed
his mnd. Celeste, who had not spoken since a shock she had had in the
genetics lab as a small child, was strange. She conmunicated | argely through

t he machi nes, and with them she was superb. Her mathemati cal and conceptua
abilities belied her ungainly wal k and | ong, knobby |legs. Her math was
graceful and mature.

Cohen- Davi es touched a code, and a voice said, "Conp 14."

"Are you still in decontan? This is Cohen-Davies. | have sonme instructions for
you. "



"Yes, Principal Davies. | amnearly done. Conmp 19 and 3 have gone. | ata

al one. "

"Put your conmunication in 25-7 node then, please.**

"Yes, Principal."

"Now then, Bill, listen. Did it really |ook the way you said out there?"
"Yes, Thor. Al desolate and forbidding. Is that what you wanted?"

"No. Celeste has light-drawn a bird. Let nme project it to your viewscreen." He
pushed a button.

"Ugly thing. She certainly has a wild inmagination.
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guess it hel ps keep her sane down here—aithout interference, that is."

"Yes, Bill. Think. The thing haunts ne. | think | should know about it. Has it
ever had a reality?"

"How woul d | know? |'ve never seen anything like it, of course.”

"Could it be possible that Celeste has gotten outside the |evels. Could she
have seen anythi ng outside, per* haps?"

"Very unlikely, Thor. The al arm system woul d have sounded."

"Perhaps, with her vast know edge of the whole network, she found a way to
silence it. Wat do you think?"

"I doubt it. But if she had entered the done, a very faint radiation would
still cling to her. The best thing would be to pass a counter near her—soon
before the radi oactivity could be dissipated. |If she bad, too, there is the
addi ti onal danger of unwanted organics."

"Yes. | don't want her in trouble. Could you, discreetly, nake such a test?
will bring her by you in level two, far wing, at 3250. |s that acceptabl e?"
"Yes, Thor. WIIl do. Can you be free for a gane |ater?"

"Perhaps. But let us settle this first. Now off. Someone cones."

Eol yn's approach slid the partition aside and she re-entered. Celeste's bird
still played on the wall. "Shut it off, Thor. It has upset Butto again, |
know, and he has di sappeared. | fear he is getting dangerous and will need

m nd- washi ng. "

"That is pretty hard to do to himnow. It's drug residues, | think. And he is
the only one we have left with any know edge of genetics since the floor

col | apsed. "

"But | amworried. He seenms to have a following. W are so few now. I|f he
really convinces a body of us that all mankind ought to be eradicated, they
may try it. We need to nullify that in advance."

"Perhaps you are right. Well, | rmust go. | want to comrunicate with Cel este.”
"Wul d that such were possible.*1

"I would like to get her hand-pollinating again. It seens to soothe her. She
even huns a little to the flowers."

"Poor Celeste. Damm her."

Cohen-Davies left, passing down the dim vyellowlit
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corridor. Later, as he and Cel este nmoved through |l evel two, they passed the
smal I, inconspi cuous Conp 14, Coben-Davies' secret friend, whomhe had lilted
fromhis partial chenical |obotony, Iessening it slowy through counterdrugs,
a private endeavor. They had been friends now for sone years, playing

el ectroni c bridge through their own encodi ngs, naking remarks to each ot her
even finding a way to |laugh electronically, sending the secret inpulses from
the spacious, file-filled quarters of Cohen-Davies on | evel one down to |evel
five to the sterile cell of Conp 14, or Bill, as Cohen-Davies called him

As Cel este and Cohen-Davi es continued wal king, a thin electronic whine told
hi mthat Cel este indeed had been out into the done, how he coul d not imagine,
because only the conps went there, due to the constraints demanded by

radi ati on protection and freedom from m croorgani sns. The | evels had | ong been
pure.

Cohen- Davi es abruptly turned the girl and narched her to the deserted gen-lab
She was frightened and sought an array of el ectronic buttons. Cohen-Davies
made sure they stayed out of her reach. He sat her down on a lab table and



said to her, not unkindly, "Now listen, Celeste. |I know you have been in the
done." She winced. 1 will not tell. But you are radiation-contam nated—t hough
only slightly. There will be organic contanination, too. W nust decontani nate
you quietly, so no one finds out. Al right? Do you understand?"

She took his hand. He touched his belt comruni cator, and Conp 14 appeared and
| ed her down the corridor. Soon he showed her how to nake it seem as was
appropriate, that she was | eading him

Cohen- Davi es sat nusing. Perhaps she had reached the wi ndow. Perhaps there
were such things as those birds. If that were so, then all the earth outside
woul d not have been destroyed. Surely the birds would have to fly from
somewhere to somewhere. Her second electronic picture indicated a flock of
them My God, what would that nean? But what of the radiation? Surely the rod
had read that faithfully. They had run many tests on the equi pnment—-at | east
all they could without risking exposure. If they had only had a real nuclear
scientist with themat the time of the blast so many centuries ago. To be cut
of f without one, to have built knowl edge here, in this prison, with the skills
of drug technicians, engineers,
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and chemists. Wll, they were fortunate enough to have survived at all. So
much depended on them

Then Cohen- Davi es had anot her thought. If the birds survived, perhaps nen did,
too. Perhaps it had all been a waste. He began to | augh. He couldn't stand
that thought. But they had never picked up a single radio wave. The organic
scanner of centuries ago had never found ani mal heat, even on its npst
sensitive settings.

Cohen-Davi es put in the code for Eolyn. Her face appeared on a private screen
"I would like to confer with you," Cohen-Davi es began. "But | nust ask your
attitudes. Wuld you be averse to ny telling you a thing about Cel este that—=
Eolyn's face contorted with inpatience. "—that m ght anuse you?" Cohen-Davies
said. "No. | see not."

"Thor, this is no tine for anusements. W have just |ost our whole oil supply.
And that insufferable girl. She should be converted to a conp. No. | am
serious. She is damaged. W have so few people, and now no real geneticists.

VWhat will we do? What is it? You are not telling nme sonething."

Cohen- Davi es shrugged. "Signing off," he said. Then be sat, tapping his
fingers for a time. Turning, he touched Bill's code agai n.

A voice said, "Conp 14."

"Bill, how good a viewis there out the window in the done?"

"Not very good. Except for the optics. The scanner.™

"Ah. | know nothing of it."

"It lets you enlarge portions of the view You can even freeze themon the
screen for study, or store them But we never do. There is nothing to see.
Dirt and sky. Sometines noving clouds."

"Can you enlarge a small thing?"

"Ch, yes. If you want to look at gullies."*

"Thank you, Bill. Signing off," said Cohen-Davies. He sat for a tine, tapping
his fingers again. Was it possible that Cel este could even work the scanner?
No, that seemed hardly credible. He rose, sighing, and then stood, absently,

t hi nki ng.

Meanwhi l e, on level three, near side, Ruthan directed the pollination of the
new tomato crop, three rows, set in organic slurry, propped w th hydrocarbon
rods, with spring clanps. Each bl ossom was touched with a pol -
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tinating rod by hand, delicately, between dips hi the starting solution. The
deft conps could do many bl ossons so carefully and well that each bore a
perfectly round fruit under the shimrering bluish tight strips. The paste from
t hese tomat oes was cubed in with the protein from beans and rodents,

t hen-fl aked for use with soy. The soy was a luxury, taking so long to mature,
but it also grew easily. Wth slight individual care, for which | abor was

si mpl e, soy produced bountifully. Genetic selection had bred beans doubl e the



size of the ancient ones.

Rut han |l oved to chew themdried and raw, tough and resistant as they were, but
she took care to |l et no one know. The custom and prejudice of the done and

| evel s called for eating processed food al nost excl usivel y—so processed t hat
its individual conponents were conpletely shrouded. Ruthan had heard runors of
t he reasons behind this policy, but they were so nacabre that she shivered
whenever she thought of them

The beans on the south side | engthened up the waD and started on the ceiling
strings, reaching for the tight It was tine to prune them back, taking each
clipping carefully and tossing it into the runnel that fed the sal ad-cube
processor. Soon she and the conmps would train the vines downward again,
slipping new tight strips into the arbors so they were fed light from both
sides of the vines. She thought of Dexter. It was pleasurable but also

di sconcerting. She would have to depress her feelings with drugs soon, ridding
hersel f of tendencies toward ancient and usel ess strains of behavior. But
still, what else did the dome and | evels offer? She would think drug therapy
over.

Dexter, neanwhile, in his quadrant on level five, was in charge of the
rodentry, the only source of aninmal protein. He needed no conps since the
whol e operation slid snmoothly al ong automatically, though occasionally he
borrowed fromthe conp pool for general cleanup, or for conpany as nuch as
anyt hi ng.

At this noment he was not thinking of Ruthan. He stood on his hands, al npst
perfectly notionless, the knotted nuscles of his arnms tense but controlled,
not yet trembling. Perched high, on each of his feet, a white rat hunched.
Dexter was trying to convince another to clinb
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to them They had rehearsed it endlessly, but so far only the two had | earned.
Dext er sighed, looking directly into the rat's wobbling nose. "Cone, Betsy,**
he said. "Come on now. Like last tinme. That's right. Hands on nmy arm That's
right. Good. There is a food cube up there. You' d better get it before Mnerva
eats it. Cone on, now "

Betsy's paws trenbl ed. Her nose touched his arm but she w thdrew her pink
paws to her chest and sat, slightly hunped, |ooking at Dexter*s arm which had
begun to shake slightly.

"Come on, you little slinme," Dexter said, in soothing tones. "Put those hands
back up there before I grind them off and nake a bracel et out of sections of
your bones. | will string a |length of your nseless rat gut around old

Cohen- Davi es' neck for a bauble."

Reassured by Dexter's gentle voice, Betsy put her paws back, then ran up his
arm and sat on his head, her naked tail dangling down hi front of his nose.
"Up now. Good Betsy. Up my back. That's it, you ground grubber."

She began to stretch up, but Juno suddenly raced down his right |Ieg and
confronted Betsy with a squeal, teeth grinding. Dexter collapsed in a heap of
| aught er, dunmping M nerva. Betsy scurried to the gate of her cage. \Were was
Juno? Dexter realized that he lay on top of her, and when he got up, he saw
she was dead.

He stroked her, then picked her up and strode over to the vats. Wth two
slices, several deft strokes, a twi st, a cupping band, and some jerks, he had
gutted her, thrown the guts into the organic recycle, stripped off her skin,
put it through the hair recovery feed, then took the hairless skin, peeled and
trimmed the central square, recycled the rest, and dropped the neat and bone
into the pickling tank in preparation for protein processing. The square of
skin he placed against the roller and, touching the button, fed it into the
curing nechani sm

Then he di pped his hands and held themup to the ultrasonic air flow Turning,
he saw ni ne ranks of cages, all occupied by white rats, large as cats, staring
at himaccusingly and silently. He bowed.

"I"'msorry, ny friends. Juno had no business running beneath me. | regret her
dem se as nmuch as you-yes, surely nore, since you have expended no energies



trying
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to train her. Now then, Mnerva, Betsy, into your cells."* He directed a small
soni ¢ herder at them touched the activator, and steered them back into their
own encl osures. Their weight tripped the doors—epen, then closed. Al was well
again. Dexter, junping, caught the trapeze he had nounted fromthe ceiling.
"Now, " he said, "for my next act, | shall imtate the great man-apes of the
ancients. Here, my lovelies. Watch this swing." The rows of pinkish, quizzica
eyes foll owed him having forgotten Juno.

Dext er swung, again and again, expertly, finally reaching to touch his toes to
the Iow ceiling, which was, like the rats, yellow in the bands of sodiumstrip
[ight He swng back again, then up, flipped, and | anded on his feet He turned
and bowed again. Fromthe upper tier, nine rats, all hi a row, each with a
blue mark on its cage door, clapped front paws repeatedly but listlessly.

Dext er shook his head. "Such an audience. Wl |, |adies and gentlenen, | |eave
you to your own contenplations. | rnust depart. Cohen-Davies is training me in
di e ways of the ancients. Wien he ages to oblivion, | rmust be stuffed full of
their trivia. After all, today the Dow Jones averages are up several points.”

He | aughed and left the room doi ng cartwheels, the sliding panel barely
openi ng before he passed through. The lights di med automatically, and a new
food bl ock descended. Soon the rows of rats munched quietly, with rapid teenf
to the acconpani ment of ancient rmusic, an el ectronic Unfinished Synphony.
Deep in level six, hi a dimcorner of the genetic-breedi ng cubicle, known as
the Brat Shack, rows of glassy tubs sat covered, with slight bubbles seething
t hrough them The atnosphere lay warm and hunid. A pul se bunped gently and
steadily, conming froma device with no other purpose than to produce it, slow
and reassuring. In the tubs fetuses swam growi ng slowy, tube-connected, sone
tiny and fishlike, others larger. These were now the charges of Butto, since
the true geneticists had died in the collapse of the floor

The panel slid. Celeste entered, as if stealing up on them In the dimtight
she peered at each vat. Wre they to be human? Surely that one was not. Look
Instead of tiny hands, curved daws | engthened. She drew in her
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breath. In her silence and isolation she still came back to this place of
shock and horror. Celeste squinted with aversion into another vat The slowy
turning flesh dollop swamin a solution of the wong color. It seened to turn
stiffly, to gather bubbles. No. Surely it was dead. So Butto knew not hi ng at
all of this work. What would they do? She could not explain. Every tine she
tried to open her mouth to speak of it, her voice rebell ed—ever since she had
been down here and seen them naking a conp. It wasn't as it should have been
It wasn't genetic transformation. Drugs, a slight struggle, violent

mal formati on, and stunting of the body surgically—all whirled before her eyes.
They didn't knownot only Butto. None of them The old skills had | apsed. She
had checked the tapes in the privacy of her own chanmber once she had trained
herself in the codes. If they knew, what would they—a sound. Cel este shrank
down under a tub frane.

Butto entered, sweating and naked, a strange gleamon his dark face. Three
conps followed, naked too. Butto | ooked at the tubs, one by one, forty hi allL
"Conmp 11,** he said.

"Yes, Principal Butto," the conp mnuttered.

"Tub fourteen has gone bad. Recycle it. Wash it first Filter the fluid. W
will irradiate it for reuse.**

"Gone bad, Principal?*

"Do not ask. It was the geneticists. It is not ny fault They thensel ves had
lost the skill, had forgotten the neaning of the tapes. It is all hit or mss
now. Well, it does not matter. Better that we all die than that we so destroy
the world again."

"Yes, Principal. May we see the stars the next time?**

Butto whirled on biin, "Never refer to that anywhere el se. Never."

"Yes, Principal. | amsorry, Principal.**



**\W may see the stars, but only through the | eaves. At 8900."

"Yes, Principal.**

"You, are free for 1250 after you flush fourteen.*1 Butto spun on his heels
and left rapidly, his buttocks jouncing slightly.

The two conps, both small and spindly, wheeled the tub to the drain, punped
off the fluid, then whirled the tub-stand section over to the disposal and
dunped the nass
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of flesh out of it Celeste heard a slap and plop as it slopped into the w de
tube | eading to organic recycle.

"He was good this time," said Conp 9.

"Yes. Better than pleasure. | want to see the stars, though."

It does not matter."

"No. Nothing matters. Butto is right. And he will see to that."

"What ? | don't understand."”

"Nor dol. | amonly a conp, as you are. Let's go to the dinner chanber. Conp
15 will be there. He will tell us about the done."

Cel este remai ned crouched for some time after they left. The slight bubbling
sound continued, as did the pul se. She squeezed her eyes shut. Her tongue
seened to swell up and cry out by itself, but she made no sound. She woul d get
out into the done again. What did it matter now? Since the floor accident,
everyt hing had gone wong—rore wong than before. If she only had a father
The ancients had fathers and nothers. She had tried to nmake Cohen-Davi es one,
but he had not understood. And if even he had not understood, then who coul d?
She would return to the donme, then, and the door she had found—er a better
one. The sky had been so gray and the air so chill. But the lines of birds
really flew there. If she went soon, it would be the dark cycle. She would
take her ultrasonic pointer and an exercise robe. She woul d take extra shoes
too, one pair inside the other. And now that Cohen-Davi es had had her
decont am nat ed, she knew how to do that herself, too. No one would know.

[1

TOR had not run south. He waited near the donme, being troubled and feeling a
need for thought. Two days after the others had gone, he lay at ease by the
fire. The running band had been angry with him though they were
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silent and subdued, knowi ng bis need as an uncle to care for his orphaned
nephew. But Tor was an axeman, and one of the best. They felt his staying
behi nd was a betrayal, sonehow, despite the circunstances. Yet they al ways had
been a | oose and voluntary organi zati on, and he knew where his primary duty
lay, in spite of his own desires. The band woul d be passing the great south
curve of the Isso by now, Blu leading them Tor tried to take life as it cane,
t hough he was uncertain of his next noves. He knew he couldn't bear to stay at
Pel barigan with Tristal. He would go on al one, perhaps finding his band. He

| oved the open, the shock of hunting, even the endurance of hunger, so |long as
it didn't get too bad.

But everything was in flux. Al but the old Shumal had given up spears

now-si nce the fight at Northwall over a decade ago. Now they all carried
bows—npst |y nodel ed after the Pel bar | ongbow. Perhaps he would have to | earn
that, too. It was clear that he would be no match for one, even though it
seened sonehow unmanly to stand way off and kill with something |ike that
Still he had another reason for not goi ng—a nanel ess sense of sonething he
could not pin down. It seened to hang about this place |ike a vapor. Tor was
al ways thrown of f bal ance by his own peculiar way of sinply know ng things, or
sensing them and waiting for themto growin his mnd into sone senbl ance of

clarity. He would fall into silences even with his nmen. |Ideas woul d energe
fromhimw thout forethought. He suspected his nen had left with Blu as
willingly as they had because they saw that nmood on him Mre than once it had

saved them when he nmade sonme quick discernment—as it did with the best
axemen—and they knew they had to value Tor even though his mysteries
frustrated them



Late in the afternoon, Tor heard a far, faint quavering yell. He stood and
returned it, filling the near woods with his hal f-human wail. They were
finally com ng, then. He would have neat for them anyway, seven chucks, al
axe-killed. It was far froma usel ess weapon if you could throwit well.
Soon a row of figures appeared, trotting very slowy. It was Legon, with his
wife and three others fromthe fam|y—+wo young nen and an ol der wonan—and
last of all Tristal. The boy | ooked faint Beneath his weakness,
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t hough, Tor could see a qui et Shunai determ nation. Perhaps all was not bad
with him

Tristal sank unashamedly down by the fire without spreading bis furroll as Tor

greeted themall. "Don't mind Tris," Legon said. "He has been sick. Still is.
A fever. Chuck, huh? Well, | could use sone of that. Frey, can you serve us
some? Ama, would you serve Tristal ?"

"I will take care of him" said Tor. He sat by the boy. Yes, there still was

fever. Tor gave hima tarred w cker cup of warmbroth, with fat pieces of neat
and wild onions. Tristal had trouble swallowing it, but seemed eager for it
anyway. He clung to Tor's leg, and the axeman could see he didn't even know he
was doing it. Cutting off chunks of chuck, Tor fed the boy, piece by piece, as
the others settled down for the evening. Then he put the boy into his furrol
and fed the fire, snmoothing out his own roll next to Tristal's. Ama was

di sappoi nt ed.

As the fire died down, Tristal stirred restlessly. "Were is Raran?" Tor said.
"She will cone. She was off hunting when we left. She will find us all right."
Before long, as Tristal said, the great dog glided into the firelight and sat
by the boy, who reached out his hand to her. Raran then touched her nose to
Tor, then to Legon and Frey, and finally returned to Tristal and thunped down
with a sigh on the other side from Tor. Soon Tristal faded into sleep. Tor |ay
awake a long tine thinking. Three tines high flocks of geese went over in the
ni ght, their barking honks com ng down fromtbe darkness.

"Tor," said Legon.

"Yes,"

"He is a good boy, Tor. You will be proud of him He learns things. | have
never seen anything like it. You tell himonce and he not only knows, but he

t hi nks out beyond you. He is quiet, but you will see. He will be there when
you need him™"

"Good. | amglad. Thank you, Leg."

"Let himrest here awhile. He has been very sick. He will be all right W will
go in the norning."

"Yes. Al right. I amin no hurry. | amgoing to take himto Pel barigan."
Ther e?"

"Yes. For the summrer. A Pel bar coupl e has agreed.
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They were here to see the rod. An old Shumai naned Hagen lives with them dd
friends,"

"Stel and Ahroe."

"You know t henP"

"Only their story. They have been west beyond the great mountains, far beyond
Shumai country. "

"They?"

"Yes. They are Pel bar, but there is some steel in both of them | amglad for
Tristal. That will be good."

No nore was said, and soon Legon was asleep. There it was again, in Tor's

t hought Sormet hi ng i npendi ng. Well, he would be ready for it, whatever it was.
In the norning, Legon and his party left, running north around the enpty

pl ace, eager to head west. Tor and his nephew waved, wi th Raran undeci ded as
to what to do. Soon she returned to Tristal and sat down by him curling her
runp agai nst his |eg.

Resting, Tristal recovered rapidly. Tor built a brusfc screen under the
outcrop to help hold the warnth, and watched the boy with a yawning



nonchal ance. He wanted no anxiety to show. He knew Tristal felt bad about
keeping his uncle fromthe run westward. The first night cleared, and the two
pl ayed a leisurely star-nam ng ganme, but it was hard to play with only two.
Soon, Tor asked the boy to name the stars he knew. They clinbed to the ridge
above the outcrop, and Tristal pointed and naned half the heaven.

"Enough, " said Tor. "I think you know themall."

"Not the di mones."

The next night, Tristal was restless. He asked his uncle if it would be al
right if he took a wal k. Tor shrugged, glad to see himrecovering.

In her chanmber, Celeste keyed the code for structure, then followed the
sequence until she was calling up on the screen details of the done that were
not open information. . Wat was that, then? Another door? It ought to open
into eart h—but perhaps not now, with all the erosion. Tracing the path to it
on the screen, she calculated then nullified the alarns, all for only a few
time units, determ ned by the nonments she planned to pass each point Then she
t ook one | ook around her chanber and |eft

Wien she arrived at the door, she seared the seal
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away with her ultrasonic pointer. The door swung outward. Unlike the [ ast one,
this portal was lowin the dome, quite near the dinmy seen earth outside. She
woul d not need a rope. Looking down, Celeste squeezed through the door

holding it so it would swing shut. Then she dropped to the ground, hitting
with a faint thud. It was mud. She had felt nothing |ike that before—a cold
grime. She was the first, then, of all the people to | eave the donme and | evels
after the ancient blast. A surge of pride fought against her fear

Ahead of her a hill stretched up, and she | abored, slipping and struggling, to
climb it. She soon grew filthy and regretful. No, she would not return, not
with Butto presiding over his nonsters. Sonmehow she woul d manage to |ive—at

| east for a while—out here, where there were no sounds of the discarded sacks
of flesh. Nor was there Dexter, funbling and ironic, coldly personal. She
coul d al ways go back | ater

As she neared the hill crown, her hand grasped sone-tiling. She stared. A

pl ant. She scrabbled up farther. Soon she came over the lip of the hill and
into many plants, dimy visible, wet for sonme reason. She sw shed her hands

t hrough them washing herself. So this is what it was like to be out on the
earth. What was ahead? It |ooked like a forest on the audi-visi tapes. Al

this, then, lay outside? Celeste | aughed bitterly. A whole world grew out

here, just out of their vision, out of the range of then: sensing equipnent.
What of the radiation? What if it killed her? What would she do, anyhow? If so
many plants lived, if the strange birds flew, could she not nmake a place for
hersel f? She stunbl ed ahead, feeling her way, falling occasionally over rocks,
once skinning her knee. H gh overhead, she heard the birds calling down. So
they were there. She was in the world of real birds.

After a while she realized she was |ost. She had no i dea which way the done

| ay. She knelt down. \What woul d she do? Well, the sun would conme, and she
woul d find her way. What was that? A sound ahead. She set her ultrasonic

poi nter | ow and unl eashed a brief pulse. She heard a strange cry, shrill and
pai ned, then a voice. "What is it, Raran? Are you all right? Here, lie down.
Let me |l ook at you." Celeste heard a slight whining, then a grow . Perhaps an
ani mal grow, she thought. An animal? But the voice was a human voice, one she
coul d
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under st and t hough the speech was thick and different. The grow i ng conti nued.
Celeste felt a wave of fear. She turned to run, started to thrash through the
bushes. Suddenly she heard a rush, and sonmething hit her hard in the back. She
went down spraw i ng. Turning over, she saw, dinmy, a snarling animal face, and
felt its warmbreath. She shrieked and covered her face as she heard runni ng

f oot st eps.

"Raran, Raranl \Wat is it? Here. A person. Raran, get back, go on now. Now "
The dog reluctantly pulled back, but sat alertly | ooking.



"Who are you?" Tristal asked, drawing his knife.

Cel este opened her hands and saw himdinmy over her, then shrieked again and
covered her face. Tristal sheathed his knife and knelt down by her. "Wat is
the matter? Cone now. No one is going to hurt you. Sit up here and let nme | ook
at you. Are you all right?" He |lifted Cel este up agai nst him and patted her
back, then, feeling her strange cloth mantle, added, "Are you Pel bar?"

Cel este opened her nouth, trying, trying again to speak. Nothing cane.

"Don't be afraid. Raran wont hurt you. Come here, Raran. Shake hands." Trista
patted the dog's |leg. "Shake. Cone on, now, shake." Raran lifted a paw and
gestured repeatedly forward with it, and Tristal took Cel este's hand away from
her face and placed it around the dog's paw. She shudder ed.

"You are all bones. Please come now. You cant”be left alone. Conme back to the
fire and neet ny uncle. Conme." He haul ed her upright. She slunped agai nst him
feeling helpless, crying to herself soundl essly.

"What is your name?" Tristal asked, kneeling again. "You will have to wal k
yoursel f. | have been sick and am not strong enough to carry you. Besides, you
are nearly as tall as | am Can't you wal k?"

Cel este stood again. She opened her nouth, but nothing would cone out.

Not hi ng. She tried and strained. Nothing. She | eaned on the strange boy with
the thin, hard arns. He supported her until she recovered her conposure, then
he took her hand, and the three figures noved ahead through the darkness. She
wonder ed how he saw, how he made his way. She lurched against a tree as they
wal ked and stunbl ed down the hill. She stopped
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and felt the bark, then freed her hand from Tristal's and felt it all around.
"What is the matter?" he asked. "You can see, can't your*

Cel este took his hand again. Yes, it was clear to himshe could see. They
nmoved forward again, through branches that slapped at her face. The great dog
brushed and bunped agai nst her side as she wal ked, and she could hear its
puffing breath. Good God, why had she cone out here? Was this what peopl e had
out si de? How coul d they stand it—the danger, the wet, the cold, in conpany
with beasts?

Far off she could see a flickering light. Tristal paused. "Now, " he said,
"Night Grl—+ shall call you Night Grl since you won't talk—+'m going to yel
for my uncle. | will be loud, but don't be frightened." Celeste only partly
understood. Tristal cupped his hands and sent out a |ong, quavering Shumai
yell, rising and holding, followed by a short one. Celeste felt her hair rise
interror. She clung to Tristal

Fromthe distance a sinilar yell was returned, al nobst an echo, but deeper
Again, Celeste felt a chill of fear. But Tristal nerely remarked, "He will

nmeet us. Come on again." Another yell cane, nearer, and Tristal answered. Soon
footsteps swished in the brush, and a great body surged dimy through the
dark. A broad-shoul dered man towered over her. Wat on earth?"

"I found her in the brush. She will not or can not talk. She is all nud and
wet . She has strange clothes on. Watll we dor*

"Hello," said Tor, stooping close to her and speaking very slowmy. "Do you
under st and? Rai se your hand if you understand." Cel este raised her hand
slowy. She could make it out, though his talk seemed thick and twangy.

"Come with us, then. I amTor. This is Tristal, my nephew. Wat's your nane?"
Celeste tried to open her nouth, then opened it w de, but nothing would cone
out Tor stooped very close, looking into her face. She saw his bl ond beard and
drew back, then reached out and touched it gently. Tor |aughed. "lI'mgoing to
carry you to the fire," he said, again very
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slowy, and swept her up and wal ked off toward the distant |ight, Tristal
foll owi ng. Soon the dog trotted ahead of him and Tor had to chide her to keep
out fromunder his feet. Celeste put her head agai nst his shoul der. He was
wearing a sort of hairy covering. She buried her nose init. It snelled sour
O was that the man? She could not remenber that anyone had ever picked her up
this way before, though as a child she had been soot hed often enough by the



rocki ng machine. It was a pl easant sensation, though his nearness was
frightening. Soon she clung to Tor, finding she enjoyed his bulk and solidity.
As Tor carried Celeste into the circle of firelight, she became aware of a new
sensation—the acrid snell of woodsnoke, which she had first whiffed on
Tristal. The axeman set her down gently in a pile of |eaves near the outcrop
where the reflected heat of the steam ng and bl azing logs formed an island of
donesticity in the great, cold night.

Cel este | ooked at the fire, astonished. What was it? The Oames, |ike the light
fromthe pool of water in the dome and |l evels, flicked up and down, rose,

t hrowi ng heat, consunming the round cylinders into blackness, then crunbling
away. Tor tossed a few nore small |ogs on, sending a rush of sparks upward,
swimring the air like notes in the eyes, then disappearing. Cel este bl ocked
her face, then | ooked again, feeling added heat.

"Strange," said TristalL

"What ?"

"It seens as if she has never seen a fire before. It is a fire, Night Grl, a
fire. Move your head like this if you know about it." Tristal nodded.

Cel este | ooked at him not noving her head, but with an expression of slight
cont enpt

"She thinks you are patronizing her, Tris," said Tor. "OF course she has seen
a fire. Wiat strange clothes. What is she doing in Shumai country? Maybe she
is a Pelbar from T Threerivers. |'ve never been there, except to go by."

"No. They dress like the others. She is entirely new. Perhaps she cane from
some real distance, like the mouth of the Heart, and separated from her
peopl e. Perhaps it is warmthere, and that is why she has no proper coat"
Tristal felt her ankles, above her doubl ed done
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slippers. "She is cold and wet, as well as nuddy. W have to wash her and give
her cl ot hing."

Cel est e drew back, frowning.

"Dont offend her, Tris. Look, Night Grl, nod your head if you understand. Do
you?" Tor towered over her, bearded and furred, his |ong-handl ed axe on his
hi p. She | ooked up with wi de eyes, then nodded, slowy.

"Al'l right See that skin of water near the fire? It will be warm W wll sit
wi th our backs to you. | want you to take off your clothes, wash yourself from
it by unfixing the stopper, then get into that furroll. Then nake sone
sound—here, knock with that stick—and we will wash and dry your clothes. Then
we will go away again, and you can put themon. Do you understand?"

Cel este nodded again, slowy. She desperately didn't want to do what he
suggested, but he clearly wished it He was by far the biggest person she had
ever seen. Even Dexter seened snall and thin by conparison. She had dropped
her pointer somewhere and had no way of disagreeing. Tor and Tristal wal ked
over to the edge of the outcrop and sat down, backs to her. Celeste saw rocks
and sticks she could use for weapons, but shivering with cold and fright, she
did as Tor said and stripped off her done clothes. Her white, thin body
gleaned in the firelight as she watched the two conversing quietly, backs to
her. She saw Tristal hold up the knife blade he was whittling with, and saw
Tor nove it aside so the boy could catch no reflection of her init. She
washed in the warmwater, anazed that they sinply let it fall on the ground
and soak in, then realizing that, of course, an endless supply of water fel
as rain and flowed in the streans outside the done and |evels.

No one had purified this water. Wat of the radiation? Well, it seened not to
harmthem Running to Tor's fur-roll, Celeste put her long, thin feet down
into it, thenl worned down herself until only her head protruded. It was soft
and snell ed uncl ean. Then she reached out and knocked on the rock with a
stick. Tor strode over and | ooked down at her, hands on his hips, and | aughed.
"You |l ook Iike a nouse in his little hole, all right," he said. Then he

qui ckly knelt down, took her head, and ki ssed her on the forehead. She felt
his rough beard brush into her face, then | eave. Her heart surged with the
shock of his sudden face. A kiss. No one kissed in the
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| evel s, but she had seen it on the tapes. Cohen-Davies had given her a

di squi sition on kissing once, and offered, |aughingly, to show her how the
ancients did it, but when she expressed w llingness, he explained that it was
an antisocial habit not suitable to their survival in the done and | evels. The
geneticists were against it, as it led to the enotional interrel ationships
that complicated their attenpts to purify and preserve the human strain for
the future

But Tor had stood up inmedi ately and watched Tristal go down to the stream
below to rinse the mud from her bodysuit and exerci se robe. The boy had
dropped a fabric shoe, and Tor took it after him I|eaving Cel este alone by the
fire.

What a marvel —+i ght outside her lifelong home. She could hear the fire
runbl i ng and snapping, and the wind in the bare branches above nmade a hol | ow
sound she had never heard. A few plants had started to sprout fromthe cold

earth, and below the fire she saw a small, white flower with many petals and
dark, broad, scalloped | eaves. She wanted to go to it, but she was naked in
the furroll. She never renenbered seeing anything so sinply beautiful. Bel ow

it she saw nore bl oons, but they were very dimin the night. As Cel este

t hought of the inplications of where she was, and what it was tike, her
enotions of wonder and terror nearly overcane her. She cried into the edge of
the fur, trenbling and hunched, |ooking up to see the man and boy near her

Her cl othes were draped over a branch propped near the fire. A msty rain had
started and beaded Tor's hair and beard, gathering the fur coat on his

shoul ders into points at the hah* tips.

Tristal knelt by her. "Don't worry," he said. "W will do everything we can to
help you. W will take you hone. Are you hungry? Let ne give you sone chuck
soup. It has onions and five boiled May apple bulbs in it. You might like it."
He brought a pitched cup of steam ng soup close to her and set it down so she

could reach it fromthe furroll. Then he wandered off with his back to her
Tor called himfromthe far side of the firelight, putting his armaround him
"Good. Leave her alone. Let her get used to us. W will take her to her

peopl e, whoever they nmay be. Even this food is probably very odd to her."
Tristal wanted to watch her, but didn't dare.

But he did turn and say, "Night Grl, you will tike the
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soup. Just try the broth first. Tor made it for me. | have been sick. It is
easy to eat." Tor nudged himin the ribs, and they sat down across the fire
fromCeleste. Tristal began to sharpen his knife, but Tor made himput it
away.

Celeste first sroelled the soup. It was strange and sharp, as aninmal as the
fur her whol e body nested in. It would be her first food outside the donme. She
cautiously sipped, and a delUci ousness she had never experienced suffused her
mouth. Yet it was hot, al nost burning; dome food cane out of the autoserve at
28 degrees, neasured and unvaried. The heat hurt her |ips, but the neat and
oni on flavor surrounded her tongue like a narcotic, spinning her senses |oose.
She drank the whol e cup, then banged her stick and held the enpty cup out.
Tristal took it and refilled it for her. Again she drank, catching small bits
of meat in her teeth and feeling themas she chewed each thoroughly. She
suddenly felt drowsy, settling into the furroll and sl eeping alnost as if

dr ugged.

Tor and Tristal played a quiet gane, the Shumai rhythm gane called "Na, na,"
glancing at the girl occasionally. Finally Tor rose and took down her cl ot hes,
folding themand putting themby the girl's head. She woke as he stirred the
fire. Some of the rain had turned to wet snow in |arge flakes, and the sparks
rose and swarned into the quietly falling white. Ceteste was nonmentarily
confused and disoriented by the contrary swirls, fire and dimfl akes. Wat was
t hi s?

Tor gazed down at her. "It is snow It is only the rain now cold enough to
freeze. Do you understand?" She nodded. "Get dressed," he continued. Tris and



I will turn our backs again. Then you can conme out and touch the snowif you
want, or you can go back to sleep.”

Celeste did dress, shivering hi her snoky clothes, then wal ked fromthe
outcrop and held out her hand to the snow, which lunmped and nelted as it
touched her warm skin. Wat of the flowers? She went to them knelt, watched
the snow slowy piling on them weighing them down. Wre they to die, then?
Tor cane behind her. "Don't worry," he said, "They are bl oodroot and are used
toit. Snow falls on their bloons nearly every year. It will melt and they
will spring up again."'*
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She turned to him frowning. Could this be so? He held out bis hand, and she
took it to pull herself up. She held his hand, feeling its hardness, its
calluses, and its size, which was |arger than Royal's, than "Dexter's even.
Was he a nutant? No. He was too much like her, and his parental gentleness was
a di mension new to her

"Better go to bed," he said. "Tomorrow we will take you to your people,
whoever they may be."

She did go, crawing back into Tor's furroll, while Tristal slid into his and
Tor piled | eaves between the two and wornmed his body down into them calling
Raran to nest with him The big dog did, but kept a front paw across Tri stal
Soon they all lay quietly, breathing slowy and evenly. The dog sighed like a
human. The fire died down, and Cel este stared up in amazenment at havi ng
stepped with scarcely a thought out of one world and into another, wholly

di fferent one. She breathed in the danp of the spring col dness, watched the
falling snow, and finally sank into a deep slunber, resolving that she would
not go back. No. Wio knows what they would do to her for her disobedi ence and
initiative. Surely they would not believe what she saw unl ess she took it with
her, and then they would be in a fury about her introduction of radiation and
organic life into the pure dome and | evels, preserved, but for her, for nore
than a m |l enniumnow Al nost her |ast thought before sleep was another
renenbered i mage —Butto, sweaty and naked, and his conp friends, enptying the
dead fetus down the recycle tube with a wet, slopping sound. She shuddered

i nvoluntarily. Tor, feeling her noverment, put his hand over and snoot hed her
hair in the dark. No. She would not go back

She woke when Tor stirred and rose in the norning. She saw they lay in a
hol | ow, anong trees. In the rising light, she saw each branch and twi g covered
with thick, white snow, even now beginning to nelt and rain down in the

bri ghtness of a blue day. She cried out with the strangeness and beauty of it
Tor turned and | ooked at her, smiling at her wide eyes, then went to the fire
torebuild it. Al his notions were snooth and sure, seeming slow but deft, as
if he had studied and perfected themin advance.

Cel este stood, shivering in her robe, and slipped on her fabric shoes. She
went to the fire, held out her hands to it, drew them back fromthe sudden
fierce heat, then held
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t hem out again. The strange wi | dness of everything around her anazed her |ike
a dream Tor dropped his coat over her shoulders and cinched its belt around
her waist. It seened to swall ow her.

He [ aughed. "Well, waif, now you are added to Tris, maybe | should start a
nursery." She frowned. "Well, you understand, anyhow ' he added. "Now, go sit
on the fur-roll again. W have to make you some ki nd of shoes if you have to
wal k hi all this wet."

She did as he asked, and, taking a piece of hide with hair on it fromhis
backsack, he knelt at her feet and made sone qui ck neasurenents as she felt an
odd shiver of unwonted intimacy. Then he sat against the rock and cut out a
rough pair of soft boots with a sharp knife from bis underbelt

"Wake Tris, Night Grl. He will have to sew these for you while | get sone
food ready."

She had to reach across the dog, which | ay awake but at ease. Raran let out a
slight, throaty grow, and Celeste jerked back. Tor rose and stood hi front of



the dog. Raran rolled and wagged, groveling at his feet. Tor held her collar
"Now wake him"

Cel este reached across agai n and shook Tristal by the shoulder. He came awake
only slowy, eyes puffed, [ooking around as if he had forgotten all about | ast
ni ght, amazed at the presence of the girl.

"Raran has been growing at our Night Grl, Tris. Better teach her she has
anot her naster."”

Tristal rolled over by the girl, then patted his lap. Raran instantly cane
over and put her head on it, tail down. "Now, pat her," he said to Celeste.
She reached out a hand, and the dog again began a deep nurnmur. Tris jerked her
collar hard, and the dog only pushed her head up against his |eg harder.
"Now, " he .said again, and Celeste, full of fear, put her hand across and
touched the dog's head, then stroked it, feeling its snooth warnth, softer
than sl eep covers. The dog's eye rolled up at her. She saw the | ong nouth,
with jutting, blunted canine teeth, and behind themrows of pointed nolars,
exposed by a drooping, black-scalloped |lip, which hung open as Raran panted
slightly. She seened swept up in nonentary vertigo. It was a beast. She sat
touchi ng a beast whose head al one | ay | onger than Dexter's rodents.

The sudden newness rolled away from her, but she
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drew back, covering her face with her hands. Smelling dog on them she w ped
themon Tor's coat, only to have Raran put her nose back into her palm
wetting it with nucus, then licking the fingers with her [ong tongue. Celeste
stood, holding up her hands. Wuld she ever get clean? Raran stood hi front of

her, now waggi ng her longhaired tail. Celeste ran to Tor and clung to nun
"Raran is only a dog. You don't know much about dogs, either? What are we to
do with you? Don't worry. We will take you home today." She only clung harder

to him opening her nouth, trying to talk again, feeling his bulk, his warnth
his encircling arm

M . . ." she said. "I don*t want to go anywhere. | want to stay with you."
Tristal |ooked up fromhis sew ng. "She does tal k. She sounds |ike a Pel bar, |
t hi nk. Doesn't she?"

"Strange. Yes, she does,"” said Tor. "We will talk in Pelbar dialect, then. Is
that better? Are we clearer?”

"Yes. A Pel bar?"

"You are not Pel bar, then?"

“"No. |—+—=

"It doesn't matter. But | know you won't want us calling you Night Grl, for

| ack of a better nanme. What is your nane?"

"Cel este. 1"

"Celeste, then. Not a Pel bar nane. Are you sure you don't want to go hone?"
"Never. No. | want to stay with you. Qut here."

"Qut here? W aren't going to stay out here, Celeste. W are going to

Pel bari gan. Want to cone with us?"

"Pel bari gan? Yes, take ne. Pel barigan?"

"It is acity on the Heart River. A Pelbar city. You-don't | ook hi shape to
run, but you can walk. It will take us several days. WIIl you cone with us

t hen?"

Cel este nodded, wondering what she was committing herself to. Instinctively,
her hand reached for her belt entry array, to see what Pel barigan was in
central menory, but of course the unit wasn't there, and she felt only Tor's
heavy belt. Turning, she saw Tristal working on her behalf, shoving a broad
steel needle through the | eather of her new boots. He sniled at her shyly,
saying nothing. His hair glistened. It was rmuch bl onder than Tor's, but |ike
Tor's was bound in a single braid behind his head.

She had never | ooked at Tristal closely, and now saw
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bis eyes in their washed bl ueness, frank and silent. Again she felt the shock
and wonder of newness. No one in the done and | evels |ooked |like that. A

dar kness had been flushed out of him But he was truly a savage, w thout her



careful education, surely w thout real technology, as he worked bis heavy
needl e quickly, a bead of bright blood on one forefinger

Tor handed her a pitched bow of stew, thick and creany, of the same things as
that of the previous night She ate it eagerly, looking up at a squirre

| eapi ng through the high linbs, scattering clots of snow. She paused, her
spoon near her mouth. Tristal watched her guardedly. A woodpecker knocked on a
tree down the valley, and she whi pped her head toward the sound. A vague

t hought formed in Tristal's mind, but he kept it to hinself.

He finished the boots by m dnmorning and knelt down and slipped them on

Cel este, leaving her inner slippers inside them showi ng her bowto tie them
Tristal muttered sonething to Tor about going up the hill before they left and
set out with Raran through the rapidly nelting snow Wth a slight detour, be
went to the place where they had encountered Celeste. A small box gleaned in
the nelted snow. Tristal took it up carefully, turning it over and exam ni ng
it He put it in his bag and continued on up the hill, soon finding hinself
staring down and out across the enpty place to the silent, snowtopped done.
He | ooked a long tine. He was sure Cel este came fromthe done. He would not
tell Tor, lest his uncle would try to return the girl and poi son hinself on
the enpty place. Wat of Celeste? Wuld the poison affect her? Did she wash
soon enough? Was it a short enough distance to traverse it safely? How could
he warn her without revealing that he knew her origin, which she plainly tried
to hide? Well, he would let it go for now

Bef ore noon they left for the river. The going was slow, Celeste finding it
hard to press on. She had exercised regularly, on |evel one, far end, using
all the prescribed forms, but it surely had not prepared her for life outside
inthe wild. She strove to keep up, but the two Shumai had to nove very
slowl y, never saying anything to her, remaining gentle and silent. She found
she didn't feel very well, either. Perhaps it was the food, the excitenent,
the flood of differences. In part it may have been her fear of
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this universe of newness. She gritted her teeth and conti nued.

By nightfall, though, she was so exhausted that she fen asleep i mediately by
the fire Tristal built while Tor wandered off into the brush, returning a
short while later with two rabbits on his belt He had skinned the ani mals out
of Celeste's sight, so as not to alarmor disgust her, and, with his back to
the girl, he cut theminto a seething pot, adding the wild bul bs they had dug
as they wal ked. But Celeste |lay fast asleep, only her dark hair visible at the
nmouth of Tor's furroU

The next norning found Cel este feeling even worse. She struggled up and wal ked
until nearly noon, but then Tor cut some saplings with his axe, nade a litter
and put her init. He and Tristal carried her until |ate afternoon, when Tor

| ooki ng at his nephew, decided that the boy too had had enough. They went on
Tor dragging the litter, Celeste |ooking back at Tristal's face, watching his
qui ck motions, noticing his fatigue, realizing he bore it with scarcely a

t hought and no protest She thought that passive and didn't admire himfor it
The foll owi ng day Cel este seemed weaker and feverish. Again they carried her
striking the river in mdnorning. They took Tor's canoe out of the tree where
t he Shumai had hung it soon spinning out onto the broad stream

Now she | ooked back at Tor, who watched her with a worried | ook as he stroked
upriver. She showed scarcely any interest in the great stretch of water, after
an initial alarm and he knew fromthis that she was very ill. Their hope
woul d be to get her to Pel barigan as soon as possible. Celeste slept fitfully.
She was unable to hold down the food Tristal fed her, holding her head in his
I ap.

Once when she awoke, she saw only darkness, then small points of |ight above
her. She cried out in fear, sitting up, then felt Tor's hand on her ankle, as

he said, "Lie down, little one. W are going to Pel barigan. Lie down and | ook
at the stars. Look. Do you see the curves of the great snake reaching across
the south? If you watch | ong enough, you will see a shooting star stretch its

[ight across the whole sky. But you can sleep if you want"



Later she awoke again. The stars had all noved. Raran lay by her, and she
realized that Tristal too lay asleep in the bow of the canoe, curled ahead of
her. Tor stroked steadily behind her, and when she stirred, said, "Look
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again, little one. See? Above you is the crown of stars. There are eight of
them and their nanes are Ivi, Odu, lctu, Nod, Efen, Assu, Mk, and Orau. You
will learn themwhen you | earn our star gane."

"Where are we?" she whi spered

"Somewhat south of Pel barigan. Soon the sun wilt rise, and you will then only
have to turn your head to see the towers of the great stone city where they
will care for you far better than we can.”

*Tor." "Yes?"

**You have been working an night as well as all day?"

"No. It is play, Celeste. For any Shumai, to be out in the air, or under this
heaven of stars, with friends, and traveling, is the true flane of life."

"I don't understand. It is all so strange.”

As if to add to the strangeness, in the dimand growi ng Kght, the |Iong horn of
Pel barigan's Rive Tower sounded, stretching mournfully toward them then
throwing itself out across the river again and again fromeach jutting
promontory of the |limestone bluffs. Tor took up the long bull's horn he had
left in the canoe and sounded a return, round and | ong, then resuned his
paddling, as did Tristal, now roused and si ghing once, in the bow

Celeste tried to raise herself but lost interest. Tor turned the canoe around,
slowy, so she could have a ook at the city in the dawn, then continued north
to where four guardsnen waited on the bank for them eventually taking the
craft and drawing it up onto the sandy | andi ng sl ope. Ahroe was one of them
"Ahroe," said Tor. 'This is Tristal. Wiere is Stel? He was right. This is

Cel este. She is fromthe done."

"What ? You knew?" Tristal said.

Tor laughed. "I'm afraid being outside has been too nuch for her. She is very
sick. Can you care for her?"

Ahroe's smle faded, and she sounded the notes on her side horn for nore
guardsmen. "Tor," she said. "Why aren't you a father? You nust have paddl ed
all night. Fromthe donme? Amazing. You nust tell us. Cone to our place. W
have a bed for you, and one for Tristal. Stel will feed you, and you can

sl eep. The guardsnen and | will take care of the girl. Celeste? Celeste will
rest. We'll give her a nest." Stooping, she said, "Hello, Celeste. | am
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Ahroe. Wl come to Pel barigan. You will be fit again soon enough. **

Celeste cried out and held out her hands to Tor, and he knelt by her and
lifted her up against him "You nustn't worry, chipmunk. They will take fine
care of you. Better than we did. You will be inside again. | fear our
treatment of you has not done you, any good. Ahroe will watch over you. See?
She will be like your mother. Tristal will be your brother. They have
everything you need, not just a fire by a rock and a duty furroll, wth chuck
stew to eat Now, kiss ne, and I will go take a rest. | don't mind running al
day and night, but this boat work nmakes my bottom sore. Cone, kiss ne."

Cel este put her mouth up to his beard, but she didn't know how to kiss. Tor
chuckl ed and ki ssed her forehead, then | et her back down. Then he stood and
stretched, dusted his hands on his pants, and strode with Tristal toward the
smal | house of Stel and Ahroe, which lay outside the walls, up toward the

bl uffs. Raran wal ked undul antly al ongsi de the boy. Celeste turned her head,
wat ching him as the guardsnen lifted her onto a litter, picked her up, and
wal ked toward the main gate, with Ahroe al ongside, holding the girl's hand.
IV

ZELLER sat at the control table. Eolyn stood nearby. He opened the switches to
the electronic callers. "Conp 2, Conmp 4," he said, evenly.

"Yes, Principal Zeller."

"Have you checked | evel -si x storage for hydrocarbons?"

"Yes, Principal. There are few. W have piled themnear the riser."



"Few? Did you dismantl e the anci ent conputer banks for plastics?"
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"Dismantle then? Ch, no, Principal. Did you want us to do that?"

"Yes, of course. Get on it right away. Have 3, 7, 8, 9, and 10 hel p. Were are

you?"

"On our level, awaiting orders, Principal."
"You were to call in when you finished."
"Were we? | amsorry, Principal. W will go."

Zeller switched off the caller, |ooked at Eolyn, shaking bis head, and said,
"I surmse that they have never even | ooked into | evel -six storage. They are
still on their bunks, chanting Butto's poenms. He has infected them Al the
efforts we have gone through to sort out the mcroorganisms in this structure,
and Butto hinself is an infection, even though he excludes many of the conps
from his approval ."

"Well, what do they have to hope for? What would you do as a sterile mdget?"
Zell er blushed. "W all have our places in the preservation of mankind on
earth.”

"You woul d have nmade a good politician in ancient tines. The fact is, we have
the better places. But the whole thing seens to be com ng down on us now, and
fast."

"What do you nean?"

"Where is the next generation? Now our geneticists have been killed, Butto is
runni ng the Brat Shack. | was down there 1200 ago. Have you seen it? He is
rai sing nonsters. He hasn't had a successful infant yet, conmp or principal."
"Why hasn't this been reported?”

"Butto has shrouded the information, | assume. But truth to tell, the [|ast
geneticists weren't doing very well, either. Celeste is our youngest, and she
is fourteen. And |l ook at her. She is a genius with the machines, but she can't
talk."

"She once did," Zeller nused. "I wonder what happened. She certainly has
responded to her environnent."

"Don't be bitter. None of us chose it."

"W will have to go back to anci ent breeding."
Eol yn shuddered. "Not |. Wo would there be? Ruthan, me, and soon Cel este. Can
you save a race with three wonen, one unwilling, one a bit odd, and the ot her

per haps nor nal ?"

Zel | er pondered. Then he | aughed, held out his arms
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to her in nmock pursuit, leered, and said, "Well, it would be worth a try!"
She | aughed but didn't nove. Zeller was di sappointed. **By the way," he
remarked, "where is Cel este, anyhow?**

"I'n her chanber, | think. She is often reclusive. She has called nme now every
once hi a while for some time, just to print out little inconsequential
remarks. She doesn't even wait for a reply, or acknow edge ny replies when |
make them"

"Al'l by caller?"

"Of course. What is the matter?**

Zeller frowned, then touched a code to Celeste's chanber. "Celeste, this is

Zeller," he said. They | ooked up at the print nonitor. Soon the letters began
to appear.
"Yes, Zeller. | amnonitoring you while listening to a tape. This is inportant

to me. Wuld you mind calling me |ater? Thank you."
"Cel este, Celeste,"” he repeated.

On the screen the words typed out, "I know you dont want me for anything
vital, Zel. Please let me try to work out this calculation fromthe tape.
Thank you."

"We'd better go to her chanber, Zel. Those are the identical words she wote
out for me at least four cycles ago, with the nanme changed."

Zell er rose quickly and ran out of the control room and down the hall

Cel este' s chamber door had been uncoded and woul d not respond. He inserted the



mast er code whi ch he knew as | evel s engi neer. The panel still didn't slide.
"Qur electronic wizard has superceded the naster code," he said to Eol yn.
"What will you do?"

Zeller took his belt caller and touched the code for the duty conp. "Yes,
Princi pal ZeUer," it said.

"Report to |level one, south sector. Bring Conp 28 and a conplete tool kit."
" Now?"

"Yes, now. '*

"I's it inportant?*’

"Yes, God rot you. I'Il give you about 25 to get here ox |I'll deconm ssion you
with a pul ser."

"Yes, Principal. | hope you can find one that works.**

Zeller switched himoff, shaking his head. "I've never

seen themthis way. The chemnical bal ance fed t hem nust

46 Th* Done hi H * Font

be altered. It begins to include hostility. Who is in charge of that?"
"Butto."

"Hi m again. We*d better get Royal to do it" "Royal would feel it deneaning."
The conps cane down the hall, trotting with their tool kits. "Open that
slider," said Zeller. H's hand held a pul ser. Eolyn had never seen himwth
one before, and she wondered what was happeni ng.

The two set to work, slow and funbling. They could not seemto coordinate
their hands and the tools, and dropped things constantly, but finally the door
gli ded open. The roomwas enpty. Zeller strode across it, his eyes quickly
sweepi ng over Celeste's complex reply system He keyed a code on her table.
Above, the nonitor wote out, "Yes, Royal, this is Celeste. | ami ndi sposed
now. Too rmuch exercise, | think. I was in the pool for 300 w th Dexter
swiming steadily.”

"How di d she expect to get away with that? Suppose Royal called her when
Dexter was there?"

"How often are we together? It is nore of her irony. W depend on nachi nes,
and she has fooled us with her know edge of them"

"What does this mean? Were is she?" "She could be anywhere—even out in the
done, know ng her."

Zeller called ten conps, equipped themw th heat sensors, and sent themoff to
conb the dome and levels for Celeste. He also called the principals generally
and announced her di sappearance. They assenbled in the control room

Zell er was nervous. He called the searchers. "Any |uck? Were have you

sear ched?"

"Al'l of levels four, five, and six, Principal. But we have not found her yet."
"They are all on their bunks in level five," said Royal, checking a nonitor on
the wal |

"Then they haven't |ooked at all. Royal, you will have to take over their
chem stry. Something is wong. They won't do anything. The whol e donme and
levels will break down."

Butto rose. "I resent that. That is my charge, and it has been done
correctly.”

"Then why are they in then* bunks?"
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*T will see to them You are not to touch their chem s-

try. **

"Are not? That is not a statenment in accord with out system of governnent,
Butto."

"No, but neither is your interference. | will see to themat once." He strode
out. After a few nmonents, Zeller followed.

"Royal, | suggest that you re-alter their chenmistry without telling Butto,"
Eol yn said. "Have you been down to the Brat Shack lately? He is grow ng
not hi ng but m stakes. W will die out"

Royal shook his head. "After all these years, all the successes, all our own
di scoveries here in the levels, must it finally peter out like this? W wll



have to make sone quick revisions. After the fall of the floor, the old | aws
of the dome founders do not hold true. W have |ost too rmuch skill, too nuch
know edge. It was foolish to invest certain branches of know edge in only one
or two individuals."

"Who woul d have thought in this controlled environnent that they would neet

wi th an unexpected acci dent ?"

"I suppose it was correct to |lower the population to fifty. The |levels would
not have sustained the original 276. But that made things precarious. How did
we | ose our skill with drugs? They worked well for so long, even reconciling
| evel menbers to learning skills they m ght nave no native interest in."
"Perhaps the effect of the drugs changed. **

"Perhaps. Well, we have two i nmedi ate problenms. We have to find Cel este and
restore the order of the conmps.” Royal punctuated his remarks with two |ong
fingers, dark and straight Then he saw the odd | ook on Thornton's face.

"Well, what?" »

"I suppose you will |augh. But do you remenber, Eolyn, when | called you about
Cel este? You were angry, so | shut off the conversation?"

"Yes. She has al ways been a trouble."

"It is a surm se. Renenber the grotesque birds she drew?" He punched the code
again, calling Celeste's goose back on the screen. "That occurred during the
cycle of our twi ce-annual check of radiation. Conps went out into the dome. |
di scovered that Cel este had been in the done
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as well. | quietly decontani nated her, because |I didnt want her to get into
any nore trouble. She adnmitted she bad been there, but comuni cated no nore.
This is what | surmise. Celeste saw the birds fromthe done wi ndow. She
assuned that since they flew over, they nmust have cone from somewhere and gone
to somewhere, and that sonewhere was cl ean of radiation, since they existed.

Thus we are in only an island of radiation. | suspect that she has left the
done, probably at |east six cycles ago."

A short silence followed. "Well, Thornton," said Royal, "they certainly picked
the right person to garner the know edge of the ancients. | always thought you

had an inaginati on, but—=

"Principals, this is Conp 3. An energency." Royal touched the code. "Yes, Conp
3, what is it?" "Zeller is dead. He has fallen on the stairway." They al

stood and rushed out into the hallway, then to the stairwell that connected
the levels. Al the way, Dexter was shouting, "Wait, wait," fighting his way
through them finally blocking the stair panel. "Look, this is too odd. Let ne
go down alone with a pulser. | think they have done sonmething to him Three is
one of Butto's pet conps. Eolyn, you follow, arned, in about seventy counts.”
"You are crazy."

"Yes, but let's just do it nmy way." He turned and slipped through the panel

He had his pulser with him Eolyn went for hers. Ruthan | ooked anxiously down
the stairs, and soon heard the thunk and saw the flash of pulsers firing. She
screamed and ran for her hand weapon. Dexter had come down cautiously but

rapi dly. He saw t he shadow on | evel four as Conp 3 stepped out through the
panel to get himon the way down. But the conp was as wobbly as the two had
been getting Cel este's panel open. Dexter ducked fiat, the pul ser shattering
the wall surface over his head. Then he rolled sideways and punped a pul se
into the conmp, shattering his head. Dexter turned to the door panel bel ow as
anot her pul se flashed out, nicking his shoulder. He threw two nore pul ses

t hrough the opening, splattering another conp. Then he dashed through the open
panel and into the first right chamber. A conp room it was enpty.

A quick glance out into the hallways showed seven conps standing idly, staring
like dolls, but one appeared to have four |egs. Dexter saw a pul ser come over
t he
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conp's shoulder in time to duck back into the roomas the pul se shattered the
hi nge, | eaving the door canting out into the hallway. Froma side room cane

t he sudden whi ne of an ultrasonic pointer, cutting the conp in two. Dexter



again stepped out into the hallway, noving fromconp to conp there, patting

t hem down for weapons. All of them stood staring with dilated eyes. He peered
qui ckly into the roomfrom which the ultrasonic pulse had cone. Conp 14,
Thornton's friend, sat idly there, the pointer in his hands, pretending to be
as vacant as the others. Dexter imediately saw his al ertness, w nked, and
continued his inspection, as Eolyn canme through the end panel

They found Teller's body at the far end of the hall, a hole burned through his
chest. Dexter directed two conps to strip Zeller's corpse, drag it to the
recycle chute on that floor, and lift it through. It was too large to fit in.
They woul d have to disnenber it. Eolyn left, but Dexter stayed to command the
process, his jaw set. The dead conps were al so recycl ed, and even the bl ood
vacuuned, the pinkish water fromthe recovery device punped into organic
short-processing. Dexter drew a brain sanple fromeach dead conp.

Now twenty-seven conps were |eft. Royal and Dexter rounded up all they could
find and led themto | evel four, each one silent as a disconnected circuit.
Conps 23, 24, and 25 were nissing. Dexter put hi a call for themand found
themto be on | evel seven. They clained to be |ooking for Celeste. He
conmanded their presence on | evel four, decontam nation room

Royal nixed a new chem cal preparation and injected each man, then got Mnto
lie down on the floor. Soon each fell into a deep sleep. Finally the other
three arrived, |ooking sweaty and excited. They resisted, but Dexter's pul ser
convinced themto submt to Royal's injection. Ruthan had dressed Dexter's
shoul der, where the conp's pul ser had grooved it. Her hands snoothed the dried
spray dress* ing gently and solicitously, then rested around his neck

As the comps |ay comatose, Thornton arrived. The old man was shocked to see
the small men, including his friend, 14, lying in rows. Zeller's death had
sobered him further.

"How I ong will they be unconscious?" he finally asked.

"Anot her 800, at |east."
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"W need to go to control to discuss this.**

"Action has been taken. What need is there to discuss it further? W are back
on course now," said Royal

"Except for the di sappearance of Celeste, the difficulties that m| arise from

the death of Teller, the loss of the oil, and the question as to whether there
is a course.**

Dexter interrupted, "All well and good, but we still ought to take care of our
neditative friend first.'*

"You nean . "

"Yes. The sane. Havent his private influences and general gl oom gone too far

al ready?"

"Take care?"

"Confine himuntil his condition has been studied. Surely he has changed. He
wasn't always this way. | remenber his games, his laugh, his long recitations
of poetry, endurance tests, and beautiful control of the conps,"”

"It takes a bal anced person to study the ancients,1* Thornton said.

"dd, too," said Dexter, laughing. "H s problems may have begun there, but the
change in himmay have led there, too. H's study of that ancient poet-what was
hi s nanme?"

"Jeffers. Robinson Jeffers.'*

<rYes. That one. That didn't help, nor did all that Oiental philosophy,

what ever that is."”

Royal sighed and threw up his hands. "Well, Dexter, suppose you and Eol yn take
care of the matter. | will prepare an injection. W will see about talking
afterward. "

"Eolyn? WII you conme?"

"Be careful, Dex," said Ruthan

Dext er |aughed and pi nched her cheek. "Ruthan Trontrager, dont worry. In the
words of an ancient general, 'l shall return.'"

"Or of an ancient phil osopher,"” Thornton added, " *W have net the eneny, and



he is us.* *'

"Qurs?"

"LJS. * %

"Yes. Well, let*s go then, Eolyn, and neet ourselves. | have the pul ser set on
stun. Have we a heat sensor? | think we should try the seventh level. He

t hi nks he has been secretly biding out there, but | guess everyone knows it**
The two set out, down the worn concrete stairs, slipping
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qui ckly by the | andi ngs, past the pul ser damage, down to the | owest |evel,
devoted to storage after the done people | essened their popul ation and
activities to conserve re-sourcs. They noved silently, in their fabric
slippers, through the dark |level, casting the heat sensor around, finally
detecting a response in a far corner. Coming closer, they heard Butto's voice
in a chant, slow and al one:

Twi sting purple, swelling vines, rising plants where tendril twi nes,

hunm ngbi rds on flashing w ngs, reddest skies where green wi nd sings, soon the
snake will slide his scales across the streans and through the swales, alert,
awake, his lovely head gracing neadows with its red, But now the sky has
rushed with fire, the land is seared, the trees a pyre. Better man should die,
shoul d end t han—=

At that point Dexter's stun pulse hit himin the spine, and he sagged over
with a grunt, staring at the floor. Dexter stooped and shut his eyelids.

"Good rodents," he said, "these |levels have produced sone of the worst poetry
i magi nable."

"Maybe he nmade it up hinself. Do you need hel p?"

W thout answering, Dexter turned the naked Butto over, sat himup, and lifted
him straining, over his shoulders. Then he said, "Sorry about the display,
Eo."

"I't neans nothing. Nothing but organic matter. | amwell suppressed. Even ny
revul sion. Royal's conpound. He's good at that."

"Let's get himto his chanber. Royal should be waiting."

After Butto was laid out on his sleep pad, tranquilized for the tinme being,
the two went to control. Royal was deep in thought, tapping his long fingers
on the table. "The death of Zeller makes this whol e business very serious," he
said. "W will need to ascertain what Butto's connection with that was."

"I think it was the conps' doing," said Dexter. "Zeller and Butto were rivals
for the approval of the conps in a
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sense. | can't think that Butto would have set out to kiU Zeller. Susan m ght
know. 1'Ill ask her."

"Susan? That old crone agai n?"

"She knew Butto better than anyone el se. He used to visit her in her chamnber.
They woul d tal k, and she would sing with that wooden thing of hers."

"The dul ci mer."

"Yes. That. Eo, conme on. Let's drop in on Susan and inquire. The conps will be
out for a while. Thor, you come, too. For confortableness. After all, we want
her to open up."

Tnornton stood up and sighed, dusting his hands on his thighs. "Well, |
suppose if | can't be anything nore auspicious, | shall be confortable."
Susan's chanber was tucked into the farthest corner of the level. As the three
neared it, they heard strumed nusic, and a thin, quavering voice.

Dext er sounded the tone. The reply tone humed. The panel slid and they al
entered. Susan sat curled on her sleep pad, her gray hair conbed back and
knotted as nmuch as its intense curliness would all ow

"What is it?" she asked quietly. "lIs it cone at |ast? Have you voted to
recycle me?"

"Sue," said Eolyn. "Don't be foolish. This is a serious thing. Did you know
Zell er had been killed by the conps?"

Susan gave a little cry, putting her hand to her mouth. "Killed," she

whi sper ed.



"Yes. W found Butto later, down on the seventh | evel, chanting, heavily
drugged. Wul d he be behind it? You know hi mbetter than anyone el se. Wat do
you think? Do we have a paranoid on our hands?"

Susan considered this, touching her fingertips to the dulcimer box. "I don't
know t hat, of course," she said. "But here is sonething to think about
Qoviously there was a rivalry between the two, but it wasn't only for contro
of the conps, or their loyalty. It wasn't only in their shared work. They were
both somehow in | ove with Eolyn."

Eol yn snorted, but Susan slid off the sleep pad and noved to her pane
conmands. One by one she flicked a series of images up on the screen, nostly
group stills of the present principals in various activities. Going through
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the series was a comon theme. Both nen | ooked at, stayed close to, or even
stood al nost touching Eol yn.

"They had foll owed the standard suppressant procedures, | think," said Susan
"But Eolyn woul d have been an absol ute dream of a wonman in the ancient world.
Al most every nornmal, unsuppressed mal e would have felt his pulse rise as she
passed, | think."

, Here Susan put on the screen a series of pictures of nmodels from ancient
times, including recorded i mages of Vogue and The New Yorker, and a series
fromthe slickest ancient porno journals, riffling through the pictures

rapi dly, concentrating on resenbl ances to Eolyn. The echoes she had found were
stri ki ng.

"My record is inconplete, of course, including only material in the conmpany
library at the tinme of the blast Anyhow, | got interested in the subject,

especially knowi ng Butto so well, and seeing himgrow ng gl oonier and nore
despairing, even concluding that he hinself didn't know why. He sank deeper
into drug use. | have gone over the records—the known ones—ef his experinents

on himself. Now | ook at these and see if you see what | do."

Agai n Susan used her |ight screen, putting up a series of formulas. Thornton
squi nted, and Dexter whistled lightly.

"'*Now, " said Susan, "let*s do some conbi nati ons, know ng residual times for
some of these." The screen showed further formulas, including those for sone
of the nost primtive halluci nogens.

"The conps will be rousing soon," said Dexter. "Poor Butto. And poor Zeller
You never gave them a chance, Eo." He |aughed nervously.

*The conmps were clearly for Butto and saw Zeller as a threat. | was sinply
studying sonething | found curious. | had no idea it would |l ead to anything

like this. Perhaps they did away with Celeste, too. | think at |least |I have
shown you one thing—ae don't really pay sincere attention to one another."
"Yes. Wll, let's get back out to the conps,"” said Dexter. Eolyn preceded him
out the panel. As they left, Thornton stayed back, smling at Susan. Then he

| eaned down and ki ssed her.

She | aughed. "Better take some suppressant, old Thorn."

"I think you made a point. | really do."
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"It is odd, but | have ceased caring. | have only one wish left before I die."
"But | amtoo old to love. You nearly said so." "Quiet. | would like to | eave

the done and wal k free on the earth, even though it is radi oactive, even
though it is enpty and blasted. | haven't long to live. | would like to be the
first of the dome people to leave. | would not care if | died in only two or
three hundred units."

"You may have heard that | think Celeste has left the dome. But | have to go
and save 14 from further machinations."

"Celeste has left? You can't go. No. | think she is recycled. By Butto's
conps. Cone now, Thorn." As he hurried down the corridor, she called after

him "1 haven't told you the worst thing."
Thor nt on paused, then called back, "Thorn, indeed. W will exchange stories
later. It will give us sonmething to live for." He | aughed over his shoul der

Susan stood in her panelway regarding him but she nmade no attenpt to traverse



the levels to the decontam room

Meanwhi l e, the | eaking oil had begun to pool under the levels, lying on a clay
subsoil and |inestone outcrop. At one point it began to wick up a dry tinmber,
forgotten in the building over el even hundred years before, and protected from
rot by pressurized chemical treatmept. The tip of the old beamjust penetrated
t he one section bel ow the seventh | evel the | ow pressure reserve-oxygen
storage room It was a slow process, but it had begun

TOR sat on a pronmontory south of Pel barigan, watching the sun nove west,

wat ching ants legging in a line across the rock, a wen flitting into the

t hi cket bel ow, then out, then in again. He took apart'an iris flower, petal by
petal, laying the petals out hi a row on
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his knee, exam ning their shapes idly. He longed to be gone west to find his
nen.

Bl u woul d be axeman this sumrer. Blu stood as tall as Tor hinmself, and was as
wiry. Blu noved nearly as fast, too, as their ganes of Na, na showed, and he
could draw t he heavi est of bows and put an arrow dead where he wanted it. So
Blu woul d take over. No. Tor knew . sonething was mssing. Was it his own
extremsm the wild love of the prairie wind that so infused himthe nmen could
feel it and respond? Tor didn't know. He did know they would follow him
anywhere. He had that peculiar thing all the best Shumai |eaders had. Wat it
was puzzled even him It cane as a full giving of hinmself to any situation
that instant reading of energencies, that know ng precisely what to do.

Blu had some of that, too. But it was a gift, this just knowi ng. Tor wanted to
go, but Celeste would not get well. She lay in Pel barigan below, sick with a
successi on of sicknesses, and when she seenmed to get over one, another would
cone. She called out for himas she tossed with fever, or lay listless, and he
dared not fail to be there, though he did nothing for her but be there, and
pray quietly for her hi a halting way. The grave-faced old woman, the Hafrana
did everything, treating Tor |ike an inconvenient drug, which had to be
adm ni stered now and then, in .a gulp, when Cel este needed it.

But he could not stand the city itself for long, with its old stairways, its
nmusti ness and dark corridors, so he stayed high on the bluffs, roaming the
woods, watching the small horse herd the Pel bar had brought from North-wall,
doi ng not hing, or seeing how his nephew was comnmi ng on. He had begun carving
drinki ng noggins, with the elaborate interlaced patterns that the old Shuma
inmparted to their crafts when they grew slack and past the tine of running. He
felt old. Good Sertine, could a mere wisp of a strange girl so change his
life? Yes. For Celeste, the poor waif, he would stay. And nore, for what

Cel este meant. She was fromthe done, though she refused to admit it. She was,
in fact, too sick to say much of anything half the tine. Tor vaguely feared

t he done.

The afternoon was wani ng, and far out over the river the herons flew in snall
groups fromtheir feeding places in the shallows on the west shore toward the
islands with tall trees. Fromfar below, Tor could see Dailith, the

56 1h» DM tn Hw For*!

guardsman, comng up the path. So Cel este nust have wanted hi m again. Tor
brushed off the iris petals and net Dailith on the path. "Cel este?" he asked.
"Yes, It looks like chicken pox this tine. She is aH sores and very
frightened."

"She has negl ected her chil dhood di seases. They nust have none hi that done."
"Or whatever. Conme, anyhow. | will see sone supper is brought to you.
Everything she gets is very bad. She has enough spots for four children/

Tor trotted down the path, Dailith behind, fearing to try the pace of the
axeman on the | oose rock. The guardsnen at the gate watched himcone up to
them as they | eaned on the great bl ocks of wall stone. Ahroe stood there and
reached out an armto him They grasped wists as he passed. Garet squatted
near her, building an el aborate structure of short tw gs.

When Tor entered the roomwhere Celeste lay, so silently he startled the

Haf rama, who jerked her head, Celeste barely turned. Then she reached her hand



to himand he took it
"I amgoing to die, am| not?"

"Die? No. You are getting your sicknesses all at once. | have told you that.
It is normal enough. Al children just have to be steel, be an oak stick. You
can bear up. | know you can.**

"It is too awful, Tor. You win not go away, wll you?** "Not conpletely out of
earshot, anyway. | will stay here and grow soft." "I amsorry. And | amnot a
chad," "All right, chipnunk. You are not a child, though yon were one just a
little while ago. There is just—waell, never mind."

"What is it?"

"We can tal k when you are better.** "No, Tor. | amso bored | can't wait that

long. Do you know there are 397 stones in this curved wall and ceiling? The
angl es of each stone in the curve vary between 93 and 102 degrees."” *'| amthe
wrong man to inpress with that information

chi prmunk. "

Celeste was silent for quite a tinme. Finally she Bald, "Wat were you going to
say?1*
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"Well, it is about the done people. | may be a wild nman, | ooked askance at by
this good woman, but | can think at least a little. | know you won't talk
about them but the problemis this—+the done will fall soon because of the

erosion. They have to get out. W have to help them Are they going to get
sick like you?"

Celeste was silent, her eyes full of tears. She w thdrew her hand.

"Look here, little bird. W only want to help. Something will have to be done.
There is no other way. Wat about this? You tell ne what we should do."

"WIl you do it?"

"How can | say? We ought to have reasons to fear the done, you know. "

"You will have to go away now and |l et nme be sick. Let me die."

Tor | eaned over and put his forehead to hers, frowning comcally fromup
against her. "It is something that will have to be decided, small one. W
cannot just avoid a decision. | thought you would like to help us nake it \Wo

could hel p nore?"

"Maybe | amonly a child. There are so nany people here. It is all so strange.
You know so little. It is Iike stepping back before the tinme of the ancients."
Cel este sighed and pulled at her blanket Tor | ooked at Thya the Haframa, who
shook her head slightly.

"W will not talk of it anymore now. "
"You will not go away, will you?"
"No. | will stay. Perhaps | could go get sonething to read. Haframa, would the

priest of Aven lend me that roll again?"

The old woman smled. "She is a minister,* she said. "And she gave ne a spare
copy to keep here so you could read it." She handed it to Tor, who took it and
sat by the curved stone wi ndow, frowning as he read, slowy, bis |ips noving,
whil e Cel este gazed at him her eyes finally closing in sleep

Tor read | aboriously until the light failed him and, |ooking up, saw that the
Haf rama had gone. He was startled. He was used to noticing such things. What
was happening to hin? An axeman, he was supposed to feel the presence of a
wild bull over a hill. It was all so peaceful, this place, and this concept of
the God, Aven, kindness and love itself. He shuddered involuntarily. Was it a
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drean? And did it result in the Pelbar shut-in life? He wondered how it woul d
function on the plains.

H s m nd, reaching out, thought of the dome, and again he felt the taste of
danger. It was unknown, a nmask of stone. \Who knew what kind of a face it hid?
Tor felt the snoke of foreboding, and suddenly w shed he were out on the

upl ands of Kan, watching the unencunbered sky.

Steps padded on the stairs, and Tristal entered with a | anp and sone steam ng
stew. He | ooked grave when he saw Celeste, and sat quietly, eating with his
uncle in silence. Wien Celeste stirred, Tristal noved to feed her, but she



wanted Tor to. The axeman caught the boy's eye with a | ook that told himnot
to nention this anong the Shumai. Then he cradled the girl's head and fed her
the way a father does a baby, opening his mouth in synmpathy with hers. She
ate, stirred, and sat up, then, seeing Tristal, drew the rough blanket up to
her neck. He turned his head.

"Tor," she said abruptly. "If you will get the Protector, then I wll talk
about it. | amafraid. But | will tell you sone things about the dome and
| evel s. Perhaps Tristal will get her."

"She is one of those persons one goes to. One does not summon her."

"Then | suppose we will have to wait until | can go."

"I will try to get her," said Tristal, |eaving. And so the
Jestana, eating alone in her chanbers, suddenly | ooked

up and saw t he Shumai boy, who had conme unannounced

and unperceived, thin and pale, standing before her

She paused. "What? . . ." she began. Then she added, The strange girl. D d she
die, then?"
"No. The girl said she will talk about the done and to get you. | amsorry.

Tor said you didn't go to people, but they canme to you. But she is too sick to
cone. "

"Yes. Well, sit down. Can you eat sone of that pudding? There is far too much
for me. What is your nane again, young man?" "Tristal."

"Yes. Tristal. Let nme finish here. You may sit with ne if you will. Then you
may summon the guardsnman and we will go to her together."

Then Tristal, in a rough tunic, still dirty from his day's work with Stel

sat with the Protector of Pelbarigan as she ate, while the guardsman stood
unknowi ng by the door
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out si de, dream ng, counting the wall stones, hunm ng, review ng the | ong-sword
drill.

The Protector's sentry was startled when three guardsnmen ran down the hal | way,
rushed by her and through the Protector's anteroom where old Druk sat mnusing
at the wall, and burst into the sitting roomwhere the Protector and Tri stal
were eating. Tristal started, his spoon halfway to his nouth.

The guardsmen drew up sharply, breathing hard. "W beg your pardon, Protector
but ... the young Shumai was seen to junmp the wall and swing . . . down to
your bal cony, fromthe orchard side. W feared for you."

The Jestana snmiled. "You may stand at ease. Thank you for your solicitude.
This is Tristal." She turned to the Shumai. "I think perhaps you had better
explain to us all why you didn't come through the door. These things are

i mportant, you know "

Tristal sat straight and put down his pudding. "I+ was comng from Cel este's
room and | knew that | would have to wal k way around, down two |evels, then
pass through all those corridors to get here. It seemed nuch sinpler and
shorter. | amtruly sorry. | didn't know | did sonething wong."

Tne guardcaptain | ooked at hi m hard-nouthed. "Are you not aware that this is
the Protector of Pel barigan and that she nust be accorded nore respect?"
Tristal |ooked pinched and frightened, then dropped his eyes. "But she is the
not her of Jestak," he nurnured.

The Protector shot the guardcaptain an enigmatic |ook. "Yes,'

she said. "The

not her of Jestak. Perhaps, Ras, you will |eave two guardsmen. When we finish
eating, | amgoing to visit the strange girl in her room" She raised her
hand. "No. You nustn't object. | amsure the girl is truly tooill to cone to

t he councilroom She may have decided to tell us something we need to know.
Now, Tristal, you rmust prom se me and the guardsnen not to come down through
t he bal coni es again, but only the regular way if you wish to see ne. If you
m ssed that junp, you would fall all the way to the orchard. Besides, it is
not proper. Do you understand?"

Tristal said he did, alnmpst in a whisper. Then he | ooked out the w ndow and
said, "It is an easy junp. Even | would never miss it. But | will not do it
again."



60 Th« Done In | he Forest

The guardcaptai n shot hi m another | ook, and she and her two guardsnen

wi t hdr ew.

"You like Celeste, don't you, Tristal." He |ooked at her. "Yes, | don't
understand it. She has no use for ne."

"You may be fortunate. W& know nothing of her. No. Don't disagree. Al things
may not be decided by the heart. Even though you aren't an old politician |ike
me, you are involved in politics. W all are. Don't worry. There is plenty of
time to find friends. When ny son was your age, he hadn't even begun to think
of such things. But boys cone in all kinds, and | can see you are one of the

lonelier kinds. I amin ny lonelier period now, too. I ama w dow and my son
lives at Northwall. | have a grandson and two granddaughters, but | sel dom see
them | amglad you cane by, and | hope you will come again." Tristal |ooked
at her doubtfully.

"I mean it, Tristal. | know quite a bit about boys, you know. You won't
hesitate to come and see nme, will you? | may well be too busy nmuch of the

time, but I amsure to have sone time. Now we nust not keep everyone waiting."
She stood and held out her armso she could lean on Tristal as they went to

t he ant eroom where the guardsnmen waited.

Li ght entered the roomw th the Protector, for both guardsmen carried flaring
| anps that sent orange flicker-ings around the roomuntil they were set down
and burned steadily. Tor stood for die Jestana and bowed slightly.

A guardsman nmoved a chair close to the bed, and, leaning on Tristal, the
Jestana lowered herself into it heavily. "Now, Tristal, would you mind waiting
outside with the guardsnen? | wish to have a word with you later."

Tor, who had said nothing, flicked his eyes to his nephew, to the guardsmnen,
then back to the Protector. "Protector, this is Celeste. Celeste, are you
awake enough? This is the Protector of Pel barigan, Adai the Jestana. You

shoul d be honored because she canme all the way up here to see you." "Yes,"
said Cel este.

"Tristal has told ne that you wish to say some things to ne."

"Yes. |+ amsorry. | amconfused. There is too nuch
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newness. Everything is different, even this sickness, | understand it, of
course, but it is not pleasant™

"What do you understand, Cel este?"

"I admit that | come fromthe done. We call it the done and | evels. W have an
environnent free of dangerous mcroorgani sns. | have been inocul ated for sone

di seases, but nost of our antitoxin was destroyed in an accident, so we have
carefully preserved the rest, and it was not available to ne. Besides, we had

becorme carel ess because, | suppose, we never felt we would | eave the done hi
our lifetimes. | amthe first”
"Yes. | don't understand much of what you said, Celeste. Perhaps you could put

the first part in plain words."

"The mi croorgani sns?"

"Yes. It sounded as if you said that you could take some drugs to prevent your
ever getting certain di seases."

"Not drugs. Inoculations. You know not hi ng of m croorganisns?"

"Surprising as it my seem ny friend, no."

Cel este explained, at length, fromher substantial know edge of microscopic
life and its effects on humans, as Tor increasingly frowned. The Protector sat
i npassive. Finally, she raised her hand and said, "But you did not want ne to
cone up here to tell ne this, did you."

"You don't believe ne."

"It is all newto nme. | fear you are right, but it is very different to think
of nyself as a sort of rabbit warren for such crowds of hostile things;
however, | doubt that you could have nade all that up. Again, though, since
these tiny creatures have been feeding off ne all these years, | will let them

continue for the present. W must get on to other concerns. You say there are
others in the dome, as Stel suspected, and Tor?"



"Yes."

"How many?"

"I must know that you will not harmthem™

"Cel este, we sel dom harm anyone. Look at us. We are as neek as mice. As | see
it there are four things that must imediately concern us. First, the done is
i n danger of collapse. Next, there are people in it to be saved. Next, those
peopl e must be integrated into some society Wen they | eave the dome—sonewhat
| ess precipitously than you did, | hope. And last, which is extremely

i mportant, not only to us but to all the Heart Ri ver peoples, and
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t hose beyond, to all the people of U stadge—+he dome people have all kinds of
know edge that has been lost ever since the tinme of fire. W need to

rei ntroduce that know edge to humankind. This is desperately inportant."”
Celeste lay silent for a tinme. "Yes, they do have a great many things to teach
you, but you have some to teach them too. And | amnot sure that they wll

want to learn them They will want to manage everything. They will want to
take over this city and do things their way. They are ny people. But they
aren't the way you are to each other. They have been in there too long. | am
that way, too. | can see it. | feel a great enptiness.” "It is only your

illness, ny friend." "No. It is nore. It is a nunbness. W hardly feel. M
real friends are the nachi nes and conputati on systens. Look. You and Tor are
really strangers to each other, but | sense feelings flow ng between you.
have been lying here a long time thinking about this. It is true."

"Fifteen years ago, if Tor had seen ne outside the city, he would have killed
ne."

"That |ong? He was only a boy." "Wat matter?"

"Yes, he told me of that. But he would have felt a certain way about you. He
woul d not have calculated it all out,"

"No. He would not have bothered,"” said the Protector, chuckling.

"W sel dom touch each other, you know " "What do you see in that?"

"I see that everyone here touches. Tristal comes, and Tor puts his arm around
him Tor kisses me, and | feel something like a shock flow fromhim Tristal
woul d touch me, but I won't let him They sleep in a heap with Raran, the big
dog. Stel and Ahroe come here. They touch. Caret touches them He reaches for
me." "That is a habit. It can be learned.” "Can it? | see it, but |I don't
understand it. Still, | renmenber Tor carrying nme, all nuddy, to the fire.

was swept up in sonmething. It had great power. | turned nyself over to him"
"Yes, Celeste. Are you afraid, then, that your friends hi the dome will not
touch? That they will not feel our togetherness, that reaches from Shumai to
Pel bar, and
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even beyond to the animals? Are you afraid that with all their know edge, they

will therefore act in ways not in our interest?"

"Yes."

"But you do love them You can't let us |leave themthere to die when the done
col | apses. "

"Love then? | am not sure | know what you nean. | don't think so. Perhaps
Thornton, but he is an old man. He is kind, though, often. I amnow afraid of
them™

"You |l ove Tor. | can see that. No, don't cover your face. W all see it and

accept it as normal. He obviously |oves you, behind that fierce beard of his.
See? He doesn't deny it. If you |l earned so quickly, then—=

"But you don't understand. You haven't net Eolyn, or Zeller, or Dexter. You
haven't seen the conps. You haven't seen Butto trying to make babies and
failing."

"Make babi es?"

"Yes. In the lab. It is to control the genetics—that is, the way the child
will turn out. Yes, we can do that. No, we can't. W once did, but we have
forgotten how. Do you know that all our food, everything we use—eh, | am so
ashaned by all this."



"But you did what you had to do. And you are changing. They will adjust."
"WIl they? | amnot sure. | amnot sure. | don't even think | can, really."
"Then, dear child, you are worried about us nore than about them What
happened in there that so drove you out that you have traded away a whol e
world, all you knew, for strangers?"

« "They were strangers. They were. Mre strangers than you. | know. You have
to get themout. But | amso afraid. They have great power. You are safer with
| ess.”

Al three were silent in the dimroom Finally, the Protector said, "Wll,
Celeste, | thank you for your friendship and your openness. | will call a
council to discuss this. Tor, please ask the guardsmen to cone in. Now if you
will rest, ny friend, I amsure you will get well. After all, there are only
so many di seases, and you are running through this list quite rapidly. | wll
not kiss you as Tor does, because | suddenly see nyself as a teenming city of
tiny beetl es—what were they? Mcroorganisns. | Wuld like to see one soneday.
Now good ni ght." She
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patted the bedclothes and |eaned on the guardsnen, slowy |eaving the
room

As Tristal and the Protector slowy descended the stairs to the |evel of her
apartments, she on the armof a guardsman, far off at the dome the sun had
set. The old structure lost the sunlight that had bathed it, and now gave up
its residual outer heat to the air and the insects, alone, out in the edge of
the enpty pl ace

In her chanmber, once again Eolyn | ooked at the pictures of beautiful wonen
fromancient times. It was true, As Susan had said, she herself was as
beautiful as they. She took one thin bl ond wonan on a beach in the sun
hol di ng a peculiar bottle with a long tap. She dilated the face and neck on

t he screen, punched a code, bringing her own face into superimnposition. Yes.
The bone structure was the sanme. Look, the slightly slanted eyes of the nodel
made a flaw. She herself stood perfect in contrast.

She noved to the hand and spread her own to match. Again it was nearly
identical, except for the ridiculously long fingernails on the nodel

Per haps then she was in the master plan of the founders, sonehow. I|f they were
to leave the dome in her lifetime, she would be the new Eve, the one perfect
source, the nother of all living. No. She would not want to be that, swelling
wi th babies. She would flow through time unchanged, a goddess of beauty.
Sonehow she woul d have to research aging and find a way to stop it. Surely
that too was in the genes. Surely she could renake herself. They would have to
recover and perpetuate out-of-nmother systens for the |ife outside. They had

wor ked well in the past.
But she knew this to be nadness, to be vanity. No. She could not alter every
cell in her body. She too would age, and the perfect flower of humanity woul d

either drop its petals or pass themon to sone other perfect flower. Wat a
tragedy. How woul d she stand seeing her own child, grown and beautiful, nove
t hrough the earth as she faded? Well, that was the method of things, or at

| east the human coordinates in which she nmust work. There was a logic, but it
was evol utionary, not designed to satisfy individuals. A flawin the system
Eol yn t hought.

But when they left the donme, if they did, who would be the father for her, if
she nust be a nother? Could she
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take some of the ancient store of fluid so she would need no father? No. She
shuddered. Sorme man woul d have to be involved. Still, that mght not be so
bad. She had been infected by the nagazines. The life of the ancients, as
depi cted by The New Yorker, by Vogue-how satisfying ft nust have been to give
all those gifts to oneself, the riches of the earth, knowing it was pure
vanity, and childish, but having no other notive, no humanitarian ideal, and
so pursuing hedonism It was a way of becom ng what one was not, to enjoy the
pl easure of the fantasy, all brought about by surroundi ng onesel f, one's



pitiful body, wth objects—approved objects difficult to obtain and denied
others. It was |ike stroking oneself to hear oneself murmur with satisfaction
What of Dexter? Yes, he was the only possible consort. He too was an excell ent
speci men—a bit cold, perhaps, but symmetrical, and detached enough to keep
fromgetting sloppy. They coul d produce a new generation, now that Butto's
failures were so evident. Dexter. Susan had shown how the nmen noved close to
her. Not Dexter, of course—yet. But she was a mmgnet, despite the depressants.
She smiled to herself.

At that noment, Dexter and Ruthan, in his chanber, had put in the code to
prevent entry. She | ooked weary and spent, puzzled and frightened.

**] don't know, Dex. It is wong sonehow, isn't it? You have no bond of
loyalty to ne."

"I do, Ruthy. And our love will be our further bond. Wat bond could there be?
In ancient times that was the only one that really worked. The ancient
cerenony of marriage? W are all that is left on a barren and ravaged pl anet,
and its only hope of regeneration. That itself is marriage, is it not?"

"Ch, Dex. | amnot sure. It is so secret. Royal woul d di sapprove.”

"Royal ? | suppose he woul d. Come, Ruthy. | know you love nme. He took her in
his arms and ki ssed her whole face, systematically, mssing no spot. She
slowy rel axed, and he deftly turned her and | aid her back on his sleep pad,
nmoving to ber. The light field dimed, and the pattern board of l|ights
describing conditions in the rodentry stood steady, then noved and

repositi oned, unwatched. In the left quadrant, it recorded a birth—+five new
rat lives dropped gently into the corner, their tiny hearts tick-
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ing, their tiny nouths opening and closing |ike the pul sings of hydra. The
blip of the nmother turned, indifferent. The record of one small heart stopped.
The others continued to nmonitor, certain and even, in that section of the
screen.

After a time, Ruthan, her arms still around Dexter, sighed and squeezed her
eyes shut, tears hi their corners. Dexter grinned down at her. Reaching over,
he touched a button. A panel in his wall slid back. Three white rats sat
bewi | dered in a row of three cages. Atiny signal |light went on, and all three
sat up and cl apped their pink hands silently several tines, then sank back
down agai n. Dexter slyly touched the signal again. Again they obediently sat
up and cl apped. Then the panel shut. Dexter stifled his |aughter

Leani ng down, he murmured in Ruthan's ear, "Well, ny |love, who had no nother
you and I, who also had no nother, may really become a nother and a father
Isnt it all strange?" Ruthan put her face into bis shoulder and held it there.
Wien the Protector reentered her chanbers, she notioned to Tristal to resune
his seat at the eating table, while she sat across fromhimin her own |arge
chair.

The Protector seened distracted and restless, and Tristal sat quietly, |ooking
around the rather stark room On the wall a pellute hung on a cord made of
woven sweet grasses. It had been the Jestana's |ate husband's, he a quiet man,
conpliant in the Pelbar manner, who lived his dreans in nmusic and in a fierce
loyalty to his only son, Jestak, who had changed the history of the Heart

Ri ver fourteen years ago by uniting its peoples.

"Tristal," she began, "I have two tilings to say to you »—perhaps three. Al
are different, yet all are rel ated.

"This matter of procedure. Wien you are out on the prairies, and you approach
a Shumai canp, what do you do?"

"Bl ow the horn of greeting, or else yell, if we don't have one."

"What will happen if you don't?"

"Per haps not hing. Perhaps, too, a fight, if the others think we are enenies.”
"So you al ways do send a signal ?"

"Yes. It is such a habit that we dont notice not to.**
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"Exactly, Tristal. Now we have such procedures as well. One is the neans of
approaching the Protector. | am after all, the nost inmportant personage hi



Pel bari gan «—er at |east one holding this office is. Don't worry. | don't fee

it as a source of pride, but rather as a weight. | would rather be with ny son
at Northwall. Now | would Iike you to make nme a promise, and | hope you will."
"A prom se?"

"Yes. | would like you to follow all Pel bar procedures while you are with us.

That includes addressing ne as Protector when you are with others. WIl you do
t hat ?"

n W]y?ll
The Protector shifted in her chair. She noved her finger on the table between
them "Because that will be the only possible way | can see nmuch of you and do

much for you."

"Why woul d you do that?"

"\What happened to your famly?"

A look of pain flitted through Tristal's eyes. "They died in a fire on the
prairie."

"Were you with then"

Tristal swallowed hard and | ooked down, then nodded.

"You don't need to tell me. | amglad you have Tor. But he is—well, a man in
nmotion, is he not? Pel bari gan doesn't nove."

Tristal |ooked up. "I have Stel and Ahroe here. And Hagen."

"Yes. Wll, then that is all | wanted. You may go.**

"I thought there were three things."

"It does not matter. You may go now. "

Tristal sat utterly still, and the Protector grewirritated at his

di sobedi ence. He dropped his head. "I meant no discourtesy,"” he said. "l see
it was, though. You nust think of it as the behavior of the mice on the great
rock."

"What is that?"

"It is not a great rock to them They treat it |like any other place because
they don't know better. | suppose | don't understand, either. But | amwlling
to try to be of use to you if you would like that. | mean it. You mnust
understand. | know | am an ignorant boy, and ny one good point is that ny
uncle cares for ne. | will do sonething because of that soneday." -\

"Your uncle? Wuld you be an axeman, then? That, you must realize, is a fading
way of life. Even now the
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Shurmai are gathering at Northwall as farmers and herdsmen. | hear they are
establishing farnms along the Isso River."

"But, Protector, a good axeman is sonething you dont understand. And Tor is
the best. The Shumai —we don't organize into cities |like you. W are free. But
Tor can organize them They are wild and restless, but he disciplines them He
has a way of knowi ng, and they feel it."

"Knowi ng what ?"

"It is hard to say. He seens to know where the cattle are, where danger is,
how to find water in sumer in the western plains. He knows when one of his
men is angry, or when | amso |lonely he nust put his arm around ne; and when

he does, the |oneliness vanishes. |I dou't know how he knows. He just knows."
"I see. Are you good at that?"
"No. Not at all. I amnot nmuch good at anything.*1 Tristal said that with an

openness that made it a statement of fact w thout any regret or lanment in it.
The Protector touched her fingertips together

"You could do something for nme now that no one else is in a position to do."
"I will doit, but | amnot at all sure | will do it right'*

"Do you know where Northwal | is?"

"OfF course. Up the Heart."

"Coul d you take a nessage for nme to Jestak? No one must know. | don't want to
use normal channels. It will take you sone tine."
"OfF course-1 will start nowif you would like.**
"Before morning will be fine. But you nmust not tell anyone even where you are

goi ng. You rnust start off in another direction. There is too much opposition



to Cel este and the dome here."

"Tor will know. "

"Tor will... Yes, of course. | wll tell him"

Tristal got up. Then he said, "Oh, yes. There was another thing."

"Yes. Sit down. | amworried about you. You | ook at Cel este the way boys | ook

at girls, but also al nost as one would at Aven—er Sertine—f you could see
Her. Are you aware that she is a potential danger to you, to us?"

"OfF course. She has, behind her words, the know edge that will change
everything. W don't know how she will change it, though."
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The Jestana jerked her head upright and squinted at hima little. "You see
that clearly then? You are an intelligent young man. Then why are you so
conpletely in love with her? You are also only a boy, you know "

Tristal |ooked at her with puzzled despair, then shook his head. "I know and
don't know. Is that the kind of thing you can explain? It has just happened. |
think it is because | can feel what she is feeling. Her whole world has been
simply snuffed out, the way you would bl ow out a lanp. Her loneliness is worse
than mne was. We were running, ny parents and |, out on the |ong-grass
prairie. The grass was taller than our heads. The fire came on a high w nd,
and it cane faster than we could run, sending sparks out in front of us. There
was no break in the grass and no water. Finally it was clear it was on us. My
par* ents threw nme on the ground, tore up the clods, and lay on ne, covering
me. | could feel themwithe as the fire took them but they never cried out,
and when it passed they were dead, and | wasn't even burnt, though ny chest
was so full of snmoke that | have had trouble with it ever since.”

The Protector stared at the table. When she finally | ooked up, she saw
Tristal's eyes shining full. "One other thing," he said. "She was running from
something in the done. | knowit. The dome is all she knows, but she fears it
That makes me fear it, too. Even nore, because | don't know it. Protector,
didn't really know ny parents loved ne |like that. They weren't that good to
me. | have been beaten for very little, and that is rare anong the Shumai. |
have been cursed and neglected. But when it came to our deaths, they gave ne
my fife as freely and willingly as the noblest Shumai. It cost themthe nost
terrible agony. | know they didn't cry out because they didn't want the echoes
of those cries to ring in ny head forever. But you know what ?"

"You hear the cries anyhow. The cries that were never uttered.”

"Yes," he whi spered.

"Don't worry about that. Every parent cries those cries sonehow. You will
yoursel f when you have children. It is a part of being human. You nustn't

suf fer angui sh because at |ast they achieved a greatness, you know \What? Wat
isit? There is nore?"

"The other side of it Nowthat | ama little ol der, |
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don't think we should have been out there in the first place. It was a

carel ess and reckless thing to do. They sinply did not have the know ng Tor
has—er, even the good sense to know that the grass was tall and dry, the w nd
bl ew hard, there was no water."

"Tristal, | didn't know your parents. But | do know this—and it is not
different fromthe problemwe are in with Celeste now It nmay be, you know,
that the best thing we could do for the Heart River peoples is to kill her."
Tristal stood suddenly, horrified, but the Protector sinply held up her hand
and notioned himto sit down again. "No. W won't. She is a child to be

cherished, so we will care for her and hope to bring her health back. Then
what ? And what of the rest in the dome? WIIl they rip the Me of the Heart
Ri ver open the way the Tantal al nost did? Do you know why we will cherish

Celeste? It is normal. W are |aunching out across a dry area, with tal
grass, and no water anywhere. Don't condemm your parents. It is part of the
weave of human life to do such things. Now. Do you see why you nmust go to
Jestak? Do you see why it nust be unofficial and unknown? At |east he roust
cone and see Celeste. He has traveled widely. W have Celeste. It is the



ot hers we nust decide about. Fromwhat | hear, unless we do something, they
will likely die. If we do attenpt to help them then what?"

"Why are you telling all this to a boy like nme?"

"I amsurprised at that. You practically told me the sane thing before
started. Didn't you? You have the right comnbination of unobtrusiveness,

di scernnent, and ability. Besides, | know what Jestak could do when he was
your age."

"l amnot Jestak."

"No. But you are Tristal. | will send the nmessage to you before norning, then

Is it agreed?"

"Of course, Protector." The Jestana stood, wal ked around the table, and
enbraced Tristal, patting his back with both hands. She snelled |ike age and
dried mint. After a long monment, Tristal enbraced her in return. Then they
exchanged one last glance in the lamplight, and Tristal left the room

The Protector sat a long time, then reached for paper and a quill pen. She
wote, slowy, an old wonan alone in the night, small noths circling her |anp.
Li nes etched her

Ti m Done In th« Forest 71

face, which sagged slightly beneath the weight of years, but the set of her
jaw stayed firm and her eyes pooled with the depth and reserve of the ancient
quarry ponds. Twice she smiled slightly. Finally she stood and wal ked to the
doorway, where a braided cord hung, which she pulled. She resumed her seat.
After a time she heard a guardsman greet the hall guard, and a tall man with a
fierce shock of dark hair entered, snoothing down his tunic. He came to
attention.

"Dailith. Get Ahroe for ne, please.”

"Ahroe, Protector? She comes on duty at high night."

"If necessary we will get a substitute. Please tell no one."
"It is about Celeste, Aunty Jes?" The Protector didn't reply. "I only said
that to show you that it will be plain, Protector. | amsorry."

"How i s Lantin?"

**He is much better, thank you.**

**Tel| Ahroe to cone alone. It would be better if she could stand her watch.
This is not a riverside picnic."

"Yes, Protector."” Dailith bowed and left. The Protector rose, got a nmessage
tube, rolled her letter, and put it in. Then she wote another small note and
sat, waiting.

Fi nal | y Ahroe appeared, her eyes still puffed with sleep. Her sturdy face
showed its guardsman's hardness through a still youthful beauty, like a
dusting of powder. She stood at attention. The Protector notioned her to sit
at the table across fromher. Ahroe was nonpl ussed. Guardsnen never did such
t hi ngs. But she sat.

"Jwean over so we may talk softly. May | trust you?"

"Of course, Protector.”

"Say, Jestana."

""OF course, Jestana. | amindebted to you. When Stel and | returned, you
hel ped us start our new famly name. W are grateful ."
"Thank you. This is not for you, however, or for me, though some will think it

is. This is for the whole Heart River."

"It has to do with Cel este?"

The Protector sighed. "Does all Pelbarigan talk of nothing el se, then?"

"The city is deeply worried."

"Shoul d we put a guardsman at her door?"
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<l Yes, Protector. Not tonight, though. Tor is there with her."

"I will tell Oct. Now, by tonorrow Tristal nust'be gone, supposedly to look in
on the reed-gathering. But he will really go to Northwall to take this to
Jestak. Have himtie it in his quiver. He has agreed. This other note is for
Tor. Stel may know, but no others. If asked, Tristal has grown restless with
buil ding and was given this other nessage to allow himto roamthe prairies.



Is that understood? Is that acceptabl e?"

"Yes, Protector. O course. Tristal?"

"He is not an old rope, Ahroe. He will hold. Now, will you go? | amsorry to
have awakened you. Can you stand your duty at high night?"

"Of course, Protector.”

"Good- bye, then, Ahroe Westrun. Don't worry about the hall guard. She is ours.
Kiss Garet for roe."

"Good- bye, Protector. Thank you." Ahroe nelted through the door.

H gh up in the room Cel este occupi ed, the young girl was restive. The room | ay
al nost conpletely black, but she seened to see a shadow nmove. "Tor, are you
there? Tor?"

"I am here, girl."

"Are you asl eep?"

"No. How can anyone sleep in such a shut-in place?"

"I thought | saw—=

"Not hi ng. The shadows of the noon."

"I did not say what it was."

"Were it a person, | would kill himbefore he could wal k across the room No
good person cones in the dark."

"There. It moved again."

Tor laughed. "Here, | will light the lamp for you," he said. He stooped to the
punk box, blew gently, and eventually drew a flane fromthe welling snoke. The
| anp threw strange shadows on the room

"See?" he asked. He gl anced out the doorway down the hall. "If you will feel
safer, I will shut and | ock the door."

"Yes. Please do that. Were is Raran?"

"Wth Tristal."

"Could Raran be with ne?"

"Not now, little one. Mywve over." Cel este noved cl ose
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to the stone wall, and Tor blew out the light and |lay next to her. She put out

her hand and curled it around his arm
"It is like the four of us at the overhanging pl ace again."

"Yes. Can you sleep now? You mustn't tell the Haf-rama. She will have it that
I will give you nore di seases."
"Perhaps you will, but | think | have had nost of them now " Celeste said no

nore, and soon Tor heard the sl ow breathing of her sleep. He | ay unnovi ng,
staring into the dark. The shadow had been a person. Tor had felt himin the
hal| before he entered the room+t was a scent, a taste of snoky earth, the
sense of fear. Celeste had called out when the presence was two steps into the
room Tor's hand had gone to his axe and begun to lift it fromits | ooped
sheath. So the Pel bar conservatives feared the girl that nuch. Well they
mght, really. But this would not do. Sick or not, Tor would take her fromthe
city if necessary. Eventually he rose quietly and checked the door. Then he
returned to the bed, and he too fell asleep—about the time Tristal drifted
across the river on a log to the west shore, where he could travel nore
openly. Raran swam beside him

AFTER she stood her guard, and was relieved at dawn, Ahroe went through the
high halls to Celeste's room The door resisted, so she rattled it slightly.
Tor slipped the bar alnost inmediately, let her in, and shut the door again.
"What is this?"

Tor shook his head slightly and shifted his eyes toward the dozing girl.
"This is from—This is for you." She handed himthe note. He took it to the
wi ndow and read it slowy, frowning slightly. Ahroe waited by the door.
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"Have you room at your house for Cel este?" he asked. "Wat has happened?"

The girl stirred, and Tor turned to her and said, "W'l|l be out in the halt I
will not go before the Hafrana

cones. "

After they closed the door, Tor said, "Someone cane into the roomin the dark



| ast night."

"I was afraid of that. What did you do?"

"I came within a dog's whisker of killing him Celeste saw a shadow and spoke
out, and | answered. Then he slipped out and | |ocked the door."

"The Protector has decided to put a guard on the door at all tines."

"Can she be at your house? Can a guard be put there? | amsorry that Raran is
gone for a tune."

"Moving her is up to the Protector—and the Haframa. But | can see that we will
have to have a full council neeting on her soon. It is curious. She is so
young, "

"I'n some ways. She explains about her microorgani sns and her chenicals and
what are they—nol ecul es? 1ons? She nakes the heads of your best people swim
They don't believe her, but she dazzles themw th mathematics, then goes to
sleep again with a fever."

"You believe her know edge, then."

"Yes. | don't understand it. But it has the right feel. She is so sure of it."
He paused, then added, "I brought her. Perhaps | should take her away."

"To what ?"

"That is it. To nothing. Nothing but safety. At |east Pel barigan has sonething
of the sanme feel for her as the donme, | think—enclosure, stone, barriers.”
Later that day, Celeste was renoved to the small stone house that Stel and
Ahroe had built on the bluffs, outside the city to the south. She was carried
by guardsmen on a litter, the Haframa attending. It was for her health, it was
said. Custers of citizens watched fromwalls and wi ndows as she went. The
routine of her conval escence set in. Tor was free to take a run to the oxbow

| akes, but he was gone only two days. Celeste seemed to | ook for him
constantly, but she never seenmed to notice that Tristal was not around.

Toward evening three days later, Tristal, astonished, stood on the west bank
of the river below Northwall. He
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knew t hat the Shurmai had begun to gather there, but the flat |and on the west
side of the river stretched far with cultivated fields. Stone houses stood in
streets, and across the river, other houses clinbed the | ow bluffs and
stretched east behind the city. Flatboats and log rafts lay in the river.
Snmoke rose from nunerous fires, and people noved in the fields and streets.
Cattl e and horses grazed in pastures. Horse-drawn carts were visible.
Fol l owi ng the Protector's instructions, he picked out what he thought nust be
Jestak's house in a cluster of dwellings on the hills north of the city.

It was dusk when he reached the area. In front of a nearby house he saw a bald
man, sonewhat stooped, sitting alone. He gave the nman the Shunai greeting,
then put his finger on the man's lips, quickly and lightly.

"You nust be Stantu. | am Tristal. | nust see Jestak."

"He is inside there, Tristal, if you can get by his daughter.”

Tristal smiled, but Stantu's | ook maintained his deep sadness. The young
Shurmai left Raran with Stantu and went to the entryway of Jestak's house, then
rapped on the heavy door

It was opened by a girl slightly younger than he—Jestak's daughter, Fahna.
She was just catching the bl oomof young wormanhood, at an early age. Her

not her' s dark beauty had been poured out on her, so that even this young she
turned heads when she passed. She was used to it and enjoyed it. She was
Jestak's daughter. It was a proper homage to pay her. And her nother, Tia, was
al so both beautiful and prominent, as the special friend of the fornmer
Protector, the famous Sima Pall, who had hel ped Jestak transform Northwal I .
Fahna saw t he Shumai boy, so fair he seened wholly a bundle of dry wheat. She
was prepared for the shock, confusion, and pleasure in his eyes, but he seened
to |l ook through her.

"I amTristal. |I have cone to see Jestak," he said.

"You? You nust know he is too busy to see boys. Cone back | ater—perhaps
tonorrow.” She went to shut the door, but his foot'held it. She frowned.

"What is your business? Get out of here.”



"I have told you ny business,
Jestak. "

She stanped at his foot, but he noved it, holding the
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door with his shoulder. A woman cane, saying, "Wiat is it, Thistle? Ch, who
are you?' *

he said sinply. "I amTristal. | must see

"Tristal. | nmust see Jestak,"

"Come in." Tia smled and opened the door, much to Fahna's di smay.

Tristal entered, and when the door was shut, and Tia waited, he said, "I have
a nessage."

Tia went to an inner door and opened it hal fway. Light angled out frominside
a rear chanmber. Tristal could see heads behind Tia's. "A young nan with a
nmessage for Jestak," she said.

He was ushered into the back room and the door shut Fahna out. Her eyes
narrowed. It was unfair. Strangers always came in to her own house, and she
was kept away fromthem And this wetched boy, all knock-kneed and

hi gh- voi ced—he had not even noticed her. She went outside, where Stantu smiled
slightly at her, his hand on Raran's head. She turned and went back inside.
Inside the room Tristal unlaced his quiver and handed Jestak the tight rol
fromhis nother. Two of those inside were Shumai, both nen. A Sentani man and
worman al so sat at the table, and Tag, Stantu's Pelbar w fe, stood |eaning over
it, still studying the map spread out on its surface. It showed a series of
streets, and a perinmeter, but Tristal only glanced at it. He watched

Jest ak—the great Jestak—+eading the nessage he hinself had brought, his eyes
flicking across the lines.

Jestak sat down. He tapped the nessage on the table edge a few tines.

"What is it, Jes?" said Waldura, an ol der Shumai dressed |ike an axenan.

"I don't know. Maybe nothi ng. Maybe everything. | nay have to go to

Pel bari gan. But | nust have a reason. My nother says this girl we have heard
of €el este—+s indeed fromthe dome the Shumai watch at equi nox. This young one
and his uncle found her."

"H s uncl e?"

"Tor."

"Tor, then. The southern axeman. This nmust be a story. You-what is your nane?"
"Tristal."

"Have you eaten? Can we get himsone food? W will have to hear it all." A
stew was brought, and all listened to Tristal—even Fahna, who had conme in with
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the food—as Tristal recounted the events relating to Celeste, accenting the
need for secrecy. As he spoke, Fahna frowned quizzically. He was in love with
the girl. She could see that. The wetch. Even though he described her as weak
and spindly, he loved her. Anyone coul d see that—except these stupid adults.

Well, then, forget him But still, he was earnest and nodest, and even if he
were a boy yet, he had a fine profile, with that true Shumai vertically of
faci al planes, as her father loved to call it.

Finally, when Tristal finished, they fell to musing.

"What does your nother say, Jes?" Wl dura asked.

"Here, | will read you the part about the donme people —which is nost of it,"
he replied, holding the paper quite far away:

"Beyond what you have heard about the child, Celeste, and the dome, there are
some | arger considerations. | have talked to her enough, and heard enough
nore, to know she is a chink through which the know edge of the ancients
pours, but increased. Qur conservatives are afraid of this. If the ancients
destroyed all once, they hold, does it seemright to reintroduce the new
know edge? What we know of the time of fire, fromour tradition, from your
travel s, and from such other sources as the journey of Stel and Ahroe,

i ndi cates a destruction of al nost unbelievabl e scope.

"Qur conservatives say we nust grow in wi sdom before we can risk know ng so
much again. | fear sone would go so far as to harmthe girl and destroy the
done. Most are nerely worried, seeing the com ng events as a real forking of



possi bl e futures for the Pel bar. But you would be surprised at how wi de the

concern is. Sorme, like Stel, want to go to the dome and make i mmedi ate cont act
with the people inside. Tristal thinks the girl is afraid of what is inside,
t hough she will not talk about it. | aminclined to think he may be right,

though it is only surnise.

"Whuld Northwall want to take a hand in this? Can you cone and see the nood
here? Can you talk to Stel and Ahroe, and to Tor, the Shumai? He is a

remar kabl e man, though devel oped in only one direction

"I'f you conme, it should be on some pretext. The conservatives would resent ny
t hrowi ng your wei ght
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behi nd ny views—and that is the way they would see it. Tristal rnust cone
separately in time and direction. , Please read this letter to the Protector
in confidence. W will not act independently of her, or Northwall, but | would
much appreciate it if the Lauryna could enpower you, on her advice, to convey
her views to ne. Perhaps Wil dura could give the opinion of the Shumai, through
you. In such a matter, your small Sentani comunity must be consulted as well
"I believe we may in the end send a very small group to try to nake contact,
but this may be the last of nmy inportant official acts if we do. That is al
right with me, because | wish to retire to Northwall to be near you. However,
the transfer of power nust not be to the Dahnena, who is, as you nust imagine,
t he chi ef opponent.

"I ook forward to news also of these runors of a novenment of the Peshtak. Are
you safe with your outlying settlenments? If you cannot cone, please send a

nmessage by Tristal. Feed himwell, and that snelly dog of his. Gve ny love to
Jestak sat back again and | ooked around. Wal dura sighed. "If | cone, then it
wi Il be obvious that we have been asked. That would not sit well."

"No. Pelbarigan is already upset that we have outgrown them and that we are
nore than half outside tribesnen now. They would tend to choose what we do not
want . "

"W would want, | assume, to make the contact," said Rayag, the Sentani wonan.
"I can see no way to avoid it, really, and be true to Atou."

"Per haps Mdther already sees the direction of conprom se—a very small group
may go, so small it may not succeed. There will be a full council, no doubt."
"\What concerns ne nore right now are the runors of the Peshtak," said Tag.
"They are nore than runors," said Rayag. "But it seens not to be a genera
nmovenent "

"Let Tor speak for ne," said Waldura, "But be sure he assunes the position of
a Shumai settler.”

"I's that possible? | had heard he is the quintessential axeman."
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"If he is, then one of his main assets is a vivid insight and i mgination,"”
Rayag ret urned.

"Well," said Haeol, the other Sentani, "I can see no other way than to try to
make contact. Here are the issues. If there are people in the donme—and that is
now obvi ous—they are in trouble if they stay there. W all, as honorable

peopl e, are bound to try to help them Then, if they have know edge, we could
not only benefit fromit, but we had better nmake thema part of us rather than
against us if they get out. And with the land so enpty as it is, it would be a
long tinme before any tinme of fire were agai n needed by anyone, for any
purpose. In that time, we could perhaps learn the skills of interaction that

t he Pel bari gan conservatives are worried about. Furthernore, we seemto be
capabl e of imrense destruction wi thout any devices they might bring us. The
fight for Northwall showed that. That was di sruptive and nurderous enough, was
it not?

"Then there is this other aspect, which | admt is only speculation. Let's
assune that the Peshtak are noving westward. Wat woul d push thenf? Not the
Coo, with whomthey are occasionally runored to be allied. Not the Lake
Sentani . The Peshtak have raided hi the territory of the Tall G ass Sentani



SO our reports say. That |eaves only the eastern cities, exerting pressure
westward. |f Celeste's people have any know edge that would hel p bring our
power into a balance with the cities of the east, then the people in the done
will be an asset to us."

Jestak sighed. "You seemto have worked it all out, Haeol. | still can't
ignore the fact that we are clearly all one people, fromthe eastern cities to
t he western nountai ns and beyond. | would hope to end our power struggles and

see our unity."

"Wth the Peshtak?"

"That would be hard, | admit. But think of the dome people. Assunedly, they
have been inside that structure ever since the time of fire. How pathetic that
is. Some of them nust be descended from bl ood relatives of sone of us. They
are surely of our culture—er what it was. W nust rescue themas we would
snatch sonebody froma fire. What is the matter, Tristal?"

"Not hi ng. Just chilly, sir."

"There is another thing, too."

"What, Jes?"
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"If they are people of great know edge, perhaps they will know how to hea

Stantu of his affliction fromcrossing, the enpty place."

Tag gave a light, fluttering, and bitter laugh. "Then | will go and dig them
out with nmy bare hands."

"The done is in an enpty place," said Tristal. "Stel hoped to build a rock
causeway out across it fromthe edge to the donme. It is near the edge, and the
barren part is shrinking."

Jestak rose and crossed the room He was |inping very slightly, as he had ever
since the battle at Northwall. He put his hand on Fahna's head. "Quiet, then
l[ittle one?"

A flare of annoyance crossed her face. "Of course," she said. "If that boy
could bring the nmessage, | can surely be quiet about it." Tristal blushed, and
Tia noved her eyes fromthe boy to Fahna, amused.

'Tag," said Jestak. "Perhaps you and Stantu could put Tristal up tonight." H's
arm went across the boy's shoul ders and squeezed hi m si deways. "Tristal, you
are already in Heart River history. The man who found the first of the done
people.” Tristal blushed again. "Now, " Jestak added, "I will seek an evening
audience with the Protector." He left abruptly, and Tag slowy rolled up the
map as the others rose and began to | eave.

Tristal and Tag were alone, with Fahna in the doorway, when Tag finished tying
a string around the map cylinder. "How old are you, Tris?" she asked.
"Fourteen. Just fourteen."

Tag shook her head. "Had Stantu not had his affliction, we mght have had a
son al nost as old. See Fahna? She is Tia's first, and Tia and Jestak were
married | ess than a year before we were. Here, let nme | ook at you." She took
Tristal by the shoul ders and | ooked at him straight-on. "You even resenble
Stantu a little bit."

"I see no |likeness whatsoever," said Fahna in the door-Wy.

"Ah, Thistle. | amglad to see you like him too. Watck out, Tristal, or she
will thread you on her necklace of admrers. Well, how good it would be to
have a child like you." She suddenly clasped hi magainst her. H s ear squeezed
ti ght against her breast, he could hear the even thunping of her heart. Then
she quickly et himgo, and said, "Conme, you will need to wash and sleep. It
may be a good idea for you to | eave before light" Turning again,
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she runpled his hair. "But you can come back and stay when secrecy is not

i nportant. Really. You could be our son."

"But Tor—

"Yes, your uncle. Renenber, though."

They passed into the front room where Tia sat with two children smaller than
Fahna. She was reading to themfroma book with | arge pages.

"Did you have enough to eat, Tristal?" she asked.



"Yes, thank you. It was very good. Raran and | have been living on rabbits and
fish on the way, and neither of us likes fish."

"Rar an?"

"My dog. She is with Stantu."

"Stantu has al ways been natural with animals. Al of themlove himright off."

"Hold me once nore, Dexter. | dont want to |l eave. Wiy can't we tell the
others? Let ne stay with you. Surely they will see that their genetic mnethods
have not worked."

"Not yet, nmy love. W will have to be careful. They nay separate us, or drug
us. Then we will feel nothing for one another. Now. You nust really go before
2920. | amdue to nake a routine check of the rodentry, by instrument from

here, and that is something they could monitor."

"Ch, Dexter. Wat are we to do?"

"Do? Don't worry, Ruthan. It will all work out all right. Now, please go. The
hal Ilway is clear."

Rut han ki ssed himand slipped out the panel. Dexter turned, shook his head,
and suddenly grinned to hinself. He ran his rodentry check. Nearly all was hi
order. But on row 27B, another nother had unaccountably killed two newborn

of fspring. He would have to go over that. This tendency seenmed on the

i ncrease. He touched a control, and a panel slid back, revealing an enornous,
and fat, white rat. Dexter took an algae biscuit in his lips and held it up to
the animal, which put its pink paws agai nst his cheeks and reached out to nip
the biscuit fromhis nmouth. He dug her in the fat belly with a forefinger as
she retreated into the cage to eat it.

"Ha. My love, very good. You do tricks alnost as well as Ruthan, and you are
much easier to satisfy. You get your reward and go." He shook his head. "It is
a different
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sort of game, Ariadne. Rodents seemto think nmuch nore clearly than humans.
You are so marvel ously objective. Don't you think so?" He held up three
fingers. Ariadne nodded her head three tines and went back to her chew ng.
"Ah. 1'mglad you agree." Dexter chuckled, commanding the front panel to shut.
Then he set out for the rodentry to harvest the nother rat on row 27B and
reassign the remaining tiny newborns to nechani cal feeder-warnmers.

Raran still sat by Stantu, panting lightly. She stood as Tristal and Tag cane,
then turned and rooted her nose under Stantu's hand. Stantu rubbed her nose,
then, with effort, stood.

"Look, Stan. Tristal could be a menber of your famly. See how he | ooks Iike

you, " Tag sai d.

"I saw. The south Shumai often look like that. It is a small group. Well, did
you settle your business? | saw Jes go to the city."

"We are settling it. Tristal will stay with us tonight. | think he wll
probably | eave before sunup, to separate his com ng from whatever has to be
done. Tris, will you be rested enough?"

The boy shrugged, arms out. "lI'mall right. I will run a while, probably, then
rest tonorrow afternoon. I amin no hurry."

They went inside and prepared Tristal a basin of water and a place to sleep on
a small, raised dais in the front room under the west w ndow. They gave him

two fresh-snelling quilts and a feather pillow, then went back outside to the
bench there. Tristal heard them conversing in | ow tones as he prepared for
bed. He was not sleepy and watched the nmoonlight nove slowy across the wall.
He heard Jestak return, and further low talk. After a tine, Tag cane in and
went toward the inner room then paused, |ooked at Tristal, and came and sat
by himin the senidarkness. He didn't nmove. He breathed evenly, and guardedly
squinted at Tag, who gazed dimy down at him After a time Stantu cane in.
"Stan," she whispered

He paused and turned. Then he cane over and sat on the other side of Tristal
the only roomleft on the dais. They sat silently a long tine.
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"You mustn't bring these feelings up in yourself, Tag,1* Stantu whi spered,



"It is not sad. Look at him Isn't he beautiful ?"

"Beautiful? He is a boy, Tag. But he is a handsone one, yes."

"Do you think he mght stay with us?"

"Tor is really his father now "

"But this Tor has had to give up his band and his hunting. Wuld he not want
to resune it?"

"I don't know, Tag, ny love. We have to face it. | will not be with you | ong
My hel pl essness increases. | don't know how you stand ne now as | am
doddering and usel ess, ugly and saggi ng."

Tristal could hear Tag sobbing very quietly.

Finally she said, "You—you have changed sonme. It would be idle to deny it. But

you still have the same spirit, And you still radiate calmloyalty. Look
Didn't the dog still feel it? She accepted you instantly. Those things are
what you are to ne, and they will always be there."

Stantu sat silently a long time, then whispered, "You stfll have never
experienced the wild free life Tristal has known, with the wind in your face,
t he open skies of the plains, the joy of running, the sharp points of the
stars when you are sleeping out uncovered, alone at ni ght—+he whole sky alive
with them each in its place, and you thinking, Here | am alone, alone with
Sertine and all the lovely earth, and hard enough to bear it, to love it, to
feel it run through ny backbone. That is what he has known, ny | ove. He has no
Tag to draw himfromit, and he has Tor to lead himto it. Let himsleep. If
it would please you, we can talk to Tor about it. Let's not trouble the boy.
He has his own life. Qurs has been rich, but it is full of trouble. Let's not
pull himinto nore trouble."

"Kiss nme."

The two | eaned across Tristal and slowy kissed each other. Then they quietly
went into the inner roomand shut the curtain. Raran, who had been sitting by
t he door, cane over to Tristal and clunped down by him stretching her neck
out and si ghi ng.

Tristal lay thinking. He alnmost felt like crying out, "Yes, yes. | will stay
with you. It doesn't matter, Stantu. \When you die, Tag and | will—= No. Tag
was still young enough. Her wound woul d cl ose. Soneone would fill Stantu's

pl ace, though that would seem unt hi nkabl e to her
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now. She woul d have her peace. Tristal realized that he was the enbodi ment of
a lost hope, lost as part of the continuing price of the time of fire, and
feeling that, he felt nore alone than ever. But he also felt the hard strength
of Tor's loyalty—and his own unaccountable attraction to Cel este. Raran edged
closer to him At last he slept, sinking into it |like a deep pool, deeper and
deeper, as if forever. Then he felt a hand reach down into the well of his
slunmber and gently draw himout of it.

It was Stantu. "I have fixed you sone breakfast," he said, giving Tristal a
pouch. "Eat it after you have crossed the river. Go upriver first. You wll
find a path to the bank. Look for three cottonwoods. A boat lies fast to one

of them Take it. We will returnit. Draw it up oo the west bank and tie it to
one of the silver maples by the shore near the stone wharf. Good-bye now. "
Tristal sat up, still drenched in sleep, but shaking it off. Wen he stood,

Stantu enmbraced him and Tristal felt the residual strength in his back and
shoul ders.

"Good-bye, Stantu," he said. "Tell the others good-bye. May Sertine bless you
all." He returned Stantu's enbrace, then turned and | eft the house, Raran at
his heels. He felt the shock of cool night air and cane suddenly awake. The
first hint of light grewin the east. He stirred into a silent jog, which he
mai nt ai ned until he found the path to the bank

He was on the river, watching the west bank beyond Raran's upright ears,
before he really felt alone and wary again, as if the circle of thought from
the hills above Northwall radiated outward, and he had just broken through it.
It was like a dream Wre Tag and Stantu real ? What had he heard in the night?
Did Tag really think to assuage her own agony with a boy |ike hinP \What a



m st ake she woul d nmake there. Tristal cinched the boat |line fast and trotted
westward along a clear path up-river fromthe Shumai farns. Lights glowed from
some of the houses. Tristal stirred his sleepy |legs to be beyond them when t he
dawn finally rose

Vi

ONCE agai n Eolyn was worried. She had rechecked The New Yorker tapes. Cearly
t hose sl ender shapes from ancient tines, nouths pursed in hauteur, resenbled
her. She had even shaken out her hair and redone it, clasping it with the
finest polyethylene lab clips, in pale yellow, and Dexter still didn't notice.
But he seened also to stay al oof from Ruthan. That was new. On her part,

Rut han mai nt ai ned her usual denure bearing, as well as apparently being wholly
fasci nated by some new genetic studi es she was conducti ng on her beans and
tomat oes, but al so, to Eolyn's awakened eye, she seened to glow in a quiet

radi ati on of satisfaction. That itself was a clue. Sonething was goi ng on.
Eol yn determ ned that she would find out.

Late that time cycle, she prepared a tiny electronic tracer for each, as small
as the noon on her forefinger-nail, and as they stood chatting before seating
t hensel ves for a neeting of principals, she nanaged to affix one to each of

t heir neckbands. The minuscule, flat, adhesive buttons were designed to
transmit only when in proximty.

Then Royal called the neeting to order to discuss the disposition of Butto and
the conps. The aberrant principal had now recovered from his drug-induced
confusi on and seened cal mand sensible. For the nmonent, though, they kept him
confined. The conps al so remained partially sedated, though otherw se
apparently drug-free. The one exception was Bill, for whom Cohen-Davi es had
spoken, then Dexter. As a result, he was nade an official principal, replacing
the dead Zeller. \Wether that would work, with himdirecting his forner

equal s, renmained to be seen

Royal began the neeting with his own report on Butto. "My exam nations and
tests have confirned several things regarding Butto," he said. "The depression
whi ch caused his creation of that strange nest down on |evel seven was

as
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entirely drug-induced. He now shows none of those tendencies and is, in fact,
amazed and unconprehendi ng when | explain his former behavior to him

"Then, too, | amnot wholly sure that he is free of echoes of drug behavior
because spont aneous conbi nati on of chem cals he has absorbed has created new
conpounds rel ated to halluci nogens, and the conmponents of these conpounds
remain, in tiny anmounts, in his system New conmpounds could format any tine
and reinduce his forner state.

"Furthermore, Butto exhibits the oddly enotional nature that seens to harbor
and perpetuate such reactions. An individual Iike Eolyn, with her superbly

| ogi cal attitudes, would be able to handle the situation well enough.

"However, Butto has a reason for depression. He has discovered that the fluids
in our genetic banks have not kept well. The production of nonstrosities in
the Brat Shack is not wholly a matter of his lack of skill. M croscopic

exam nation of cells chosen at random has indicated a disruption of the
genetic structure. He has gone over the whole history of the storage of these
materials, and as far as he can tell, there is no fault in it. He concl udes
that their capacity to remain in storage is limted. He has tried to induce
gromh fromwhole cells, as in the theoretical cloning process, but has not
had success.

"Furthernmore, Butto has found that tests on the present people of the donme and
| evel s indicates that much sterility is present. O course, he has not tested
all. But he knows that all the conps, he hinself, and probably Eolyn are

i ncapabl e of producing offspring. Zeller was sterile as well. | know | amtoo
old, as Susan is, of course. Celeste is nowhere to be found. He proposes
testing the others as soon as possible, and |I concur

"I suggest allowing Butto to resume status as a principal, while nonitoring
his. condition as closely as possible to insure that be will not revert to his



depression, and, while under it, perform some disastrous action against the
survival of our environnent. Are there any questions?"

None was posed. By silent assent, the principals readmtted Butto to their
nunber, and he was sunmoned by Bill, who freed himfromhis confinenent. He
canme, thinner, rubbing his hands, sheepishly enbarrassed, but al so grinning,
el fish, and apparently bubbling with good spirits.

He sat down w thout a word, then, casting his eyes
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around, stopped his |look at Eolyn and whistled lightly, "Well, Eo, you surely

| ook lovely. Have | awakened in paradi se? Are you an angel ? Bill is your
cherub, surely. We nmust bring in the other conps to hover about—=
"Butto," Royal interrupted. "If it is all right, we have business to conduct."

"Ah, yes. True. Sorry." He | ooked down abruptly but continued occasionally to
gaze at Eol yn.

"Bill, have you investigated the dome, as requested, for signs of anything
Cel este mi ght have done there?"
"Yes, Royal," said the small man, "I have, and |I found the seal on one | ower

door had been burned back, probably with an ultrasonic pointer."

"A lower door? But that |eads only to earth.1*

"Not any longer, | believe, sir. | tested the |ocking |levers and found they
noved quite easily. | could see that the pointer had cleaned themas well.
While | was noving them the door cracked open, and |ight entered."

Eol yn gasped. "That would admit radiation. What was the readi ng?"

"Extremely low, Eolyn. Less than a ten thousandth of that emitted by our upper
wand. "

"Did you investigate further?"

"No, Royal. | didn't feel authorized to. |I returned directly to decontam M
opi nion, though, is that Celeste kas left the dome by nmeans of that door."
"Poor child," said Butto. "She has surely died of radiation by now, or is
wandering lost out there if she took supplies. If you wish, | shall put on a
radiation suit and try to find her."

"I nmpossible,” said Eolyn. "She would be dead by now. The wand readi ngs are
such that no one wearing a radiation suit could long withstand them W nust
regard her as terminated.”

A silence followed, interrupted by Bill, who said, "There is an even nore
grave inplication to all this."
"Yes?"

"If that door is above ground, and the sl ope, as viewed by our one w ndow,
descends toward the far end of the dome, then the entire dome nust be
suspended in midair, including the whole weight of the isotopic generator. |
don't think the structure was nmade to w thstand such stresses.”

"There are pilings, all of reinforced concrete.'*
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"I have checked the diagrans. | believe they are dangling in the air, and the
generator is above them"

The principals | ooked at each other. Finally, Royal said, "Eolyn, can you
construct a device that could tell us electronically about the sl ope under the
done. It would have to operate through the floor."

She pondered. "I don't know. | wll try."

"Now t hen, Butto, please check the conmps. Put them back into service as soon
as possible. Bill, go over the recycling tanks and the al gae. The rest, then
to our work. We will have to reconsider this. | can't conceive of |eaving the
done and levels in such a stormof radiation. But it may be that the days of

t he done are indeed nunbered. It nay be that we will have to sacrifice sone to
go out and reinforce the structure. | will give it sone study. Let us then

adj ourn.”

At that noment, in Pelbarigan, a full council noved quietly into the centra
council halt to discuss the matter of Celeste. Al the quadrants of the city
were represented, The guard stood fully in place, and as the sun reached the
third quarter of norning, the Protector raised her staff for order and



announced the proceedi ngs.

"We are here, as you know, to determine our attitudes toward the girl fromthe
donme—€el este—and to di scuss and deci de what actions, if any, we will take to
make sone contact with the survivors in the dome. Since this is so inportant a
guestion, | have designated speakers | know hold the three major opinions.
Then additional views, if they are indeed additive, nay freely be voiced. In
keeping with the vital nature of these considerations, | here call for the
whol e assenbly to begin four sunwi dths of prayer in silence."

Then the Protector placed the heels of her hands agai nst her eyes and sat
perfectly still. Seeing this, sone i mediately, sone reluctantly, also assuned
the position of prayer. The two inside guards flanking the Protector scanned
the group, and soon all had at |east adopted the prescribed pose. From far

bel ow, a faint sound of hammrering coul d be heard, where workmen were erecting
a scaffold to repair the wall

Finally the clear, high ting of the triangle sounded* ending the prayer. The
council renpved their hands fromtheir eyes, blinked, and then rubbed them
The Protector
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again raised her staff. "Now | request your attention to the Southcounsel

el the Ormana, who will speak in favor of making contact if that is
possi bl e." Turning, she extended her staff to the Southcounsel, as was the
customin-formal debate.

hel was a young worman for a fam ly head, robust fromher years as a

guar dcapt ai n. She stood and noved down to the front of her section, facing the
three sides of the council chanber as she tal ked.

"I will try to be brief," she began. "But we feel there are severa

consi derations in favor of aiding the dome people. First, they are hunman

bei ngs we know are in need of help. Qur comitnment to ethics and to Aven
demands it. To refuse would be to turn back fromthe purpose that built the
Pel bar cities. W are concerned not for our own safety al one, but for the
restoration of the civilization we know was | ost sonmehow. As we have gai ned
per spective, we have seen that the |l oss occurred in the tine of fire, when the
whole land and all its people, but for small remants, were eradicated.
"Second, it is evident fromCel este that much of the know edge of the ancients
has been preserved—at |east their technol ogy. She has al ready done nuch to
teach us basic concepts of chem stry that she is amazed we didn't know. She is
only a child. W nust assune that adults exist in the dome. Their know edge,
and their nmeans of conveying it, nmust be nmuch greater than that of the child.
We can offer themsurvival and help in adjusting. In return, perhaps they wll
render us some of the information feat has now passed entirely from U st adge,
perhaps the entire earth, aiding us in restoring human greatness.

"Third, let us suppose that we don't aid themand they nmanage to | eave the
donme anyway. We would have a far greater chance of appearing their enemnies, of
earning only their hostility, not the gratitude that friendship brings. As Tor
has told us, even Celeste carried a snmall box, which is sone sort of weapon,
we think. It affected TristaFs dog, he believes. But we know nothing about it.
I f such weapons exist, we would do better to be friendly with their owners
than hostile.

"Fourth, let us suppose again that the donme people manage to | eave the done

wi t hout our aid. Other peoples may ally with themto our detrinent. 1f, for
exanpl e, they went eastward and met the Peshtak, rendering them
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know edge of their technol ogy and weaponry, we would be in real and grave
danger. Let us suppose again that the eastern cities gained that know edge. W
m ght once nore be in sone jeopardy.

"These are ny chief reasons. However, the primary one is our devotion to Aven
and the ethics that evolve from Her. Thank you for your indul gence." The
Sout h- counsel bowed fornmally and resuned her chair.

The Protector nodded to her, then pointed her staff toward the Northcounsel
"Dahnena, please give us the contrary view " The Dahnena, an old and slight



worman, the nother of Ahroe, who had left the famly in an old argunent, stood
and with the aid of her assistant nade her way to the central floor

"Thank you, Protector," she said, bowing slightly. "W take the contrary view
fromthat just stated. | have several points to present to you which woul d
indicate, | believe, that it would be folly to aid these done people and that
for the good not only of our community but of all the Heart River peoples,
this child, Celeste, should be kept happy but inprisoned here in Pel barigan so
that her pernicious ideas will not infect us as diseases have infected her so
continual ly.

"First, we all know well that the Pel bar people are the real civilization of
the Heart River country. Wile we have recently allied ourselves with the
outside tribes, nonethel ess we have gai ned nothing fromthem but peace. They
have gained fromus the central ideas of decency, the rule of wonen,
forbearance, gentleness, justice, honesty, industry, |earning, and above all a
sound and organi zed religion

"It isin that point, really, that the main thrust of nmy argunment lies. Wat |
have | earned of this Celeste indicates that she has no know edge of Aven or of
this same Supreme Being called by any other nane, even that of God, which our
errant nenbers have encountered in other cultures. Let us suppose that we were
to rescue the people in the done, and that they becane influential nenbers of
the community. Naturally their views would be respected. They woul d have no
know edge of our cornerstone—eur foundation—which is the worship of Aven
according to the nethods that our ministers have devel oped as correct over
many centuries now. These net hods have proved profitable not only for their
truth
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but for their positive effect on the comunity, binding it together in the

si ngl e purpose of goodness and order, as the |eadership of womanhood al one
will permt. |I fear this would be lost. The effect on the Heart River peoples
woul d be severe, indeed catastrophic. In fact, we mght say it would set us
back, far back, on the road of progress, and the truly faithful Pelbar, if
they could not be left in possession of this city, would surely |eave and
found their own city, to perpetuate the true and just society they would be
deprived of here. It would indeed be a tragic and unjust eventuality,
destructive of righteous order in every way.

"In fact, | would advise, with nuch support, that not only should we not aid
t he done people, but that we should do what is possible to see to the
destruction of the dome, people and all, before its pernicious influence
spreads. "

A murmur of protest spread around the hall, and the Protector's guards rapped
the floor with the butts of their long swords to restore silence.

"Does that conplete your statenment, Dahnena?" the Protector asked mldly.

"For the present, if it must. W will not give in on this issue."

"You will of course if the mgjority wills it so, Dahnena."

The Northcounsel did not reply, but resumed her seat in sone agitation

"Now one nore view has been requested, that of Plaat, the chief of

manuf actures and stores. Please take the floor now, Plaat."

She was short, a wi de woman who wal ked wi th sonet hing of a waddle, but with
qui ck, businesslike notions.

Assumi ng the floor, she too bowed. She too began with the customary thanks to
the Protector. "My view is brief, and does not invol ve any high-soundi ng

phi |l osophy, " she continued. "It is sinply this. Anything we do will have an

i mpact on our supplies, our manufactures, our trade. There is nore trade now.
Nort hwal | has outgrown us, largely by incorporating so many Shumai into its
enterprises. They al so have nade greater use of power devices, both water and
wi nd. We need technol ogy. Celeste has already told us of nethods of wood
preservation, though She has seen al nost no wood all her Hf e. The potenti al
for
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us is too great to mss. Qur nen should be put to work involving skill, not



made to | abor like beasts if that is not necessary. W need what we can gain
fromthese people." She abruptly took her seat.

The Protector raised her staff, but a voice interrupted. "One nore word
Protector, if it is possible.™

"Yes, of course, Westcounsel, please speak—but only if you offer new views,
new rmaterial entirely.1*

"I believe | do, yes. Thank you, Protector." She stood, a tall, thin woman,
aged but erect. "This is also brief, but very inportant. It is also a largely
secular view It has to do with the nen. Before the great truce, the old order
preserved our cities, with the proper judgnent of women, because the nen had
no alternative. Now conditions are different. | understand that at Northwal |
Pel bar nmen are often marryi ng Shumai wonmen—as Jestak did. It gives them nore
freedom They are living outside the walls, farnming, trading, traveling. They
no | onger feel bound by the rule of the | aw of Aven as we know it.

"We are feeling the early restiveness here. It is only since |ast Bucknonth

t hat Awkem as you know, left his wife and famly, after a serious dispute,
and went west. The guardsnmen found himat a Shumai farm over a hundred ayas
fromhere, but when they tried to conmand his return, they were resisted by
the Shumai. There he renains.

"We nust ask what effect on the men this new infusion of technology will have.
| amafraid that | agree with the Northcounsel and disagree with Plaat. If the
men are to be kept to the order of Pell,, then we had better continue as mnuch
as possible as we have and avoid any nore disruptive cultural elenments. Now
that we know nore of the tinme of fire, I think we may see in the rolls of Pel
that the rule of nen, in ancient tinmes, was largely responsible for the great
di saster that overcane the whole world. That nust not happen again." "One

contrary word, Protector?"

"Contrary? Very well, Ayfor." The Protector extended her staff.

"The views of both the Northcounsel and the West-counsel are serious ones, and
of course, as a minister of Avea, | deeply appreciate them But | too have

t hought | ong and deeply on this subject. It seens to me if the truths of Aven
depend on one physical node of life, or
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organi zation of society, and will be destroyed by anot her node of I|ife,

equal ly noral, ethical, gentle, pious, then the word of Aven is weak. | do not
believe it to be weak. | believe that if it is to prevail and bring order to
all of Urstadge, as | hope it will someday, then it has to be flexible enough
to neet the new conditions which will inevitably be com ng

"I have heard from Northwall that the effect of the presence of the Shumai and
Sentani has not been to weaken the Wrship of Aven but to promote di scussion
to include the outside peoples. Surely, then, this is a new chall enge that our
truth is valid enough to handle. | see no purpose in hedging in Aven as if the
Governor of the Universe needed the walls of Pel barigan to survive." Snoot hi ng
down her robe, Ayfor resumed her seat.

The Protector called for another prayer. Until high-sun recess, the debate,
continued in orderly and nmeasured speech, though no substantially new vi ews
were added. At high sun the Protector called for a break of a full quarter of
t he afternoon, and when the group resuned much nore agitati on was evident.
Plainly the people of simlar views had been tal king and saw an i npasse
devel opi ng. Sel dom had the city been so divided. The Jestana was clearly
worried, though her cal mand occasional calls for silence kept the discussion
in reasonabl e order.

As the sun was setting, the Southcounsel asked for the floor and said,

"Counci|l nmenbers, | believe we are not naking rmuch progress at the nonent.
Wuld it please you to call Tor, the Shumai? | would like to hear his views on
the matter. After all, he found and brought the girl."

Protests arose as well as support. The Protector used her right of comand to
ask for the presence of the axeman, to glean his views both of Cel este and of
the done. "We nust ascertain, without really asking," said the Protector

"what possible effect any action we take will have on the Shumai. They are now



i nvol ved. "

Tor arrived, his axe sheath enpty, acconpani ed by two guardsnen, as the |ast
red sunset streanmed in the west windows and Eol it the | anps. He stood bat hed
in orange light, his slimheight far above anyone else in the room He |ooked
atittle intimdated by the presence of the ranked rows of council nenbers,
all in their maroon tu-
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ni cs and overrobes, sitting formally, but soon his usual anusement returned.
Asked to state his views, he first held his hands out |evel sideways, in the
Shurmai gesture of unsureness. "Only two views permt themselves, | feel," he
began. "Celeste is a little girl and nust be protected in her innocence from
any interference with her happiness. That is axiomatic. If you will not do it,
then | will take her and do what | can. | brought her, perhaps troubling you
overly, and I amwilling to take her away. You nust realize that any
interference with her freedomis sonething I will resist. And if you take that
lightly, I mean by T all of the Shumai. They woul d regard harm done her as a
matter of dishonor. | have been reading the rolls of Aven, though, and | know
wel | that Pelbar principles, if adhered to, will not permt any such thing.
"However, there is another side. Clearly Celeste was fleeing fromthe dome. |
know you understand this well. | amnot sure we should try to make contact
with, or aid, whatever it was that frightened her.

"And yet, as | amsure the right-mnded anong you have pointed out, if there
are people in there who need help, and if we all withhold it, then we are

| oat hsome and unworthy of consideration.”

"You can say that, Axeman, because if things work out poorly, you can just

| eave."” This interruption canme fromthe north quadrant.

The guards rapped their sword handl es, but Tor sun-ply held up his hand. "I

under stand your concern. | have of course nmused about all that. | ama
wanderer. You are fixed in your city. \Watever happens, you are stuck with it,
not I. That is the way it nust look to you, but | would like to invite you to

consider a contrary view, one which has prevented ne in part fromsinply
calling you a gang of hypocrites for not inmediately hel ping the donme peopl e.
You see, | understand what it is to have one's way of |ife destroyed.

"I am an axeman. That may not seem nmuch to you, but to ne it does. Before the
peace, we had a vital function. We followed the herds first. W constituted
the main mlitary armof our people, an extra force to cone hi whenever and
wher ever needed. We also lived the nost idyllic and adventurous life one can

imagine. That is the life I know Yet it is draining away. | have not found a
new
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l[ife. I could surely never accede to stay in a city ruled by wonen. | would

find it hard to take up a farmas so many of my people have. That woul d nmean
an end of free running, of sharp danger, constant readi ness, the peace of the

lonely plains, leisure for contenplation and play. | ama nman wthout a
function, though I amlooking to find one again.
"The opening of the dome may put you in a simlar position. | see it as

difficult, because | have experienced it. But adjustnments nust be nade to new
conditions. To hold to the old ways, which no longer are truly viable, is
fool i shness, and anyone so doing is already living in a dream

"But | would like to stress that though you seemto feel that you have the
only right to decide the fate of Celeste herself, you do not have that right.

| forbidit. If you harmher in any way, | will die in her defense, and if

do, then | assure you that the peace will either end or be damaged. | am not
asking anything but justice for a little girl. |I amnot threatening. Sone

voi ces anong you are threatening. | would prefer to live, but I amnot afraid
to die for her. If you want that, you are of course free to choose it, but if
you do, it will be the vicious anobng you who do, and if the vicious prevail

then the society is that nuch the | oser. You know that as well as |
"Why don't you accept your destiny and do the obvi ous good? Save the done
people if they can be saved. You may think that is a Shumai answer, and that



we, the barbarians, rush in against logic, wthout even Sentan

consi derations, surely w thout Pel bar prudence. But we are a popul ous peopl e,
and we have not wholly |ost out by our attitudes."

"You are also an orator," the Protector said, smling. "However, we have to
wei gh many things in deciding this matter."

"Yet one thing you are not free to weigh, and that is the safety of Celeste.”
"WIl you allow a barbarian to threaten us in our own council chanmber?" This
voi ce cane as a shout fromthe northern quadrant. "Take him Take hi m and
either eject himor shackle him" Mst of the council stood. Shouting was
general, but over it and behind it the steady and | oud poundi ng of the sword
handl es of the guardsnen slowy restored order. Neither Tor nor the Protector
had noved.

96 TI!M Dont In the Font!

The Shumai stood, hands clasped in front of him |ooking at the floor

When sil ence had been restored, he turned, and said, *' Good evening,

Protector,"” and wal ked to the door behind her. The guardsnmen stood aside,

after hesitating just a nmonent. Tor didn't even giance at them

"Well, you certainly have covered yourselves w th honor tonight," said the
Protector. "This meeting stands adjourned from busi ness. W will convene again
in the norning at the end of the first quarter. | will give ny decision at
that time. | will not put it to a vote. W are divided enough."

"I warn you," said the Dahnena, "we will withdraw. W will start our own

conmmunity free of this sinful revision."

The Protector sighed. "Were you addressing nme?**

"Yes. You and all the other degradations of this place."
"Yes, what?"

The Dahmena dropped her eyes. "Yes, Protector,’
"I didn't hear you."

"Yes, Protector."

"You begin to overreach yoursel f, Dahnmena. It perhaps woul d be best for

Pel barigan if you and your type did withdraw. However™ we will not exclude you
at this tinme. Now, under the circunstances, | feel it is necessary for us to
end with a prayer, so we may all go with the peace of the Protector. U d, set
the sand tiner."

The Protector set her pal ns over her eyes again and sat in perfect stillness.
Again, the others followed suit, the north quadrant the last. The sand slowy
filtered down fromthe upper glass, and at last U d touched the triangle
signal. After its light ring, the assenbly rose and filed out in silence. The
Protector remmined, staring at the enpty room scarcely noving, her two
guardsmen remai ni ng behi nd her

After a time, a guardcaptain entered and said, "Protector, Jestak is here to
see you."

"Jestak? How fortuitous. Send himin, please."

"Yes, Protector."

Jestak slipped in, saw his nother's concern, and drew a chair near hers.
"Hello, Protector. | brought a new pair of horses. And | canme to inquire of
this new person, Celeste.
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Stantu is failing. Is it possible that she m ght know how to nullify the

poi sons of the enpty place and save hinP"

Adai turned and put her hand on her son's shoulder. "I don't know. You have
cone at a strange tine. W have just had the npbst tunul tuous council neeting
can remenber. W insulted a guest, the Shumai Tor. The Protector was treated
with discourtesy, and yet | practically let it pass. Perhaps it is near tinme |
retired. Come. Come to ny chanbers so U d can put out the lanps. | need sone
tea." She | ooked nore closely at him "The gray hair is nmoving up your
temples," she said, reaching out to touch it. They stood and enbraced, then
she preceded himfromthe chanber.

Qutside the cottage of Stel and Ahroe, shadows noved. Two guardsmen stood by

t he door, and the old Shumai, Hagen, sat outside, [eaning on the wall.

she nuttered.



"Cuardsnen, are the wi ndows barred?" the old nan asked.

"Yes, we have checked them Wy do you ask?"

"Here come sonme skulking river rats after the child.**

One guardsman lifted his horn to blowit, but a shrouded figure rushed from
the corner of the house and took himoff his feet. Another tied him as three
nore took down the other guard. Hagen rose and shouted, rushing toward them A
sword flashed, striking himdown. Torches flared up on the wall, and shouts
call ed across. The shrouded figures returned the yells with guardsnen's
answers, and three nore ducked into the cottage. It was enpty. They flung

t hrough the rooms, turning over furniture, looking in clothes al coves, then
as torches approached fromthe city, ran out the door and away, |eaving the
guards struggling, gagged and bound, on the ground.

The | ead guardsmen, short-swords drawn, panted up the slope. Reaching the
guards on the ground, they drew off the gags and sliced the cords, as the two
said, "They went inside. Look inside. Take care of the old Shumai." Turning,

t hey found Hagen face down, bleeding profusely fromthe neck
Soon a guardsman energed fromthe house. "No one is in there,"’
they get themall?"

"No. | think not. | saw them | eave alone, six | think. They went up the sl ope.
Call to the city. Have them shut
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the entrances. We nust check the northern quadrant and guard the walls."
Alight flared in the house, and Stel energed. "You," said a guardsnan. "I
don't understand."

"W provided a hiding place. Hagen. Good Aven, Ha-gen."

Ahroe cane out behind himand, with a light cry, ran to the old man. He was
conscious and tried to smle up at her, though his face winced and tw sted.
"Aven, Hagen," she said, "Wy did you insist on staying outside?" Turning to
t he guardsmen, she added, "Help me bring himinside." They expertly lifted him
and carried himon a rough litter into the front room One guardsman ran for

t he Haframa.

"Cel este. They were after Celeste. Were is she?"

"I's she not here?" Ahroe asked, |ooking around. "Then she nust be gone."
"Where were you hi dden?"

"Hi dden? They nust have m ssed us."

"Come now, Ahroe. You nust cooperate. W are trying to help."

"You must know," said Stel, "that there are all quadrants in the guard."

"You don't trust us, then?"

"You have been a great help, surely,"” said Ahroe. "You know we appreciate
that. You also know that if Celeste had been here, she would be dead now We
t hank you for all your help, and for saving Hagen."

"Come now, we couldn't hel p—=

"Shut up. Look at himbleeding. Wio is follow ng the intruders?”

"No one. It is pitch night. W would have no chance. W have set a watch
around the city."

On the high bluff south of the city, far beyond the cottage, a figure running
slowy in the dark stopped to catch his breath. He heard a sound, slight but
close. "What? Who is there? Is it you, Begge?" Suddenly he was lifted, spun
and flung out and down, beyond the outcrop, turning in the black air,
shrieking, striking the rough talus slope, sliding and bouncing down it unti
a small tree caught and stopped him He noved a little, then lay still.

At the cottage, a guardsman caught the shriek. "Cap-
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tain," he said, entering the house, "a screamfromthe south bluffs.”

**A screanf"

"Yes. Far away."

"Sound for a triple squad, with torches. W will have to search the whol e
area."

The Protector and Jestak had no nore than reached the Jestana's chanbers when
a guardcaptain canme runni ng, her boots clicking down the hallway.

he said. "D d



She entered, breathless. "Protector, forgive nme. There has been sone sort of
attack on the cottage of Stel and Ahroe. They hid. Celeste had al ready

vani shed. The two guards were tied and gagged, and the ol d Shumai, Hagen, took
a deep sword cut on the neck."

"I's he alive?"

"Yes, but in poor shape, we fear. W have thrown a guard around the city. W
are checking the northern quadrant as nmuch as is lawful."

"I's anyone in pursuit?"

"Not at this tine, Protector, in the night."

"Yes," said Jestak fromthe far roomw th the high window. "I see torches
novi ng on the sl ope now. "

"Then they have changed their mnds for sone reason," said the Protector
"Protector, what of Cel este? \Were has she gone?"

"Sit down," said the Protector. "Catch your breath.** The guardcaptain

conplied, looking at the Protector, who rubbed her chin hi silence. "I don't
know. But | strongly suspect that Tor found a way to get her away secretly. He
left the council neeting abruptly. He knew there would be trouble. | should

have, too. But aside from Hagen, we have not done badly. And yet..."

"Yes, Protector?"

"This is the first such crime of Pel bar agai nst Pel bar | can

recal | —di scounting famly troubles. This done has certainly brought us
trouble. How nice not to have any politics. To live alone in a walled city,
the only people in a world without tensions. But that isn't the way the world
is, isit?"

"No, Protector."

"Well, at least it isn't dull. Thank you for your report. If there are any
nore devel opnents, cone, or tell the next duty captain—at any tine of the

ni ght, please."
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"Yes, Protector." The guardcaptain bowed and wi t hdrew.

Adai turned and faced her son. ifYou see howit is," she said.

"Yes. Good ol d Pel barigan. Wuld you Iike ne to go see Hagen, the old one?
What if he dies? That will be very bad."

"No. You canme with horses, and to find out if Celeste could help Stantu.
Remenmber ? And because | wish to talk to you about all this. Wat do you

t hi nk?"

The two talked into the night. Jestak was far nore willing to seize the saving
of the done people as a new opportunity, but his nother perceived that

Pel barigan, with its conservative strain, would not sinply open its hearts to
the new. Pel barigan had to be cherished and gently led. And yet the city was
tearing apart. She had to find a conpronise answer. Northwall could not take
this over. Nor could Threerivers, which was even nore conservative than

Pel bari gan.

Meanwhile, to the south and away fromthe bluffs, Celeste said, "Tor, how nmuch
farther?" She sat on his shoul ders as he wal ked quietly.

"Less than two ayas. Not far."

*Two what? Ch, yes. Ayas. Each one is about one-point-three-five kiloneters, |
believe. But | don't know what that really is, either. W seldomtravel ed. |
am afraid. But not with you."

"I have prepared a place for you, little one. | feared this day night cone.
After this, who knows? Your proper place is with the Pel bar, though. Perhaps
we can go to Northwall."

The triple squad of guardsmen noved along the bluff edge slowly with their
line of torches flaring the late spring woods, startling the roosting and
nesting birds. Finally one guardsman sounded a horn. They had found a figure
near the base of the bluff, dressed in black. The torches converged on the

| ong, dark body splayed out on the | ower slope.

"I's he alive?"

"There is a pulse. He is a ness, | fear."

"Turn himover very carefully."”



"Wio is it?"
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"l don't know. "

"I do. It is Cyklo. He is a blacksnmth. Cyklo Dahmen, a Dahmen by birth. He is
unmarried. "

"Make a litter. W will have to get flat boards and bind himto it. W need
straps and about three bl ankets."

At the dome, Eolyn was eating bean soup, a new reci pe devised by Ruthan, or so
Dexter had told her. This was the second tine he had brought it. So unlike the
standard food cubes, it was very tasty, but somewhat |unpy. Dexter had called
it "unbl ended bean," left that way to bring out the texture, and to try the
teeth a bit. She was alone in her room studying a field diagramon her

i ght board. She had been di sappoi nted not to have caught the pair together

Her tracing transmtters had never yet sounded to indicate a proximty of
under twenty centineters. Perhaps she had made an error. She drank in the |ast
of the soup. There! It sounded, and the w nking |ight went on. She noved

qui ckly over and fine-tuned it. That close? Amazi ng. Now she had them
Conmandi ng the panel, she slid out into the hall and jogged down it and around
the corner to Dexter's room quickly giving the override comand on his door
panel . It slid back. In a flash the hall was alive with running rats, white
bodi es skidding, sliding on the snmooth surface. Eolyn screamed. Dexter put his
head out the panel

"Good gal | opi ng al gae, Eo, what are you doing? Now | have to catch themall. |
amtraining them you know. Come. You must help."

Eol yn thrust her head into the room and | ooked around. The sounder conti nued
its laconic beeping.

"What are you | ooking for? Conme on and hel p." Dexter handed her a net and
started off after the rats, commanding the far doors to close. Rodents

scuttl ed around, squealing, as he deftly scooped themup, filling his net as
Eol yn managed to snare only two. At last they had themall. Eolyn's sounder
still sent out its thin notes.

"What's that | hear?" Dexter asked. "One of your electronic devices? That's
unpl easant —+i ke a mechanical rat. Shut it off."

Eol yn shut off the nonitor. "What are you doing with all these rats anyhow?"
"Training them | told you. |I hope to get themto performuseful tasks
someday. So far they are capable only of
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a fewtricks. There. That's all of themsafe." He hefted the bul ging netful of
star lied rats. "Thank you. Now | have duties below at the rodentry, so excuse
me. My class probably would like a rest after this chase. Shut the panel when
you | eave, please."

Dexter strode down the hallway with his rats, slid down the steel bannisters,
and gleefully trotted along the lower hall. Entering the rodentry, he raised
the Iight on the glow panels and returned all the rats to their cages. Then he
conmanded all the rats in the upper rowto clap, as he hinmself wal ked back and
forth on his hands in front of them |aughing. Then he sat on the floor. Tears
streamed down his face as he continued to laugh. Al the rats stood silent,

wat ching himwi th round, black eyes. He lay full Iength on the floor, grinning
up at them "My friends," he said, "alas, how | w sh you could have enjoyed
that."

Eol yn returned to her room Wat was wong? She flicked on the nmonitor again.
The sound began once nore, high and annoying. Eolyn frowned. She pondered,
then attached a directional indicator to the nonitor. Wth her nodul es, that
was the work of only a few noments. The needl e pointed at her. She noved. It
foll owed her. She noved again, and again the needle pointed its arrow directly
at her. She turned it vertically. The needl e indicated her mdsection. She
nmoved it close, raising and lowering it. So. It indicated her stomach. She
felt through the wai st section of her suit, renmoving the belt. That didn't
affect the indication. Eolyn sat down. Wat could it nean? Ch, no. She had

i ngested the tracers—surely it was that soup. Dexter's |unpy bean soup. Dam



him Damm, damm, damm him Dexter had outsmarted hinsel f. Eolyn would set
anot her trap.

As she turned, her door slid open and Dexter |eaned in. He was serious. "Next
time you want to know sonet hing, ask."

Eolyn trenmbled with anger and threw the nmonitor at him He caught it and
turned it up to full volune. Then he shut it off and entered the room
striding up to her and shoving her back on the sleep pad. She | ooked up

astoni shed. "You listen," he began. "If you interfere with me, so nuch as a
finger's breadth, you'll regret it. That is a prom se. You may be a
donel eader, but | do my duties well enough. I will not be traced. I am not an

experiment." His hand darted out and lifted her quickly to her
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feet by the hair. Then he sl apped her face, fast, back and forth, twice,
shoved her back, and left the room

Eol yn lay on the pad, sobbing, angry, and hel pless. After a tine the door
opened agai n and Ruthan cane in. Eolyn sat up, red-faced. "Eo, what's the
matter?" Rut han asked, crossing to her and kneeling down.

"CGet out, get out, dam you."

Rut han didn't. She took Eolyn's hands, then put her arns around her and held
her. "I told you to get out," Eolyn said agai nst her shoul der

"Why? What have | done? Tell nme. I'msorry." Ruthan | eaned back, snoothed
Eolyn's hair away from her face, and | ooked at her. Eolyn could see that she
clearly knew not hi ng of what happened.

"I"'msorry. | was upset. Forgive me," she said. "Please let nme al one now. "
Rut han | eaned down and ki ssed her forehead. "Please. Let's |eave off the
archai ¢ behavior. I amupset."

"OfF course. If | can help you, please let ne, though." Ruthan comranded a wet
washsquare from Eol yn's supply and wi ped the ol der woman's cheeks and nout h,
then handed it to her, patted her shoul ders again, and |eft.

Eol yn sat staring. Wat did it all nean? Ruthan had just showed her nore

af fection than she had felt hi a long time. Eolyn decided that she liked it.
But that itself was another clue. Perhaps Dexter had managed the trick with
the tracers alone, but Ruthan had just shown her awakened affections. She even
ki ssed readily. Yes, clearly sonething was goi ng on between the two. Wat
woul d she do about it? Now she feared Dexter. Perhaps it was a good idea not
to hurt Ruthan, who was a potential ally. But the whole dome could not do what
it pleased. Behavior nust be planned. That was absol utely necessary.

Bel ow t he dome, the oil continued to seep and pool. The subsoil resisted its
penetration, and the oil tended to gather behind a clay damthat had been
formed beneath the levels. The old tinmber continued to wick oil upward to the
oxygen-storage room and the dark soak noved slowy through the soil fromthe

cracked tank, downhill at a gl acial pace.

VI

JESTAK and his mother were still tal king when the guardcaptain agai n knocked
and entered. "Forgive me again, Protector, but one of the people at Ahroe's
house toni ght has been taken. It is Cyklo, a Dahnen. He was dressed all in

bl ack and had a sword. The sword had bl ood on it. He apparently fell fromthe
bluff. He is still alive but in very poor shape.”

"And t he Shumai, Hagen?"

"The Haframa says he will recover unless things take an unexpected turn."

"Has the Dahnena been i nfornmed?"

"Yes. She is with Cyklo now. She openly condemms him for his actions in the
nost vituperative terns. She speaks of exclusion from Pel bari gan. "

"Very clever."

"What ?"

"Bring her to me here, please. You nust conme with her, Ithring, and stay with
us. | amnot as agile as | used to be."

"There is Jestak, Protector.'*

"He will not be here.”

"Yes, Protector." The guardcaptain w thdrew.



"You see howit is, Jes."

"Yes." He shook his head. "It is serious."

"Perhaps. But perhaps the Dahnmena suggested the solution today in council. She
threatened to withdraw, either to a newcity or to Threerivers."

"Threerivers is all Dahnen, for all purposes.”

"Perhaps. But to be conservative is one thing. To be violent is another. They
have reached the point of breaking law, if indeed they have not really been
doing it for sone tine. Threerivers is perhaps a proper environnent for them

| amquite sure that Ales, the Protector, wll not
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permt their sort of tactics. Now you must go. Are you sl eepy?"

Jestak | aughed. "No, Mdther. | have travel ed since before daybreak and entered
arebellion. | amtired, but this is too interesting.”

**| have changed ny nind. Go to Ahroe's cottage. See Hagen if you can. If he

i s awake, send himnmny confort and thanks. See to the others al so."

"OfF course." The two enbraced, and Jestak abruptly left. The Jestana sat down
agai n, thinking. Then she stood, nmoved the table, put her hair up for the

ni ght, changed to her night robe, renoved all the chairs but one, and sat in
it, turning the lanp to throwits |light away from her.

The guardcaptai n knocked, and the Jestana sounded her small bell of

admttance, Ithring entered with the Dahmena, who was pal e and ti ght-nout hed.
The Protector |ooked up at her and sighed.

"I trust that your relative, this Cyklo, will recover in good time, and | hope
that he has not been hurt badly."

The Dahnena sai d not hi ng.

"Quardcaptai n, please search the Northcounsel and renbve any weapons she may
have with her."

" But —=

"Do it."

"Protector, | protest," said the Dahnena, "I will bring this up to the ful
counci | ."

"Stand, Dahnena. | intend to carry out the orders of the Protector."

"I will requite you this dishonor."

"You have already. | assume you were addressing ne."

"Yes .. . Protector."

"Thank you. Now, for once, you will listen and I wll talk."

Ithring removed a small knife fromthe sl eeve of the Dahnmena's robe and a thin
fol ding knife from her wai stband. She handed themto the Protector, who hefted

themin her hand. "Is it usual with you to carry weapons, Northcounsel ? That
seens an odd procedure for a councfl menber."
"This is an odd council, Protector, and these are odd tines. You see | have

violent people in my own fanmily. We see the whol e Pel bar system underm ned
before our eyes. A strong Protector could halt this change. Not you.
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| amafraid now | feel the need to protect myself. We lived over a thousand
years with closed walls. We could do it again and preserve our way of life."
"Not over a thousand years, Northcounsel. It was hundreds of years after the
time of fire before Pel barigan was built, as you nust know But that is not
the point. You must realize that it is the duty of every social |eader to help
the society to survive. If we are to survive, we nust neet the world on its
own terns. Before the world began opening up again, the old Pel bar way served
admrably. It no longer does. If we shut out the Shumai and Sentani, while
Nort hwal | has admitted them quite successfully, and to its own enrichnent,
then we are dividing the peoples. You nust see that." "Wy nmust |?"

"It is so obvious. You would otherwi se be stupid.” "You seemto allow for no
breadth of opinion, Protector.”

"I do not? It is a marvel you should say that. Your family has had that
reputation as long as | can remenber. But | do not propose to argue the
obvious with you, nerely to offer you the options. First, continuing as things



are is not one of them You have gone too far. You will realize that our

i nvestigations will be full, and they will disclose what now |ies hidden. | am
absolutely sure that you will not retain your seat on the council. You may, as
you proposed, take your party and construct a new settlenent. W will even

help you do it. You may, with the perm ssion of Threerivers, join them You
may request a council vote on the matter."

"If we leave the city, the heart goes out of it. W have al ways been the
backbone of Pel barigan."

"You are its appendi x, Dahnena. And infected. Now go." The Protector rose to
| eave the room

"A curse on you," the Dahnena hissed after her. "Are you addressing ne?" the
Protector asked, turning. "A curse on you, Protector."

"That is better. As you |leave, you mght explain to yourself how the backbone
of Pel barigan curses when Aven does not curse and we are all worshipers of
Aven. Now, Ithring, renmove her."

The guardcaptain took the arm of the Northcounsel, not gently, and steered her
toward the door. As Jestak approached the cottage of Stel and Ahroe, he

Tin Dont In th* Fortit 107

heard a slight sound in the shadow. "Who is it?" he asked.

"Tor."

"Tor. Cood. | am Jestak."

"Cone and talk a nonent."

Unhesitatingly, Jestak nmoved into the shadow, and the two pal ned hands in
greeting. Tor stood a full head above Jestak, who was not short for a Pel bar
"Celeste, Tor? |Is she safe?"

"Yes. She is snug and hidden. Were is Tristal ?"*

"He is on his way here, | assume. He is a fine young man. If you want Cel este
to go to Northwall, she will be safe there, and we will welcome her."
"That may be best. W will see. She is only a child. It is foolish to treat

her as she has been.”

"She is a child, but also a charge of explosive. She stands to transform Heart
Ri ver society, and sonme of us can't stand it."

"So | have seen. By the way, | took Celeste out the back—Stel's special
provi si on—hen we heard them coming. W were downriver on the bluffs when
heard one nearby. Celeste noved, so | had to pitch himoff the bluff."

"Ah. That explains it. He is in the city now. He had bl ood on his sword, so
they assune himto be the one who slashed Hagcn."

"Hagen? |Is he dead, then?"

**] don't think so. | have come to see to faun hi part. W should go to the
house. "

As they entered, they found Hagen |ying, weak and pale, in the front room H s
eyes shone when Tor entered and | eaned to enbrace him Ahroe sat by him her
face wet. Tor introduced Jestak, whom Hagen had never seen, and the old man
felt a certain awe in the presence of the man who had so changed the Heart

Ri ver peopl es.

Jestak knelt by himand took his hand. "Again the Pel bar have much reason to
thank you. I'mafraid we have been nmuch trouble to you."

"No trouble. I amglad everyone is safe.”

"Safe? And how is the waif?" Stel asked Tor

"Safe, too. Let's leave the rest to the guardsmen and go to bed,"” said Jestak
Tor waved to them and glided out into the darkness.

Deep hi the north quadrant, a small meeting of wonen from several fanilies

heard the Dahnena say, "I have
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never been so huniliated. | seemto have |l ost control even of my own quadrant.

Who aut horized the attack on the girl? They all think I did."

"But, Dahnena, if you didn't, you surely indicated that you wi shed her out of
t he way."

"This time we have been so undercut that we may never regain position. W nust
have sone reserve. Increasingly we are in the mnority. Sone drastic change is



comng. This old city has been our home for so nany centuries. How can we give
it up?"

"Gve it up? You nmean you want us to | eave Pel bari gan?"

"How el se can we |ive?"

"W can perhaps adjust, you know, Dahnena."

"Adjust? Do what they say? They are destroying all that is precious. Never!"
The Dahmena punctuated her statement by stabbing her palmw th her forefinger.
As she spoke, her voice rose, and for a nonment she seened to generate such an
aura of anger that the whole roomseened to trenble with white |ight.

"Dahnena, you mnust realize that although we stand together as a quadrant when
we can, | amnot a Dahnen. | can't follow you in all things. Cyklo's action is
hardly one of the whole quadrant.”

"Nor of the Dahnens. | never authorized anything like that."

"But you made it clear that you wished it. | feel you have so weakened
yoursel f that you must accede."

"I must do nothing not in our interest."

"Ah. You have already. O it has been done. | know four famlies will not
stand with you. 1*

"I will repudiate Cyklo. | nean it."

"You have sharpened the knive and will not take it back now that it is

bl oody?"

"I will not accept that description."

"Moder is right, Dahnena," said the Judgema, head of the second | argest of the
north-quadrant famlies. "I'mafraid that you must listen. | have a proposa

that has the backing of six famlies.**

"Six? What is it?"

"Send for Ahroe. Ask her to come here and talk frankly. We nust draw toget her
and heal the wounds."

"Never."

"Then we will neet with her without you. W will ex-
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plain our feelings. W join with you in deploring the presence of the girl. W
do not wish to pursue contact with the dome. But we see the necessity of being
civilized. If we |ose our case, then we have lost, but as Pelbar. If we are

afraid of renewed savagery, then we nust not illustrate it ourselves."
"You woul d do that w thout nme?" Again the Dab-nena's anger took her. "I am
still Northcounsel."

"At the monent." The Judgena went to the Dahnena and put her arns around her
"Pl ease? W beg it of you. | think we have |lost, yes. But we nust act
decently. W nust recover our honor."

The Dahmena freed herself. *This shane is nore than | can bear." She turned
and |l eft the room

Moder turned and asked, "Well, should we ask Ahroe to neet with us?"

"I don't know. It is of little use now Let us see what |ead the Dahnena will
t ake when she has thought further. W will have to play the nunbers on the
dice as they were cast."

Not |ong after, the Dahnena |l et herself out the small south door. A guardsman

stood outside it "It is late, Northcounsel," he said.

Too late, | amafraid, guardsman. Do you object to ny |eaving by this door?"
"No, Dahmena. Some of those who attacked Ahroe's cottage are still outside, we
believe. W are sinply noting who is coming in." "Yes. Very prudent. Good

night." "It is past mdnight. Good norning, Dahnmena." She did not reply, but
wal ked out into the dark and di sappeared. He could hear her footsteps crunch
the gravel path |leading toward the river. Apprehension crept into him She had
violated no rule. But what she was doing was odd. Well, he would report it at
guardchange. Shortly after, the door opened again, and Mder stepped out.
"Quardsman, | wish to speak with Ahroe. |Is that possible?"

"I believe she is asleep, ma'am |s that where the Dahnmena went ?—No. She went
toward the river." "The Dahnena? Toward the river? Wen?" "Just now. Two
sunwi dt ha. Something is am ss, isnt
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it?" He put his born to his mouth and bl ew four short notes. "Wait here,

pl ease," he said to Mder.

The guardcaptain soon trotted up, panting. "Yes?"

"Mbder wishes to talk with Ahroe. But the Dahnena just a while ago left the
city here and wal ked toward the river. |I fear sonmething is wong."

"The Dahmena? That way? Good Aven, what now? Stand your post. Blow six." As

t he guardsman bl ew, the guardcaptain ran down the path toward the city front,
where, in response to the six blasts, torches flared on the corner post and
south on the bluffs near Ahroe and Stel's. The guardcaptai n appeared, running
by the four guards* men at the city corner, calling and waving.

"Bring your torches. To the river. W will see what is up now " They ran down
al ong the bank, holding the torches high so as not to flare in their eyes. The
flickering orange gl ow caught a figure downstream waist deep, wading out.
"Halt," the guardcaptain called, panting, plunging into the water after the
figure, which | eaned forward, wading faster. The guardcaptain surged out into
the dark river and caught the Dahnena at shoul der depth. She struggled, grim
and silent. He tw sted her arm back and gri pped her across the chest, backing
up as a second guardsman took her feet.

"Let me go," she screaned. "I have committed no crime. You have no right. |
insist."

"Perhaps. Now, quiet. If you are correct, we will apol ogi ze. Cone now. W have
you. Relax. This is no place for an old woman."

"dd wonman! What strange curse is on me? | can do nothing. | amthwarted even

in my own personal w shes."

"Yes. Later. Look, here is Ahroe cone down to the shore. Conme now. "

"CGet her away. Let me go." The Dahnena struggl ed.

"Bring her up to ny house," said Ahroe, grimfaced.

"Never, No,"

"Pl ease, guardcaptain. Mther. Please, Mther. Please come to ne." Ahroe
reached out to her as the guardsnen set her down, and hel d her nother agai nst
her. The old woman seenmed to sag, panting, nearly |linmp. Ahroe supported her
tightly. The Dahnmena began to sob, uncontrollably. Ahroe said nothing, but
waited for the ol der woman to recover her conposure.

Th« Done In the Forest 111

"You can't call me Mdther. You repudiated the fam |y when you returned from
the west. | want nothing to do with you."

"For once in your life, Mther, can't you shut up? Conme up to the house. You
are all wet. Please? See? You are shivering. Look. Here is Stel. The guardsnen
have a Utter. W will carry you."

"Never," said the Dahnena, but when the litter was |aid out, she sighed and
lay down on it. Stel and Ahroe picked it up and carried her to the cottage on
the bluffs. One guardsman carried a torch al ongsi de.

The guardcaptain and the others stood on the shore |ooking after them "I'l|
be a |inp-eared, fish-gutted son of an everlovin' nuck heap," he said. One of
t he other men | aughed. The guardcaptain glared at him then began to |augh

hi nsel f. "Come on. |'m soaked. What stinking nud. Let's go and clean up. Urch
You go and get Sorge to replace me, and get Spon to come for Hayl. | can't
believe it. Look where she is going, the old dried apple.™

Stel and Ahroe laid the Dahnena down on the nmats on the front-roomfloor. Ste
got a towel and dry robe, then left the roomas Ahroe hel ped the old wonan out
of her wet clothes and into dry ones. Nothing was said. Stel reappeared with a
cup of hot tea and handed it to the Dahnena, who took it and sat down in a
soft chair. Ahroe put a cushion behind her and ki ssed her. The Dahnena | ooked

grim

Finally she said, "I never sent those nen up here. I would not do that."

"Al'l I knowis that they cane," said Ahroe. "Hagen is badly hurt in the other
room | don't know why everything the Dahnmens touch turns to msery. Surely

you rmust feel it, Mdther. Does it need to be that way?"
"Everyone laid the debt at my door. | tried to pay for it | was prevented."



"No one w shes your death, Mdther. Can't we just let all this go? Can't we say
that the ol d Dahnmena kept wal king into the river and | have ny nother back?
Can't you just let politics take its course and cal mdown and |ive?"

"So much is wong. It is just wong."

"Pl ease, Mdther. Let all this wong, wong, wong go
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its own way. Relax. It is a big world. There is roomfor everyone."

"My world is Pelbarigan. | have lived here over seventy years, nost of it shut
away in fear of the tribesnen. It was a good world. It had order, discipline.
Now that is all broken and sliding away."

"If clinging to it is such bitterness, why cling?"

"I amweary to death. Do you have anywhere | can deep?"

"I'n our roomis best. Hagen is there. There will be a little Iight because
amsitting up with him He is asleep, though. I will be nearby."
"Wth Hagen? Well, that will have to do. | cannot go back honme now. " The

Dahnena rose slowy, put down the teacup, and wal ked, with her hand on Ahroe's
arm into the back room The doorway seemed to recede before her in her

weari ness.

Once in bed, she |ooked up at Ahroe, sitting in a chair, and at the old Shumai
sl eepi ng across the room She was panting. Then she drifted off to sleep, and
when she awoke again, it was broad daylight, and she | ooked up at Tor. He took
no notice of her. He was frowning down at Hagen; then he reached down and
adjusted the blankets. The old nman stirred. Celeste stood behind him thin and
tired, |ooking at the old wonman with fear. The Dahnmena shut her eyes again.
She was weary of all this. Fear, worry, hurt. Perhaps Ahroe was right. How had
she I et herself be brought here? She heard Tor talk softly in the, front room
then heard Jestak's voice.

He was talking to Celeste. Wuld she know how to cure Stantu? No, she feared
she would not. It was radiation sickness, Celeste thought. Royal would know
Who was Royal ? The child had never mentioned anyone in the dome before, and
when questioned, she didn't reply. The girl was frightened. See? D dn't that
prove the Dahnena right? But strangely, at the nmonment the old wonan was little
interested in being proved right. She was still tired, so deeply tired she
felt she would nmelt and seep into the mattress. She breathed hard. Her feet
were col d.

Toward high sun a low, nmpaning cry startled her to wakeful ness. Ahroe rushed
into the room | ooking haggard, followed by others, including the Hafrana.
"Hagen. What is it, Hagen?"

**] cant nove ny |legs. They—they lie there |ike wood."
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The Hafranma undi d the bindi ngs on Hagen's neck, while he wi nced. The wound was
angry and swollen. Cel este | ooked over the Haframa's shoul der, grimacing with
sympat heti c pain.

"l don't understand,"” said the Hafranma.

"Have you no antibiotics, then?" Cel este asked.

The Haframa turned and | ooked at her, puzzled. "No. It is infected. W tried
to clean it as you described. No. W have nothing."

"It is the swelling. It has pressed the nerves in the neck or sonething.

Unl ess they were damaged by the blowitself. It is serious.”

"I can see that. It is beyond ny skill now, except to dull the pain."

"I'f Royal were here ..."

"Royal ? From t he donme?"

Cel este frowned. "He would be no good without his materials, though. Could we
take himto the donme?"

"No, child. I do know that."

Cel este began to cry. Garet noved next to the old man and put his small arm
around him Ahroe drew her son away. They covered the wound and stood back
unable to lift himto drink because of his pain. Tor stood silent in the

m ddl e of the room his nouth tight, through the whole procedure. Hagen | ooked
up at him and they exchanged a | ong, silent comunication



Ahroe | ooked fromone to the other, eyes filled. "No. It is not so. You are
wrong, Tor." She put her arns around Hagen, weepi ng.

Vague and sl eepy, the Dahnena regarded this from across the room Wat was al
this fuss over a nman, an old man, a Shumai, scruffy and ignorant? Her
daughter, wenched with sorrow, and the child Garet. Well, the child had known
the old man all his life, as an infant had traipsed the dry plains with himin
search of that wetch, Stel. Were was Stel 7—there, in the doorway. Hi s jaws
were tight, too. This sort of sentinent was unnatural, unbelievable. She had
never felt it, never. It belonged to Aven only. She had not felt it for her
own husband, dutiful though he was, and neticul ously obedient. Still, she

m ssed him She had hated his hunming in the room and forbade himto do it.
He woul d, however, when she wasn't there. She would hear himas she cane down
the hall, but he had al ways stopped when she reached the room
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How silent the room had been when he died. He had | oved her. She knew it only
when she had | ost him But be was a man, and without judgment. Hume, She saw
himDOWN in her nmind's eye, sad it seemed, and attentive. A little frightened.
She had sat with himwhile he lay ill. She had even held his hand when he had
requested it. That was foolish, yet people seened to want it. Look, Caret held
the old man's hand even now.

Why was she so cold, so tired? Perhaps she would try to change when she
recovered. She would try to reestablish a relationship with Ahroe, whose
concerned gl ances she caught now and then

The day wore on, turning gray and rainy. Stel propped her up and fed her sone
soup, even blotting her mouth so she wouldn't have to raise her hands. Late in
t he day, Ha-gen stirred and sat up

He seenmed to address Tor, who had never left the room In a |ow voice, he
said, "The tall grass bends in the wind. The dark bull has nmounted the hill
Lashing his tail, he scoops away all the stray light fromthe sky. He flings
it back as stars. One by one they blink out, lox and Til, Ruk, Mr, and Tosh,

all gone. He is rolling, crushing the earth. Ah, Sertine, it is I, Hagen. | am
here. The bull has | owered his head, his horns pointed like iron stakes. He
makes no sound, rushing at ne. | see his whole hunped back | oom ng over. Lift
me up, Sertine, lift ne over." He sank back. Tor stood unmovi ng.

"What ? What is that?" said Ahroe, her hands open and fluttering toward Hagen
"Leave hi m al one now. "

"Why? No. No. What can we do?"

"Nothing. It is his death statenent. He is willing to go now "

"Deat h?" Ahroe whi spered. She turned. Hagen was | ooking at her

"Ahroe, you have been better than any daughter," he said, his chest heaving.
"Put me up by Fitzbugh."

"No, Hagen, no."

He did not reply, but closed his eyes.

Tor took Caret fromthe room It remained soundl ess except for the heavy
breathing of the two old people. Ahroe sat with her eyes cl osed, praying.
Then, slowy, she becane aware that she heard only one breath com ng
heavi | y—her nother's. She started up. Already Tor had
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her arm and took her fromthe room insistent, inexorable. In the front room
he gave her to Stel, then left the house.

The Dahmena watched the three guardsnen take Hagen. He was to have a funeral
a service in Pelbarigan. It was wong, wong. Nothing was suitable anynore.
She shut her eyes to it. Eventually, when she opened them it was dusk, and
t he Haframa was | ooki ng down at her gravely. Again she shut her eyes. Soon she
heard a sound and | ooked again. It was Caret, who took her hand.

"You are ny other grandnother. | have never talked to you," he said.

"No. Not really, child. I—=

"Why is your hand so cold? Are you all right?" He set his pal mon her

f or ehead.

It seened to her alnost fiery. Had the boy a fever? She saw alarmin his eyes,



already red with his crying over the barbarian. A thought glided past her as
soundl essly as an ow's flight. No. No, that was not possible.

Caret turned abruptly and ran out the door, calling, "Haframa, Haframa."

She coul d hear the hushed voices of the boy and the old doctor in the front
room She dozed, waking to find a | anp burning by the bed. Mder's face was

| ooki ng down at her, but then it faded away. In the dark, the boy eventually
returned to her, slowy, like a lazy leaf in the wind, like a single
snowf | ake, the first flurry of winter

It wasn't winter. Wiy was she so col d? Lacking an overcoat, she seened to fee
hersel f huggi ng her winter tunic over her. Standing on the tower at

Pel bari gan, she watched the snow out over the river, comng fromthe west,
drifting in large flakes, graying and obscuring the dark trees. Her young
husband, Hume, tiny and clustered with the others down on the river, cut ice.
She coul d see, far below, the vague figures noving agai nst the white. Again

t he snow i ncreased, and she strained her eyes after him Hume, down on the
river, small and dark, entirely blotted out now by the cold and snow, falling,

falling around her, nounding on the walls of the tower, heaping over all. Wat
was it she was | ooking at? She forgot Snow fell. The whole world was snow and
col d, vani shing and vani shi ng.

ni X

THE Protector, who had postponed the council because of the Dahnmena's ill ness,

postponed it again after her death and Hagen's. Then, she issued another
controversial order. She commanded that the two funerals be held together in
t he chapel of Pel barigan. The north quadrant, which normally would have
bridl ed and protested, acquiesced in their shame, and as the service

devel oped, hi the tall, dimstone room it seemed to acquire a strange | ogic.
The two coffins lay side by side on trestles, one the neat, plain boards of a
Shurmai hunter, the other the curved and polished, cloth-draped casket of the
nost adamant of Pel bar traditionalists. Here they came together in their

passi ng. Hagen had become a | ocal folk hero, through his western adventure

wi th Ahroe, and was beloved by a large portion of the old city, especially by
the men and boys. In their deaths, another striking story had been added to
the city's aura, a contenporary |egend conmensurate with the flight of the two
| overs, Ornay and Lynd, or of the courage of the guardsman Miurdon, sone eighty
years earlier, when the Sentani had cone upon the wood gat herers unexpectedly
in wnter.

The Protector chose not to speak, but to | et the whole nmeaning of the event
sink hi through the singing of the Pelbar choir, fully massed, occupying the
fore end of the chapel on raised steps.

Tor and Cel este stood on the side bal cony, and as the songs rose, the sounds
nmel ding i nto one another, form ng a swelling blend of sadness and exaltation
the girl took the axeman's hand, tears flowing freely down her face for the
first time she could renmenber. She cried partly for Hagen, whom she had cone
to know, partly for the rich sadness of human dranma joining this unlikely
pair. An old order had struggled to maintain itself, then
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faded out into the new How strange it all was, this depth of feeling, this
web of relationships formng a |large society, always altering and shifting—as
if the cormands she so familiarly keyed unto the el ectronic networks of the
donme woul d produce different results at different times, not the steady and
reliable cal culations she was used to. For the first time she caught a glinpse
of the kal ei doscopic nature of humanity, its patterns changing, re-formng
continually. It seemed frightening and unreliable.

In dyi ng, Hagen had asked to be buried near his old Ozar conpani on, Fitzhugh
As they followed his coffin up the bluffs to Fitzhugh's high, south overl ook
Cel este pondered this, still holding Tor's hand. The day was warm and her
hand sweat, but she clung to his, as Tor gl anced occasionally down at her to
see what was troubling her

As Hagen was lowered into the neatly squared hole, and Ahroe sprinkled the



symbolic grass on the coffin, and the shovel -1 oads of earth began to thud and
t hunder down on him Cel este had anot her odd sensation. Was he gone? Wul d he
al ways be here? She felt a vague unease. Recycling was neater, easier. \Wat
woul d they prove by this? What woul d Ahroe think every tinme her eye turned to
that famliar bluff? As the grave was filled, and the earth tanped and
mounded, Cel este raised her eyes and suddenly becane aware of the flood of
sunset light lying on the wild flatland across the river, filling the slight

| ate-spring haze with a tinge of red. As she | ooked around, she saw it bathed
all the serious faces in ruddy light.

Here was the eastern edge of Hagen's plains, stretching tirel essly westward.
The sunset was receding across them the light fading like his way of life,
the free running of the hunter, just as the Dahnmena's rigidities seened
softened by the glow of light on the stone walls of Pel barigan

She turned to Tor, who clasped his hands behind him standing back. What was
he thinking? He too was a runner, a hunter. She could not see himtoiling in
the city, digging in a field. Nor could he. She read that on his face. He
caught her eye a nonment, and they exchanged a fufl understanding. Then he

wi nked and smiled slyly, and the nonent passed.

Eol yn commanded entrance to Dexter*s room He lay idling on his couch, and

| ooked up silently, giving her no
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wel cone. She sighed and sat on the edge of his work-table. He still said
not hi ng.

"Dexter," she began. "Please don't interrupt ne until | amthrough."

"That sounds omi nous. | have warned you not to interfere with nme."

"It is not omnous. | amnot threatening you. This is inportant to nme. Now,
will you listen?"

"Why shoul d I ?"

"For my sake? You may profit fromit. | mean you no harm"

Dext er sighed, gave her a quizzical |ook, and sat up. "Go ahead."

"Al'l right. Now | know, and you know | know, that you and Ruthan are—don't
now. I amnerely sketching in informational background—that you and Rut han
are seeing one another. | have told no one and will tell no one unless the
done and levels are threatened in sone way by this. At present | perceive no
threat. You are both careful and bal anced people. My concern is only
self-interest at this point"

"Sel f-interest?"

"Clearly you must see that you are the only male here of any possible interest
to a woman. Butto is so unreliable and illogical that—=

"Are you—what are you saying? | can't believe this."

"Why not ? Why should you not take an interest hi me? W need not becone
enotionally involved. Life is unrewarding, isn't it? | have to have sone
reason for spending nmy tinme on routines, on the devel opment of new systens, on
trying to solve the problem of probing the dome floor electronically, don't I?
Think of it as maintenance. | have cone to the conclusion that | need

mai nt ai ni ng. "

"Good God. There are always suppressants, Eo."

"At last. At least you will discuss it. Take a logical view Don't you

mai ntain the rodentry? Don't we check the systems? | don't want suppressants.
What happened to Butto has me worried. | want to minimze ny drug use.
Besides, froma purely scientific point of view, I would like to di scover
several things: one, if it is really possible to remain detached; two, if
there is a vague chance it is possible for me to bear children to replenish
our population; three, if it will affect my outlook; and four, if it is
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genuinely anmusing. It is so long since | have been genui nely amused."

Dext er stood suddenly, and paced the small chanber, then stopped. "One," he
said, "it is possible to remain detached, but that is not the point. The point
is to becone involved. Two, you can test whether or not it is possible for you
to bear by nore scientific means; three, it will indeed affect your outl ook



but we need you the way you are—lear and logical; four ... | forget what four
was. Eolyn, you have taken the wong approach to the whole thing. You have to
gi ve yourself enotionally."

"I have wat ched your behavior in neetings. You have not given yourself. Ruthan
has, but you have not."

Dexter sat down. "No, | haven't. | have discovered that | don't know how. But
she has, and that has saved the whole thing. You would hate it. It would be
not hi ng but enptiness.”

"You are really an archaic noralist, just giving me excuses. Are we not
friends? Are we not obligated to help our friends? | find I amin need of
help. I ama calculator in need of adjustment. My circuits are eroding. Can't
you treat me as just a piece of equiprment?' Her face twi sted in an angui sh of
confessed | oneliness. Then she covered it with her hands and shook with dry
sobbi ng.

Dext er stood up, nonplussed. He opened his nouth, then shut it. Then he
reached out and drew her down on the sl eep pad beside him He saw her shapely
ear, the wisps of hair around it. No—t was too grotesque. He would have to
find a way to suppress her. Still, that would be dangerous. He dared not make
an eneny of her. This was a confined world. The done and | evel s needed her
especially now that Zeller was dead. Dexter felt no noral conpunctions, except
for what he understood as the aura of Ruthan's feelings.

"You will not tell Ruthan?" Eolyn shook her head, still buried in her hands.
The array of lights on Dexter's rodentry nonitor shifted and marched, flicking
dimMy aa a new feeding period took place. After a tine, a flashing dot on the
second | evel indicated a new birth, then another, a third, a fourth. One by
one, three of themblinked out. Dexter wasn't |ooking. Nor did he comand
Ariadne to clap. Eventually Eolyn rose to | eave, then stopped.

"Are you readjusted?"
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"No. No. It amounts to nothing after all. | amsorry. | forced you into it. It
was a nistake. | don't understand. The pictures.”
"The pictures? Wat? You may change your mind. | hope for your sake you do."

"And for yours?"

"My God, Eolyn. What was your point one? Detachnent? You and | are the nost
detached creatures in this whol e meager and m serabl e bunch, but | cannot
remai n that detached."

"It is guilt, then. What an archaic value."

"Perhaps. If all values are archaic, then where . . ,*' Dexter |ooked up at
hi s Hght board. "Oh, no! Cassiopeia has just killed her newlitter. |1've got to
get down there." He rushed by Eolyn and down to the rodentry.

Eol yn stood in the hall. She pointed her toe and traced an arc on the fl oor

wondering if something subtle had been onmtted from her makeup, wondering if
that too was planned, if she was the ultinmate nan of the geneticists, designed
to resist the boredomof the levels by failure to feel. Consciously she began
to force the issue behind her. She would persist with what she was. Slowy she
began to hate Dexter, even though she recognized that this enption was
irrational. If Ruthan had supplied what he | acked, then he should have
supplied what she lacked. It was his duty as a friend. He had not done it.
Well, that was foolish. And yet it was there

On the norning followi ng the funeral at Pel barigan, the full council finally
gat hered again. Still |ooking drained, Ahroe was present as a w tness, should
she be needed.

The Protector comanded silence, then, after the prayer, nade a formal opening
statement. "Counsel ors, much has happened since we |ast gathered here.

However, the original question has not been settled. It has sinply exploded in
our faces |like an unwatched pot. W have two courses this norning. The first
woul d be to resune discussion, not of Celeste, because | have given hw the
Protector's safety, but of the question of the done itself. The second option
as | see it, would be for ne to decide the matter nyself, subject to your
veto. | would prefer that second option, and in fact amwlling to weigh ny



continuance in office onit. If anyone is unwilling to accede to that, please
speak now. "
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The council had surmised that this would be the Protector's course, and,
because they had prepared thensel ves, no one was shocked or spoke against it.
The north quadrant saw this as perhaps their only possible way of regaining
any influence—that is, if the Protector's choice went wong. It was a peril ous
choice. But they felt hel pless.

"I thank you for your confidence. Now, weighing the evidence, here is what |
propose: that a small expedition be sent to build a causeway across the enpty
pl ace to the donme. Stel shall be in charge of it. Dailith, fromthe
Protector's guard, will accompany him A mason 01 guardsnman from each quadrant
may go if the quadrant wishes it. This will not be a major expedition or
effort. Ahroe will remain here. If this expedition nmeets with disaster, we
will not mount a large effort to save it, unless the whole council agrees to
wi t hout debate. |Is this agreeabl e?"

The roomremai ned silent. Ahroe's face fell. Was she, then, to be separated
from Stel ? Perhaps for the summer? Putting himin danger? And yet she saw the
Protector's reasoning, and |let the anxiety show on her face, sure that sone in
the north quadrant woul d bask in her confusion. The Protector bad managed to
gi ve sonething to each faction after all. But why had she so often to bear
such difficulties?

Wth the matter decided so quickly, the council was restless, but the
Protector insisted on a short silence, of two sunw dths, before she dism ssed
them She sat, as the sun clock nmoved, in perfect repose, her old body saggi ng
but still erect, eyes closed, face strangely rapt. Then she rai sed her hand,
and the guardsnen tapped for adjournment.

Later, Druk |l ed Ahroe to the Jestana's quarters. The Protector faced away from
t he door, |ooking out a bal cony wi ndow, hands behi nd her

"Protector?" said Ahroe. "I am here."

"Yes, Ahroe. Thank you. Only a word at this troublesone tine for you. | am
sorry for what | had to do. | know you will understand. Be sure to tell Ste
to be careful, to do nothing rash. If anything goes wong, you may of course
go. | am sure you appreciate the need for your presence here."

"Yes, Protector. It is hard for ne, but | understand.”
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The Protector still had not turned, even as she continued to speak: "Ahroe, |
have had this office longer than | would have liked to. It is not an easy one.
My old bones wish to retire. If anything goes wong, even slightly, | wll
retire. It is my feeling that the next Protector will not have a very easy
time of it. | can see, with the renoval of the outside threat, that our old
system of government needs nodification. My decree this norning had the old
ring to it—the authority of the Protector. Eventually that authority will be

eroded. New systens will come in to replace it. Its virtue i s neatness,
qui ckness. Its great flawis that the Protector m ght make a great m stake.
may have just made one. | am |ike everyone, a person of linmted insight,

have had to rely on ethics, on the values of Aven, and stick close to them
They have never failed nme, but sonetinmes the going has been hard."

"Yes, Protector," said Ahroe, a bit nonpl ussed.

"I amarranging for you to becone a guardcaptain soon, Ahroe. And Cet is near
retirement. It may not be |ong before you command the entire guard.”

"But why—+ don't understand.”

"You received your nother, who had di sowned you, Ahroe. You held her in your
arnms and gave her confort in her last hours. Do not think that will be lost on
the north quadrant. You have travel ed farther than any Pel -bar wonman in our
known hi story. You have returned, proved |loyal, stuck when sticking was the
thing to do. You relate easily to the Shunai and Sentani. Now, do you see?"
"No, Protector. Al this feels like a weight, as you put it."

"Being Protector is a much greater weight. | have borne it for sone years now.
| feel it slipping. Do you realize that the Dahnmena spent her very first night



outside the city at your house? Do you realize that | have visited Northwall
once, many years ago, and save for that one trip, | too have remained in this
city all the nights of ny Iife? How am| to nake decisions for the new world
openi ng up?"

A distant lamp flared in Ahroe's mnd. No. Could the Protector mean that? It
was too nuch. Could she bear the weight?

Eventually the Protector said, "You are quiet. It may
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wel | be, you know, that you will indeed be a Protector in the future. | am
glad you feel it to be a burden. If you were proud, then you would do it
badly. O course, you can refuse. O the council may never elect you. But |
feel it. You need to think about it. You nust renenber, we are still Pelbar.
W are still servants to Aven. Wen there is right to be done, we nust do it,
despite the cost to ourselves. Now, Ahroe, you nust go and help Stel prepare
his expedition."”

"Yes, Protector. Thank you. This is all bewildering. I will need to sort it
out."

"One nmore thing. This worries me about you. You will need to know nore of Aven
than you believe possible. |I have not observed you anpbng the devout. You will
need to beconme so. | don't nean enpty piety. | mean a probing of the rolls of
Pell, of the fragments of ancient scripture, such as we have. | see your
friend Tor looks into them You will not make cl ear decisions w thout that

under pi nni ng. Deci sions are not nmade by the head only. If they are, they are
often bad and stupid. Now, you may go."

Ahroe bowed at the Protector's back, for she had never turned. "Yes. Thank
you, Protector," she said, and left. After a tune, the Protector did turn. Her
face remmined grave and tense as she wal ked fromthe wi ndow to sumon Druk for
some tea.

Ahroe found Stel in the front room arranging small piles of things to take

al ong. He seemed nore pensive than eager and shot her a | ook that showed her
he woul d miss her. He was tossing sonething lightly in his hand.

"What is that?"

"It is the box that Tristal found. It was Celeste's. W never gave it back. He
t hought it was sone kind of weapon that hurt his dog, but | don't see it.

Look. If you press here, a small rod protrudes fromthe end."

Ahroe seened uninterested. Stel set it down on a small table, |ooked at it,
and touched another square cut in the surface. Then he turned to his piles,
nmovi ng themfromthe center of the room He felt odd. H's head suddenly hurt.
He turned to Ahroe, who fell, clutching her ears. Suddenly, the sound grew,
and a small hole was blasted through the stone wall of the cottage, as if it
had been struck with a great hamer. Stel |eaped at the box and slammed the
button. The rod withdrew
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Ahroe ran into the other roomretching, and Stel stood sheepishly until she
cane back. She was w ping sweat from her forehead. She, |ooked angry, but then
she began to laugh and cry at the sane tine as they cane together and held
each ot her.

"I guess it was a weapon. Sone kind of weapon."

"AMful. I will put it away. Too bad we didnt have it when Cyklo cane."

"Just as well, Ahroe. It all worked out. Unless Hagen had it."

Once nore Ahroe sobbed against his shoulder. "Be careful. | have a terrible
feeling about this. Be careful down there."

Stel didn't reply. He could still feel a sharp singing in his head.

Two nornings after, Stel and Dailith departed, with three other guardsnen,
Egar, Aybray, and Nuva. The north quadrant sent no one. In two |arge,
fabric-covered canoes, the party pushed off the crowded bank in the
early-nmorning glare, amd laughter, dipping their paddles rhythmcally in the
muddy water, |leaning their backs into it, surging out into the channel. Ahroe
wat ched them go, straight-mouthed. As earlier that spring, the guardsmen bl ew
the horn notes of departure at the proper tine, followed by the ascendi ng



notes of the guardsnmen's salute, and the Pelbar lifted their paddles in

response. Ahroe watched them out of sight, Garet with her, again still and
sul ki ng. Raran put her nose in his hand and butted himlightly with her head,
waggi ng her tail, for Tristal had returned. Garet went to push the dog away,
but stroked her broad head instead, with its short, velvet fur

"I will take messages for you," said Tristal. "Don't worry, Ahroe. They will

be all right." She said nothing but turned away fromhimto nmount the hill to
Hagen's grave, where she could see the small boats far down the river.

Dexter saw his communi cator |ight up. "Dex," came Eolyn's voice. "I amsorry.
You will need to explain some things to me. All of this is so irrational. | am

afrai d of what has awakened inside ne."
Dext er sighed. "W have been over it all before, Eo. Meet nme in centra

conference. W will study the life-systens reports there. But | have only
until 7210."
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"Rut han?"

Dexter switched off. Before |eaving, he glanced at the rodentry nonitor

sl ammed his hand agai nst the outside and | eft the roomrubbing his palm

IT was a hard summer, both inside and outside the donme. In the heat and the
repeat ed thunderstornms, Stel and the guardsnmen toiled to break and trimrock
dragging it fromthe outcrop they now called Tor's Ledge through the woods and
up to the rimof the enpty place. Slowy the stone causeway grew down the hil
toward the dome. But it had to be built w thout touching the poison soil the
stones were set into. Thick, glassy surfaces had to be pounded and broken. As
much as possible, they kept the dust of the place off them bathing twi ce a
day in the stream bel ow the | edge. Wen the wind blew, they masked their faces
with cloth, sweating in the sun.

Dailith proved an able worker, willing and suprenmely dutiful. Egar and Nuva
wor ked nmore and nore unwillingly. Being far from Pel bari gan wei ghed on them

Ni ghts under the | edge frightened them and the preparing of food, often wld
food killed by Stel or Aybray, seemed irregular and uncivilized to them
Eventually it was clear they longed to return to the city, though they
manfully tried to continue. Stel grew perenptory with them seeing that they
were used to taking orders. They did, gritting their teeth.

The problemwi th Aybray was the opposite. Freedomfromthe city gave a new
world to him and he was so overwhel med that he took on the job of nost of the
hunting and fishing needed to support the work. But often he sinply wandered

t he woods, or pushed out through the tall prairie grass drinking in the size
and silence of his surroundings. "He has a Shumai soul," Stel remarked to
Dailith one evening.
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Nonet hel ess, the causeway slowy progressed down the hill. Tristal canme from
Pel bari gan, carrying nmessages and supplies, and staying three days to haul
rock. He was rapidly maturing, his whol e body deepeni ng and hardeni ng. Al ready
he stood taller than Stel. A new confidence seenmed to radiate fromhim though
a shadow of trouble as well

One evening he told Stel of it. "AmI| as wholly uncivilized as Cel este seens
to think?" he asked.

"OfF course not. You nustn't mnd her. She knows very little about people. She
i s happiest with her mathematics. What is she doi ng now?"

"Wirking out a systemof |enses so the Pel bar can see the tiny things she

tal ks of the microorganisns. She calls it a m croscope.”

"I's she progressing?"

"She seems to be. She works at it long hours, with two helpers to grind and
polish glass. She is trying to find ways of measuring the things. That seens
very inportant and difficult."

"Well, I'"'mglad she is happy."

"Stel.'*

"Yes?"

"It is all very strange. | think | love her. I want to be with her. What do



you think? Am | old enough to | ove somebody?"

Stel squinted up at him "It's hard to say. Sometines these things pass |like
mst fromthe river. Gther tines they stand |like stone. That's the way it was
wi th Ahroe and ne, though we had our troubles." He chuckl ed.

"She | ooks through nme as if | wasn't there. She even | oves Raran, but she
seens to discount nme entirely. I'mglad to be here. It is hard for ne to stand
it when I"'mthere. She |ooks at Tor as if he were Sertine hinself—but even him
she is beginning to forget with all this glass grinding."

Stel quietly stirred the fire. "I can't help you, Tris. No man can. These
things are never easy. It goes with being a person. Wo can say what she will
notice? She is strange. This nmay well be just a phase of your life. Keep it

all in perspective. In the long run, you will have to be true to your own best
self and | et everything else go. You will have to stand whatever cones al ong."
"I's that what you did?"
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Stel laughed. "I tried to. | failed mserably, then learned slowly. | think I
did | earn, though we all fail now and then, and | often. What | did discover,

t hough, was that you should be the best Tristal you know how to be, and if
this |l eads Celeste to you, good. If not, you will have to bear it."

"I cant bear it. | can't get her out of nmy head, even here."

"WIl you be able to give up Tor, and the free running but on the plains?"

"I think Tor hinself is worrying about that, Stel. There are fewer running
bands all the tune. Everyone is settling down."

"Yes. They find life is easier that way. But Tor never will settle."

"He can't see himself doing it. Right now he is trying to wean Cel este away
fromhim He feels the need to | ook in on her."

"He woul d have nade a good Pelbar. He is a nmother."

Tristal |ooked annoyed at this, but then saw Stel was serious, and so thought
it over. He rose and dusted hinself off.

"One thing nore," Stel said. "Don't expect it to be easy. Loving is the chief
source of most of our personal anguish. You nust see that by now Pray. And
try to be your best self. Say to yourself that if you are to attract what you
| ove, and to you, you yourself, then you have to be a whol ehearted self. |
know t hat sounds stupid, but that is what character involves."

Tristal didn't | ook convinced. Stel watched hi mwal k away, w shing he could
have said what he neant, or known what he neant—thi nking that Cel este was not
Ahroe, that so rmuch of a man's happi ness depended on being close to a wonan
who had somewhere in the river of her Iife a deep channel of outflow ng |ove
still and slow. Even though Ahroe was in Pel barigan, he felt that union of
endeavors, that strong |ine of connected hopes. He felt the resilience of her

| oyalty, which would not snap, and knew, to hinself, that the meagerness of

Cel este' s machi ne- conpani oned chi |l dhood woul d never encourage any such

devel oprent

Not far away, inside the done, Dexter and Eolyn again were together in the
conf erence room ostensibly
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di scussing nodifications to the rodentry cages to prevent further killing of
the young. It seened to happen so quickly. The nothers were now turning on
their newborns in the first nmonments of their lives. The probl emwas not an
easy one. Already the nmeat conponent of the protein supply had decreased.
Partly they were discussing this. But Eolyn was m serable. Her theory of being
a nmechani smin need of adjustment had not worked, as Dexter had predicted. She
had insisted they try again, but again she felt shriveled by the whole event.
After that he had refused. Begging him she had threatened, even threatened to
tell Ruthan, but she never would, and he knew it. Dexter tried to steer her
toward Butto, who still bubbled with his newfound normality and overfl owed
with enption. He often gazed at Eolyn. She was revolted by him though
"It would seemthat as the feelings die* disgust and anger are the last,’
Dext er.

"Don't rub it in," she replied.

sai d



"I"'mnot. Merely thinking it out. If | could help, I would."

"I think you could if you really tried."

"We've been through that. Ice runs in the arteries of both of us."
"What is it like, Dex? What is it like when it is real?"

He | ooked at her, startled. "I"mnot sure | know. If | can judge by Ruthan, it
suffuses the whole being with a radi ance, not so nuch the mere sensation but
the aura of loving. All | catch of that is reflected heat, really."

The panel slid. Ruthan entered, seenmed to catch a | ook fromthe other two,
hesitated, and sat down. Wiat was this? Dexter with Eolyn? Sonething nore
hovered in the air beside the diagranms on the lightboard. "Am 1 interrupting?"
she asked.

"No, Ruthy. We are trying to deternmine howto nodify the cages so the nothers
won't kill the young. It is happening with alarm ng frequency. Here, |ook at
the chart."”

Dext er commanded a series of touch buttons, and brought on the screen a graph
with a steeply rising line. She |ooked at it, alnopst dreamly, then |eaned
back.

"Do you think plants have enotions?" she said. The others | ooked surprised. "I
am not being merely silly—+ hope. | seemto sense a response fromthem But
the point is that the rodents nmust have enotions. Wy would the
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nmot hers want to kill then- young? They have al ways done sone of that, |
suppose, but if the rate is increasing, the place to look for a solution is
not in cages, but in happy rats. Dex, do you |ove thenP"

"Love the rats?" he shouted, screwing up his face. They amuse nme, but good CGod

I amso sick of themsonmetines. | w sh we could put them back on
tranquil-izers."

"But the food. It was getting to us as well."

"There nust be a way of processing it that will renove any residues."

"Qur supplies are limted—uch nore so nowwith the loss of the oil."

"Well, Ruthan,*1 said Eolyn. "If you were to | ove them what would you do? You
nmust know you would be faking it. You would intend to kill them eventually,
woul dn't you?*'

A slow smle spread on Ruthan's face. "I would play with them and talk to
them and project nmy love at them | do it to the plants, and because | really
feel it Here they are, valiantly growing, all for us. | know they cant help
it, but it is alovely thing for themto do. |I tell them Now | know you
think I'mcrazy, but here are sonme of ny graphs." Reaching out, she comuanded
a new set of lines on the Iightboard. "The upward noverment of these |ines
shows tomato production by nmy favorite plants. See? It is all calculated by
wei ght of fruit. That other set, the dashes, is production on thirty vines
tended solely by conps." The broken |Iine wavered slightly, but renmained |evel.
"How do you account for the sudden recent rise in production?" Eolyn asked.
"I's this a new experinent?"

Ruthan smled slowy. Dexter covertly frowned at her. "I don't know, " she
said. Atension entered the air, and with it, Susan Ward slid the panel back
and entered the room slowy, carrying her dulcimer, noving to sit down.
"Susan. You are out of your room What is it? Bored?"

"Bored. Yes. Bored. But sonething has happened. | feel it. Wat is different
now? | don't know that | like ft."

"What has happened? Can you give us nore specific informtion?"

"Undoubt edly there nmust be information somewhere, buried in ny enfeebled
cortexes. | have lived a long tine,
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and | have detected a shift hi the atnmosphere of the done and levels."

"The conps are not drugged now. Zeller is gone. Celeste, too. W are having
trouble with the Brat Shack. The rats are killing their young. And Ruthan has
i ncreased tomato production. Gther than that all is normal. Even Butto is back
to hinmself. In fact he is nore hinself than he has ever been. Ch yes, and we
have lost the oil."



Susan | ooked at Eolyn. "That is not it." She glanced around the room "So you
won't tell ne. Well, | will return to ny own proper cell, then."

She turned to go. Dexter felt an increase in tension. "I will go, too. Go down
and love ny rats. A good place to start." He gave a strange |augh as he and
Susan left the room

Rut han | ooked over at Eol yn, who, unaccountably, suddenly, |ooked at her |evel
and straight, seeming to transmt a pulse of hatred |like a force. Ruthan
reeled slightly and stood, |ooking puzzled. Understandi ng began to grow. Eolyn
knew about Dexter. Ruthan started to rush out, then went to Eolyn, kneeling by
her chair, putting her head agai nst the ol der wonman's side and crying. Eolyn
remai ned rigid.

"I"'msorry," Ruthan said softly. "I really am™

"For what? What is the matter with you?"

Rut han stood, brushing her hair fromher face. Wiat was this? Had she nade a

m st ake? No, there was no m stake. Eolyn's face betrayed her know edge. So she
was choosing to ignore it Ruthan | eaned down and ki ssed her. Then she fl ed.
Eol yn sat rigid, growing slowmy nore angry and frustrated. Finally she rubbed
away the kiss furiously and left

Susan stood in her room nusing. It was tinme to go, she thought. She had toyed
with the idea of |eaving the dome, even if it killed her. Something was w ong
here. She couldn't pin it down, but it seened to hang |ike an evil atnosphere.
She woul d use Celeste's door. It would take careful planning. She would
nullify the alarm system as Cel este had done. She woul d take supplies and a

pointer. She was willing to die out there. She woul d even take along a

eut hanasia pill. She smiled to herself, thinking that Royal would not get to
recycle her, nor to dissect
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her for information. Sitting down at her |ightboard, she began to plan

Late hi Heatmonth, Stel and his crew finally lowered the | ast bl ocks of stone
next to the dome. Dailith reached out and sl apped the concrete surface with a
boyi sh | augh. They stood right bel ow Cel este's door. Sweat ran down all al
their faces, and each took a turn at touching the done, even Egar and Nuva.
"Well," said Stel. "Let's take the rest of the day off. We have to build sone
ki nd of short |adder to reach that door easily."

No one left right away, though. They had acconplished sonething. They could

| ook back up the elevated path of rock as it rose toward the rimof the enpty
pl ace, even and ordered. Finally, the guardsnmen left, but Stel remined, stil
musi ng about the proper next steps. He was in shadow now, and cool er. Above,
he seemed to hear a sound. Was it the door? Yes, it was sw ngi ng open. Ste
touched his short-sword, then drew his hand away.

An ol d, dark-skinned worman | ooked out blinking. Her face was kindly but
skul | -1'i ke, her arns unfleshed as sticks. She turned and | ooked behi nd, then
seemed to see Stel and drew back, startl ed.

"Hello," Stel said, laughing lightly. "Coming out? You're just in time. W
just built you this walk."

"Who are you?"

"Stel. Stel Westrun of Pel barigan. Celeste is at Pel bar-igan now. Do you know
Cel este?"

Fear crossed the old woman's face. She hesitated and turned, then turned back
again to |l ook at Stel

"Wait," said Stel. "Before you decide to come out here, you will have to know
that Cel este got really sick. She had a whol e succession of things. She is al
right now, though. WIIl you be able to take it? You look old to ne. | may be
wrong. You are in shadow. You are stark in the dark. The light is slight."
Susan snil ed vaguely. She turned again. "I aminmune," she said. "Here, catch
this first. Be careful with it." She tossed down a parcel made of a bodysuit
with the arns and legs tied up. Then, stiffly, she | eaned out and down, and

| aunched out slowly into Stel's arns. He took her weight, which was not great,
st eppi ng back, and set her down. They | ooked at each other, and both | aughed.
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Reachi ng up, Stel took his smallknife and swng the heavy door shut, wedging
the blade into it so he could open it later
"Can you wal k?" he asked.

"Where? Up there?" She squinted into the light uphill, shading her eyes,
"Yes. Qut of this enpty place into the woods and to our canp. W will take you
to Pel barigan where you will be confortable. Wat is your nane?"

"Woods? What? You nean trees?"

"Yes. Caks nostly. What is your name?**

"Susan, Susan Ward. Whods? Up there?" She turned and began to wal k, slowy,
holding Stel's arm When the stone path grew steep, he picked her up and
carried her. She | ooked back, frowning as she saw t he whol e donme jutting out
over the deep gully, then ahead again, breathing hard, to get her first
glinpse of trees. She saw the grass and weeds as they drew near the rim then
the tops of oaks, vibrantly green. Her eyes streaned tears fromthe
unaccustomed |light. Then they were in the grass, wal king toward the trees.
"Put me down. Put me down," Susan said hi a strange, husky voice. As Stel set
her slowy down, she stood, then, reaching out, knelt, feeling the rank grass
and gol denrod, the drying wild carrot stens, uttering birdlike sounds, then,
finally, sitting and crying inconsol ably. Her hands ripped the grass as she
lay full length in it. Then suddenly she sat up. "Take me to a tree," she

sai d.

As she neared a tall black oak, steadied by Stel, she reached toward it, felt
its rough bark, stretched her arns around it, again gripping. "So hard," she
murnured. A beetle | anded on the back of her hand, and she drew the insect
toward her face, staring.

The shadows had swung a good di stance before Stel brought her to Tor's Ledge,
where the idling guardsnmen, having washed, |ay tal king under the cool rock.
Aybray jerked upright and | ooked. Then the others followed. Stel held up a
hand, so they only wal ked toward the two, Aybray first, his hand out,
grinning, saying loudly, "Wlcone, welcome to the Heart River Valley.**

Susan drew back both her hands and said distantly, "I believe | have |ived
here all ny life, young man."

Aybray's smile faded. "Well, | thought . . ." He fell silent.
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"Susan? Susan Ward. This is Aybray, Dailith, and Egar and Nuva. W are al
from Pel bari gan. Are you hungry. Let me leave you to Dailith. | need a bath."

"So | noticed. Hello. Please show ne a place | can lie down," said Susan
wal ki ng forward, taking Aybray's arm turning to see her makeshift bag. "Take
care of that," she added. "It has a dulciner init."

They did nothing for two days, while Susan Ward grew used to the world. They
could easily see her deep grief that this world had |lain just beyond her sight
for all of along lifetime shut in the done. Sonetimes this feeling welled up
in such anger and frustration that her veins swelled and they feared for her
But she was exacting, did not like dirt, which she had never dealt with, and
she was appalled at the first horsefly that settled on her armand, after
arranging its legs, drilled for blood.

Eventual | y, they made her a chair on poles, and the three younger guardsnen
left to take her to Pel barigan, her parcel in her lap. Dailith and Ste

wat ched, and as they wal ked out on the prairie eastward, and di sappeared, Ste

said, "Now. |'mgoing to enter the done."

MBe careful. | will cone, too."

**No. Only one. Then the other can go if | need help."
"I will go."

Stel | ooked narrowmy at him Dailith had never seen the solid force of the
smal | er man before. No wonder he had been able to keep them at the causeway in
that blinding heat. "All right," Dailith said. "You go."

"First we nust pray."” The two nmen put the heels of their hands against their
eyes, and, standing, prayed silently until Stel nudged Dailith's arm grinned,
and wal ked once nore down the causeway. After he had worked the door open

Dai lith boosted hi mi nside.



An air nmonitor within the dome finally registered the change of atnosphere and
sent a warning to central conference and five other |ocations. Conp 5
monitored it and notified Dexter, who ran to decontam Four conps met him
each rapidly slipping into a donme suit.

"It is subsiding now," said one.

"Perhaps a mal function."

"Not |ikely."

"What el se?"

** A door openi ng?"
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They all | aughed. Dexter |ooked alarmed. "W wfll

enter the done in perfect silence," he said.

Stel didnt see or hear them He was picking his way slowy through the tal
done, noticing the high window, the |adder to it, the structure to raise the
rod, the multitude of lines and pipes, the eerie, sourceless lights, yell ow
and dim and the great, hunming block in the center of the room It sat,
conpl ex and square, radiating a slight warnth.

Stel was staring at it, hands on hips, when he heard a slight sound. Turning,
he caught the stunning pulse fromDexter's weapon in the mdsection. He
crunpled witk a fluttering cry and lay jerking on the floor

"Be careful ,"” said Bill. "Turn himover." G oved hands rolled Stel onto his
back. "He is a man. \Were fronP"

"Or he looks like one," said Dexter. "Quick. Help ne get himto decontam
before the stun wears off. Five, you call Eolyn and Royal. Under no

circunmst ances are any of you to tell any of the others, conps or principals.
Under st ood?"

"Under st ood, Principal Dexter."

Stel stirred and noaned slightly on the floor of decontam but Royal,
sumoned, injected a small, clear .vial into his arm and soon he went [inp
agai n.

"He reacts like a man, Dex," said Royal

"Anyone who could stand that radiation is no man. A nutant of some sort. Look
at those primtive fibers in his clothes. Look. That thick belt substance.
Here is a knife. They nust conme from sonme vast shelter and have other life
substances with them™

"Don't touch himuntil we radiation-test him"'*

Eol yn entered, put on a radiation suit, and watched the test. A very slight
response showed from Stel's clothes and legs. "So. A nutant from outside?
There is sone life left out there, it would seem Sonehow he is able to reject
radi ation. Look. It is clearly not in himbut only dusted on himfromhis
surroundings. | will take a blood sanple.” She drew bl ood fromhis arm and
made a slide for RoyaL He took it and departed for his lab

Eol yn ran her glove across Stel's arms and chest "Primitive," she said. "Feel
t hat heavy nuscl e pack. Think what he nust be able to lift. Areversion to

early man."
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Dexter shot a look at her. She glared back. "Well, we will have plenty of tine

to study him" Dexter said. "He isn't going anywhere. Think of it. Somewhere
out there is a small band of primtive nutants, surviving all these centuries,
probably undergoi ng untold sufferings. Sonmehow t hey have devel oped organs for
purgi ng themnmsel ves of radiation. Now they are trying to get into the done.
See? He has another |long knife. Look how worn it is. They are plainly
dangerous. W will have to revanp all our security. | will rebuild and
activate the hel met weapons. Conp 7, did you dog down that door?"

"Yes, Principal."

"Good. Now, no word to the rest. They will make troubl e—especially the

humani sts. Doubl e the sensors. And deternine why that door did not warn us
when he opened it."

"Principal? What if he has friends outside?"

Dext er paused and sucked in his breath. "That is what the helnmet pulsers wll



counter. They will handl e anything."

Royal returned with his blood slide. "It is not abnormal at all—+ype O But it
is loaded with all sorts of creatures. He is a wal king zoo in an uncontrolled
envi ronnent of mcroorgani sns. Be sure everyone has a shot of pan-imune. G ve
hi m a double. Can he tal k?"

Dexter |aughed. "He made a sound when | stunned him | doubt he can. Look. He
is alnpst an animal. Look at the calluses on his hands. Here. Help nme put him
on the table. W will have to study himin detail. Perhaps vivisection will

tell us the nmost about him"

"Vivisection?" said Eolyn. "What if he is indeed human? There is that chance."
"We certainly go over all our own dead carefully enough if they are conplete.
Before recycling. Look what we will learn. If the donme is eroding out, and the
oil gone, we may have to | eave the done oursel ves, sonehow. "

"Not with all that radiation."

"Exactly. He has stood it. W may have to nodify our bodies to nake the sane
adj ustment he has. W may even need his organs."

"It may not be that easy."

"So. Do you see the point, then, of vivisection? Look. W have al ready | earned
that he has not absorbed the
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radi ation his environnment has offered him It is on his clothes and skin. It
isnot in him"

"Perhaps you are right. But we nust go slowy."

They put Stel on the table, strapping himdown after stripping him

"Don't stare, Eo," said Dexter.

"Shut up. He is of purely scientific interest. Look at his scars. He has
heal ed well hi a hostile environnent. Before we vivisect him we nmust keep him
i ntact and study him Cover himwith a cloth so he remains warm for now "

Conp 7 reentered the decontam nation room "Yes, Comp?" said Dexter

"The door did not indicate its opening because the alarmsystemwas nullified,
Principal ."

" How?"

"I't would appear the Principal Ward nullified it."

"OF all the twisted genetic m stakes," Dexter spat. "Bring her here."

"She appears to have left the dome and | evels by means of the door," said Conp
7. "She left a nessage." He touched it up on the wall panel. They all read her
wor ds:

Al as, poor Dex, | know you well,

and all you who*d recycle ne

if I died in our citadel

so |''mour second absentee.

At last, in age, |'ve cracked ny shelL

| may di e soon—but outside* free.

And you, old Royal, who'd conpel

ny body's yielding to your knife,

your |ast enbraces I'Il repe

by | eaving now while | have life.

"*|s doggerel a sign of maladjustment in this place?" Dexter asked, waving his
hands.

Royal reached over and erased the inage, shaking his head. "Wat a waste. She
woul d have been the best opportunity to study the effects of aging | would
have had hi ny entire life."

"At least this one will recycle just as well or better. He is a gain in
protein over Susan," said Dexter.

"Dex, you can't talk of that now Look. He is a young and healthy being."
"Besi des," Royal added, "we can't just recycle him
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wWilly-nilly wthout know ng what he would do to our protein mx. Analysis mnust
al ways precede action."”

The team worked on Stel for a full 3500 units, then | eft decontam prom sing



silence about the primtive's presence. The lights dimed. Stel lay still on
the tabl e, strapped down, covered in his drape. After a tinme, Eolyn returned
al one. She flipped back the drape and raised the lights, then stood gazing at
himfor a time. Reaching out, she touched the heavy muscles of his upper arm
his deltoids and pectorals. Then she covered himagain and stood still,
frowning. Finally she shook her head and left.

In the mddle of the rest cycle, Dexter and Royal noved Stet to Susan Ward's
room as a place less likely to reveal his presence. They did not want to be
interrupted in their analysis by the irrationalities of Butto and

Cohen- Davi es.

Two nore work cycles spent on Stel revealed that his clothing was nmade of

m xed plant fibers and aninmal hair, his belt and shoes of aninmal skin of sone
unknown type. Antibodies in his system protected himfromwhat Royal called
his "internal zoo." He appeared to be a creature of some intelligence, judging
fromhis brain action. This eventually made them decide to | essen the sedative
injections. In addition, Stel's body began to show signs of acute distress.
Down on | evel three, Bill, encountering Butto, told himthe whole situation
as the heavy principal frowned down at him "They are going to recycle hin®
Have they tal ked to hin?"

"No, Principal. They have nade no attenpt. They assune he is a nutant because
of his ability to withstand the radiation. And I think they are afraid of his
strength.”

"Dont worry. | will take care of it" Butto put a hand on Bill's shoul der. "And
I won't tell. I'll sinply be looking in on Susan." The former conp sniled
wyly.

Not |ong after, as Dexter and Royal watched Stel begin to stir and nunble, the
panel slid and Butto wal ked in saying, "Susan, | haven't seen—What is this?
Wio is he?"

"None of your affair, Butto. Get out."

"Here, what have you done to hinP \Wat is he saying?"
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"You are disturbing our investigation. Please renove yourself."

"Why? Going to stun ne again, Dex? Look. He's trying to say something. Have
you fed hinP Look at his lips. He nmust be thirsty." Butto turned to Susan*s
water tap, drew a cup, and reached toward Stel. Dexter stood between. Butto
pul sed himwith a slight stun, and Dexter collapsed in a heap. Butto stepped
over him "Want that, too, Royal ?" he asked.

"You unutterable organic slop."

"Ah. So you do." He raised the pul ser

"No, no. Get away fromhim"

"You' ve starved him How | ong has he been here? Look at his cracking lips."
Butto cradled Stel's head and noistened his lips with a finger, then put the
cup to them Stel blinked and exchanged a | ook with Butto. "Here, can you
dri nk?"

Stel grunted in reply, then drank slowy. Dexter began to nove on the floor
so Butto turned and gave himanother |ow stun. "I've been wanting to pay you
back," he said. "Royal, put himover on the table. Here. I will help you."
Butto lifted Dexter onto Susan's worktable, dunping himawkwardly. Then he
touched the command panel, summoni ng Rut han

"You slurry brain," Royal said. "Now youVe spoil ed everything."

"What ?" said Stel, stirring. "What have you done to me? My head is cracking
open. "

"Ah, the beast speaks," said Butto. "Royal, get sonething to deaden the
headache. If it deadens anything else, | wll deaden you." Turning to Stel, he
said, "Hello. My name is Butto. How are you?"

"AWmful. My name is Stel. Stel Westrun of Pelbarigan.” Stel passed out again.
"What has the poor man done that you should treat himthis way?"

"You go too far, Butto. You have destroyed our analysis, which was
progressive, as his system changed."

"What have you | earned? That you could starve hin?" Butto turned to command



some warm food cubes, steam ng fromthe server. |,

**None of your affair."”

"Did you learn that his nane was Stel? | bet not Ste
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somet hi ng of somewhere. Come on, now, Stel, wake up."

Eol yn and Ruthan entered, Ruthan staring. She quickly covered Stel with a
bedcl ot h.

"See what the technocrats have been hiding, Ruthy? A poor nan naned Stel
They' ve been deliberately torturing him™

"He invaded the done. You've no right. W are trying to deternine his makeup
and how he has withstood the radiation."

"Why didn't you ask hinP Here, he is awakening again. Come on, Stel, eat sone
of this."

"Water," Stel said faintly. "More water, please.”

Butto gave hima drink, then fed him cube after cube of rations.

"I's this what you eat?" Stel asked. "Good Aven, is ft ever dreadful. A fudge
of sludge. What is it?" Then, as if suddenly realizing sonething, he asked,
"How | ong have | been in here?"

"I don't know," said Butto. "How |l ong, Royal ?"

"Royal ? Then you are Royal ."

"You know of Royal ?"

"Celeste told me about him Royal, do you have some means of curing what

Cel este calls radiation sickness?"

Royal | ooked bew | dered, but he still frowned. "That depends on how bad it is.
Wiere is Cel este?"

*'" At Pel barigan. How | ong have | been here?"

No one had been watchi ng Dexter. He had reawakened, slid off the table,
grasped Susan's hand pul ser, and noved around Butto. Now he said, "About five
cycles of 100,000." Butto turned, and Dexter gave hima full stun, then
stunned Stel

Rut han cried out, bending over the crunpled Butto.

"Why? Why have you done all this?" she screaned, "You are all staring crazy.
Not hi ng was w ong. "

"' Not hi ng wwong, Ruthy? That big blob of nmeat has just barged in and di srupted
our investigation. This creature invaded the done. This is—

"He is not a creature. He was talking to us. He knows Cel este. Royal, you tel
him"

Royal had noved to Stel and was exam ning him He turned, shaking his head.
"That was quite a stun, Dexter. | wish you had not done that, with his
weakened system Butto, unfortunately, was right. Wiy did it not occur to
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us to talk with hin? I am amazed now. But he seenmed so... different.”

"We still don't know anything about him" Eolyn said. "Dexter may be right. W
know not hing of his notives. Look. He was armed. He did invade the done. W
don't know if he is telling the truth. There are so few of us. W nust be
extrenely careful ."

"He sounded friendly," said Ruthan. "How | ong has be been here? Has it really
been five full cycles? What if he has friends outside? They will be worried
about him What then?"

Qutside, at the nonment, Dailith was beating on the door. He had chi pped away
the concrete and peel ed back a | ead shield, but a heavy plastic |ayer bad
proved very difficult, and now a thick steel core entirely defied him It had
been nearly six days that Stel had been gone. Dailith sweat profusely. Looking
up, he saw a thundercloud boiling up in the west again, tall and rolling, dark
at the core, |eaning out over the | andscape, sun streamng around its edges.
He wi ped the sweat away from his forehead and cheeks. That would be a heavy
storm but at least it might bring relief fromthe heat.

He heard a call fromthe hill, and, turning, be saw Tor and Ahroe, and anot her
guardsman, a young woman be didn't know. He turned and trotted up the hill
"Stel ? Where is Stel ?" said Ahroe



"In there. He has been in there al nost six days."
"You can't get in, then?"

"No. |'ve been trying. |I've made progress, but there is a heavy netal plate
am unabl e even to dent."

"Six days?"

"Alnmost. | didn't know you could cone."

" Tor convinced ne sonething was wong. On the way we net the old worman on the
river. She has led the guardsmen a nerry tine."

"What do you nean?"

"The outside world is alnost too nuch for her to bear. She was sl eeping when
they got her to the river. They were well out on it before she woke up, and
when she finally sawit, she stared for a time, then screanmed at themto take
her back. Finally, they did, but when they touched the bank, she screaned at
themto take her out on the river again. She is so flabbergasted with the
ordinary earth, and so angry, that she is near dying."
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"Could we get on top?" Tor asked, speaking for the first time. "Look. The rod
is rising again. Could we get a rope over it?"

"Look at that cloud," said Dailith. "The rod will draw |ightning. W have had
some wild and grimstorns around here lately."

"WeVe got to get Stel out of there," said Ahroe. **A rope thrown from your

| adder by the dome might snag it," said Tor. The wind rose, and the first
drops skittered on the ground. Tor turned to the guardsman, "Get that rope we

saw at the ledge." She turned and ran. "Dailith, we will have to use your

| adder . "

I nside the done, Conp 9, having raised the rod, said into his conmuni cat or
"Still no mistake, Principal Dexter. The radiation readings hold. |I can see
out the window It is darkening, and water is falling."

"Very well, Conp. Cone to decontam That is called rain. Take another | ook
before you cone." "Lights are flashing out there, Principal.*" "Lights? Are
you sure?"

"Yes. They are lighting up the whol e | andscape.” "Surely you nistake." "No,
Principal ."

"Well, return now. Follow all procedures,** "Yes, Principal." As Conp 9 turned

to lower the rod, a blast of lightning crashed down it, flaring the whole
interior of the done, blowing the small man off the high |ladder to the floor
where he | ay snoking. The lightning bad al so run down the side of the donme, on
its wet surface, exploding into the earth at its foot. Tor was on the | adder
with the rope, and felt a flash of electricity spring up his | egs and hands.
"Come down," Ahroe shouted up at him "No. Stay by the door. | will be all
right." He whirled the weighted rope and swng it out at the rod high above,

m ssi ng.

"Tor, there is fire underneath,” Dailith yelled. Black smoke welled up from
the great pool of oil ignited by the Hghtning. Tor didn't answer, but coiled
the rope and swung it out again, catching the rod.

"Stay by the door," he shouted down at Ahroe, already sw nging and ski ddi ng up
the rope. He reached the rod, feeling his hair rise with the electricity,
slipping on the surface in the pouring rain, but running on all fours

L
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to the dome end. There he | eaned out over the curve and | ooked down,

di scovering the window. He could see nothing inside. Taking his axe, he swung
hard at the glass, cracking it slightly. Swi nging again and again, he
eventual |y cracked and broke through the thick glass. Hanging on hard with his
knees, he cleared the shards away, sheathed his axe, and swung over the edge,
slipping, swaying there, hanging by his arms, and finally reaching in the

wi ndow, cutting his hand on sone gl ass, but gripping the inner edge of the
concrete frame and sliding in.

Ahead stood a | adder. He clinbed down it rapidly, blinking in the di mess.

St oopi ng, he felt the body of the conp, noting its smallness with a strange



fear. Crossing the donme, he located the door, solved its |ocking dogs, and
swung it back. Black smoke billowed in.

uAhr oe, Ahroe," he yelled, reaching out, as she caught his hand and | eaped up
into the opening. She saw a novenent and dodged t hrough t he snoke behind the
square structure that occupied the center of the room Tor stood and turned,
as Dexter stunned himwi th a pul ser. The big Shumai coll apsed by the door
Dexter ran across with a hand pul ser, and behi nd hi m Ruthan and Bolyn with
hel met weapons fitted to their* heads | ooked on, the firing tweezers held

bet ween then* 1ips. Heavy energy packs rode on their shoul ders.

"Stay back," Dexter called, arriving at Tor, who rolled slowmy over as he got
there, | ooking vaguely up at a figure aimng sonething at him then whipping
his | egs around, knocki ng Dexter down, grappling with him the two standing
and struggling. Ruthan screaned and ainmed as well as she could, firing a pul se
at hal f-power at the giant man hol di ng Dexter by the throat.

Tor felt a blinding shock as the pulse tore off his right forearm A draining
bl ow and sudden disbelief struck him In the next instant, Dexter, falling
toward him was caught and bl own apart by another pul se. Tor groaned and sank
as Rut han, screaming and tearing off her helnet, ran across the done to
Dexter, who lay half under Tor

Eol yn stood by the door to decontam shouting, "Ruthan, get out of the way.

That primtive is still alive. Get out of the way!" She didn't see Ahroe nove
around the pile, rush her, slamher helnet off with the side of
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"Stel

At the dome entrance, Ruthan shrieked inconsol ably, screanm ng and beating her
knees with her arns. Beside her, Tor rolled over, got to his knees, and,
taking the belt fromhis tunic, looped it over the stunp of his right arm
cinched it tight, and at last cried out in pain. Ruthan turned to him | ooked,
and screaned agai n.

"You," Tor said, vaguely. "You' ve got to get out of here. The whole donme is on
fire. Lightning has started it"

"No," she screeched. "No. Get away. Look what you did!**

"I just —just cane to get Stel. Now, come." He rose, staggering, took Ruthan
under his left arm kicked the door open, and, turning, plunged down the

| adder through the snoke.

Dailith net himat the bottom hardly able to see. "Go inside and help," Tor
yel l ed, turning and scrabbling his way out of the snoke and up the causeway in

the driving rain, still holding Ruthan Iike a sack, running and falling,
sl owi ng, stunbling, feeling the supporting hand of the other guardsman as he
got to the steep part, with Ruthan still screaming in terror, finally reaching

the rimand the weeds and grass, as the world began to rush and tilt, dropping
Rut han, then sitting hinmself and slunping over. Skahie, the guardsman,
supported him then first noticed bis armand went weak, uttering a strange
cry.

"Tor, Tor. What has happened? My Aven, Tor." Ruthan seened to awaken, sat up
and | ooked around. She was sitting in plants; tangled and wild. Water poured
down. A giant, bearded nman, his right armall blood, |eaned weakly against a
worman, who | ooked |l evelly at her

"What did you do to hinP" Skahi e asked.

Rut han crawl ed toward them "Lay himdown," she said. "Loosen his clothes. He
will go into shock."

As Dailith plunged through the snoke into the done, he saw a figure by the
open door across the room She was putting on a strange hel netli ke device. She
stood thin and utterly lovely in a bodysuit. He ran toward her as she turned,
her strange, masking hel met on.

"Stand back, go back, or I'Il kill you."
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"You've got to get out. You all do. The whole done is on fire from

under neat h. "



"I mean it. Get away. Get back out"
"Where is Stel ? Wiere are all the others of you? You' ve got to get out. Look

at the smoke. | mean it. | wish you no harm"
She hesitated. Dailith, who had been edgi ng sideways, ran through the door
beyond her, finding another door and a long hall. He net a tiny man at the

head of the stairs.

"You, *' he said. "The whol e dome is burning underneath. You' ve got to get out,
you and the others." Beyond him down the long hall, Ahroe canme out froma
panel, with Stel, weak, |eaning on her

"Butto," Stel said. "Get Butto. A man naned Butto."

Ahroe yelled out, "Butto, Butto." The conp with Dailith ran down the hall and
pressed a panel command. The door slid open, and he darted through, soon
reappearing with Butto, stripping binding cords off him Butto seened
bew | dered, startl ed.

"Help me," said Ahroe. "Get all your people. The donme is on fire. You've got
to get out,"

"You," he said. "You have—=

"Later," she yelled. "Qutside. | am Ahroe, Stel"s wife. Now Get the other
short ones." She froze, |ooking ahead. Eolyn stood confronting themall, her
pul ser helnet on. "You nust be Eolyn," Ahroe said. "Celeste told nme about you.
You'd kill us all, wouldn't you—yourself included, Please. W have to get out"
"No. This has gone far enough," said Eolyn. "Butto, get away." A conp cane
behi nd her and, running, caved her knees forward. Ahroe stepped to her, lifted

her, and propelled her down the hall.

' Thanks, small man," she said.

"Thirteen," he returned.

"Ahroe. Are there others?**

"The conps are com ng. There is Principal Thornton. Ah, here he cones."
Turning, they saw a runpl ed and bew | dered Cohen-Davi es | urching down the
hall. Dailith grabbed his armand urged himon toward the door, where Eolyn
was agai n standing. They all poured by her, shoving, then raced across the
cluttered done floor toward the gout of smoke coming in the canted door. Royal
cane behind, led by a conp. Dailith hel ped them down

t hrough the snoke, and they emerged, anmazed, into heavy rain and |ightning, on
t he causeway. Several conps hesitated and turned, but when they saw the bl ack
snoke fromthe pool of oil under the dome, and the rising flames now, they
turned again, in wild fear, and ran on up the stone path.

"Stay on the stones,"” Ahroe called, as she and Butto led Stel up the hill

At the top they found Tor |ying, eyes open, breathing in shallow quick

i nhal ati ons. Skahi e bent over him and Ruthan, |ooking vaguely around, cried,
"Dexter, oh Dexter.**

Ahroe gave Stel to Dailith. "Never m nd Dexter," she said. "Help us bring Tor
to the ledge. At least we will get himout of the rain."

"No," Tor murmured, in a strange, light voice. "It is all right here. Look
The dog of darkness has come. He is shy as a fawn. He has laid his head on ny
knee. He | ooks gently up. H s head is growi ng. The eyes gl ow, burning now,
flames in the night. The weight of his head presses.. .'*

Ahroe suddenly rushed over, pushed himdown, put her fist in his nouth,
yelling, "No, no, Tor. Don't give up now. Wiere is the steel in your backbone?
Stop, stop. Stop. Stop." She took her hand back fromhis face.

He | ooked vaguely up at her, sitting astride him "At least, at least," he
said, "let me die in peace. Stop shaking ne."

"Di e? Hasn't anyone ever |lost an armbefore? Stop it now If we ever needed
you, it is now"

"Now?" He trenmbled a slight |augh. "A bl oodl ess axeman wi thout a right arn®"
Rut han had been staring down at him She took his head in her lap. Her face
was gray, but she said, "You will be all right Royal will help. Wn't you,
Royal ?" She | ooked up. He had on a pul ser helnmet, as did Eol yn.

"Cet away fromthem Ruthan," she said, nmuffled by the helnet. "W cannot be
at their nmercy. We have | ost al nost everything, but not quite all."



"Are you crazy?"

"W will wait out the fire here, then return to the dome. Then we will energe,
as it is clear we nust, in our own tinme with our own equi pnent and
protections.”
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"The whol e donme will be destroyed," said Tor in a husky whisper

"Rut han, get away fromthat savage," said Eolyn.

"No. Never."

"I will stun you." Ruthan shut her eyes against it. Then fromfar to the east,
the faint sound of dogs barking came through the rain. Ahroe raised her horn
and sounded a long blast, cut off when Eolyn turned and bl ew the end off her
cow horn with a quick pul se.

"You, there. Wat is that?"

' The Shumai. You had better join us and stop this nonsense. W have to take
Tor to the ledge and bind his arm They won't take your interference kindly."
"I mean what | say. Look, now. " Eolyn turned and sent a full pulse out at a
tall oak tree, exploding the whole top of it in a shower of fire.

"Thank you," said Ahroe, calmy, as the others had scattered, running back
"What ?"

"For warning the Shumai."

"It is Blu and the nmen," said Tor, absently. "Someone is with them Jestak, |
i magi ne."

"How do you know?"

As if hi answer, a semicircle of horns sounded when the Shumai had spread out
in the woods.

"Eolyn, take that helnet off. Someone will be killed," said Ruthan

"Pl ease, Eo," Butto added. "Look at what you' ve done to Stel —and that man.
Let's settle this thing. Now. Come on."

Jestak cane up the hill, running and slipping in the rain, a big dog next to
him It was Raran, who turned and | oped over to Tor, whining, bristling as she
saw Rut han, who drew back with a shriek. Raran cowered down and put her head
on Tor as Jestak stopped in the mddle of the two groups.

"Which is Royal ?" said Jestak abruptly.

"I need help for Stantu, ny friend. | see the donme is burning. Tell me howto
get hi and get the nmedicine for his radiation poisoning. Celeste says you can
hel p."

"It isn't that easy," said Royal. "It could be nmany things. A whole shelf of
chemicals will be needed, and many tests."
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*TeH me, quick. Wiere? | will bring it all."

"Don't let himgo," said Tor fromthe ground. "He will die if he goes."
Jestak turned angrily. "I have to go. If I don't, Stan will die."

"Blu," Tor called out with sudden strength. "Dont |et Jestak go."

Seven men seemed to appear from nowhere. Jestak turned, touched his
short-sword, then ran toward the causeway. Two men caught himand westled him
down. Blu cane over to Tor

"Good Sertine, Tor. What happened?' *

*1 did it," said Ruthan.

Blu flashed her a | ook of pure hatred, then, seeing her in abject msery,
found it nelting away.

"And | killed Dexter," said Ruthan, dissolving wholly into tears.

"No. No you didn't," Tor murnured. "That other one did. She killed the other
man. "

"What ? She?" Rut han | ooked up at Eolyn, still standing in her pul ser hel net,
back off, in a knot of dome people, aloof now and wat chf ul

Jestak was still wrestling, as they brought himover to Tor. He drew in his

breath as he saw the axeman's arm but he was blind with anger. "You nay be

hurt, you fat piece of bull dung. But let ne go. | have cone all this way to

save Stantu. Damm you, fish guts, let me—=



"You woul d be killed," said Tor, absently, in a deep voice.

"I"'d be in there by now, and out before—~ The whole® hill seemed to buck and
heave as a great balloon of fire gushed upward fromthe done and |evels, the

i mense structure seening to rise, float high, rest in the air, fragnment, and
then settle, in a terrific roaring, orange sphere. The two nen dropped
Jestak's arms. He turned and ran to the hill rim stood staring, then slunped
to the ground, crying.

Blu went to himand squatted down. "Cone," he said. "W have to get Tor out of
the rain. Cone. See? Tor has a way of knowi ng. You woul d be dead now, and that

woul dn't help Stantu." Jestak didn't nove, and Blu waved at the others, all of

whom done peopl e, Shumai, and Pel bar, left the hill, carrying Tor down toward
the | edge, |eaving Jestak and Blu sitting in the rain.

X

THE rain sl owed, and Jestak sat up, then | ooked at Blu as if seeing himfor
the first tinme. "I met Stantu in the eastern city of Innanigan," he said. "W

were both young. Qur friendship has grown to be the friendship of all our
peopl e. There must be a way to save him"

"I have seen him Jestak. WII| saving himrestore his hair, his running, his

| augh, the free noverment of his linbs? | can't think it. Now there are people
down there to be organized, and Tor's arm—=FOI' S arm nust be cared for. Come on
down, "

"You go."
"Jestak, you are the nmerger of peoples. | amonly a substitute axeman. That
savage wonan and her-gnonmes may kill us all. You have to cone."

Jestak stood up. "Look at us,
wi ped his hands on his thighs.

Bel ow, the two groups still remained nostly separate, but Rutfean had
convinced Royal to help Tor, and a small group bent over himin a rough
shelter under the rocks. Stel had erected it for privacy early in the sumer.
Skahi e held Tor's head. Royal, frustrated at the dirt and the crude tools,
gave orders to Bill, who shuttled out to a pot of boiling water, bringing
what ever the ol d physician required. Ruthan held Tor's arm and watched his
expr essi on.

"W have nothing to deaden the pain," she said.

"I have mnysel f," Tor said, his eyes gl azed over

Fart her down, under the overhang, Eolyn, still in her pulser helnet, said,
"Look at them down there fussing over that wal ki ng anachronism Look at these
people. W are past the year 3000. Bows and axes. Good CGod, what has
everything come to? People survived, but they have regressed. Devolved to the
primtive."

No one replied. Butto and Cohen-Davies were too sur-
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pri sed and shaken, and too much in awe of the new world to listen. Each snell,

he said. "W are soafc-ing." Blu | aughed and

each bird call, a cloud of gnats, astonished them Finally, Butto said, "I
wonder if there are snakes."
After a tinme, Blu and Jestak canme down the hill. Jestak took ofi his tunic and

wung it out as he wal ked, then hung it on a rack near a fire the Shumai had
built. In his wet pants only, he wal ked over to the done group. "Who's in
charge here?"

"I am" said Eolyn. "I and Royal. And that's cl ose enough.”
"Don't be silly. | amJestak. | am Chief Qutside Planner of the Cty of
Nort hwal | . Look here. | will draw you a map and show you where you are."

"We know where we are—n southeastern M ssouri not all that far from St.
Louis."

"What ? Sai nt what? You nmay know what this once was, | suppose. Now you are in
the mddl e of Urstadge, about forty-four ayas west of the Heart." Taking a
stick, Jestak cut a rough map in the dirt. Cohen-Davies squatted down and

wat ched cl osel y.

"St. Louis nust be about there,’

he said, "if that is north."



"Nothing is there. Nothing even grows. An enpty place. And it is really
there."”

"But the river."

"I't has nmoved. You can see when you are there. It flows as | have shown. |

t hi nk you had better come to Pel bari gan—provi ded that you agree not to use

t hose incredi bl e weapons of yours."

"And if we don't agree?" said Eolyn.

"Then we will have to | eave you here. W nust agree in friendship."

"Suppose we force you? As you said, we have the incredible weapons."

Jestak stood and | ooked at her eyes through the hel met wi ndows. "You woul dn't
get us all," he said. "Soon the whole countryside would be aroused. You
mustn't exaggerate your power. Besides, what would you eat?"

"Look at all this." She waved her hands at the woods. *'If we have eaten and
recycled for over a thousand years, we can surely manage here."

Jestak turned to Butto. "I don't understand,"” he said. "Perhaps you can
explain. | see no reason for hostility.
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Al Stel did was to get into the done to save you fromits collapse. It was
hangi ng out over the gully. There are so few of us left in the world, even
now. W need to pool our know edge. Clearly you have things to teach us.

Al ready Celeste is building what she calls a mcroscope, and she has regul ar
cl asses hi chemistry and mat hematics."

Eol yn snorted. "Her?"

"She is a good little girl," Stel said. He was propped agai nst the rock wall
Ahroe was with bun, holding water so he could sip it. He couldn't seemto get
enough.

"If alittle girl can teach you, then why should we do

what you say? We shoul d obviously be directing things."

"Your technol ogical understanding is extensive. That's

cl ear enough. But your social devel opnent is decidedly

primtive."

Eol yn snorted again. "Having the technol ogy, we have all that's inportant."
"Anybody who woul d make those men tiny is not fit to direct an outhouse," said
Bl u, who had been standing silently by.

"We'are just fine. W don't need any help, ** said Conmp 13.

"Well, you are going to be better,"” said Blu, reaching out and ruffling the
small man's hair. Conp 13 frowned. Cohen-Davies stood up and dusted hinsel f
of f. "You, Jestak? Eolyn may do what she wants, but | amgoing with you. |
suspect Bill will as well. | would like to see Cel este again and watch her
teach her classes. | amthe former resident expert on the ancient tines. |
woul d be pl eased to pool my know edge with yours. If this Pel-barigan is the
only city remaining, clearly that is where we nust start. Al this is very
strange to ne, and | rnust confess I'mtoo old to sit around while water falls
on ne, then have all these creatures land on me and craw around. It is too
unnatural. O perhaps it is too natural. So |lead on, Jestak, I'Il follow.
Butto—are you com ng?" "I would like to. Cone on, Eo." She said nothing.
Jestak waited, bands cl asped behind him

Then she said, "Royal and | will talk when be is through with that genetic

t hrowback over there." "Good," said Jestak, and held out his hand. "Wat is
that ?" she asked.
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"You are supposed to clasp his hand," said Cohen-Davies. "It is an ancient
custom that signifies agreenent.”

Eol yn sighed and shook Jestak's hand. Then she took off her pul ser hel net and
snoot hed her hair. She saw Jestak and Blu staring at her. "What? Wat's the
matter now?" she asked.

"Not hi ng," said Jestak, grinning. "Nothing at all. | had no idea so form dable
a person would be so incredibly beautiful."

Shortly after, Tristal arrived, carrying a heavy pack of food. He was
ast oni shed at what had happened and unabl e to speak when he saw his uncle's



arm Royal had finished suturing the wound, and Tor |ay back. Ruthan still sat

by him
Blu sent two nen to Pelbarigan to bring nore boats. Jestak and Butto viewed
the done fromthe hilltop, still burning, and wholly shattered, and deci ded

that nothing worth saving remained. One white rat, its side singed naked,
wandered on the enpty ground in the mud. As they watched, a |l arge gray hawk
stooped and took it, flying heavily across the gully, banking north toward the
trees. The Shumai brought a black yearling calf, butchered it, and roasted

| arge chunks over a long fire. Stel eventually took out his flute, and as the
sun set in broad red bands under the clouds, he played a slow series of Pel bar
hyms, haunting and cal m ng. The m xed group of people ate neat and tw sts of
qui ckbread from Tri staPs new supplies, largely in silence. After a |ate-sunmer

darkness fell, they slowy settled down to a strange and troubl ed ni ght
As the darkness deepened, Eolyn finally went to the shelter where Tor |ay and
stood over him "Ruthan, | would like to speak to this man al one,"” she said.

Tor | ooked at them both; and at Tristal, who sat in a corner sewing a running
shoe, alnmost by feel in the darkness. Raran began a throaty grow, but Tor
held out his left hand to the dog, and she stopped. "All right," he said,
"Tris, take Raran."”

When they were al one, Tor said, "Well?1*

"I wanted to express our regrets that we have done this to you," said Eolyn.
"You didn't do it. The other one, Ruthan, did. You
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killed the man—bPexter. | was |uckier than he.’
up his arm st unp.

Eol yn ignored that remark. "WIIl you be at this city of Pelbarigan |ong?*' she
asked.

He | aughed rueful Iy, holding

"I don't know. | don't want to. W wll see."

"I feel responsible. W will devise a prosthetic attachnent so you can use
your arm again. O course you will have to live a nore settled life."

"I don't know what you nean, but | don't think I will do that," said Tor,
quietly.

"You could learn a great deal. You look Iike a person of intelligence. You
could master the technology we will bring this society."

"Technol ogy? | have no need of it. What | need is ny arm and | see | wll
have to learn to live without it. But |ook, Eolyn—+s that your name? You
didn't cone in here to say these things. What is it? | feel some unspoken

t hought in you fighting to get out. Wat is it?"

"I don't understand how you know things. You knew t he dome woul d expl ode, you

knew who was com ng, you know ..." She fell silent and sat still a long tine.
At last Tor said, "It doesnt matter. Tris was right You are extrenely
beautiful. I wi sh—sonething is nmssing in you, though, isn't it? You don't

feel bad about that man, Dexter, and wonder why. And yet you do. It was too
bad that you had to live all that time shut up in that artificial cave."

She stood, angry. "You needn't pity ne. We did very nicely." She turned to go.
"Wait," said Tor. "Please cone back." She did conme, but remained standing. Tor

reached out with his left hand and took hold of her ankle. "I sense a great
regret. | think it is my regret nore than yours. You think of me as a savage,
don't you? That's all right, | suppose. The country is vast and open, and

there is roomenough for both of us hi it. But still..."

"I don't know what you are tal king about. Now, please let go of nmy ankle."

Tor held it nearly a full sunspan |onger, Eolyn waiting inpatiently. Then he
released it. "I wonder if you would ask Stel and Ahroe to come in here when
you go, please." Eolyn left, without a further word, but soon Stel and Ahroe
did enter the small encl osure.

Ahroe knelt down by Tor and put her arns around
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him pushing her face down into his shoulder. "I have you to thank for getting
Stel back," she said, her voice muffled against him "And now this. This. \Wat
can we say?"



Tor sighed. "It is nore than that, isn't it. Lean up now. You are enbarrassing
me. It is nore than that. We all had to do this. If we didn't, and they were
| ost, that woul d have been wong. The tinme of the running hunters is draw ng
to an end, anyway. Even Blu feels h. | sense it in him He'll try to keep it
up for a while. Then we will all quit This stretching | and, these |lovely
plains and hills, all stitched together for the Shumai by the passing and
repassi ng of the young hunters. Soon it will be enpty of them and they will
be pl oddi ng al ong, carrying burdens and nessages, or following a horse in a
furrow. It wont be the sane. But that's not what | wanted to see you about
It's that woman, Eolyn."

" Eol yn?"

**| really fear her. It isnt that she is independent in thought. That's surely
all right. She has no norality."

"Tor, give her a chance. You've barely met her."

1 feel it. Watch her. It isn't that she's w cked. There isn't that nuck
purpose in her. But she has a potential for w ckedness. It radiates from her
She is groping, wthout boundaries to her possibilities. Stel, tell her. You
nmust feel it"

"It's true, ny love. She did treat me like a piece of raw neat But even so
gat hered that she had nore regard for me as a human being than did the dead
one, Dexter. He wanted ,to vivisect ne."

"Vi vi sect ?"

"I think it neant cut me up while | was still alive to see how | worked."

Tor shuddered, wincing as his armpulled. "Ahroe, deal with themon wholly

| ogi cal grounds if you can. They seemto understand only that—except Ruthan."
"And the old one, Cohen-Davies. And the fat one, Butto."

"They dont count”

"I think they do," said Stel. "Not in their own group. But they are the ones
we'll get the nost fromeventually."

"Don't be too sure. They seemto have divided up their responsibilities. Each
has something to offer. Now
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pl ease give ny inpressions to Jestak. And |l et himdo the negotiating, Ahroe,
even if he is a man. Pl ease? And thank you for shaking ne out of ny shock.
think I mght have died."

"It was Hagen over again. | couldn't stand it."

"Ahroe, I'mnot sure yet | can stand it. What am| to dor*

"Aven will tell you," said Stel. "All things and people have a function if
they give thenselves to it. That may sound |ike nonsense, but | learned it."

"It's my inpression, Tor, that all along it's been your mnd that your nen
foll omed, not your right arm" said Ahroe.
"Wthout the right arm out on the plains, the m nd has no tool."

"There is the left," said Stel. "I amleft-handed nyself. Now you are, too."
Ahroe enbraced hi magain, and the couple stooped out of the shelter. Ruthan
was standing with Blu, and the two joined them "Blu, | amworried. He is
concerned with us, surely, but profoundly depressed. | think soneone should be
with himall the tine, especially tonight," Stel said.

M will be with him" Ruthan returned. "I did it I will be with him"

Blu shot her a look. "He will need physical care," he said.

"I will give himany care he needs."

"That includes—=
"I know. That is nothing. W had few cerenoni es, you know, in the dome and

| evels. W& even recycled . . . everything."

"Well," said Blu. "I will cone, too."

"No. I will. You just stay nearby. If he needs any special help, | wll call
you. "

"Iowill=

"Blu," said Stel. "She will be all right. Let her."
The Shumai was irritated, but saw Stel smiling at himwhinsically. He seened
to catch a neaning but was not sure. He didn't nmuch like it. What did Ste



know? Ahroe | ooked slightly scandalized. She shook her head. Ruthan covered
her face, but went into the shelter

«l—but—all this is no way to—It—=

"I amsure that Tor won't knowi ngly assault her, Blu,"

Th« DORM I n th* Fonst 155

said Ahroe, turning away. "He woul dn't anyway, even if he were well. Let her
make her peace."

Late that night, with two fires nickering outside, and only the two Shumai
guards and a conp talking in | ow tones, Tor felt the pressure of his | oss

com ng on himagain, weighing himdown, as if he spiraled through water, a
slowy settling rock, inert and helpless. It was the dog of darkness cone
again. He cried out in his dream a light npan. Then sonething was pulling
him lifting hi mup. A struggle ensued, |ong and strange, between the weight
and the lifting force, as if two arns held him becom ng bird' s tal ons,
lifting himup through the deep water, out into the night, where he could see
the star-circle and the hunter group wheeling slowy above him Strong hands
bore hi mup, and the pul sing of wings, beating and beating, into a blinding
light. He shut his eyes against it, squeezing them The |ight seemed to grow
and burst out frominside. Then he was soaring, still in pain, still held
still high and free, gliding, out, far away fromthe dog of darkness, gliding
to a hilltop on the prairies, gravelly with eroded outcrop, flowers nodding in
the dawn. Eventually it all faded and he was back again, in Stel's shelter, a
wei ght on his chest. Feeling, he found it was Ruthan's head. She was sl eeping.
He didn't understand, but she was no burden. Her hair was as fine as brook
water. He felt it with his fingers and watched the faint flickering of the
firelight across the brush wall He grew drowsy. Hi s dream seened to recall one
of the rolls of Pell. "Aven," he whispered to hinmself, "Aven, Mbdther of al
life, protect us all, lift us over these barriers. Let us ride free on the

wi ngs of Your thought, guiding us in the trackless air over the river, with
Your surety, gently and safely." The Haframa had read that one to Cel este, but
the girl gave no sign of understanding it. Tor liked it, but he too had no

i dea what it neant. Then he slept, for the first tinme since bis wound, gaining
some sense of peace.

The norning rose clear, promising to renew the recent heat. The done peopl e
had spent a fitful and unconfortable night. Jestak and Blu had not gone out of
their way to provide conforts, and had seen to it that the fires |lay downw nd
fromthem encouragi ng nosquitoes. They hoped to "use the tiny swords of
insects to point out the logic of going to Pel barigan,"” as Jestak had put it
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Much of the morning was taken up with formal agreenent, which Royal and Eol yn
i nsi sted upon, proposing several points. They would be free to go anywhere at
any time. They would receive no opposition to their departure. In exchange for
supplies, protection, and direction, they would agree to teach their know edge
at a fixed rate of exchange until either side term nated the agreenent. The
exchange woul d invol ve real estate, supplies of various kinds, and defense. It
woul d al so include access to such information as was available fromthe

Pel bar.

At one juncture, Jestak said, imtating Eolyn's manner wyly, "Several points
ought to be nade here. First, what you feel you have to bargain for the Pel bar
have always freely given to anyone who asked. Hence you are incurring
obligations you need not incur. Second, unlike the eastern cities, we have ao
medi um of exphange, nothing of what you call a nonetary system and it would
be too cunbersone to devise one here under this rock in the heat. Third, you
are in nearly total ignorance of the nature of the world as it is today. In
this regard, | mght point out several things; (a) We will be giving you at

| east as much know edge of the nature of things today as you will be giving us
about ancient learning. That too has a value, (b) You seemto anticipate
supplies and materials will be available as they used to be. That is not ,
true. You will experience the same steep drop hi abilities that the surviving
ancients did because of their interdependence, their need of



transportation to supply their econony, their near-conplete reliance on the
skills of others for basic aspects of their lives, (c) It has not really sunk
in on you, | feel, that nearly everyone died. After all these years, the |land
is still alnmost enpty of people. You will need to depend on those peopl e who
did survive, that is, on us, their descendants, for our nutual advancenent if
it is to be rapid.

"A fourth point is, that we are a functioning economy. Wile we would be
grateful for your know edge as a contribution to our goal of reuniting the
scattered societies into one again, we are progressing without it. Wat you
offer is an aid, not an essence. Fifth, evidently your group in the done
anticipated emerging onto a blasted earth as its first nen. Through our help

you will be ad-

Tlw DORM in the Font! 157

vanced many generations beyond that, and it ought to be a cause for
gratitude."

"Bravo. Well outlined, Jestak," said Butto.

Eol yn | ooked at himnarromy. "W are not interested in gratitude but in fair
exchange. W

"I aminterested hi gratitude," said Bill

Eolyn whirled on the little man, who | ooked mldly up at her. So he regarded
hinself a free agent now. That conplicated things.

"I aminterested in gratitude, too,*' said Cohen-Davies. "I see no point in
bargaining with a group of people who are willing to admt us into their
conmunity. We are not in the done. | see no reason why our old structure of
rule should still hold."

"Perhaps you can settle that anmong yoursel ves sonetine," said Jestak. "But for
the tine being, so we can get underway, |let us assume that Eolyn is correct.
She is the one who seens to need an agreenent.”

"W are not even sure you are genuinely of our spe-. des," Eolyn returned.
"That one, Stel, showed he was able to reject radiation. So has this whole

bi ol ogi cal community. We are unsure what shielding we will need to

survive."

"Radi ati on? Cel este spoke of radiation. It rmakes people sick when they go to
the enpty places. | don't believe there is any right here."

"Mre likely," said Royal, "it is sone sort of poisoning

in these enpty places, perhaps involving plutonium and
radi ati on. W would have to run an analysis. But we are

unsure of why the radiation nmoni tor al ways showed
heavy radiation. Always. It was no nal function."
"You nean the rod?"
"Yes, the wand we sent up fromthe done."
"Perhaps it received this radiation at the time of fire and retained it. The
top | ooked burned and fused."
"It was installed nuch later, our history assures us, by people severa
generations into our stay there."
"I nmpossible," said Stel. "Just before you shot ne, | |ooked.at it frominside
the done. The whol e structure had been nade as a unit with the dome at the
beginning. | can recall the bracing and the concrete matrix."
Eol yn and Royal |ooked at each other. *That isn't what our history said," she
replied.
"Nonet hel ess, that is the fact," said Stel. "But it
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doesn't matter. You are tal king nonsense anyway. There is no radiation here.
People live to be old. And Celeste is as human a person as | know. She lives
with us. She | aughs, sweats, cries, grows angry, |loves. Everything is the
same. Don't try to fob yourselves off as superior creatures. You are just nore
people. A pretty surly bunch, by and large, | night say."
"Surly? Surely, Stel, you just jest. Bunch? Please at |east describe us as an
organi zation, a group; if not a hierarchy, at least a |lowarchy," said Butto.
Eol yn shook her head. "Butto at least is nerely confused. But the point is



that no matter how you describe us, we have know edge. Know edge ot herwi se

| ost, and precious.'*

"And sone incredible ignorance, too. Celeste is slowy |learning to conmunicate
with ease, but she still works better with her grow ng supply of devices than
wi th people. She—=

"She is a freak. She underwent an accident that |eft her speechless.”

"Until she was with Tris and Tor awhile. She talks freely enough. | think you
are all a bunch of freaks."

"Stel," said Anroe. "Let Jestak talk for us. You resent their mstreatnent.
Bad as it was, you nust forgive them"™

"Forgive then? | forgive them enough, though | would probably be dead if Butto
hadn't come along. | amintensely disappointed, that's all. | spent an entire
sweating sumer trying to warn these touts that their whole structure was
going to fall apart and dunp them down the gully, and they act |ike a gang of
dammed goat herders

| =

"Stel," said Jestak. "Enough. Be generous. You haven't been shut up all your
life. W can give themall they require."

"Al'l 1 require is sonething to keep these tiny beasts off ne," said
Cohen-Davies. "l should be glad to get to Pel barigan if they could be
deterred.”

Still Eolyn wouldn't yield any gratitude or concessions. It was clear that

Royal | ooked to her |ead and backed her. Finally the decision was made to
agree to all of Eolyn's ternms except anything to do with a rate of -exchange.
That woul d await di scussion between Eolyn and the Protector. By noon the party
was ready to | eave. Six
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of Blu's nmen would go along, but Blu and the rest would remain with Tor

Rut han insisted on remaining as well, and no argunents coul d di ssuade her

even though her body was, |ike those of the other dome people, show ng the

di stress of the food of the outside world. Blu stayed because Ruthan did, or
so he said. He not only had oddly conventional proprieties, but he was

genui nely worri ed about Tor

The party set out, hoping to reach the slow flow ng Raimac by nightfall. Blu
and Rut han watched them go, as Dailith and Stel had watched the guardsnen take
Susan on her litter earlier. Blu put bis armaround Ruthan's shoul der. She

| ooked at him startl ed.

"Come to the top of the rocks," he said. "W need to talk awhile."

She felt hesitant, a little frightened. But he smled slightly. She felt she
had no real choice. As they went, clinbing a path south of the overhang, she
grew nmore and nore assured. She even began to ask hi mabout the plants, but
found his know edge to be either unsystematic or selective. He knew the habits
and uses of plants he had no nanes for. Sone he knew intimately. Eventually

they reached the rimof the hill. Looking westward, they could see faint, dark
snoke still rising fromthe rui ned done.

"Rut han," Blu began. "lIs that your only nane? Rut han?"

"I have another | never use. Ruthan Trontrager. But | have no famly. None of
us does. We—we were bora ... well, in a laboratory."

Bl u | ooked at her, puzzled and shocked. "Wat do you nmean?"

"I had no nmother, quite literally. | was the product of the joining of

bi ol ogi cal materials in a special genetic |aboratory.**

"I don't understand. It doesn't matter. You look all right."

"What do you want with nme?"

"Sinmply that you mustn't fall in love with Tor."

She turned. "Wat? Wiat do you nean by that? | —=x*

"Sit down."

"l don't—=

"Just sit down. Please?" She did. "W will have to get you sone decent
clothes," said Blu.
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**Did you bring me up here to tel! me that? Just tell me what you want to. |
will take care of nmy clothes. | may— She stopped

Bl u | ooked over, quizzically. "Well, it is this. It is one thing to care for
Tor in renorse for hurting him It is another to—=

"To | ove hin®"

Blu swall owed. "Perhaps it is futile, | dont know. Tor is a rare nan. He was
taken by the Tusco as a child, and sold by themto the Alats, far to the
sout h. Sonehow he survived all that, escaped, and grew to be an unusua
axeman. But even before be reached his full maturity, the fight took place at
Nort hwal | —ene of the Pelbar cities. And that ended the hostilities between
Shurmai and Pel bar. And even the Sentani. Jestak—you just met him-he was nore
responsi ble for it than anyone el se. He has begun nmaki ng one peopl e out of us.

Al the Shumai seemto be settling down. | admit the old way of life is a hard
one. But it is hard for us to give it up. Yet even this sumrer two of the

bands have dropped out to join a cattle farmup on the Isso River. | feel the
restlessness of the others. Tor didn't lead the band this sumrer. | did. But |

amnot Tor. He is pure axenman."

"Pure axeman?"

"They are married to the country, usually having nothing to do with wonen.
They are often curiously quiet and abstracted, |ike Tor. They often seemidle.
But they have a way of know ng things, like the tanwlves, as if by instinct.
They are often orators of considerable skill. They are capabl e of great

physi cal acts."

"And you are afraid | might spoil all that?" , "In a sense. But that isn't the
problem You would be brought to grief as well. Tor has been broodi ng about

t he vani shing of the running bands. You can see it. He knows he will never be
a farmer or live in a settlenent. Now his life will be triply hard with the
loss of his arm But | amsure he will remain an axeman at heart,. no natter
what. Tristal has been sick, but now that he is better, and Celeste is nore on
her own—=

"Cel este? What has she to do with this?"

"Tristal and Raran—his dog—found Cel este wandering on the hill. They took her
to Tor, and then they all went to Pel barigan. She grew very sick. Tor watched
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over her like a father. She grew dependent on him She—=

"You mean Celeste fell in love with hin?" Ruthan began to | augh

Blu fromed at her. "It may seem funny, but Tor

woul dn't sinply abandon her. She had no one el se. She

is beginning to be a worman now, so Stel says. She is

nore bal anced, now that she is well and in a city. Tor

didit, you know. The cost, | fear, was the integrity of the

band, because | am not Tor. But perhaps he is seeing

ahead even now. But he has lost hinself, really. He has

no idea what to do. This will be redoubl ed now t hat —=*
"Don't say it again."
n O,]. "

"So you are asking nme to let himalone, then? You fear he may waste hinself on
me?" Again she began to laugh in a fluttering high tone. Blu stared at her

"It is too much. New worlds com ng and goi ng. Good God, why can't | die?"
"Die? There is no need to die. You have just been rel eased. Your life wll

knit together." He reached out an armto touch her

"How long will it continue to knit together when it keeps being torn apart?"
She | ooked at him nocking. "Your life will knit together," she said,
imtating his voice. "You sanctinonious animall" She stood and ki cked him

hurting her foot, then pounded on himw th her fists. He seemed not to notice,
but finally took her wists and held them She- bit at his hands, but he
simply spread them staring at her. Finally, she went linp, and he | owered her
to the ground. She lay crying for a tinme, then sat up. Blu sat on his heels,
wat chi ng her. "What are you going to do now?" she asked. He spread his hands.
"What woul d you want ne to do?"



"I don't know. How would I know? Are you crazy?" "Perhaps. Wiat we ought to do
is wait for Tor to get better, then go to Pel barigan. You know about plants,
you say. You could teach them what you know, and they

I amsorry."

f*No need. | can see that you and I will be friends yet Ybu aren't |ike that
Eol yn ghost Was she nade wit hout
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a nother, too? No offense. But they left out her feeling,"

"I have too many."

"No. You have just enough." They | aughed nervously.

Blu stood, hearing a sound on the path. It was Dard, who said, "Blu, Tor is
up. He wants to go to Pel barigan.”

"Up? Already? How can that be? How does he | ook?"

"Awful . Weak. But he wants to go."

"Are you ready?"

"The men are about packed. We have nmade the boots for this woman. **

"Then it is time to go. Are you ready, Ruthan Trontrager?"

"He should not be noved."

"He says so. Cone on down. We will see if your running boots fit. Sark has
made them This is Dard, Sark's, son.*

"Yes. Hello. Running? | will have to walk."

"So will Tor, for now Cone on."

Because of Ruthan and Tor, they noved slowy, Tor al nmost dreamily, Ruthan
constantly questioning Blu and Dard. Bill strove manfully to keep up on his
short legs, but finally Sark swept himup and put himon his shoul ders. At
first Bill thought to object, but the ease and the new hei ght so charnmed him
that he sinmply held on and | ooked. The tall |ate-sumer prairie grass topped
even Sark's head, but Bill could see out over the high, turkey-foot seed
beads.

"You, Bill," said Sark

"Yes?"

"Watch for snoke. The grass is drying again. Prairie fire. If there is one, we
have to run."

"Fire? Qut here? What stops it?"

"Not hi ng. Nothing at all sometines, but a river or arain."

Bi Il shuddered. But he would not be back in the dome for anything, though his
eyes were dazzled and his white skin began to burn hi the sun. Ahead, as they
wal ked, Skall, another ol der man, pulled stems and wove them finally turning
and placing a crude straw hat on Bill.

Eventually Ruthan tired so she couldn't walk further. Blu set her up on his
shoul ders and they continued, but slowy.

Finally, Tor said, "Wo wants to carry me? No one?
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suggest we stop at the stream ahead, |'msorry. | need sone rest and neat"

The other group did nmake it to the Raimac, though it was only at sunset, and

t he done people were tired to the core. Mst of the way the Shumai and Dailith
carried the conps, switching off, and even Royal rode on the Pel bar guardsnan
for atime. Eolyn insisted on wal ki ng the whol e way. Cohen-Davi es showed a
surprising stamna, owwng to his private daily exercises, and Butto struggled
along on grit.

The Shumai gave their |ight sumrercloths to the dome people, dirty as they
were, for the hunters used themfor towels, holders for hot objects, sun
hoods, and bl ankets. They were not long in shooting several fish to mx in
with the dried nmeat and herbs in the skin pot they threw rocks into, hot from
the fire, for cooking. Eolyn | ooked on the process with enornous distaste, but
she was hungry enough not to care. She relied on her pani mmune to protect her
After they ate, sitting near the firelight, Dailith sought her out "W could
rest a day. There is no hurry," he said.

"I amall right Royal may need a rest, but we should nmove on. | am oppressed
by all this openness. And those roads. W crossed two of them Wde ones. They



are ancient highways. It really is true. The whole land is enpty. \Were are
the ruins?"

"There are ruins. Plenty of them But the time of fire was a long time ago.
How are your |egs? The second day is usually worse if you aren't in good
condition. They may be stiff and sore.™

"No doubt. But they are all right. It is ny feet."

W thout asking, Dailith took off the running boots the Shumai had quickly sewn
t oget her for her.

"Don't," she said.

"You have no blisters. Don't wash. It softens the skin. | will get you sone
rabbit fur for the red places.” He turned and left, and she watched his broad
back with sone wonder. It made no sense. \Wat did he want?

Jesltak sat by Cohen-Davies as the old man questioned Ore* about wood fires.
He waited in silence until they were through

/"What did Eolyn say was our |ocation?" he asked.
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"M ssouri. That was a section of a country called the United States of
America. What do you call it now?"

"W seldomcall it anything, really, but when we do refer to it, it is
Urstadge. That has no real boundaries because few travel to the ends of what
we know of it. | have been to the eastern cities, by the ocean to the east."

"The Atlantic."”

"The Atlantic? No one there called it anything hut the Eastern Sea. There are
islands in it—the Saltstreara Islands. | have been to them too. | net the
Sal tstream prophets there. That is the easternnost place anyone knows about'*
"There are no islands in the Atlantic | know of, unless you mean Bernuda,
which is quite far south, or the Azores, which are very far off."

"I think these are new. One had a snoking nmountain. | have |earned that they
are called volcanic. Do you know about that?"

"Quite a bit. | will have to recall it."

"Don't worry about it now. We will have to question you at great |ength at

Pel barigan and get it all witten dowmn. W are piecing the world back
together. It is an unbelievable task. W have | earned nuch fromthe Conmmuters,
a small group of herdsmen beyond the western nountains."

The Rockies."

"Yes. That's it. They called themthat. | have been thinking. Wuld you agree
to help establish a school, or as they said in |Innanigan, an acadeny, at

Pel bari gan? W need a center for the reassenbly of know edge."

"You have none?"

"W have al ways had our schools, of course. But only recently have the various
surviving groups begun to talk seriously to one another. W have—= Jestak
broke of f. Looki ng over, he had seen that the old man was asl eep

Butto, meanwhile, dug into his third hel ping of stew, asking Stel about
various things init. Stel was anused. It rem nded himof his own son, Caret,
several years ago.

"What is this?"

"Thistle root It gets tough this time of year, and so it is pounded and cut."
"“And this?"

"WIld potato. They found a snall one. Sonetines they are gigantic.**

HM Donw I n the Forert 165

"Ggantic? Atermsubject to errors semantic. 1*

"Don't be pedantic.”

"I'mtoo tired to be romantic. O frantic. Wuat's this?*1

"M | kweed buds. There aren't many—the reason? It'8 late hi the season. Buds
are decreasin'."”

"You are amazin'. Such el egant phrasin*.**

"Your praisin* is raisin' ny self-esteem™

"Surely | dream | hear a reamof rhyme by this stream it would seem"”

"Stop or I'lIl scream** said Ahroe. They | ooked up and | aughed.

"What's this?" Butto resuned.



"Cattail root The Shumai pulled sone up when we passed through the marsh. That
i s what they were pounding and rinsing,"

"It doesn't taste very good.**

"It's food. If you're in the mood. | wouldn't exclude it brewed w th whatever
el se we have stewed."

' The vicissitudes of our fortune preclude that | should exclude it fromthe
anplitude of the dinner |I've chewed, and, ny dear fellow, ny remarks nustn't
be so con* strued.”

"Whew * said Stel. "You' re beyond ne, | see. Vicisst-what? Anpli-what? | can
see you will be pressed into service as a |linguist."

"That will be fine, but not tonight" said Butto, |eaning back. Stel took his
bark dish and put it in the fire.

"Well, Eolyn," said Dailith. "It would appear that they are both of the sane
speci es. "

"You mean they are both crazy.*'

"If Butto is half as effective as Stel, he nust be a great asset to you."
"He's all enotion and little thought. Wuld you m nd sl eeping here with me and
the conps? | don't understand why Ahroe won't stay near here. | am afraid of
those wild nen."

"You are safer with themthan without. Ahroe is with Stel because they are
married. But | will stay here. The Shumai live a wild Iife, but they are
peopl e of honor."

"Married? Do you nean it? | thought that was an ancient Custom”

"Jt is practiced by all the peoples |I know, though in different forms. It
seens to work fairly well, though there is pome trouble." /
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"Then they practice sexual |oyalty?"

"Absolutely. The Heart River peoples are afl extrenely strict about that,"
"Poor Ruthan."

"What ?**

"Not hi ng. | am pl eased we aH speak enough alike to be understood. | amtired
as a dog, as we have always said. But that's only the second dog |'ve ever
seen. |'m amazed how he lives with the people.”

"Dusk? He is Blu's dog. The south Shumai train their dogs strictly."

"Blu's dog? Wy isn't he with the other group? Isn't that Blu with then"

"At |east two reasons that | know of. For protection. They have Raran. This is
wi | d-hog country. Hogs will attack w thout warning, and the dog senses them
first."”

"And the other reason?"

"Well, forget that one. I'msorry | brought it up.**

"No. What is it?"

"You will be angry. See? You are already."

"No. That is too irrational. | sometinmes get frustrated, | adnit. Tell ne.
"Dogs sense things about people that people mss. The Shumai are using Dusk to
size you all wup.'*

*To size us up?"

"Dogs respond to fear, love, coldness, kindness, indifference. It would not
hurt to reach toward himw th your inner warnth."

"I reached toward him but he grow ed. He seens to |like Butto well enough

Per haps bunbl ers are nore his type."

Dailith didnt answer. They settled down, though -the Shumai, being stil

fresh, had renoved thenselves a lit-tie way to play the star gane. Eolyn |ay
awake in her fatigue, feeling surreal, listening to them|aughing and calling
their strange nanmes for the stars. Eventually, two of themcame to put fresh
snmudge on the fire to discourage the npbsquitoes.

One said, "I saw how polite you were. You washed your arm before you retrieved
the stones fromthe stew,'*

"What about you? You made a bark dish for Dusk so he wouldn't eat out of the
pot." Both men | aughed quietly and returned to the star gane. Eolyn shuddered
alittle. This was all so strange. Looking up the hill she
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saw the dimoutline of a Shumai guard. He stood very still, leaning on a |ong
spear with a short crosspiece tied on it. Sonething shifted in her mnd, and
she felt safe. Reaching out, she touched Dailith on the one side and Conp 12
on the other. Eventually she went to sleep. Dailith lay very still, staring up
at the stars.

By the time Eolyn's party reached the river, two days |ater, they were
footsore, filthy, and scratched. One of the Shumai sounded a horn as they
trudged t hrough sodden bottom and, and a | ong answer cane from ahead.

O fshore, out of the shallows, they saw an old Tantal ship, nmanned by a |arge
body of Pel bar guardsnen. Get stood on the deck by the | adder to greet each
smal | boatl oad as they cane up over the side. Cohen-Davies was charnmed, since
t he ship, wooden, with | ateen sails and oars, and a high prow shaped like a
nmyt hi cal ani mal head, reninded himof the tapes of the ancient nedi eval
period. Only after peering all around the ship did he turn and | ook out across
the great stretch of river. He caught his breath. There, rolling placid and
nmuddy, draining the whole upper continent, lay a stretch of water he hadn't

i magi ned possi bl e.

Dailith nudged his elbow. "Like it? It's the Heart. We are about nine hundred
ayas fromits mouth, so I'mtold, and several major rivers have yet to enpty
into it Look there. The teal and woodies are flying south already." He pointed
out three small flocks of ducks, far and tiny, out over the water. "Down there
are fish as big as a man," the guardsman added. Far out, a whole tree floated
downstream slowy, its branches |eading, the disk of its big roots standing
hi gh out of the water behind. A small, black bird rode on the highest root.
Bef ore the introducti ons were conpl eted, another horn sounded fromthe
bottons. It was answered fromthe ship, and soon Tor's party arrived. The
axeman seened stronger, but noved in a deep gl oom

After they cane aboard, Ruthan whispered to Ahroe, "He has hardly said
anyt hi ng today. He seens far off."

"He mght well, Ruthan. He feels lost. Let himal one. But not too al one."

As™ the ship got underway, Stel noved over to Tor, nudged him and held out
his left hand, pal mup. The axeman slapped it down gently. Stel caught a ghost
of a smle. "If I'"'mnot mstaken, Stel, you're going to be a fa-
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ther again,” he murnured, then noved ofi E to stare at the river.

Stel, whirled. Ahroe? Pregnant? Did she tell Tor before hin She had been

cl ose enough to hear and canme over. "How did he know? | didn't tell him™"
"When did you know?"

"About six weeks ago | was sure.”

"You had no business com ng. Don't you know=**

Ahroe put a finger across his lips. "I wanted hi mer her—to have a father
after all."

Stel grinned and put his arm around her, Ruthan watching, quizzical and
downcast

"I's it that easy, then?"

"l haven't observed that—**

"Stel!"

Stel |aughed, and Ahroe wal ked to where Tor | ooked out at the water. She took
his arm He didn't nove or turn. She held it for some tinme, as Get conmmanded
the ship out into the water and turned north, and the shi pnen set the

bel lying, striped sails. They began to glide upriver, the guardsnen at the
oars chanting, sunset catching the sail* glorifying it with ruddy Iight, Ahroe
holding Tor's arm wuntil finally, at twilight, food was brought fromthe
cook-hog fire aft, and the axeman turned, reaching first with his bound right
arm then with his |left hand, taking the bowt

"Stel," he said, "can you nake ne an axe sheath for the left side?"
"I had been designing one," Stel said. "Yes, of course. | have been thinking
of a new axe as well. | think you will like it."

The big Shumai | ooked at himsilently, then sat on the deck to eat.



Near m dnight they tied up to the foot of a small island, and everyone but
four guardsnen bedded down. And Tor. He sat in the bow watching the night.
Eventual | y, Ruthan reached over Dusk and nudged Blu. He stirred, "Look at
Tor," she whispered. "What is wong? Wiat can we do?"

"Go to sleep. He is doing it Don't worry. He is thinking it all out You can't
do anything. He is far away fromus all now"

Rut han didn't sleep. Eventually, she nudged Blu again. "How can you be sure?"
she asked.

Dusk sighed deeply, then slowy got up, stretched,
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wal ked around to the- other side of Blu, and flopped noisily down agai nst him
Blu chuckled lightly. He reached for Ruthan's hand. She pulled it away, then
put it back and slowy went to sleep. Wien she awoke at dawn, Blu and Tor
stood together hi the bow tal king hi |ow tones. The guardsnmen had cast off,
and the shipnen hauled on the big lines, raising the sail again.

It was near sunset agai n when the guardhorns from Pel -barigan's towers
sounded, and ruch of the city came down to the bank to greet them Ruthan
could see Celeste, standing with an ol der woman on a platform She | ooked
filled out, tanned, and healthy. Then Ruthan saw her hands go to her face and
heard her shriek above the crowd.' She had seen Tor. Ruthan watched the girl
turn and run but quickly was herself caught up in the tumult and novelty of

wel cone, and | ooked up at the pennons hanging fromthe high walls of the great
stone city, its windows and towers crowded with people, alnost al

dark-haired, with maroon tunics. In the nmddle of the whirl, the old woman on
the platformstood calmand still, flanked by four guardsnen. Ruthan could see
that she too | ooked grave. Follow ng her gaze, she saw that the old wonman was
al so | ooking at Tor.

X1

PELBARI GAN st aged a wel cone cerenony for the dome people in the great chapel
Rut han noted with interest that Celeste sang in the choir, her mouth noving in
perfect unison with the others. Once when Cel este caught Rut han watching, she
faltered in her singing and sent the ol der worran a | ook of netal col dness. She
knew about Tor”~uthan felt the steel point of her own renorse glide in*b her
again. Wuld she never be rid of it? Where was Tbr? | nexplicably, he cane

besi de her and put his arm "round her shoul der. The Shumai runni ng band st ood
to-ether to one side, under the row of colums. Ruthan saw
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Bl u wat chi ng. She couldn't read his expression. Tor kept his arm around her
for the rest of the cerenmony, until the newconers were introduced and asked to

step forward. As she turned back, she saw Tor's face still hollow and haunt ed,
but as she turned, his arm cane around her shoul der again. So that was it. He
was saying to everyone that he would not desire any ill will directed toward
her on his account. Looking again, Ruthan saw Celeste's face still cold.

"Rut han, *' Tor said. "That is her problem not yours."

How did he know? "It will always be mne," she said.

"It is not mne. Less and | ess. The one puzzle for me is why Eolyn killed
Dexter."

"You are absolutely sure it was Eolyn, then.'*

"OfF course. | nave been in enough fights to know where the missiles are coning
from™

"It was an accident, then. She was aining at you.** Somehow the thought of
Dexter had lost its anguish, though she m ssed his openness, his hunor, his
resourceful and quirky behavi or

"An acci dent Perhaps. Everything happened so fast But then | saw her shoot the
end off Ahroe's horn."

That was true. But Ruthan's thoughts were caught up in a new Pel bar hymm, wth
instruments, flutes and pollutes. She saw Susan Ward rapt with the nusic. The
old worman's dulcimer sat idle in her lap

The cerenmony was followed by a neeting with the council. Eolyn's sense of an
agreement was presented. The council, Ruthan could see, was puzzl ed and taken



aback, though eased when she, Butto, and Cohen-Davies sinmply volunteered their
services as a matter of joining the community. Royal would have as well, but
Eol yn insisted, as the price of his instruction in chenistry and nedi ci ne,
that she and the conps be housed in a new facility, outside the city, high on
the bluffs to the north. She would set up a school for the study of

mat hematics, electricity, electronics, and nechani cal design

Unsure of what all that neant, the Protector agreed, to the linmt of the
contribution Pel barigan's econony coul d make at harvest season, when all were
preparing for whiter. Eolyn was unsatisfied by what seenmed to Ruthan to be
generosity. For the time being, the whole group fromthe dome woul d be housed
together in a famly conplex, with
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their own conmmon room The conps woul d serve the principals. It seened

agr eeabl e.

Al most a week later, as organization and adjustnment were still taking place, a
general session for information was held in the chapel rather than the
judgment room so as nmany of the city as desired could listen in. The session
was protracted.

One subject that the Jestana brought up was the nature of the time of fire.
"We know it involved terrible weapons, fire, and nmeteors,"” she said. "O so we
woul d gat her from evidence here and Ahroe's trip to the west. But beyond that
we know little or nothing. Wat can you tell us about ft, Thomt on?"

"Qur know edge may add sonething, but it Is also inconplete. Apparently it
began with a catastrophic shower of meteors, not only as large as or |arger
than the biggest in ancient record, those that |anded in Arizona and Siberi a,
but these came in | arge nunbers, acconpani ed by innumerable snall ones. Their
sudden arrival convinced sone nations that they were under nuclear attack.'*
"Nucl ear attack?"

"Yes. Attack by the weapons that made what you caH the enpty places, at their
wor st, weapons whi ch explode with a heat nore than that on the surface of the
sun. They could destroy a large city alnost instantly, and the whol e region
around it."

A general murmur rippled through the crowd.

*The two principal nations with many such weapons, the United States, which
was where we are, and the U S.S. R, knew, of course, of the approaching

nmet eors. They had been tracking them They nmade a hasty agreenent not to take
advant age of the catastrophe. But smaller nations, nore volatile nations, also
possessed nmany such weapons and what they called delivery systens, and they
were of course sure that they were being attacked. Especially in the Mddle
East, which lies far across what Jestak calls the Eastern Sea, they began
hurling nucl ear weapons at each other, over hundreds of kilometers, using
great rockets. Soon the hostile exchange spread.

"That's about all we know because the dome was sealed and (fee area hit by a
nucl ear device. OCh, yes. A few other things. The U S . S.R, commonly called the
Russi ans, had lofted enornmous | aser satellites, devices much larger than city,
which circled the earth like | ow moons in space, they had the capacity of
lighting fires bel ow by care-

172 DM Don* In H * Fow

fully calcul ated bursts of concentrated energy. At the tine they were
threatening the United States with them™

"What did the United States do about that?"

"Nothing. At the tinme they were in great disarray. During the twentieth
century, the United States was a great industrial power, but one basic source
of its wealth lay in a very efficient agricultural system However, pressure
fromthe industrial sector, both fromworkers and management, for greater and
greater rewards for |less and | ess production, coupled with a concerted attack
on the traditional agricultural systenms, by a refusal to reward agriculture
adequately, and sone incredibly poor, chemcally disastrous farm ng nethods,
crippled the system The |loss of the best agricultural |ands to spreading
bousing, and to salinity fromunwi se irrigation nethods, helped. A collapse in



agriculture occurred, with sone fam ne, fromwhich the nation had not fully
recovered at the tinme of fire.
"The government, too, had becone incredibly top-heavy, with a bureaucracy
absolutely insistent on great rewards for few services.- This included earlier
and earlier retirement, and all sorts of benefits not available to the other
citizens. The bureaucrats were able to retire at age fifty, with large
pensions. This finally took so much of the tax noney, with a grinding nationa
debt, that the national defense faltered badly. The social security system
which was a tax pool to provide for elderly private citizens, ceased
al together, all funds bei ng absorbed by the bureaucracy and the enornous
nunber of its projects and regul ations. The citizenry revolted, but they were
put down by the arny."
"Why didn't these Russians take advantage of this situation."
"They m ght have, but they also had deep internal troubles. Central control of
their econony, and disaffection anobng di e popul ace, grew steadily worse unti
they were very unsure that they could take advantage of their towering
mlitary superiority. Apparently they feared that any nove on the part of the
government, despite despotic control over the people, would touch off forces
they coul dn't
control.
"Besides that, by the time of the disaster, new nations of real power bad
arisen, including the Central South
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Ameri can Republic and Panafrica, which took in everything on that continent
south of the Sahara Desert."
" Thornton, we have no idea about where those places are.”
"W will have to wite it all out and draw maps at our |eisure. At any rate,
judging by the small fragments of reports | have been given, including Stal's
account of the record of Ozar, it would appear that the Russians did indeed
activate their |laser satellites. The curious thing is that they are not over
here. Sonethi ng nust have gone wong."

"Protector," said Ahroe. "Sonething has puzzled me. Thornton has said
that the done was originally a drug-manufacturing facility which demanded a
seal ed-of f environment. | just cannot imagine, though, that it would have been
so wel |l -equi pped for such a long survival. Eo-ryn said that the rod for
testing for radiation had been added later, but Stel affirmed that he was sure
it was built into the original structure. | don't understand.”
"As far as | know, " said Cohen-Davies, "it was indeed a drug-manufacturing
firmthat needed a sterile or controlled environment to manage its tests. The
Bri nmer- McKenny Corporation, to be exact."
"Wait," said Susan Ward. "I know that is the official history. |I hope you will
forgive nmy breaking in. To explain to you Pel bar, | have been conpiling an
unofficial but nore accurate history of the dome and | evels for sone tine.
What | | earned about that is that it was indeed apparently a
drug- manuf acturing conmpany, but it was really constructed to w thstand just
the sort of event that occurred. It was designed to shelter federal government
officials in the central region. Wen the catastrophe came, though, none of
them ever nade it to the shelter.”
"You mean they nade secret shelters to protect thenselves while providi ng none
for the popul ace?"
"That is correct. Docunments | found showed that it was the brainchild of
Senat or Dani el Dresser-Choate of Mssouri, put in his state near his own hone.
Dresser-Choate had investnments in a nearby mlitary manufacturing facility, so
he was rather worried about his own safety.”

"Amazi ng. Thornton, | amsure that nost of us have onty the foggi est notion of
what you have been tal king about. | trust the secretaries have been busy. W
will to question you in detail and annotate this materi al
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and then add to it your other recollections. Now, does anyone know what has
happened to the rest of the world?"



"Only that our early generations were unable to receive radi o messages on any
frequency from anywhere and after a century gave up."

"Radi o nessages? Anot her wonder ?"

"Perhaps | can explain," said Eolyn. "W have several miniature transceivers
with us, two built into the pulser helnets. Conp 6 is working on ny new
facility. See this device on ny wist? | shall talk to him" She touched a
switch. "Conmp 6? Conp 6? Are you awake?"

A tiny voice canme fromEolyn's wist. "Conp 6 awake, Principal Eolyn. \Wat do
you wi sh?" The audi ence stirred and nurmnured.

"Just testing the system Conp 6. Thank you. Asleep now." Eolyn then said, to
t he general audience, "If we can get the materials, we can be building sinple
devices like this very quickly." The audi ence murmur rose to a running

excl amati on.

The Protector's guardsnen rapped for quiet, and rising, the Protector said,
"Thank you very much, all, and |I believe that will be enough wonders for now.
W need to digest and sort these things. Now it is tune for a closed counci
nmeeting." The gathering broke up, with the Protector greeting all the done
people individually. It was plain she and Cohen-Davi es al ready were fond of
each ot her.

Later, once the council was gathered, as the Protector had expected,
opposition arose. The new Northcounsel, Rickor, spoke at length to the point,
opening, "Protector, it was, | believe, a concession on- our parts to all ow
the pursuit of contact with these done people in the first place. It was
undertaken on humani tarian pretenses. It has invol ved consi derabl e resources.
It cannot, we feel, be construed as a prelude to creating an acadeny dom nated
by an alien group, a group so far as we know wi t hout theol ogy, let alone the
true worship of Aven, without a body of law, w thout a system of narriage,

wi t hout the common skills needed to survive in the world as we live hi it

t oday.

"Furthermore, as we have just heard, the ancients devel oped a world which did
not work, a world full of horrible devices of destruction, a world at odds
with itself to
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such a degree that the purported arrival of these nmeteors touched off a
destruction such as we cannot i magi ne.

"For these reasons, the north quadrant asks that the done people, except

Cel este, who is very young, and Susan, who is very old, be given whatever
supplies they may desire and be asked to renmove, with our aid of course, in
spite of the fact that this is the harvest season, to whatever |ocation they
may find to their best advantage."

"May we hear any other opinions on the matter?" asked the Protector
"Eastcounsel . W recogni ze you."

Sagan, the Eastcounsel, arose, smoothed down her robe, and began. "I would
like to speak in opposition to what has just been said. | have several points.
The done people are us. W nust never forget that W are all the sane people.
The fact that we can talk together is proof of this—after so many centuries of
separation. If we cast themout, we cast out our own sisters. And brothers.

' The done people represent no threat not already present. If we assune that
they come froma world of terrible weapons, while ours is peaceful, we ignore
our own history, which belies that notion. None of us pretends that we would
harm t he dome people. Hence if we exile themfromus, as is suggested, we
simply hand all their technol ogy over to others, perhaps to the Sentani, who
woul d probably share it with us. Perhaps to the wandering and maraudi ng
Pesht ak we have been hearing of this past sumrer. Perhaps even to the eastern
cities, if by some mracle they got that far. If that technol ogy is hel pful
we are robbed of it. If it is dangerous, then others have it and we do not.
"As to theology, we are already aware that a nunber of theol ogical systens
exist. Qurs is not the only one. W are aware that nost of them seemto spring
fromone root Qurs has the beauties that others |ack, depths that others

i gnore. For that reason, we ought to spread it. Already Cel este sings with our



choir. Tor reads our rolls nore incessantly than al nost anyone not in the
mnistry. He is a Shumai, but he quotes the witings of Pell and refers to
Aven with reverence. W should invite others in, not shut themout."

At this point in Sagan's narrative, Tor was wandering up to the new structure
t he conps and Pel bar masons were erecting on the hill. He caught sight of

Eol yo' s back
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on the hillside above, and ran up to her so lightly that she never heard him
She was listening to her wist cube. Tor heard Sagan's voi ce.

Cl ose by her ear, Tor said, "I thought the council neeting was a private one."
Eol yn whirled around with a Iight scream "You. What? '« You've no right
eavesdropping on nme |ike that Now get out of here.”

Tor | aughed. "W should sit down together, Eo, until the council is over, so
can be sure that you will allow themthen: privacy. How can you manage this,
anyhow?" Eolyn shut off the receiver. "There is no use of their building up
here, is there? Wen you tell the Pelbar,,that wetch fromthe north quadrant

wi I | have her way. | knew we should have left here earlier for the eastern
cities.**
"I will never tell. |I want you people here. If you knew the country the way I

do, you would know well enough that this is by far the best place for
you—dnless it is NorthwalL Here is far better for the Pel bar, though. This
city needs a new function. Northwall has found one. Here you woul d be honored
and cared for."

"And opposed. | heard the things that old ratskin said about us. Here, you
listen.” Eolyn played the council neeting back for Tor, from her m crotape.

"Now what do you say? See? | feel entirely exposed. | don't know what |
expected fromsuch primtives. And you are the worst, sneaking around |ike
a... a..." "A nouse?"

"No. Like one of those long things." "A weaselL" Tor stood up and | aughed. "Now
that you are out of the dome, your anal ogies, at least, will inprove. Now
don't leave just yet. Listen. What | just heard fromthe Northcounsel was
little nore than a concession. They all know that anyone coul d answer al

their arguments. They are in bad odor now because of sone recent events. They
know this venture to help you has gone well. Al they can do is to present an
array of arguments against it so that if anything goes wong, then they can
gain in influence. That should be obvious. Even in Shumai councils, scant as
they are, we do the sane thing. Qur ancestors did the same thing. Qurs, Eo,

because yours and m ne cane fromthe same society. | lost the technol ogy, and
you | ost the poetry, the famly, the free air, the—=
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"Stop."

"Al'l right. H stop. | won't tell them either."” He | ooked up at her, higher

on the hill, grinning. "You |ook nice in that Pelbar outfit. But then -you'd

| ook nice in anything. O even—

"Stop. Go away. | have to reason this out,**

"Soon. You haven't told me how you nmanaged to work this mracle."
"Way should | tell you?"

"I"'mcurious. | won't tell. I won't even tell what you overheard."

"It doesn't matter. | put a small transmitter in the hem O Ahroe's tunic. The
cloth is thick. She would never find it."

"Amazing. | would Iike to contribute to your reasoning, if | may."

"l suppose you nust."

"Just a few things. Celeste has found a hone here. | doubt that she will

| eave. Butto would | eave with you. Even though you see little use in him he
is loyal to you—and | oves you."

Eol yn snorted

"Thornton and the Protector are already so struck with each other that | am
sure he will never |eave."

"No | oss."

"Royal would leave if you said to, but he would very likely not manage to nake



the whole journey to the eastern cities. He is too old and frail. Bill wll
stay. The other conps would likely go with you, though sone m ght not agree.
It is hard to say."

"And Rut han? She woul d stay because of you, you think."

"No. I will not be here that long. But she will stay. Probably because of
Blu."

"Blu? The wild nan? The ot her axeman? What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Here is a secret for you so you won't think I have an advantage over you.
W1l you keep it?"

Eol yn hesitated, then shrugged. "It doesn't matter. | won't tell. Wio would I
tell?"

"OfF course it's only a surnmise. | think Ruthan will beconme the resident
botanist, or... what do you call it?"

"Taxonom st, geneticist, horticulturist?"

**Yes. One of those. | think Blu will marry her within a
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year. Don't sneer. Just watch. Please? | want you to see sonething."

"What ?"

"That there are other ways of .knowi ng than your equi prment Dusk told ne."
"The dog? You're making fun of ne again. Dogs pick the people you nmarry?"
Tor | aughed agai n, though the nelancholy never left his eyes. "You will see.
You have your radi os. W have our dogs."

"Ruthan is so hi love with you she | ooks cross-eyed.'*'

"No. | inherited the pity she woul d have poured out on Dexter. You, Eolyn, you
and | share a common problem W are extrenes. They're the people in the

m ddl e. Do you understand?" Tor |ooked at her alnost |like a child | ooking at
hi s grandnot her. She recoil ed inside.

"I haven't the slightest idea what you nean," she

sai d.
"So, another secret, then. That will reveal itself nore slowy. Good-bye, Eo."
Tor turned and wal ked down the steep hill, waving his armand his ruined stunp

for bal ance. She could hear himjoking with the conps bel ow. An extrene?
Surely he was one. Eolyn could see nothing extreme about herself. Perhaps
intellect was extrenmity, though, in this bizarre society.

That afternoon Tristal knocked on the door of Celeste's workroom

"Cone in," she said. Her back was to him She sat at a bench crowded with

pi eces of gl ass, sandboard, fragile tubing.

"Hell o, Celeste. What are you doi ng?"

"Tristal? Is that you? I'mglad you cane. | need Stepan. Get himfor ne. He
shoul d have ny new calipers ready by now " She continued to rub sonethi ng
slowy and carefully. Tristal could see only the top of her head as she
hunched over, her el bows working. Then he turned to get Stepan. Raran foll owed
bun out.

By evening, the assenbled dome people were told that the council had
recommended the founding of a Pel barigan Acadeny, to focus then: presence,
Eolyn's project on the hill, and whatever other sources of know edge they
could gather. By spring invitations would be sent throughout the Heart River,
as far east as the Long
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Lake Sentani, if possible as far west as the Commuters, even including the
anbi guously inclined Emert Pelbarigan, it would seem was comitted to a new
course as an educational center. Yet the day ended w t hout cerenony, as
eveni ng cane, announced by the tower horns, acconpani ed by the pouring of the
radi ance of a cirrus-rich sunset across the river waters.

Less than two weeks later Celeste triunphantly showed off her nicroscope, set
in a southern wi ndow, horrifying whomever | ooked at the mi croorgani snms bunpi ng
like aimess boats in a drop of swanp water. Royal was especially pleased, and
anxi ous to establish species, habits, dangers, anatomes. For himit was the
first step on a long road to sound genetics, medicine, nicrobiology. He began
to train Celeste to succeed him though she showed little aptitude for



t eachi ng.

As Eolyn's building progressed, in the cooling faH weat her, Stel questioned
her often about its strange design, with its spaced triple walls, its raking,
sout h-facing roofs, and its large south w ndows painstakingly glazed with
smal | panes of Pel bar gl ass. Her answers were revelations to him The Pel bar
who for so many centuries had to conserve heat energy and live close to
necessities, still had little idea of the basic principles of insulation, heat
distribution, humdity control, solar absorption, and energy usage that she
brought to the project.

Bl u's hunting band had departed south at the begi nning of Col ormonth, but Ste
was surprised one day, while working on the building, to hear the R ve Tower
horn. Shading his eyes, he saw the sane six canoes returning upriver. Tor saw
them too, fromhis now habitual reading place at Hagen's grave. He net them
at the river bank with the guardsmen. They pal med, then enbraced.

Blu stole a glance at the axeman, but saw no change hi his troubled face. "W

went south,"” he said, "into Sentani country below the Ch. W found an entire
band, Sentani, with wonmen and children, all slaughtered and left on the
ground. "

"How many?"

"Forty-nine, including all. Sark and Krush have gone to Koorb. W have warned

Threerivers, though they seened not to believe us, the louts."

"The Peshtak, then? So far west?"

"We think so. Three of themwere there, dead. They
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didn't even bury their own. Swarthy nen, with some horrible disease.**

"Di sease?"

"Their bodies were all eruptions. O course they had been there awhile." Blu
shudder ed.

"Cone. W will need to tell Cet."

Soon a hasty council was called. A message bird fiew off toward Nortbwal I
Guard parties were sent to the rush-gatherers, eastward toward the country of
the Tall Grass Sentani, who had already suffered fromthe Peshtak marauders.
Blu sent two nen across to the Isso, to warn the new farnsteads as far as

Bl ack Bull Island. A river patrol was set up, using the |argest Tantal ship.
Two evenings later, the Protector sunmoned Eolyn- to her quarters. The young
worman was ushered in by Ahroe, who was invited to renain.

"Eolyn, | amafraid that your project on the hill nay have to wait awhile.
This new crisis has strained our resources to the limt W are a rather snall
conmunity, and this incursion has cone during our nost pressing season. It is
a new thing, and we have no systemfor dealing with it"

Eol yn sat silently for a tune, then said, "I thought you would cone to that in
one way or another. W had an agreenment Now you are violating it.*"

**We intend to maintain our agreenent, but it will have to be put off. You
seem not to understand the severity of the energency."

Eol yn stood. "I'mnot sure of your notives. | have been thinking about al
this, knowi ng some such thing would cone, and | have decided to go to the
eastern cities after all."

*' How? We can't spare any transport now, and even if we could, it is a journey
of incredible |length and danger."

"I"ve seen your maps. | can go downriver with the patrol, then head eastward
until | Strike the Gh. Wth the help of the pulsers, and the conps, | should
make out all right."

"It is nearly Bucknonth. You have no idea what you are suggesting."

"Of course | knowit is difficult. But we have the resources.”

"You woul d pass directly through Peshtak country.**

"OfF course, and yet unharmed. You forget the pul sers.
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They are equi pped with heat sensors. They can sense a presence in total
dar kness, aim and destroy it w thout human ainmng. W will be left alone.”

"I't would be dead wi nter before you got there.**



**No matter. Here | feel stultified by all your rules and your dictations. |

ama free being. | wish to |live reasonably."
"What you suggest is not at all reasonable.**
"Nonetheless, it is what | intend," said Eolyn. Then she turned and |eft.

The Protector | ooked at Ahroe. "What is the cause of this? Wat has happened?"
"I dont precisely know, Protector. Perhaps it is just what she has said.

Clearly she feels we are backward. She feels she will be better off el sewhere.
She has sone myth about the east, as if she will be made a queen when she
arrives there. | think she is vain about her |ooks and troubled by, the fact

that few seem deeply struck by them here."

"Did Stel tell you thatr

"Yes, and since |IVe noticed. But she is also used to ordering everyone, the
way she did in the donme. Royal seens always to have deferred to her. She isn't
used to working in a larger community, and conpromi se. She arrives at a

concl usion, declares it reasonable, and then proceeds. Let's hope she will
change her mind."

But Eolyn did not change her mnd, though only the previous norning, Blu and
hi s remai ni ng men had happily begun a I ong run downstream hi search of the
Pesht ak. They wanted Tor to | ead them but he had sinmply refused, | ooking
suprenely indifferent. Blu was angry. Sonme of the nmen | ooked at Tor in

di sapprovi ng silence.

He had raised his arnms, the whole and the truncated, and said, "Think what you
wish. It seenms right for me not to go now. | can't give you a reason."

Blu had turned and left without a reply, the other nen follow ng. Tor watched
themgo in gloom Stel was coming up the hiH panting, standing aside for the
Shuraai, joking with themand receiving little response. But Tor could see
them gl ance with interest at something he was carrying. Wen Stel canme up, and
t hey pal med, he held out the new axe sheath he had promi sed, and with it a new
axe.

"Here. This is a new design. | think you might like it It has a | onger handl e,
which nmight make it a little nore
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difficult on your hip. W can always shorten it. See? The handl e has whip in
it, and the blade design is not for chopping wood. It is mainly for fighting.
Look. The wide arc of the blade is unsupported at the tips. But that nmakes it
lighter and gives it nore reach."” He extended the handle to Tor, who took it
in his unaccustoned | eft hand and gave it some tentative swings. It seenmed new
and strange. He wasn't sure he liked it.

"I think you will find it has some of the virtues of our |ong swords," said
Stel. "At armis length, swinging in quick arcs, the way you have seen our
guards train; it ought to conmbine the purposes of both."

*Tmnot sure | can throwit at gane, Stel. It certainly is a handsone axe,

t hough, and | thank you for it," Tor finally said. He flicked out an arm and
took the branch off a dogwood sapling, then whistled. "It seenms to | eap out.

It has an incredible reach.” He turned and grinned.

Late in the day, when he heard that Eolyn intended to | eave, Tor was not
surprised. Ahroe told himat her house, where Tor was practicing with his new
axe, splitting kindling, seeking for the quick, exact stroke he would need if
the axe were to be of use. Caret sat on a stump, watching.

Tor's reply to Ahroe was to reach out to the hemof her tunic and feel the
material until he noticed a tiny bulge. Then he renoved a small, netal button
"What is it?"

"Somet hing of Eolyn's. She left it there so she could listen to the counci

t hrough her radio."

"You didn't tell. Wy, Tor? You should have,"

"I caught her at it. I'malnost sure she didn't use it again. | prom sed not
to tell because | thought that m ght make her | eave then. She was ready to.
She has been | ooking for a reason. She's restless here. | think she wants to
simplify things again, with herself as the chief person. | know how she feels.

Pel bar society is conplicated. You nustn't tell anyone about this device. But



you shoul d ask her if she wants ft back. See what she does.”

Ahroe did that and found Eolyn matter-of-fact and unrepentant. At that nonent,
Eol yn had been trying to convince Ruth an to go, but after Ahroe gave her the
transmtter, Ruthan would not even listen to her done fellow any further
Ahroe tried once nore to point out the danger of the
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Pesht ak, but Eolyn remained curt "How do you expect themto find us in that
vast expanse. They have no radar. K1 spend nmy life here, I will get nowhere.
W didn't store all that know edge through so many centuries just to waste it"
"I hope you won't be di sappointed. W know little ot the eastern cities, and
what we do know i s not encouraging."

"Pel barigan i s not encouraging, either."

Butto entered. As Tor had anticipated, he would go because Eolyn was. By this
time, he and Stel were good friends, perpetually bantering, and Ahroe could
see he deeply regretted | eaving.

"Al'l fall, and | have never seen a snake. | wanted to. Hi e tapes had a

mar vel ous snake. "

"They are all denned up now. Wait until spring. Stel will show you knots and
ropes of snakes."

"There will be snakes in the east," said Eolyn,

"For your sakes, | hope there are snakes," said Ahroe.

"And plenty of aches, | undertake, from betaking our way through quaking
brakes, forsaking Pelbar cake to take a hike."

"Whew. I'mglad Stel isn't here. That woul d have rendered hi m unconscious in
the strain to match it. You can beat himat bis own game. His fame will never

be the sane since you cane." Ahroe hugged the heavy man and left.

"What is the matter with her?"

**\We are friends," said Butto. "I have bounced her boy on ny knee, big as he
is, you see."

"Don't start that with ne," said Eolyn, shaking her head when Butto | aughed.
Two nornings later they left on the Tantal ship used to patrol. The Protector
arranged a special farewell, with nusic and presents. Eolyn thought it was a
gesture of surrender, but in actuality the Protector was establishing a
feeling of warm hospitality in the hope that the dome people would feel no
reluctance to return. As Tor had surm sed, of the principals only Butto wanted
to accompany Eolyn, but after nuch hesitati on Royal decided to go, too, for
solidarity. Al the. conps but 16 went along. Bill, of course, remained. Tor
was not at the bank, Eolyn found herself [ooking for him Dailith, who was
nearly as

tall as the axeman, stood gloonmly on the bank staring at

her .

As the ship noved underway, the Protectors el bow was nudged. Turning, she saw
the Northcounsel, who said, "It has turned out badly, Protector. W will await
your promse to resign.”

"You will have it, Rickor, but let us first see howthis turns out. There wll
be tine. You will not have long to wait." As she turned to go, she | eaned on

t he Nort hcounsel, breathing heavily.

Tor had gone to Northwall, taking Tristal, who ran easily behind his uncle
now. He was nearly as tall, and filling out rapidly. Tor found the northern

city prepared for nore than was likely to cone. Tag had designed a

conmuni cati ons systemthat would warn the whole conmunity of attack at any
poi nt .

The two men had a | ong conversation about Eoryn's departure, "I have been
readi ng too much Pel bar scripture,” said Tor. "Before, | mght have taken the
whol e bunch and destroyed those weapons." "Maybe you shoul d have. How nany do
t hey have?" Two hel mets and one hand-held unit. Wthout themthey are nearly
hel pl ess.” "Wth then®"

"It is hard to tell. They nmight withstand an arny—f the army was wal ki ng
across a field. These Peshtak have been drifting westward all season now, and
the only people who have seen them have been killed by them They



are |ike snmoke."

"Perhaps we shoul d overtake them even now. **

"I don't think Eolyn would tolerate it |I don't understand her. She is w thout
pity."

The two fell into silence. Tia and Tag cane in bringing Stantu to see Tor. The
axeman was surprised to see how much Stantu had failed. As they enbraced, be
saw death in Stantu's eyes. He al so saw resol ution

"No matter what they do to us, they never touch the spirit, Stantu," Tor said
He found hinself wishing he fully believed it. He knew that Stantu fully
under st ood t hat

side of the question

"The core of the spirit, anyhow, " Stantu returned. "I amresolved. | only
regret |eaving Tag al one." Looking, Tor saw resolution in her eyes as well.

"It is strange be-
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ing killed in a war fought a thousand years ago or nore, ** Stantu added.

The friends all talked awhile, then saw Stantu and Tag hone. There the failing
Shurmai gave Tristal a folding knife, worn but sharp. "It was given nme by Sim
Pall, the former Protector here,” he said. "It has been to Eneri country
twice. It has drained the heart's blood of bulls and carved the lintels of ny
hone here. It is full of use and hope, as you are." He sniled faintly as he
said this. Tristal was enbarrassed, but took it and enmbraced first Stantu then
Tag.

Soon everyone could see that Tor was restless. Finally, he said, "I think I'd
better go back to Pel barigan." -

"Now? It is alnost high night."

"Yes. But now |'ve seen your map, with the four previous Peshtak raids. It
makes a pattern. The attacks are near rivers. Then they vanish. Gven the
patterns of search, they nust have nmoved west fromthe Gay Ash River, and now
north fromthe Ch. That would put them now, perhaps, close to Eolyn's path,

unl ess they have turned south and west again. | can alnpost taste trouble. Can
you | end us an arrowboat ?"

ee(X course. Just take one. | will cone to the bank with you. How will you
paddl e?"

"I have a strap Stel nade for ne.
Later Jestak was frowning in bew | derment watching Tor and Tristal drive out
into the current, with the di mshape of Raran between themin the dark

"Somet hing is going to happen," said Tia.

"You, too? Look at them He paddles well for a one-handed man."

It was nightfall the follow ng day when Tristal and Tor arrived at Pel barigan
Tristal was conpletely worn out, but Tor seened untouched by fatigue. He

mounted the hill to Stel and Ahroe's, entering with only a couple of knocks.
The coupl e | ooked up, startled.
MDo you still have that pointer of Cel este' s?"

*Tor. Back so soon? Yes. What is wong?"

"I don't know. Something. Let me have it | want to

find out how to make it work."

A monent |ater, Ahroe watched himtrot down the

path with it. She was puzzl ed. She decided to follow Tor

trotted up the main front stairhall in the city, ran to the

done people's quarters, and knocked.
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Rut han opened the door. 'Tor. Wat is it?" "Ruthy. Do you have that radi o? Can
we contact Eol yn?"

"It is extrenely far. W can try." She turned and went for her wist

transcei ver. They clustered around the center table in the commons as Rut han
tried repeatedly to reach the travel ers.

Finally, Eolyn's voice, dimand crackling, canme back. "Eolyn awake here.

Rut han? What is wong?"

"Listen. Tor wants to talk to you."



*Tor? That great heap of surm ses? What does he want ?"

"Listen, Eolyn," Tor began. "I have been to Northwal L | have seen a pattern in
t he Peshtak raids. They have all occurred near rivers. Then they have vani shed
wi thout a trace, only to reappear. Gven the patterns of search, and the

latest raid, | amworried. If you are traveling eastward toward the Ch, you
may be in their area.”

"I's that all? W nust be far north of them | have seen tiie maps, such as
they are. They have been noving westward. | suppose you want me to come back

and be a Pel bar servant. Mss me, eh?"

"What sort of a place are you in? Wat kind of guards have you?"

"W are in a valley, a streamvalley, with high protect* ing walls cut in the
linestone. It is long, mainly east and west. A lot of rock has fallen-big
rocks—fromthe cliffs." Her voice faded away, then cane back: " are safe
enough. "

Tor groaned. "Safe? | hardly think it | am coning.

WIl bring Dailith."

"No need. W won't wait, either. Wat is it, 11?"

They heard some nmuttering about the sensors, then the signal faded put and
they could not recover it

Tor sat down with a sigh. "Celeste, how do you work this thing? | amgoing to
take it along."

"My pointer? Then you found it You should have given it back."

"Yes. It seens |ike such a weapon for a girl. Stel blew

a hole in his wall with it"

Cel este | aughed. "He should be careful.” Wth systematic precision, the girl
expl ai ned the operation of the ultrasonic pointer. They then tried it out,
carefully, on someone by the river bank, activating it just enough to
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make himscratch his leg. Celeste was armused by this, but she pointed out that
unli ke the pulsers, it did not work well at a distance. "Sonme forms of energy
can be pul sed straight out, but this is really nothing but sound, and it can
be shaped and directed only in a limted way." She handed the pointer back to

Tor.

"Do you really think they're in trouble?" Ruthan asked

They well may be. If those weapons 'fall into the hands of the Peshtak, and so
far west as this, then we are all in trouble. If they find out bow to use

them And if they keep any of your people alive, believe ne, they wiH find out
They coul d domi nate the whole Heart River."

There was a silence. Finally, Tor stood. "I have m ssed a night's rest. |
can't start until norning. Ahroe, try to get us sone horses—three of them"
"What can you do? There will be a lot of them" said Ahroe.

Tor's look sent chills through Ruthan. "There will be sonething," he said.

At daybreak, Celeste saw three riders trot away down the river path, Raran
follow ng. "Who is the third?" she asked

"Tristal,'* Ruthan replied. "He has nore experience with horses than either
man. He is going for the sake of the horses.™

"It can't be Tristal. He is too big.'*

"It is, though."

Cel este continued to squint in disbelief.

That day they nade, forty-three ayas before sundown. At dusk the horses noved
with conpl ete weariness. Wen the snmall party finally di smounted, Tor said,
"You two bring the horses after. | will |leave a marker where to turn off the
trail. It will not be for sone tine. | amgoing to run."

"No, Tor. You— Dailith began, but Tor already was novi ng down the dimriver
trail. "What's the use of that?" he continued.

"Plenty," said Tristal. "By sunup he will be at |east another thirty ayas, and
he will keep going."

"No one can do that"

"Tor can."

"Well, let's get these horses unpacked."



"I will do that You cook." Tristal set about unsaddling
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and caring for the horses with a sense of total authority. Dailith was
surprised, but said nothing.

That night neither could sleep until late. Both were thinking of Tor, running
in the dark, and were excited and tired. Raran alone curled up in confort.

It was nearly noon the next day when Blu's nen cane out on the river trail
They had swept an arc but found no trace of the Peshtak this far north.

"Tracks," said Vult **A single man, running. Look, he is Shumai."

Blu | ooked. "It is Tor," he said. "Look. Short steps. He nmust be running in
his sleep. See if we can find when."

"Look here,"” said Uobi. "A worm cast. Last night."

1 think we should follow " said Dard. "He nust know where he is going."

Bl u began trotting down the trail, the others falling hi behind. "Mve, Dusk,"
he said, nudging his big dog out of the way with a knee. "So soon after
eating. Tor, you'd better know where you are going."

"And | hope it's no social visit," said Vult

A nmorning quadrant later, they hit Tor's marker and turned off the trail
runni ng sout heastward, straight as sunlight when the land permtted. At

sundown, as the Shuraai strung out wearily, he was still going, |eaving a dear
trail.

"Well have to stop,"” said Dard. "Blu, you're the axeman. What do you say?"
"I"'mnot sure. | think he is heading down into the hill forests, though. He
seens to know where he's going. | think we should mark stars and continue. He

means to be followed. If we have lost himin the norning, we can run arcs and
pi ck hi mup again,"

Far behind, Tristal and Dailith had also left the bank trail Tristal knew
several of the pairs of tracks, and knew Blu was followi ng Tor. He was

restl ess.

"How can you be sure of the tracks?" Dailith asked.

"Do you know your famly's faces? | know their tracks. You know all your
friends' voices without |looking. Dailith, I amgoing on. YOU will have to
manage the horses alone tonight." Tristal ran on in the dusk, Raran, head
lolling low, following. Dailith stood watching, holding the halter ropes,
frustrated, thinking about the undependability of

t heShumalL It was early the next norning that Tor struck the trai
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of the donme people. He knew the place. Ahead was a , valley like that Eolyn
described. Yes. Here were other tracks, Peshtak, surely. Tor snelled fire. He
left the trail * and worked up the north side, |low and silent.

He was a full quarter of the nmorning in nmoving close through the freshly
fallen | eaves, sonetines, it seemed to him as slowy as the shadows noved on
them but at least as silently. He encountered one Peshtak sentinel and killed
himsilently. The man crunpled like a rag in Tor's hands. H s body had open
sores. Revul sed, Tor rubbed his hands in the dirt

Comi ng in behind rocks, he saw the open space where Eolyn's party nust have
canped. A cluster of people stood bel ow near a fire. Tor heard soneone
shrieking. They were torturing a conp. Tor could see Butto there, surrounded
by Peshtak, but neither Royal nor Eolyn. Farther east, near an outcrop, he saw
a rough shelter of heaped and woven brush, heavily guarded. That is where they
woul d be. He worked in closer. Wat would he do?. One of the Peshtak stood
hol di ng a hel net weapon near Butto, watching the torture. Tor gave Cel este's
pointer a fittle power and drew a circle on Butto's back. The heavy man
started and | ooked around. Tor waved one hand slightly, hoping Butto woul dn't
give himaway. Butto seemed gl ooy, depressed, but when he saw Tor he started
slightly, recovering hinself by rubbing his head. Then his head sunk back on
bis chest. Tor could see they had been beating him

Suddenl y, Butto announced in an oracul ar voice, "He was right, the ancient
poet, Jeffers, when he said,

Happy people die whole, they are all dissolved in a



nmonent, they have had what they wanted, No hard gifts; the unhappy Linger a
space, but painis a thing that is glad to be

forgotten; but one who has given H's bean to a cause or a country, Hi s ghost
may spaniel it a while, disconsolate to

watch it. | was wondering how long the spirit That sheds this verse wll
remai n When the nostrils are ni pped, when the brain rots

inits vault or bubbles in the violence of fire To be ash in netal. | was
t hi nki ng—
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Butto's Peshtak guard, who had been watching himw th increasing bew | der ment
and anger, turned and knocked hi m down, hissing, "Quiet, pig."

Butto stumbled up. Tor drew a slight line down his leg with the pointer. Butto
nodded tw ce, |ooked around, then turned, as if absently, toward the nan wth
the helmet, jerking his thumb slightly toward him Tor ained the pointer and
hit the Peshtak with full power. He screamed and grabbed his ears. In a flash,
Butto had reached over and touched several buttons, then yelled, "Pray |like
Stel," clapping the heels of his hands to his eyes. Tor understood, rolling
behi nd the rock and burying his eyes in his left forearm He felt a rush of
heat and saw red light through his armand eyelids as the hel net bl ooned up
and out in a sudden, huge ball of roaring white fire that set the whole center
of the valley ablaze, instantly roasting the whole crowm of conps, all the
assenbl ed Peshtak, and Butto hinself.

Tor | ooked up, stunned. Turning, he saw the guards by the shelter had been
blinded by the flash. They were standing in burning grass, holding their
faces. The whole front of the shelter was snoking and flaring. Tor raced

t hrough burning | eaves and grass and felled the seven guards w th quick
whirling strokes of his new axe. He could hear Eolyn inside scream ng. He
dashed around the back, encountering three Peshtak, killing all three in a
whirling flurry.

He ripped off mats and bark on the rear of the shelter, hacking at saplings
and bindings. Diving in, he felt a knife slash into his right arm He whi pped
his axe around again in the snoky dark, felt it bite and slice deep, and
re-sheathed it. In the snoke he saw Eolyn |ying bound. He slipped his
truncated arm under her shoul ders and ran out the hole in the back of the
shel ter.

Eol yn | ooked up, dazed. "Royal, Royal," she said. Tor turned back and found
the old man in the blazing structure, then dragged hi mout. Then he sliced
their bonds with bis axe edge and brought them back away fromthe shelter
Turning, he saw the fire creeping out, southward, but slow ng in the danpness.
He shuddered and shrugged away his gaze.

"Eo," he said. "Were are the other weapons?"

"Both hel mets were together. Probably they both ex-
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pl oded. | don't know where the hand pulser is. My God, tow did you get here?"
"Dailith and | rode horses the first day. Then | ran.*1

*That is inpossible.”

Tiring. Let that be. Were are the others?**

"Cthers? These were all."

"Never. Ah, here cones one."

"That's the handsone one, Kubra. He is the | eader of these horrors."”

A man of mddl e height canme wal king slowmy fromthe rocks, clearing his eyes.
Tor advanced on him kicked his legs fromunder him tossed aside bis knife,
and stood hi m up.

"Over here," Tor said, leading himtoward Eol yn and Royal. "Stand there."
The man was slightly swarthy, with an extraordi narily handsone face,
apparently beardl ess. Tor |ooked at himclosely. He still appeared to be

clearing his eyes.

"Where are the others?" Tor asked.

Tor, your arm Let me bind it," said Eolyn. Tor knelt on one knee while Eolyn
ripped strips fromthe lining of her coat and bound the knife wounds, which



ran down to the stunp end of his right arm

"I amsorry for you," said the Peshtak. "That knife was poi soned, of course.
You have not long to live."

**\Where are the others?"

There are no others. | alone remain. You have defeated us totally.
Unfortunately, you will soon weaken, and won't enjoy it." The man shifted his
feet slightly, squinting in the sun, adjusting his coat with its large silvery
badge.

"You are Kubra? Wiay have you cone here? Wiy have you been killing the Heart

Ri ver peopl es?"

"W were attacked. In every case, we were attacked. Even here we meant no harm
until these people started killing us with their terrible weapons."

"Don't listen to him Tor. They cane in the night. The heat sensors read them
W told themto get back, shouting it. They sinply hid for a tinme. W held
them of f for a whole day, but they crept in on us like the darkness itself."
"Ah, good wonman. You know that was not the way it was. We canme in need of
food. "

"What is wong with your face?** Tor asked.

192 The DorM I n HM Forw

Kubra started slightly, then said, "My face? Nothing. It nay be a little
flushed fromthat terrible heat. My eyes are still dazzled."

Unaccountably, Tor lifted his horn and blew five short blasts, then five nore,
then three rising notes twice.

"What on earth are you doi ng?" Eolyn asked. "Here, hold still."

"Just proclaimng the victory this Kubra has adm tted, before | sicken and
die," said Tor.

Suddenly, in one notion, Kubra lunged for Tor. Tot hit him across the face
with a quick twist of the flat of his axe, stood, grabbed Eolyn with his
ruined arm and ran for the rocks to the south. As she was swept up, Eolyn saw
ina fleeting instant that Kubra's face had been swept aside. It was a mask.
Beneath it lay the ravaged face, with no nose and shriveled |Iips, that she had
seen on a few of the others. She shrieked.

Tor dunped her by a giant rock, then clanbered silently up over a large fallen
stone nmass ahead. Eolyn lay frightened and panting, hearing fighting sounds
behi nd the rock. Soon Tor reappeared. "Go around the rock and stay," he said.
"I have to get Royal ."

She did, finding there five Peshtak bodies, one still tw tching. She screaned
agai n, and drew back, as Tor reappeared, carrying the old physician over his

| eft shoulder. Royal hung linp and dazed.

"W have to stay here. The others are across the V81-ley. At |east two groups.
W will hold them back with the pointer. Did you find the other pul ser here? *
"I didn't look," said Eolyn, shuddering. "But one of themhas it." "That is
bad. "

**How do you know there are nore? That they are over there? Don't tell nme you
felt all this, too."

*'|1 did, partly. |I could feel them behind nme. That man, Kubra, confirmed it.
He was |ying about everything. | thought | saw him signaling behind his back
to these. | saw himshift in the sun to signal people behind us with his netal
badge—those over there. Sone of themnmay still be blinded by the blast. But
they will be com ng, especially if they have the pulser. But Blu will take
care of them"

"Blu? | thought you were al one."

"I was. But | heard Dusk barking. That's why | called
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and warned themw th the horn. They will be comi ng on the high ground behind
the Peshtak. |If the Peshtak hide fromBlu*s nen, then we can sting themwth
this pointer.**

"Did they hear? How do you know?"

"Dusk stopped barking."

"Look. They are coming.'*



A line of Peshtak, about forty, spread out and began wal ki ng across the
val l ey, recurved bows nocked. Sone |ooked ill. O hers seened dazzled. A nunber
were worren, and several no nore than boys. Tor let themget so close that
Eol yn grew very nervous. Then he swept the ultrasonic pointer slowy across
them As he did, they screamed and ran, but as they neared the south rocks,
arrows flashed out, killing a number. The others turned and ran back. Tor

pi cked them out one by one, focusing the pointer, dropping them They turned
again. Blu's nmen remnai ned under cover, but nore arrows flicked out as the
Pesht ak came cl ose. Tor advanced across the valley. One man shouted orders,
and they all turned and rushed at Tor. He stood his ground, raking the pointer
across them But only a few wavered, and none nmade a nove to sur- , render
Those who drew and shot at himwere too far away to be effective. Soon they
were all on the ground. Tor sighed in deep distaste.

"Shut that thing off, Tor," Blu shouted, faintly, from across the valley. Tor
waved. The Shunai energed from cover

"Don't touch them" Tor shouted back. 'They are all diseased with sonmething.'*
The two men net in the mddle, plainly glad to see each other, though

unsmling. "I amworried," Tor said. "The hand-held pul ser is nowhere around.
There may be nore. They are tucked in the rocks |ike snakes."
Blu | ooked at the still burning valley and whistled. Tor expl ai ned what

happened as they wal ked back toward Eol yn and Royal. The Shumai spread in a
pattern, watching. Plainly they had been |l earning fromthe Sentani, Eolyn was
kneel i ng over Royal. He too had been beaten by the Peshtak, and only now was
he getting any confort.

The Shumai posted guards and began to relax. The strain finally showed on Tor
but he remained wary. "I don't know," he said. "There may be nore. And that
pul ser. **

Dusk bristled, ears pricked, then rushed toward Dard,
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who was standi ng guard near the south valley wall. He turned to see the dog
expl ode in a pulser blast. Then Dard, draw ng his bow, also blew apart Al the
others were hi the open, but instantly running.

A Peshtak energed on a rock, holding the pul ser. He ained anong the group and
bl asted, but only expl oded ashes. He fired rapidly at random as the Shuroa
ran, kill-, ing one nore man, then, unaccountably, fired twice high in the

| UT. He slunped, an arrow sticking through his chest. The pul ser tunbled down
the rocks and | anded hard, firing one nore energy blast as it hit, scaling
some rocks off the valley wall.

"CGet the pulser,"” Eolyn yelled. But no one noved. They heard a yell and grow ,
and anot her Peshtak appeared high in the rocks, running, Raran behind him
Anot her arrow flashed over the dog and into the man, who

fell.

"It is Tris," Tor yelled. Still no one noved for a few nonents. Then, as the
Shurmai began moving slowly and in utter silence back across the valley toward
t he rocks, they heard another yell and grow, and silence again. Eolyh watched
them seemto dissolve into the rocks. Left alone, with Royal quietly panting
on the ground, Eolyn heard the sibilant nmoan of the November wi nd and snell ed
the sharp snmoke, with a horror of burnt flesh in it

Finally, Tor's horn sounded, and the men reappeared and wal ked back. They were
sober and grim The loss of Dard* and the other man, Crw, had hurt them all
the burnt valley littered with Peshtak and the still, black Iinbless nounds
dazed them Blu bad retrieved the pul ser and brought it to Eolyn. Take this
thing apart,” he said.

**But . . ." she began, then |ooking at him deactivated it, disassenbled it,
and gave himthe pieces, one by one. He handed each piece to a man unti
finally only the heavy power pack lay in bis hand. He hefted it.

"Be careful,"” Eolyn said. "By itself it won't hurt anything. In fact, if you
keep it and take it to Pel barigan, we

can use it**

Blu handed it to Tor. "Cone," he said. "W have nen to bury. And a dog. A



good, good dog." The Shumai took their dead to the high south outcrop, up in
t he woods above the sheer rocks, and sent the rest of the day in
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burial cerempnies, erecting one stone slab over the nmound heaped on the two
men and Dusk

Late in the afternoon, Raran grow ed, facing down the valley, and a party of
men appear ed.

"It is Sark and Krush with some Sentani," said Tor. He blew his horn, one

| ong, al nbst endl ess blast, the tone ' of greeting in sadness. A horn returned
the note, echoing it off the valley walls. The nen | ooked at each other. Dard
was Sark's son. Tor |ooked at the ground, then pulled hinmself up and ran down
to neet them The others watched the tall axeman talking with the nmen* who
formed a small star, sentinels |ooking outward in seven points, down the
snoki ng valley. Then Sark cane up. alone, clinbing slowy.

Standi ng by the rock-topped grave, they waited for him and, as he arrived,
Blu gestured. Sark's nostrils flared. He stood by the grave unspeaki ng, then
finally sat down, throwi ng his coat up over his head. At |length the other nen
sang in unison the song of Sertine, whose voice is heard in the prairie wnd,
whose voi ce has al ways been heard in the grass, at all seasons, in all years,
whet her "we , walk in the grass or lie under its roots—Sertine, the abiding
and just CGovernor of all."

Their deep voices cane down to the valley in unutterabl e sadness, and at | ast
Eol yn, who had been listening in fear and uncertainty, surrounded by silent
Sentani, caught sonmething fromthe song that touched her. She | ooked across
the rumof the recently beautiful wooded valley and fell into sobbing.

Royal reached out and touched her arm "It is all right, Eo. You didn't know.
W will go back to Pelbarigan and try to nake it up. In spite of everything,
we do have a great deal to teach them"

She nodded, not believing this, crushed down with | oss and guilt

The Sentani noved up the valley and set up a canp, using.the center valley
floor. They set out sentinels and prepared a neal, using neat and wild food

t hey had brought with them

Eventual ly a young nan canme to Eolyn and Royal, who were still alone in the
dusk. "Cone," he said. "Mkil says to conme inside the guard star."” He lifted
Royal up and carried the old man like a child.

Mokil was waiting for them He was a short, white-
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hai red man, | ooking straight-nouthed. "Over there," he said, gesturing. "There
will be food soon." Then he turned. "Logi," he said. **| hear horses."
Dailith rode wearily into the firelight, [eading the other two nmounts.
"Where?" he said, "Wiat happened? Were are the others? You. You are Mkil?"
"W have net?"

"At Northwall. At the fight. You wouldn't have known ne. | amDailith."'*

"You were at Northwal | ? You nmust have been a boy.**

"Just about. \Wat has happened?"

"Come. Get down. Rewe, you and Chog take these horses. Here, give this man
some tea." The Sentani imediately accepted Dailith as a brother, as they

al ways di d anyone who had been at the fight at Northwall. They told hi mwhat
t hey knew of what happened. Soon the Shumai straggled wearily into the circle
of firelight. The Sentani fed them al nost wordl essly, and the runni ng band
settled down to sleep. Sark renmained on the hilltop, with one nman. Another man
took them sone food, setting it by Sark, nudging him but he never noved.
Dailith brought food to Eolyn and Royal, then sat with them "WII you cone
back?"* he asked.

She | ooked at him red-eyed. "How can |? | am ashaned. **

"Come. Tell themyou nade a mistake. Come with nme.**

"Wth you?"
"Dailith | ooked at her. "I ..." he said. He | ooked at Royal. '"This is going to
sound stupid, but. . .'*

She | ooked at his weary face, guileless, with its strong chin and warm br own



eyes. She caught his unspoken meani ng. Her eyes swept the fire circle for Tor
He wasn't there. "Wiy? Wiy would you do that? Look at themall. Look how they
i gnore us, hate us.**

*They don't hate you. They dont bl ame you for the Peshtak. After all, you
destroyed them O poor Butto did. They are angry with you for what they see
as bull -headedness. G ve themtime. They are shocked by what the pul sers did.
They fear you. You are unknown to all of us. Look. Al then* lives they have
avoi ded the enmpty places. Now, today, for the second tine since the tune of
fire a new one has been nade,"

eThat is not an enpty place. It is only an energy flare.
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There will be some radiation, but not nmuch. The second tine?"
"They have heard of the expl osion of the done."

"Ch. What shall | do?"

"Admit you were wong. | will stand by you.'*

"Wong? How was | w ong?"

**You assumed you could go safely to the eastern cities. You endangered the
whol e Heart River by nearly placing these weapons in the hands of the Peshtak
They coul d have stood across the river from Pel bari gan and systematically
destroyed the city."

"Way did you let nme go, then?"

"What could we do? You are a free wonman. You can do what you wi sh. The Pel bar
all think that. But the Sentani, if they had been there in force, night have
sun-ply killed you all, know ng the i mense danger you brought. They have
suffered fromthe Peshtak—four raids now, this making five."

"What woul d you have done if they did that?**

"Done? What coul d be done? The Shumai woul d not have bothered. You rejected

us, but still you put the Pel-bar in a bad Iight because of this. W l|let you.
Enough, though. You see how it is. I will stand by you, and I am sure Tor
will. He is that |large. He was worried. He sonehow knew. He got Ruthan to

radio to you and cane all the way here from Pel barigan."

"He did that for me—for us? Tor?"

**He did it for the Heart River peoples, Eo. He was afraid of the weapons.™
"Then not for me."

"For you? Good Aven, wonan. \WWat have you ever done but scorn and ridicule

hi nP"

"He is inexplicable."

"He is valuable. Listen, Eo. Neither one of you win ever be truly happy. Like

nost of us, | mean. You are opposites. You are both driven inside, sonehow
But , . . | would like to try to make you happy. Live with ne, Eo. Many ne. |
mean it. | will be everything | can for you. Conme back with me. It will be all
right."

"Marry you. | thought that's what you neant" Again she | ooked at his frank,
strong face, with its dirt and beard stubble, its young, innocent sturdiness,
its freedomfromthe slight, athletic arrogance with which the Shumai al

carried thenselves. "l... all right I will. Are you sure
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you want to get into this? You say you know | will never be happy."

Dailith gave a nervous |augh, then dropped his eyes. "Yes, I'"'msure. | knew it
when the done was still burning."

SlowWy they settled down for the night, Dailith by Eolyn and Royal. Eolyn
could not sleep. She heard the Sentani signal the guards and quietly change
them She heard a Shumai quietly get up and go to sit on the hill near Sark
then another one return a short while later. Once she heard the barking honk
of a flock of geese flying south in the dark—€el este's birds, which she had
drawn on the fight screen that spring, so long ago, it seened. Everything had
arhythmto it. Al these people fit into the rhythm She felt wholly left out
of it. Perhaps sonething had been omitted from her makeup. Perhaps she too was
a conp of a different sort. No. That was not so. She could feel—-at |east now
she thought she could. Surely Dexter had had less feeling all along, damm him



Was Dailith accepting her for |ove or out of duty? What was she getting into,
prom sing she would marry him Only nonths before, she thought that was an
anci ent and outworn custom It seened to work well for Stel and Ahroe, though
They functioned as a unit. They had synpathies that united themin an uncanny
way. Perhaps it would work for her. She would try.

As the first light of dawn began, Eolyn heard Sark and another man cone into
the canp. He walked to the far rimof the dimfirelight. "Well, Tor, was it
worth it?" he asked.

"For you, no, Sark. For the rest of us, yes."

"Better those people all crunbled with their done. You would have your arm and

Il ny son."
"That couldn't be, though, could it. And if that were the way, all those
Pesht ak woul d still be |oose, nurderous as ever. The dome peopl e took nuch of

the loss. Butto was a fine, fine man."

Sark's voi ce changed. "Tor, what would the words of Aven be for this? | can't
get outside it."

"The words of Aven are that the body's life is not our life. Qur life is what
we do, what we think, how we come close in our actions and our notives to the
pure life of Aven. For if we are so made, we have affirmed our understandi ng
of eternal identity, as ones not needing flesh
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but needing only to know the will of Aven and follow it, knowi ng that this
will preserve us in the thought of Aven forever."
Sark considered this. "But Dard, he was preparing to kill. Wat good woul d

t hese Pel bar ideas do hinP"

"No, Sark. Dard was loyal to his friends. He was selfless. He stuck with them
in the hopes of preserving life, He didn't plan to get any personal gain from
it. That is love, Sark. | think we nust believe that that is goodness."

"What do you really think of these words of Aven?"

"I don't know, Sark. | really don't know But think of it this way. This was
like the time of fire all over again, but small. Except for Dard and Cruw, who
are our sacrifice, it mght have gone on and on, bringing its fire, its
enptiness, its lack of life, so long as the Peshtak had the pul ser. The Shumai
have al ways been close to life. W have never denied it with walls or dones.
Dard is in the nmddle of this life. If you come back here in the spring, you
will find the mound of their grave scattered with flowers. The ferns will
uncurl there, and wind sound in the trees overhead. Wen the sun sends |ight
shafts down through the young | eaves, it will strike the marker stone, and the
stone will glowwith its affirmation of their worth. It is not like the rod in
an enpty place. They will always be a part of this valley, that hill, as |long
as the | eaves reach for light. That is the Shumai view, and the Pel bar sees
their immrtal part as rising beyond and above all that, as | have said,
affirm ng them when there are no | eaves, no light. The sharpness of our hurt
wi Il heal, and heal the quicker when we nake these | arger thoughts our
nmedicine. It is hard, but that is what we have to do."

"So. |Is that what you have done about your arnP"

That's what | am doing, Sark, and trying to do. It is not done."

"WIIl it ever be acconplished?"

"I don't know, Sark. | don't know. But | do know Dard and Cruw have given us a
strong decl arati on of human worth.-They came defending all of us. The Sentan
will pass this way often enough, and they will clear the nmound through the
years, as we all will, if we come. That doesn't give Dard back to you. But you
have given himto all of us. W are a togetherness, and if they have died for
us, we have to live well for them illustrating their own sense of life, since
they can't."
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"I will have to tell his nmother. | w sh you were there to

say all these things."
"Ah. Who can tell a nother these things about her
son? Her son.'*



"I amgoing to the prairies, Tor. 1 will winter on the Isso. | will need to

face Flayer and tell her. But | can't do that now | can't even tell nyself. |
think I amthrough with the runni ng band, Tor."

Tor grunted and stood up. "I will go with you to the river," he said. "But we
will have to walk."

"We are all stiff, Tor, and we haven't been knifed. W

will walk."

As it turned out, six of the Shumai went with Sark, hi addition to Tor and
Tristal. The six would cross with the -old nan and winter on the Isso, near
one of the farmsteads. Blu and the rest would acconpany Eolyn and Royal back
to Pel barigan, Eolyn remained under her fur-roll as the casual good-byes were
said. She tried not to nove. Soneone shook her shoul der, and she turned and

| ooked up. Tor was kneeling by her. "Good-bye, Eo," he

said. "Your arm Tor. It may becone infected. Be carefu

of it. Keep it clean."

"I't will be all right, what there is of it. Don't worry. Dailith and Blu will
t ake pare of you," He stood and joined the others. She watched him noving
stiffly anobng his nmen and the Sentani, all in awe of him friendly but
deferential, as if he were a noon in a cloud of stars.

Tristal stood with them head down, cleaning the |ast flecks of dried blood
fromthe pivot of the |ocking clasp knife Stantu had given him He had killed
the third Pesh-tak on the hill with it. The others |ooked at himwi th a new
respect as one of themto be proud of. Eolyn saw a residual trouble on bis
face. He scrubbed at every corner of the knife with dry |eaves, now even
trying to renove old stains from Stantu's use of it on the plains and at
Northwal |, as if he hoped to restore it to fresh clean nmetal just fromthe
forger's shop, bright and snoot h.

THE trip back to Pel barigan was difficult for Eolyn. At |east she was on a
horse, but the persistent silence of the Shumai, and of Royal, who was
suffering, wore on her

The eveni ng of the second day, she confronted Blu. "If you won't talk, why
don't you leave us? I'msure we can get back al one.™

"What is there to say? And we are going this way anyhow. "

"That isn't a frank answer, Blu. | overestimated nyself. | didn't create the
Peshtak. If you had encountered them w thout me, or us, maybe you would al
have died."

"True. It is the shock. W are used to fighting, to hard living. But to burn a
whol e vall ey at once, |ike snapping fingers, with all the people in it. |
suppose we fear you."

"Fear me? What of me? How do | feel with eight silent men, all arned, hating
me, all with ne for days on end?**

"W dont hate you. We don't understand. The whole world has been changi ng. W
are in the mddle of it."

"You can always go out onto those enpty plains and be the way you al ways
were. "

"No, Not now. Sornething has broken. | am going to Pel barigan.”
"e\VWhat for? To marry Rut han?"
Blu stood still, startled. "I will ask. How did you know?"

"Tor said you woul d. He sai d-he said he saw you woul d by wat chi ng your dog,
Dusk. "

Bl u considered that. Behind him Rawg began to |laugh. Blu turned on him "No,
Blu," said Rawg, holding up his Bands. "I sawit, too. On the ship. But Tor
had his back turned. He nust have |listened to Dusk's claws clicking Wen he
wal ked around you. **

Bl u was enbarrassed. But he turned back to Eolyn. "Well? Wat do you think?

What will she say?"
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"I'? 1 don't know. | have none of your gifts. It would seema | ogical choice,

so long as you don't drag her around the wilderness. 1*



"I won't | won't, though we may take some trips.

hope. "

When they arrived at Pel barigan, they found that Tor had been there and gone

again, upriver. He "and Tristal were to visit a logging site, perhaps to stay
awhile. He said he wanted to strengthen his left armw th heavy work.

Sur pri singly enough, soon after the return of Eolyn and Royal, the Protector

called a council. "This will be rather short," she said. "I have two
announcements to make. The first is that | nmade an agreement with the northern
guadr ant before we undertook to breach the donme. | said that if it did not
turn out well, I would resign. | have considered it, and decided that it has

i ndeed not turned out well enough. My fault was in not prevailing on Eolyn's
party not to | eave. Therefore | am now resigning and ask you to hold an

el ection tonmorrow at this tune." A murmur rose through the room and a nunber
of people stood to protest The Protector stood up to | eave.

"Wait, Protector,"” one of her guardsnen said. "You did not make your other
announcenent . "

"Ch, yes," the Jestana said, turning. She raised her hands, and the guardsnen
t hunped for silence. 'The other thing. Tonorrow at the first quarter after
hi gh sun, there will be three weddings in the chapel. Only one will be a

Pel bar-type weddi ng, though our mnisters will conduct themall. | hope you
approve. The first will be of the guardsman, Dailith, with Eolyn. The second
of Blu, the Shumai, to Ruthan." Another nurnur arose. "The third—the third,"
said the Protector in a raised voice, "will be mne. Thornton and | will
marry. He has asked nme and | have accepted, in what he assures nme is the
ancient manner. W will nove to Northwall so | can be with nmy son. W will be

sure you receive all the information about the ancient world he wll
generate.** She turned and departed by the door behind the Protector's chair.
The whol e council was stunned and stood silent for a tine. Then the nurnur
rose again as they left.

As the Protector had surm sed, the council and city did not think she had

m sjudged the matter of Eolyn's departure. The chief loss was to Eolyn's own
party, and to the Peshtak. Hi e Shumai were not from Pel barigan, and
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the I oss of Dard and Cruw was never sharply felt They were also relieved that
t he pul se weapons had been destroyed. The Shumai had thrown each piece
separately into the river, ayas apart, except for lie power pack, which Blu
kept .

Their synmpathy hi this matter offset the shock of her marryi ng Cohen-Davi es.
But as they thought that over, they knew that she had been the Protector a
very long time, had served faithfully, and had wanted to be free of the
position for a while, though it had never seened opportune. As the northern
guadrant canme to feel, they had been outfl anked. Feelings went against them
No chance of electing a conservative Protector seened possible. When the tine
cane to vote, Sagan, the forner Eastcoun-sei, Stel's nmother, was elected. It
was a bitter defeat for the northern quadrant, and again they tal ked of

wi thdrawing to Threerivers. But even they saw the new prom se of a Pel bar
Acadeny, and a hope of the city's regaining the prom nence that the rapid
grom h of North-wall had taken fromthem

At the weddi ngs the ohapel was crowded al nost to overflowing. Dailith and
Eolyn were married in traditional Pel bar style. This was distinguished chiefly
by the bridegroom s conplete self-surrender to his bride, as old Pel bar custom
had it. Dailith accepted this as a matter of upbringing. Both of the other
weddi ngs cane from Cohen-Davi es' nenory of taped weddi ngs from ancient tines.
As he and the Jestana kissed, a spontaneous cheer rose fromthe assenbly,
merging with the beginning of the concluding hymm fromthe choir. Proceedi ng
slowy down the side aisle of the chapel, the old newl yweds had the nearly
uni fied synpathy of the entire community, to which Cohen-Davies had endeared
hi nsel f by his perpetual stories.

Soon after, a Tantal ship arrived for the Jestana and her goods, which were
considerable. It flew a black flag. Everyone knew i medi ately fromthis that



Stantu had died,'and the crowd was hushed as the ship drew up to the bank
wharf and Jestak's family stepped off.

Near the shore, where Stel was supervising the erection of an ice ranp, one of
t he workers stopped and | ooked. "Bursting bees' nests and flowering cows, wll
you | ook at that!"

Ahroe, who was near, whirled to reprimand his | an-
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guage. Caret was near. Then she followed his gaze to Jestak's daughter, Fahna,
wal king with her fanmily to the main city entrance. "You," she said. "d an. You
have no . business . . .** The four men turned to her, all grinning, including
her own husband. "Stel, |I can't believe it." "I can't believe it either,
Ahroe." The men | aughed. "How can anybody— she began. Then she | ooked, too.
"Well, what can | say? Forget it. Forget it." She

turned away.

Fahna wal ked in her freshness through the early-winter chill, as if shedding
flowers. She was | ooking around, though only she knew it was for Tristal. He
wasnt there. A slight flush hei ghtened her beauty. The gate guard never raised
a hand in salute, but lestak nmerely rolled his eyes at Tia and conti nued
inside to find his mother. She was a private citizen now, free fromthe
politics that had filled her life, first as a famly head, then as a
counselor, finally during her years as Protector. OCet would not awaken her in
the night anynore to tell her of some crisis. She woul d never have to sit up
and i mredi ately decide the correct thing, with a city waiting to second-guess
her. Nor would she be in a dull retirement. She would direct the flow of

i nformati on from her new husband, guarding, as she thought, his privacy and
hers hi the process. She was sorry her old friend and sonetime adversary, Sima

Pall, would not be in Northwall to greet her. But life would still be full and
wort hwhil e. She | ooked forward to riding up the river on the big ship, even
with the chill fromthe north bringing stray snowfl akes al ready,

Stel visited Tor and Tristal at the- |ogging canp late in Lastnonth, paddling
upriver alone in an arrowboat. He wal ked into the canp blowing a song on his
flute, roughly, with his nittens on. The two stooped through the | ow door of a

small log hut to neet him It was gray and snow ng, al nost the shortest day of
the year. Both seenmed contented. Stel was surprised at how Tristal had shot
up. He stood only a finger's breadth shorter than Tor, though still slender
"Ho, Stel,"” Tor said. "What is it? Is there a war to

fight?"

"No. Hello to both of you. The others told nme you woul d be over here.

brought you some thi ngs—from Ahroe, nostly, and from Rut han and Eol yn." Ahroe
had
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sent honey candy and rabbit-skin soctcs, with the fur inside. She included a
roll of Aven, copied out for Tor, hi book form and a book of riddles for
Tristal. Ruthan sent new fish hooks, sonme seed cakes, and small bags of herb
seasoni ngs. Eolyn sent her first mathematics panphl et, designed for teaching,
along with a slide rule, made as the ancients had before el ectronic

mat hemati cs. She al so included a small stoneware jar of sour-apple jelly.

Cel este had nade the pot in the Pel bar ceram cs shop. It was aeat and exact,
with a top sealed on with beeswax.

Stel stayed a day, neeting the m xed crew of nine Shumai, an old Sentan
coupl e who cooked and did canp chores, and four Pel bar, who worked and
represented Pel bari gan, where the | ogs would go. The Sentani had a pel hite,
and nuch of the evening was taken up in acconpani ed singing.

The second norning Tor stood in the wet snow as Stel pushed his arrowboat out
into the gray river. Stel turned and waved when he had glided out into the
current, and Tor nerely jerked his head in reply. Wat was the axenman

t hi nking? Stel saw no notivation in him no direction. He seened to be

wai ting.

The Pel bar artisan paddl ed south near the east bank, where the channel ran
carrying himw th an unobtrusive swi ftness. Sun struck the sheet of ice that



lay thin over nost of the river. Stel squinted against it. He would be with
Ahroe by afternoon. Her pregnancy was very evident now, and, |ike some other
worren, , she was nade .radiant by it. She had been given officer's duties in
the guard until parturition, but Stel saw it as a permanent Step upward. He
was concerned. He always liked a little freedom of action, hoped for another
trip. She would be in the council, and in a difficult tune, with change and
new probl ens.

-As Stel watched a flight of scaup sweeping overhead on their way to feed, a
rush and jar nade himturn his head. He | ooked through the dazzle of |ight at
a spear protrud-tog fromthe arrowboat ahead of him Water was rolling Bp
around the shaft. Instantly kneeling, |eaning over, he

"Staffed a skin Into the hole and turned toward shore. A group of Shumai stood
there, with an ol der axeman, |aughing and jeering. They | ooked rough, dressed
all hi

*kins and furs. Stel saw no bows.

Deci di ng wi t hout thought, he paddled right toward the

206 Th* Domx In th« Fow

bank. He knew they expected himto turn away, but he rode within easy spear
range. He woul d never get away. "Wiat on Sertine's green plains is wong with
you?" Stel said, feigning anger. 'That water is cold. | do ny swnming in the
sumer." He imtated Shumai dialect, fromyears of hearing Hagen daily. They
| ooked nonpl ussed, ,but sone nocked him He drew the boat up on the bank in
the face of spearpoints, but turned his back on them stooped, took the spear
out of the boat, and held it out, saying, "Wwose is this?" A man took it.

Stel swept his eyes across the nen, who had fallen silent. "You must be

| ooking for Tor. He is over an ayas upstream on this bank. He is |ogging for

the winter. |1've just come fromthere. Here, perhaps he will hear a horn yet."
Stel took bis horn, but felt it jerked fromhis hands. "All right," he said,
"Tfou call." He felt his |legs kicked fromunder him Sitting in the snow, he

sai d, "Were have you been? W have been at peace for years. Wiat's the matter
with you?'* "Pelbar fish vulture. What peace?** Stel |ooked up. "Good Aven,
man. After the fight at Northwall. The whole Heart River is at peace,"”

"Peace nonsense. \Wat have you done to the Shumai ? W crossed the whol e upper
pl ai ns and never saw a trace of a running band," "Then Tor was right."

"Tor, who? Ri ght about what? Tal k fast now, before we give you a ride on sone
spear-tips."

"Tor is an axeman who |l ost an armlast sumer getting nme out of the donme. Hi s
runni ng band has broken up. Al the bands are. They are settling along the
Isso and at Northwall. They are fanning, |ogging, herding. Don't fool with ne.
Surely you know this." "Lies, man."

By the boat, another man called, "Ho, Hder, he's got Shumai noggi ns and bow s
in this bag." The nen turned, all but one wal king over. Stel saw the man turn.
He t hought he heard a dog. Raran. He knocked the man down and ran, thinking, I
am a fool, dodging behind trees and brush as the Shumai yell went up. They
would try to run himdown, Stel thought. They would, too, he knew, but not
easily. They were all older nen, older than he, though rangy. One nearly had
him Yes, he heard Raran nearby now. The man grabbed his collar. Stel twi sted
fre*
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and ran on, as Raran flashed past and hit the man in the chest, carrying him
down.

Stel never turned, but yelled, "Raran, come on, girl," thinking, If she runs
with ne, they will spear me. He gl anced over his shoul der. Raran wasn't

com ng. She stood over the man she had knocked down. All the hair oil her back
stood up in a ridge, and her head was at the man's throat, teeth bared. Ste
stopped and turned. He coul dn't abandon the dog.

"Call your dog off, fish guts," the axeman yelled. "W give you a quarter
sunwi dt h head start."

"She's Tristal's dog. If you want your nan alive, blow the horn for Tor."
**No need if that is himcom ng.**



Stel flashed a | ook backward. It was Tor, with Tristal and four other nen. Now
it was a matter of waiting. Tor stopped at Stel, who said, "They speared ny
boat They don't even know there is peace." Tor wal ked forward at the raised
spears, left hand up

*Tor Vison of Broadband, originally,** he said. "What's the matter. Ste
attack you?"

The axeman stepped forward, "Disdan. W are cone fromthe ice country.**

"I ce country? No matter. Tristal, call Raran. You'd better cone with us.

Wher ever you' ve been, you seemnot to know we are at peace. W have a stew
cooki ng. Send sonmebody to get Stel's boat | suppose he will have to fix it"
Tor turned his back on the Shumai and wal ked upriver, joining the waiting

| oggers, Stel following. Stel oould hear the snow sl oughing behind himas the
Shumai foll owed. Raran wal ked beside him

They”~id bring the boat, with everything repacked hi ft, pfled also with their
own backsacks, dragging it on the

enow. They were surprised to find Sentani and Pel bar with tbe Shumai. Tor sat
t hem down and fed them talking al

"day, while Stel cut out the broken slats of the boat and Shaved down new ones
to fit, gluing it all fast, letting it

; dry, pouring on nelted beeswax.

D sdan had not known about the peace. He and his nen had been gone fromthe
country for fifteen years, far to the north and west They told Tor of a
country full of flat-horned deer, of mountains of ice, with narrow valleys
*between, of herd animals and wol ves, and great white
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beasts. Ilder's coat, thick and | arge, was nmade from a part
of one skin.
"It sounds like what the Commuters call bears,'* Stel called over. "I net one

in the western nountains."

"No m stake," said Tor. "Stel has been there, and beyond. It is a changed
world. Now, tell ne nore about this

country of ice."

Stel saw Tor's eyes light up. Disdan's nen tal ked into eveni ng about the area.
No people lived in it anywhere. On the west, a range of great nountains,

al ways snow covered, bl ocked the way. They had never traversed the nountains.
They had lived in carel ess abandon, free from anxieties, they said. Tor knew

t hey were hol di ng sonet hi ng back.

Finally it came out after sunset, when they were again eating stew. "The truth
is," said Disdan, "that our axeman was a man named Uchnan."

"Uchman? The one who fired the prairie upwind fromthe Kan R ver Canp?"

"That one. He fled, and we went with him He died thia spring. W decided to
cone hone. "

"He killed a I ot of people," Tor said.

They fell into silence. "He always clained,** Disdan said, "that he lit the
fire to drive a herd of black cattle, but when it came out fromthe [ee of the
hills, the w nd

took it*'

"Wen, that was a long time ago. There have been other fires,'* Tor |ooked at
Tristal. "We had one this fall that no one would believe. Tell ne about these
nmount ai ns. You say no one has crossed then®?"

When Stel went to bed they were still talking. In the nmorning, when he |eft,

two of the men who nearly killed himthe previous day dragged his boat to the
river across the snow. This time he paddled well out on the water, knowing it
was foolish, but feeling better. He was glad to hear the Rive Tower horn at
dusk announci ng hi s coni ng.

Ahroe and Caret were down at the bank awaiting him "What happened?" Ahroe
asked, "You're late. W waited last night well into the fourth quadrant”

"The boat was speared by a gang of wild Shumai, all dressed in skins. They
didn't know about the peace."

"What ? Be serious, Stel. W were really worried. **



"I am" He laughed. "They are with Tor now. They say they are going to cone
here, and | have pronised to
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take themall up on one of the towers. You'll see. Here. Presents from Tor and
Tristal."

"Were you scared, Father?" Garet asked.

"Stel put bis arnms around the two. "Gar, | was so scared, |—+—=

"Never mnd," said Ahroe. "You' re here. Put the boat back. Know what? A secret
Rut han is going to have a baby."

XV

NOT | ong afterward, Disdan's running band did cone to Pel barigan, trotting
down the frozen river edge |ike shaggy beasts. They stayed through the wi nter
festival, hanging about, staring at everything, becoming a niri-esance. Blu
finally told themit was tine to work and suggested returning to help Tor, of
el se cutting wood at Pel barigan. They decided instead to go to south Shumai
country to find rel atives.

Using a tel escope fromCeleste's optics shop, Eolyn watched them|eave from
the tower. She shuddered.

"Col d?" Dailith asked, putting his arm around her

"No. Look at them Then* ancestors mi ght have been Accountants, or conputer
experts, or federal bureaucrats. There they go running |like beasts in the
snow. '

**\W& have the accountants, computer experts, and federal bureaucrats to thank
for that They made the ness.**

**|t was a failure in the system somewhere. ™

"Was it? Tor says the failure lay in the human heart**

Tor. He is another wild beast Wiy do you al ways

bring himup?" "I dont know. He haunts nme. He isn't stupid. He is

extremely effective, as you ought to know. | know he feels

that the deepest human probl enms are sol ved inside, and

the solutions don't lie in technol ogy."

**He doesn't have to avoid it so conpletely, out there chopping with his axe
i nstead of devising sone sinple
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machine to do the work. What solutions win he find hi his endl ess "words of
Aven' or Shumai songs? | understand that now he wants to read about the

Sent ani god,
Atou.” "It is all the sane* Bo. It is one God by, different
names. "

"I'n the done | always thought God was only an expletive.**

"I wonder. Are we turning our backs on where our study should really lie? Are
we starting down a long road to technol ogi cal wealth again, and |eaving the
search for religious insight, or what the Haframa calls spiritual perception
behi nd?"

"Religious insight won't feed you and keep you warm and free from di sease, Dat
Be serious/1

"I wish | could be as sure as you are."

On a misty norning early in Wndnonth, the great |og

raft drifted slowy downriver, bearing the entire work

crew. Inits center, nounted on a bound square of rock

t he stewpot of Soul, the Sentani woman, still cooked. It

( seened never enpty, only taken from and added to.

Tor and Tristal canme ashore, wal king up to Ahroe's house. They moved bri skly,
refreshed and contented. Tal king that evening, Tor asked about bis boat Had
Stel stored it anywhere? WAs it in good shape?

"Yes," Stel returned. "W caulked it well and put Hin the storage caves. Are
you goi ng so soon? You just got

here.”

"We are going to Disdan's ice country, Stel. W are going to cross the
nount ai ns where no one has been.”



"Tor," Ahroe said. "Wth Tristal ? When are you comi ng back?"

"Back? | hadn't thought. Perhaps never. It depends

what is on the other side."

Talk turned to other things, but Ahroe said little. Finally, she went to the
back roons and would not cone

out

"What did | do?' * Tor asked.

"You said you were going away and maybe not comi ng back," Stel said. "And
taking Tris."

"It is a good thing to do, Stel. You will see it is,

maybe." "l hope so. | really hope so. Tris, will you cone

homer *
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"Home?" His face lit up. "I don't know, either. Soneday, maybe. Hone is wth
Tor, though."

Alittle later, Tristal took Stel's pollute and sung them a song, bis own
song. He had been practicing at the | ogging canp, and sung in the Pel bar
manner, in his new deep voi ce;

Good- bye, ny favored stranger. Now | |let you go

Sone tangl ed strands of you are caught in nenmory's branches, though
Forgetfulness is Iike a blade W sharpen on a stone, But when we test it with
a thumb, we cut it to the bone,

Dark blood wells out along the cut Eventually it seals.

W apped up in distance, thought, and time, the deepest wound still heals.
The sun will rise across the plains. Its light will flood the soul. And
floating down its brilliant stream our spirit's strength grows whole.

Stel was touched by the song, and got Tristal to sing it again so he could
learn it. On the third time, Ahroe appeared in the doorway. She was near her
term |eaning back to bal ance her swelled wonb. Her eyes were red. "Can't you
be quiet?" she said. "Garet is trying to sleep.**

A voice came frominside. "No, |'"'mnot, Mther. I'mJjsiening."
qui et. Lie down and be quiet"

n after, they all went to bed.

Morni ng came foggy. At dawn, Tor and Stel got out boat and stocked it wth
provi sions. Blu cane down i$ bank with Ruthan, both | ooking happy. He and four
of his nen were |aying out garden shops and what Ruthan called "an
experimental plot for agricultural research.” Wen they were ready, Tor asked,
"Wkere is Ahroe?"
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"She woul dn't come. | suspect she is on one of the towers if the both of her
could get up there.**

** ' Why? Wn't she even say good- bye?"

"No. She couldn't, Tor. You are going away, that far, taking Tris, and naybe
never com ng back."

"Ch. Well, tell her good-bye, then. | wanted to -give her this fromus." He
handed Stel a small disk, as big as two thunbnails, of silvery nmetal. The top
read LIBERTY in an arc around the edge. Below, a woman's face, in lowrelief,

| ooking right, came faintly up fromcorrosion. "I thought it |ooked a little
like her. Not so good-I|ooking, of course, |I found it in sone rocks this
winter."

"It is a coin, an ancient coin," said Stel, turning it over In his hand. "They
used it for exchange. The Commuters bad sone.*'

"Ch. Please ask her not to be angry. W have to go.**

"*I know. She knows."

They pushed the bow out into the water, then Tor enmbraced the nmen and ki ssed
Rut han. She set her jaw and said nothing. Pushing out farther, they got in,
with Raran, and Blu shoved themout into the current.

Ahroe was on Gagen Tower, Celeste with her. Looking down, the girl asked, "Who
is that? In the river. It isn't Tor. Ch. There's Tor in the bow It |ooks |ike
two of



him"

"It is Tristal, Celeste. They are goi ng away."

*Tristal ? No. This one is too big. Away? For the summer?"

"They are going to the ice country. Farther than you dream of distance. They
hope to cross sone high nountains into unknown country.** Ahroe's voi ce was

tight

"Why woul d they do that?"

Ahroe didn't answer. Eolyn, who had al so cone, |ooked at her. "You will m ss
them then? That nuch?"

"M ss thenf? Yes, of course. Look at themin that eggshell. Tris is a true

poet. Did you know that? He is not really equipped for this. Damm them bot h.
Look at Tor, with his one arm Stel tells nme he spent npst of a day | ast
wi nter choppi ng geese out of the ice and letting themgo free. He fell in the
river twice doing it. I know he has found mice in his food stores and
carefully covered up their nests again, with their naked young. Look at them
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They have no idea what they are in for. They find no di nension here for them
They are thinking to find freedom Tor wants to be rid of you. . . ."*
"OF me? Tor? O nme?l*
"OfF course. For yourself and for your power. He told ne he can't get that
burst of fire out of his head. He says he thought he would never fear
anyt hi ng, but he wakes up sweating thinking of a whole valley of burning nmen."
Eol yn snorted. "Butto did that | would have tried to reason it out somehow "
Ahroe stared at her. "Butto was a~brave and good man. And Tristal. It is
possi bl e for soneone so young to |ove, you know, Stel and | did. W had
troubles, but we did. He found in Cel este sonebody |ike hinself, alone,
wal king in the nmud and rain, without parents. He felt sonehow —I know it is
irrational —that they were meant to cone together and heal each other's
| oneliness. He is not going for Tor's sake. He is going for himnmself. She never
even saw him Look at them courage and ability aside. A couple of boys. They
aren't really tough like Stel and ne. O even like Blu or Dailith. They won't
nmeasure out their happi ness in human handfuls. They want sonethi ng beyond
that, and it doesn't exist"
"You make it sound dire," Eolyn said. She took the
| ong tel escope and watched themin the norning mst,
Tor standing, watching ahead for snags, Tristal in the
stem stroking, stroking, even and strong, Raran standing
am dshi ps, |ooking back at Stel, wagging her tail. She
; Watched Tristal whack the dog gently on the shoulder with

t he paddl e and saw Raran pl unp down and drop her
;;, prick ears. A bank of fog rolled downriver and the two
N headed into it. At last it seenmed a solid wall, slowy tak-
ing the bow, then Tor standing erect, then Raran, then
Tristal, and at last the flash of his paddle.
Celeste let out a nmurnmur and reached for the tel escope. It slipped, spun on
the parapet, and fell to the stone pave-nment of the tower, the eyepiece
shattering. The girl stooped, then knelt and took the pieces in her hands,
cut-ting a finger. Eolyn | ooked down at her, shaking her head. |ooked up, her
nmout h open, trying to speak, try-but again finding that no words woul d cone.
From hi gh over head, perhaps above the nmist, cane the calling of geese, snows
and bl ues, flying north, |oosing
fl'Celeste
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their glad and desultory cries as geese have al ways done, raining them down on
Pel bari gan, on the nmist, sonewhere out there on Tor and Tristal, flying their
instinctive routes, high and free, nmigrating as they have since'the
Pl ei stocene, before and after America, and through all the tines of the Heart
Ri ver peopl es.
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