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It darkles, (tinct, tint) all this our funanimal world. James Joyce/ Fi nnegans
Wake

| do not say, however, that every del usion or wandering of the m nd should be
cal | ed nadness.
Erasmus of Rotterdam/In Praise of Folly

There is a hollow, holey cylinder running fromhilt to point in ny machete.
When | bl ow across the nouthpiece in the handle, | make rmusic with ny bl ade.
When all the holes are covered, the sound is sad, as rough as rough can be and
be called smooth. When all the holes are open, the sound pi pes about, bringing
to the eye flakes of sun on water, crushed nmetal. There are twenty hol es. And
since |'ve been playing nmusic |'ve been called all different kinds of

fool -nmore tinmes than Lobey, which is my nane.

What | ook Iike?

Ugly and grinning nost of the tinme. That's a whole I ot of big nose and gray
eyes and wi de mouth cranmed on a small brown face proper for a fox. That, al

scrat ched around with spun brass for hair. | hack nost of it off every two
months or so with ny nachete. Gows back fast. Which is odd, because |I'm
twenty-three and no beard yet. | have a figure like a bowing pin, thighs,

calves, and feet of a man (gorilla?) twice ny size (which is about five-nine)
and hips to match. There was a rash of hermaphrodites the year | was bom

whi ch doctors thought | mght be. Somehow | doubt it.

Like I say, ugly. My feet have toes alnost as long as ny fingers and the big
ones are sem -opposable. But don't knock it; once | saved Little Jon's life.
W were clinbing the Beryl Face, slipping around on all that gl assy rock, when
Little Jon lost his footing and was dangling by one hand. | was hangi ng by ny
hands, but | stuck my foot down, grabbed himby the wist and pulled himback
up where he could step on somet hi ng.

At this point Lo Hawk folds his arnms over his leather shirt, nods sagely so
that his beard bobs on his ropy neck, says: "And just what were you two young
Lo nen doing on Beryl Face in the first place? It's dangerous, and we avoid
danger, you know. The birthrate is going down, down all the time. W can't
afford to | ose our productive youth in foolishness.”" OF course it isn't going
down. That's just Lo Hawk. What he means is that the nunber of total norms is
goi ng down. But there's plenty of births. Lo Hawk is fromthe generation where
t he nunber of non-functionals, idiots, nongoloids, and cretins was well over
fifty percent. (W hadn't adjusted to your inages yet. Ah, well.) But now
there are noticeably nore functional than non-functionals; so no great
concer n.

Anyway, not only do | bite ny fingernails disgracefully, | also bite ny
toenails.

And at this point | recall sitting at the entrance of the source-cave where
the stream comes fromthe darkness and makes a sickle of light into the trees,
and a blood spider big as ny fist suns hinself on the rock beside ne, belly
pul sing out fromthe sides of him |eaves flicking each other above. Then La
Carol walks by with a sling of fruit over her shoul der and the kid under her
arm (we had an argunment once whether it was mne or not. One day it had ny
eyes, nmy nose, ny ears. The next, "Can't you see it's Lo Easy's boy? Look how
strong he is!" Then we both fell in love with other people and now we're
friends again) and she makes a face and says, "Lo Lobey, what are you doi ng?"

"Biting my toenails. Wat does it |ook |ike?"

"Ch, really!" and she shakes her head and goes into the woods towards the
vi | | age.



But right now | prefer to sit on the flat rock, sleep, think, gnaw, or sharpen
my machete. It's my privilege, so La Dire tells ne.

Until alittle while ago, Lo Little Jon, Lo Easy, and Lo nme herded goats

toget her (which is what we were doing on the Beryl Face: |ooking for pasture).
W made quite a trio. Little Jon, though a year older than ne, will till death
|l ook Iike a small black fourteen-year-old with skin snoboth as vol canic gl ass.
He sweats through his palns, the soles of his feet and his tongue (no rea
sweat glands: piddles like a diabetic on the first day of winter, or a very
nervous dog). He's got silver mesh for hair-not white, silver. The pignent's
based on the netal pure; the black skin cones froma protein forned around the
oxi de. None of that rusty iron brown of nelanin that suntans you and ne. He
sings, being alittle sinple, running and junping around the rocks and goats,
flashing fromhead and groin and arnpits, then stops to cock his leg (like a
nervous dog, yeah) against a tree-trunk, glancing around with enbarrassed

bl ack eyes. Smiling, those eyes fling as nmuch light, on a different frequency,
as his glittering head. He's got claws, too. Hard, sharp horny ones where

have nubs. He's not a good Lo to have mad at you

Easy, on the other hand, is |large (about eight feet tall), furry (unber hair
curls all down the small of his back, makes ringlets on his belly), strong
(that three hundred and twenty-six pounds of Easy is really a ot of rock
jamred jagged into his pelt: his muscles have corners), and gentle. Once | got
angry at himwhen one of the fertile nannies fell down a rock chi mey.

| saw it coming. The ewe was the big blind one who had been giving us perfect
normtriplets for eight years. | stood on one foot and threw rocks and sticks
with the other three linbs. It takes a rock on the head to get Easy's
attention; he was nuch closer than | was.

"Watch it, you non-functional, |ost-Lo nongoloid! She's gonna fall in the-" At
whi ch poi nt she did.

Easy stopped | ooking at ne with his what-are-you-throw ng-stones-at-nme-for?
face, saw her scrabbling at the edge, dove for her, m ssed, and both of them
started bleating. | put nmy all behind the rock that caught himon the hip and
al nost cried. Easy did.

He crouched at the chimey edge, tears wetting the fur on his cheeks. The ewe
had broken her neck at the bottom of the chimey. Easy |ooked up and said,
"Don't hurt ne no nore, Lobey. That"-he knuckl ed his blue eyes, then pointed
down-"hurts too much already." Wat can you do with a Lo like that? Easy has
claws too. Al he ever uses themfor is to clinb the titan palnms and tear down
mangoes for the children

Cenerally we did a good job with the goats, though. Once Little Jon | eaped
fromthe branch of an oak to the back of a lion and tore out its throat before
it got to the herd (and rose fromthe carcass, shook hinmsel f, and went behind
a rock, glancing over his shoulder). And as gentle as he is, Easy crushed a

bl ackbear's head with a log. And | got ny nmachete, all anbidextrous, |eft
footed, right handed, or vice versa. Yeah, we did a good job. Not no nore.
What happened was Fri za.

"Friza" or "La Friza" was always a point of debate with the ol der fol k-doctors
and the el ders who have to pass on titles. She | ooked normal: slim brown,
full rmouth, w de nose, brass-colored eyes. | think she may have been born wth
six fingers on one hand, but the odd one was non-functional, so a travelling
doctor amputated it. Her hair was tight, springy, and bl ack. She kept it
short, though once she found sone red cord and wove it through. That day she
wore bracel ets and copper beads, strings and strings. She was beauti ful

And silent. Wien she was a baby, she was put in the kage with the other
non-functional s because she didn't nmove. No La. Then a keeper di scovered she
didn't nove because she already knew how, she was agile as a squirrel's
shadow. She was taken out of the kage. Got back her La. But she never spoke.
So at age eight, when it was obvious that the beautiful orphan was nute, away
went her La. They couldn't very well put her back in the kage. Functional she
was, making baskets, plow ng, an expert huntress with the bolas. That's when



there was all the debate.

Lo Hawk upheld, "In nmy day, La and Lo were reserved for total norms. W've
been very lax, giving this title of purity to any functional who happens to
have the misfortune to be born in these confusing tines."

To which La Dire replied, "Times change, and it has been an unspoken precedent
for thirty years that La and

Lo be bestowed on any functional creature born in this our new hone. The
gquestion is nerely how far to extend the definition of functionality. Is the
ability to comruni cate verbally its sine qua non? She is intelligent and she

| earns quickly and thoroughly. | nmove for La Friza."

The girl sat and played with white pebbles by the fire while they di scussed
her social standing.

"The begi nning of the end, the beginning of the end," nmuttered Lo Hawk. "W
nmust preserve sonething."

"The end of the beginning," sighed La Dire. "Everything nust change." Wich
had been their standing exchange as long as | renenber.

Once, before | was born, so goes the story, Lo Hawk grew disgruntled with
village life and left. Runors cane back: he'd gone to a nmoon of Jupiter to dig
out some netal that worned in blue veins through the rock. Later: he'd |eft
the Jovian satellite to sail a steamng sea on sone world where three suns
cast his shadows on the doffing deck of a ship bigger than our whole village.
Still later: he was reported chopppi ng away through a substance that nelted to
poi sonous fumes soneplace so far there were no stars at all during the year

I ong ni ghts. When he had been away seven years, La Dire apparently decided it
was tinme he cane back. She left the village and returned a week later -with Lo
Hawk. They say he hadn't changed much, so nobody asked hi m about where he'd
been. But fromhis return dated the quiet argunment that joined La Dire and Lo
Hawk faster than | ove.

" must preserve," Lo Hawk.

must change," La Dire.

Usual ly Lo Hawk gave in, for La Dire was a wonan of w de readi ng, great
culture, and wit; Lo Hawk had been a fine hunter in his youth and a fine
warrior when there was need. And he was wi se enough to admit in action, if not
words, that such need had gone. But this tine Lo Hawk was adamant:

"Communi cation is vital, if we are ever to becone hunman beings. | would sooner
al | ow some short-faced dog who cones fromthe hills and can approxinmate forty
or fifty of our words to make known his wi shes, than a nute child. Oh, the
battles ny youth has seen! Wen we fought off the giant spiders, or when the
wave of fungus swept fromthe jungle, or when we destroyed with lime and salt
the twenty-foot slugs that pushed up fromthe ground, we won these battles
because we coul d speak to one another, shout instructions, bellow a warning,

whi sper plans in the twilit darkness of the source-caves. Yes, | would sooner
give La or Lo to a tal king dog! "
Sonebody made a nasty comrent: "Well, you couldn't very well give her a Lel"

Peopl e snickered. But the older folk are very good at ignoring that sort of
irreverence. Everybody ignores a Le anyway. Anyway, the business never did get
settl ed. Towards nobondown peopl e wandered of f, when sonmebody suggested

adj ournnent. Everyone creaked and groaned to his feet. Friza, dark and
beautiful, was still playing with the pebbles.

Friza didn't nove when a baby because she knew how al ready. Watching her in
the flicker (I was only eight nyself) | got the first hint why she didn't

tal k: she picked up one of the pebbles and hurled it, viciously, at the head
of the guy who'd made the remark about "Le." Even at eight she was sensitive.
She missed, and | alone saw. But | saw too the snarl that tw sted her face,
the effort in her shoul ders, the way her toes curl ed-she was sitting

cross-l egged-as she threwit. Both fists were knotted in her lap. You see, she
didn't use her hands or feet. The pebble just rose fromthe dirt, shot through
the air, mssed its target, and chattered away through | ow | eaves. But | saw
she threwit.



Each night for a week | have lingered on the wild flags of the waterfront,

pal aces crowding to the left, brittle light crackling over the harbor in the
war m aut um. TE1 goes strangely. Toni ght when | turned back into the great
trapezoid of the Piazza, fog hid the tops of the red flagpoles. | sat on the
base of one nearest the tower and made notes on Lobey's hungers. Later | left
t he decaying gold and indigo of the Basilica and wandered through the back
alleys of the city till well after midnight. Once | stopped on a bridge to
watch the small canal drift through the close walls beneath the nightlanps and
clotheslines. At a sudden shrieking | whirled: half a dozen wailing cats

hurl ed thensel ves about ny feet and fled after a brown rat. Chills snarled the
nerves along ny vertebrae. | |ooked back at the water: six
flowers-roses-fl oated frombeneath the bridge, crawing over the oil. |

wat ched themtill a notorboat puttering on some | arger waterway nearby sent
wat er sl apping the foundations. | rmade ny way over the small bridges to the
Grand Canal and caught the Vaporetto back to Ferovia. It turned wi ndy as we
fl oated beneath the black wood arch of the Ponti Academ a; | was trying to
assimlate the flowers, the vicious aninmals, with Lobey's adventure-each
applies, but as yet |I don't quite know how. Oion straddled the water. Lights
fromthe shore shook in the canal as we passed beneath the dripping stones of
the Rialto.

Aut hor's Journal : Venice, Cctober 1965

In a fewlines | shall establish how Mal doror was virtuous during his first
years, virtuous and happy. Later he becane aware he was born evil. Strange
fatality!

| si dore Ducasse (Conte de Lautreanont)/ The Songs of Mal doror

Al'l prologue to why Easy, Little Jon, and nme don't herd goats no nore.

Friza started taggi ng al ong, dark and anbi guous, running and junping with
Little Jon in a double dance to his single song and nmy mnusic, play-westling
wi th Easy, and walking with me up the branbly neadow hol di ng nmy hand -whoever
heard of La-ing or Lo-ing sonmebody you're herding goats with, or |aughing
with, or making love with. Al of which | did with Friza. She would turn on a
rock to stare at me with | eaves shaki ng beside her face. O cone tearing
towards me through the stones; between her graceful gait and her shadow in the
rocks all suspended and real notion was. And was rel eased when she was in ny
arns | aughi ng-the one sound she did nmake, loving it in her nouth.

She brought ne beautiful things. And kept the dangerous away. | think she did
it the same way she threw the pebble. One day | noticed that ugly and harnful
things just weren't happening; no lions, no condor bats. The goats stayed
together; the kids didn't get lost and kept fromcliffs.

"Little Jon, you don't have to conme up this norning."

"Well, Lobey, if you don't think-"

"Go on, stay hone."

So Easy, Friza, and me went out with the goats.

The beautiful things were |ike the flock of albino hawks that noved to the
meadow. O the nother woodchuck who brought her babies for us to see.

"Easy, there isn't enough work for all of us here. Wiy don't you find

somet hing el se to do?"

"But | |like coming up here, Lobey."

"Friza and ne can take care of the herd."

"But | don't m-"

"Cet lost, Easy."

He said something else and | picked up a stone in nmy foot and hefted it. He

| ooked confused, then lunbered away. |magine, coning on like that with Easy.
Friza and | had the field and the herd to ourselves alone. It stayed good and
beautiful wi th unremenbered fl owers beyond rises when we ran. If there were
poi sonous snakes, they turned off in |engths of scarlet, never coiling. And,
ah! did | make nusic.



Sonet hing killed her.

She was hiding under a grove of lazy willows, the trees that droop | ower than
weepi ng, and | was searching and calling and grinning-she shrieked. That's the
only sound | ever heard her nake other than | aughter. The goats began to

bl eat .

| found her under the tree, face in the dirt.

As the goats bleated, the meadow went to pieces on their rasping noise. | was
silent, confused, amazed by ny despair.

| carried her back to the village. | remenber La Dire's face as | wal ked into
the village square with the |inber body in ny arns.

"Lobey, what in the world ... Howdid she . .. Ch, no! Lobey, no!"

So Easy and Little Jon took the herd again. | went and sat at the entrance to

t he source-cave, sharpened my bl ade,

gnawed ny nails, slept and thought alone on the flat rock. Wich is where we
began.

Once Easy cane to talk to ne.

"Hey, Lobey, help us with the goats. The lions are back. Not a |lot of them
but we could still use you." He squatted, still towering me by a foot, shook
his head. "Poor Lobey." He ran his hairy fingers over my head. "W need you.
You need us. Help us hunt for the two m ssing kids?"

"GCo away."

"Poor Lobey." But he went.

Later Little Jon cane. He stood around for a mnute thinking of sonmething to
say. But by the time he did, he had to go behind a bush, got enbarrassed, and
didn't conme back.

Lo Hawk came too. "Cone hunting, Lo Lobey. There's a bull been seen a nile
south. Horns as long as your arm they say."

"I feel rather non-functional today," | said. Which is not the sort of thing
to joke about with Lo Hawk. He retired, hunmphing. But | just wasn't up to his
archai ¢ manner.

When La Dire came, though, it was different. As | said, she has great wit and
| earning. She cane and sat with a book on the other side of the flat rock, and
ignored nme for an hour. Till | got mad. "Wat are you doing here?" | asked at
| ast.

"Probably the sane thing you are.™

"What's that?"

She | ooked serious. "Wiy don't you tell nme?"

I went back to my knife. "Sharpening ny machete."

"I"msharpening my mnd," she said. "There is sonmething to be done that wll
require an edge on both."

" Huh?"

"I's that an inarticul ate way of asking what it is?"

"Huh?" | said again. "Yeah. What is it?"

"To kill whatever killed Friza." She closed her book. "WII you hel p?"

| leaned forward, feet and hands knotting, opened nmy nouth-then La Dire
wavered behind tears. | cried. After all that tine it surprised ne. | put ny
forehead on the rock and baw ed.

"Lo Lobey," she said, the way Lo Hawk had, only it was different. Then she
stroked nmy hair, like Easy. Only different. As | gained control again | sensed
bot h her compassion and enbarrassnment. Like Little Jon's; different.

| lay on nmy side, feet and hands cl utching each other, sobbing towards the
cavity of nme. La Dire rubbed my shoul der, ny bunched, distended hip, opening
me with gentl eness and words:

"Let's tal k about nythol ogy, Lobey. O let's you listen. W' ve had quite a
time assunming the rationale of this world. The irrationale presents just as
much of a problem You renenber the | egend of the Beatl es? You renenber the
Beatl e Ringo left his |ove even though she treated himtender. He was the one
Beatl e who did not sing, so the earliest forms of the | egend go. After a hard



day's night he and the rest of the Beatles were torn apart by screanming girls,
and he and the other Beatles returned, finally at one, with the great rock and
the great roll." | put my head in La Dire's lap. She went on. "Well, that myth
is a version of a nuch older story that is not so well known. There are no
45's or 33's fromthe time of this older story. There are only a few witten
versions, and reading is rapidly losing its interest for the young. In the

ol der story Ringo was called O pheus. He too was torn apart by scream ng
girls. But the details are different. He lost his love-in this version

Eurydi ce-and she went straight to the great rock and the great roll, where

O pheus had to go to get her back. He went singing, for in this version

O pheus was the greatest singer, instead of the silent one. In nyths things

al ways turn into their opposites as one version supersedes the next."

| said, "How could he go into the great rock and the great roll? That's al
death and all life."

"He did."
"Did he bring her back?"
"No. "

| looked fromLa Dire's old face and turned my head in her lap to the trees.
"He lied, then. He didn't really go. He probably went off into the woods for a
whil e and just nmade up sonme story when he came back."

"Perhaps," La Dire said.

| 1 ooked up again. "He wanted her back," | said. "I know he wanted her back
But if he had gone any place where there was even a chance of getting her, he
woul dn't have conme back unless she was with him That's how | know he nust
have been |ying. About going to the great rock and the great roll, | nean.”
"All lifeis arhythm" she said as | sat up. "All death is rhythm suspended,
a syncopation before life resunmes." She picked up ny nachete. "Play

somet hing." She held the handle out. "Mke mnusic."

| put the blade to ny nouth, rolled over on my back, curled around the bright,

dangerous length, and licked the sounds. | didn't want to but it forned in the
hol | ow of ny tongue, and breathing carried it into the knife.
Low, first slow, | closed ny eyes, feeling each note in the quadrangl e of

shoul der bl ades and buttocks pressed on the rock. Notes came with only the
nmeter of my own breathing, and from beneath that, there was the qui ckening of
the nmuscles of my fingers and toes that began to cranp for the faster, closer
dance of the heart's tine. The nourni ng hymm began to quake.

"Lobey, when you were a boy, you used to beat the rock with your feet, naking
a rhythm a dance, a drum Drum Lobey!"

| let the nmel ody speed, then flailed it up an octave so | could handle it.
That means only fingers.

"Drum Lobey!"

I rocked to my feet and began to slap ny sol es agai nst the stone.

“Drum "

| opened my eyes | ong enough to see the bl ood spiders scurry. The mnusic

| aughed. Pound and pound, trill and warble, and La Dire | aughed for nme too, to
pl ay, hunched down whil e sweat quivered on ny nape, threw up ny head and it
dribbled into the small of ny back, while I, imobile above the waist, flung

nmy hips, beating cross rhythms with toes and heels, blade up to prick the sun
new sweat trickling behind ny ears, rolling the crevices of my corded neck
"Drum ny Lo Ringo; play, ny Lo Opheus,” La Dire cried. "Ch, Lobey! " She

cl apped and cl apped.

Then, when the only sound was ny own breath, the | eaves and the stream she
nodded, smiling. "Now you've mourned properly.”

| 1 ooked down. My chest glistened, ny stomach winkl ed and snoot hed and

wri nkl ed. Dust on the tops of ny feet

had becone tan nud.

"Now you're al nost ready to do what nust be done. Go now, hunt, herd goats,
play nore. Soon Le Dorik will cone for you."

Al'l sound from me stopped. Breath and heart too, | think, a syncopation before



the rhyt hm resuned, "Le Dorik?"

"Go. Enjoy yourself before you begin your journey."
Frightened, | shook my head, turned, fled fromthe cave nouth.
Le-

Suddenly the wandering little beast fled, leaving in my |ap-O horror-a nonster
and m sshapen maggot with a human head. "Where is your soul that | may ride
it

Al oysi us Bertrand/ The Dwar f

Cone ALIVE! You're in the PEPSI generation

Current catchphrase /(Conmerci al)

- Dori k!

An hour later | was crouching, hidden, by the kage. But the kage-keeper, Le
Dori k, wasn't around. A white thing (I remenber when the wonan who was Easy's
mother flung it from her wonb before dying) had crawled to the electrified
fence to slobber. It would probably die soon. Qut of sight | heard Giga's

| aughter; he had been Lo Griga till he was sixteen. But sonething-nobody knew
if it was genetic or not-rotted his mnd inside his head, and | aughter began
to gush fromhis gums and lips. He lost his Lo and was placed in the kage. Le
Dori k was probably inside now, putting out food, doctoring where doctoring
woul d do sone good, killing when there was sonme person beyond doctoring. So
much sadness and horror penned up there; it was hard to renmenber they were
peopl e. They bore no title of purity, but they were people. Even Lo Hawk woul d
get as offended over a joke about the kaged ones as he woul d about sone titled
citizen. "You don't know what they did to themwhen | was a boy, young Lo nan.
You never saw them dragged back fromthe jungle when a few did nanage to
survive. You didn't see the barbaric way conplete norms acted, their reason
shattered bl oody by fear. Many people we call Lo and La today woul d not have
been allowed to live had they been born fifty years ago. Be glad you are a
child of nore civilized tines." Yes, they were people. But this is not the
first time | had wondered what it feels like to keep such peopl e-Le Dori k?

I went back to the village.

Lo Hawk | ooked up fromre-thonging his sports-bow. He'd piled the power
cartridges on the ground in front of the door to check the caps. "How you be,
Lo Lobey? "

| picked a cartridge out with ny foot, turned it over. "Catch that bull yet?"

"No. "

| pried the clip back with the tip of ny machete. It was good. "Let's go," |
sai d.

"Check the rest first."

VWhile | did, he finished stringing the bow, went in and got a second one for
me; then we went down to the river

Silt stained the water yellow. The current was high and fast, bending ferns
and | ong grass down, conbing themfromthe shore like hair. W kept to the
soggy bank for about two mles.

"What killed Friza?" | asked at |ast.

Lo Hawk squatted to exam ne a scarred log: tusk marks. "You were there. You
saw. La Dire only guesses.”

W turned fromthe river. Branbles scratched against Lo Hawk's | eggings. |
don't need leggings. My skin is tough and tight. Neither does Easy or Little
Jon.

"I didn't see anything," | said. "\Wat does she guess?"

An al bino hawk burst froma tree and gyred away. Friza hadn't needed | eggi ngs
ei ther.

"Somet hing killed Friza that was non-functional, something about her that was
non-functional ."

"Friza was functional," |I said. "She was!"

"Keep your voice down, boy."



"She kept the herd together,” | said nore softly. "She could nmake the animals
do what she wanted. She coul d nove the dangerous things away and bring the
beautiful ones nearer."

"Bosh," said Lo Hawk, stepping over ooze.

"Wthout a gesture or a word, she could nove the ani mal s anywhere she wanted,
or | wanted."

"That's La Dire's nonsense you' ve been listening to."

"No. | saw it. She could nmove the animals just |ike the pebble."

Lo Hawk started to say sonething else. Then | saw his thoughts backtrack
"\What pebbl e?"

"The pebbl e she picked up and threw "

"\What pebbl e, Lobey?"

So |l told himthe story. "And it was functional,"” | concluded. "She kept the
herd safe, didn't she? She could have kept it even w thout ne."

"Only she couldn't keep herself alive," Lo Hawk said. He started wal ki ng

agai n.

W kept silent through the whispering growh, while | nulled. Then

"Yaaaaaa-" on three different tones.

The | eaves whi pped back and the Bloi triplets scooted out. One of them | eaped
at me and | had an arnful of hysterical, redheaded ten-year-old.

"Hey there now," | said sagely.
"Lo Hawk, Lobey! Back there-"
"Watch it, will you? " | added, avoiding an el bow

"-back there! It was stamping, and pawing the rocks-" This fromone of them at
nmy hip.

"Back where?" Lo Hawk asked. "Wat happened?"

"Back there by the-"

"-by the old house near the place where the cave roof falls in-"

"-the bull cane up and-"

"-and he was awful big and he stepped-"

"-he stepped on the old house that-"

"-we was playing inside-"

"Hold up,"” | said and put Bl oi-3 down. "Now where was all this?"

They turned together and pointed through the woods.

Hawk swung down his crossbow. "That's fine," he said, "You boys get back up to
the village."

"Say-" | caught Bloi-2's shoulder. "Just how big was he?"
Inarticul ate blinking now
"Never mind," | said. "Just get going."

They | ooked at nme, at Lo Hawk, at the woods. Then they got.

In silent consensus we turned fromthe river through the break in the | eaves
fromwhich the children had tunbl ed.

A board, shattered at one end, lay on the path just before us as we reached
the clearing. W stepped over it, stepped out between the sunmac branches.

And there were a |l ot of other smashed boards scattered across the ground.

A five foot section of the foundation had been kicked in, and only one of the
four supporting beans was upright.

Thatch bits were shucked over the yard. A long tine ago Carol had planted a
few nore flowers in this garden, when, wanting to get away fromthe it-all of
the village, we had noved down here to the old thatched house that used to be
so cozy, that used to be ... she had planted the hedge with the fuzzy orange
bl oons. You know that kind?

| stopped by one cloven print where petals and | eaves had been ground in a
dark mandala on the nud. My foot fit inside the print easily. A couple of
trees had been uprooted. A couple nmore had been broken off above ny head.

It was easy to see which way he had cone into the clearing. Bushes, vines and
| eaves had erupted inward. Where he had left, everything sort of sagged out.
Lo Hawk ambled into the clearing sw nging bis crossbow nonchal antly.



"You're not really that nonchal ant, are you?" | asked. | |ooked around again
at the signs of destruction. "It must be huge."

Lo Hawk threw nme a glance full of quartz and gristle. "You' ve been hunting
with ne before.”

"True. It can't have been gone very long if it just scared the kids away," |
added.

Hawk st al ked towards the place where things were saggi ng.

| hurried after.

Ten steps into the woods, we heard seven trees crash sonewhere:

t hr ee- pause-then four nore.

"OfF course, if he's that big he can probably nmove pretty far pretty fast," |
sai d.

Anot her three trees.

Then a roar:

An unnusi cal sound with nuch that was netallic in it, neither rage nor pathos,
but noi se, heaved from | ungs bigger than snelting bellows, a |ong sound, then
echoing while the | eaves turned up beneath a breeze.

Under green and silver we started again through the cool, dangerous gl ades.
And step and breathe and step.

Then in the trees to our left-

He cane | eaping, and that leap rained us with shadow and tw gs and bits of

| eaf .

Turni ng his haunch with one foreleg over here and a hind-leg way the hell over
there, he | ooked down at us with an eye bl oodshot, brown and thickly oystered
in the corners. Hs eyeball nust have been big as ny head.

The wet, black nostrils steaned.

He was very nobl e.

Then he tossed his head, breaking branches, and hunkered with his fists
punched into the ground-there were hands with horny hairy fingers thick as ny
arm where he shoul d have had forehooves-bell owed, reared, and sprang away.
Hawk fired his crossbow. The shaft flapped |ike a darning needl e between the
timbers of his flank. He was crashing off.

The bark of the tree | had sl ammed agai nst chewed on nmy back as | cane away.
"Come on," Hawk hollered, as he ran in the general direction the man-handed
bul | had.

And | followed that crazy old man, running to kill the beast. W clanbered

t hrough the cleft of broken rock (it hadn't been broken the last tine I'd cone
wanderi ng down here through the trees-an afternoon full of sun spots and
breezes and Friza's hand in mine, on ny shoulder, on ny cheek). | junped down
on to a stretch of noss-tongued brick that paved the forest here and there. W
ran forward and-

Sone things are so small you don't notice them Ohers are so big you run
right into them before you know what they are. It was a hole in the earth and
the side of the nmountain that we al nost stunbled into. It was a ragged cave
entrance some twenty nmeters across. | didn't even knowit was there till all
that sound cane out of it.

The bull suddenly roared fromthe opening in the rock and trees and brick,
defining the shape of it with his roaring.

When the echo died, we crept to the crunbled lip and | ooked over. Below | saw
glints of sunlight on hide, turning and turning in the pit. Then he reared,
shaki ng his eyes, his hairy fists.

Hawk j erked back, even though the claws on the brick wall were still fifteen
feet bel ow us.
"Doesn't this tunnel go into the source-cave?" | whispered. Before sonething

t hat grand, one whispers.

Lo Hawk nodded. "Sone of the tunnels, they say, are a hundred feet high. Sone
are ten. This is one of the bigger arterioles.™

"Can it get out again?" Stupid question

On the other side of the hole the horned head, the shoul ders energed. The



cave-in had been sloped there. He had clinmbed out. Now he | ooked at us,
crouched there. He bellowed once with a I ength of tongue like foany, red
canvas.

Then he | eaped at us across the hole.

He didn't make it, but we scurried backward. He caught the lip with the
fingers of one hand-1 saw bl ack gorges break about those nails-and one arm
The arm sl apped around over the earth, searching for a hand- hol d.

From behind me | heard Hawk shout (I run faster than he does). | turned to see
that hand rise fromover him

He was all crunpled up on the ground. The hand sl apped a few nore tines

(Boom Boom Boom) and then arm and fingers slipped, pulling a |ot of stone
and bushes and three small trees, down, down, down.

Lo Hawk wasn't dead. (The next day they discovered he had cracked a rib, but
that wasn't till later.) He began to curl up. | thought of an injured bug,

t hought of a sick, sick child.

| caught himup by the shoulders just as he started to breathe again. "Hawk!
Are you-"

He couldn't hear me because of the roaring fromthe pit. But he pulled hinself
up, blinking. Blood began trickling fromhis nose. The beast had been sl apping
with cupped palm Lo Hawk had thrown hinself down and luckily nost of the

i mportant parts of him I|ike his head, had suffered nmore fromair-blast than
concussion. "Let's get out of here!" and | began to drag himtowards the
trees.

When we got there, he was shaking his head.

"-no, wait, Lobey-" came over in his hoarse voice during a lull in the
roaring.

As | got him propped against a tree, he grabbed nmy wist.

"Hurry, Hawk! Can you wal k? W've got to get away. Look, I'Ill carry you-"

"No!" The breath that had been knocked out of himlurched back

"Ch, cone on, Hawk! Fun is fun. But you're hurt and that thing is a | ot bigger
than either of us figured on. It nust have nmutated fromthe radiation in the

| ower levels of the cave."

He tugged ny wist again. "W have to stay. We have to kill it."

"Do you think it will come up and harmthe village? It hasn't gone too far
fromthe cave yet."

"That-" He coughed. "That has nothing to do with it. |I'ma hunter, Lobey."
"Now, | ook-"

"And | have to teach you to hunt.” He tried to sit away fromthe trunk. "Only
it looks like you'll have to learn this | esson by yourself."

" Huh?"

"La Dire says you have to get ready for your journey."

"Ch, for goodness-" Then | squinted at him all the crags and age and
assurance and pain in that face. "Wat | gotta do?"

The bull's roar thundered up fromthe caved-in roof of the source-cave.

"Co down there; hunt the beast, and kill it."

"No!

"It's for Friza."

"How? "I demanded.

He shrugged. "La Dire knows. You must learn to hunt, and hunt well." Then he
repeated that.

"I"'mall for testing ny manhood and that sort of thing. But-"

"It's a different reason fromthat, Lobey."

" But - "

"Lobey." Hi s voice nestled down low and firmin his throat. "I'm ol der than
you, and | know nore about this

whol e busi ness than you do. Take your sword and crossbow and go down into the
cave, Lobey. Go on."

| sat there and thought a whole |lot of things. Such as: bravery is a very
stupid thing. And how surprised | was that so nuch fear and respect for Lo
Hawk had held from ny chil dhood. Al so, how nany petty things can acconpany



pith, monent, and enterprise-like fear, confusion, and plain annoyance.

The beast roared again. | pushed the crossbow farther up ny armand settled ny
machet e handl e at my hip.

If you were going to do something stupid-and we all do -it mght as well be a
brave and foolish thing.

| clapped Lo Hawk's shoul der and started for the pit.

On this side the break was sharp and the drop deep. | went around to the
saggi ng side, where there were natural |edges of root, earth, and masonry. |
circled the chasm and scranbl ed down.

Sun struck the wall across fromme, glistening with noss. | dropped ny hand
fromthe noist rock and stepped across an oily rivul et whose rai nbow went out
under my shadow. Somewhere up the tunnel, hooves clattered on stone.

| started forward. There were nmany cracks in the high ceiling, here and there
lighting on the floor, a branch clawi ng crisped | eaves, or the rimof a hole
that m ght go down a few inches, a few feet, or drop to the | owest |evels of
the source-cave that were thousands of feet bel ow

| cane to a fork, started beneath the vault to the left, and ten feet into the
darkness tripped and rolled down a flight of shallow steps, once through a
puddl e (ny hand splatting out in the darkness), once over dry |eaves (they
roared their own roar beneath my side), and |landed at the bottomin a shaft of
light, knees and pal ns on gravel

Catter!

Catter!

Much closer: Catter!

| sprang to nmy feet and away fromthe telltale light. Mdtes cycloned in the
slanting illumnati on where | had been. And the nmotes stilled.

My stomach felt |like a | oose bag of water sloshing around on top of my gut.
Wal ki ng towards that sound-he was quiet now and waiting-was no | onger a matter
of walking in a direction. Rather: pick that foot up, lean forward, put it
down. Good. Now, pick up the other one, |ean forward-

A hundred yards ahead | suddenly saw another |ight because sonething very

| arge suddenly filled it up. Then it enptied.

G ack! dack! dack

Snort!

And three steps could carry himsuch a | ong way.

Then a ot of clacks!

I threw nyself against the wall, pushing ny face into dirt and roots.

But the sound was going of f.

I swallowed all the bitter things that had risen into ny throat and stepped
back fromthe wall

Wth a quick wal k that became a slow run | followed hi munder the crunbling
vaul ts.

H s sound canme fromthe right.

So | turned right and into a sloping tunnel so | ow that ahead of nme | heard
his horns rasp on the ceiling. Stone and scale and old lichen chittered down
at his hul king shoul ders, then to the ground.

The gutter on the side of the tunnel had coated the stone

with fluorescent slime. The trickle becane a stream as the sl ope increased
till the frothing light raced me on the left.

Once his hooves nmust have crossed a netal floor-plate, because for a

hal f - dozen steps orange sparks glittered where he stepped, lighting himto the
wai st .

He was only thirty nmeters ahead of ne.

Sparks again as he turned a corner

| felt stone under the soles of ny feet and then cold, smooth netal. | passed
some | eaves, blown here by what wind, that his hooves had ignited. They
withed with worns of fire, glow ng about ny toes. And for nonents the
darkness filled wi th autum.



| reached the corner, started around.

Faci ng me, he bel | oned.

H's foot struck a nmeter fromny foot and fromthis close the sparks it his
raw eyes, his polished nostrils.

H s hand cane between his eyes and ne, falling! | rolled backward, grabbing
for ny nachete.

Hs palmflat this tinme, Hawk-clanged on the netal plate where | had been

Then it fell again toward where | was.

I lay on my back with the hilt of the blade on the floor, point up. Very few
people, or bulls, can hit a ten penny nail and drive it to the hilt.
Fortunately.

He jerked me fromthe floor, pinioned to his palm and | got flung around
(holding on to the blade with hands and feet and screanming) an awful |ot.

He was screaming too, butting the ceiling and lots of things falling. From
twenty feet he flung nme | oose. The blade pulled free, ny flute filled with his
bl ood, and | hurled into the wall and rolled down.

H's right shoulder struck the right wall. He lurched. H's |left shoul der struck
the left wall. And his shadow flickering on the dripping ceiling was huge.

He cane down towards nme, as | dragged ny knees over a |ot of wought stone,
beneat h nme, rocked back to my feet (something was sprained too) and tried to

| ook at him while he kept going out between steps.

Beside nme in the wall was a grating about three feet high, with the bars set
askew. It was probably a drain. | fell through. And dropped about four feet to
a sloping floor.

It was pitch-black above nme and there was a hand grasping and grasping in the

dark. | could hear it scrabbling against the wall. | took a sw pe overhead,
and ny bl ade struck sonet hi ng nmovi ng.
Roaaaaaa. .

The sound was bl unted behind stone. But fromny side came the sharp retort of
his pal mas he started sl apping.

| dived forward. The slope increased, and suddenly |I slid down a | ong way,
very fast, getting even nore scraped up. | canme up sharply agai nst pipes.

Eyes closed, | lay there, the tip of the crossbow unconfortable under ny

shoul der, the bl ade handl e biting between the bars and ny hip. Then the pl aces
t hat were unconfortabl e got nunb.

If you really relax with your eyes closed, the lids pull slowy open. Wen
finally relaxed, light filled ny eyes fromthe bottons up like mlk poured in
bow s.

Light? | blinked.

Gray light beyond the grating, the gray that sunlight gets when it cones from
around many corners. Only | was at |east another two | evels down. | |ay behind
the entrance to another drain like the one | had | eaped through

Then somewhere, the roar of a bull, still echoing through these deep stones.

| pulled myself up on the bars, elbows smarting, shoul ders bruised, and

somet hing pulled sore in the bulk of nmy thigh. | gazed into the room bel ow

At one time there was a floor level with the bottomof this grating, but npst
of it had fallen in a long and | onger time ago. Now the room was doubl e hei ght
and the grate was at least fifteen feet above the present floor

Seventy, eighty nmeters across, the roomwas round. The walls were dressed
stone, or bare rock, and rose in gray towards the far light. There were many
vaul ted entrances into dark tunnels.

In the center was a machi ne.

VWhile | watched it began to humw stfully to itself and several banks of
lights glittered into a pattern, froze, glittered into another. It was a
conmputer fromthe old time (when you owned this Earth, you waiths and
menories), a few of which chuckled and chattered throughout the source-cave.
I"d had them described to ne, but this was the first |I'd seen

What had wakened ne-

(and had | been asl eep? And had | dreamed, renenbering now with the throbbing
i mage clinging to the back of nmy eyes, Friza?)



-was the wail of the beast.

Head down, hide bristling over the hunks of his shoul ders, gemmed with water
fromthe ceiling, he hunched into the room dragging the knuckl es of one hand,
the other- the one | had wounded tw ce-hugged to his belly.

And on three legs, a four |egged animal (even one with hands) |inps.

He blinked about the room and wailed again, his voice |eaving pathos quickly
and striking agai nst rage. He stopped the sound with a sniff, then | ooked
around and knew that | was there.

And | wanted very much not to be

| squatted now behind the grating and | ooked back and up and down and coul dn't
see any way out. Hunt, Lo Hawk had sai d.

The hunter can be a pretty pathetic creature.

He swung his head again, tasting the air for me, his injured hand tw tching
hi gh on his belly.

(The hunted's not so hot either.)

The conputer whistled a few notes of one of the ancient tunes, sone chorus
from Carmen. The bul | -beast glanced at it unconprehendi ng.

How was | to hunt hin®

| brought the crossbow down and ai med through the grate. It wouldn't mean
anything unless | got himin the eye. And he wasn't |ooking in the right
direction.

| lowered the bow and took up ny blade. | brought it to nmy nmouth and bl ew.

Bl ood bubbled fromthe holes. Then the note blasted and went reeling through
the room

He raised his head and stared at ne.

Up went the bow, | ained through the bars, pulled the trigger-Raging forward
wi t h horns shaki ng, he got bigger and bigger and bi gger through the frame of
stone. | fell back while the roar covered nme, closing ny eyes against the
sight: his eye gushed about ny shaft. He grasped the bars behind which
crouched.

Metal grated on stone, stone pulled fromstone. And then the frame was a | ot

bi gger than it had been. He hurled the crunpled grate across the roomto smash
into the wall and send pieces of stone rolling.

Then he reached in and grabbed ne, legs and waist, in his fist, and | was
bei ng waved high in the air over his bellowi ng face (left side blind and

bl oody) and the room archi ng under nme and ny head flung from shoul der to

shoul der and trying to point the crossbow down-one shaft broke on the stone by
his hoof a | ong way bel ow. Another struck awfully close to the shaft that Lo
Hawk had shot into his side. Waiting for a wall of stone to cone up and jelly

nmy head, | funbled another arrow into the slot.
H s cheek was sheeted with bl ood. And suddenly there was nore bl ood. The shaft
struck and totally disappeared in the blind well of bone and |ynph. | saw the

ot her eye cloud as though soneone had overblown the lens with powdered |ine.
He dropped ne.

Didn't throw ne; just dropped. | grabbed the hair on his wist. It slipped

t hrough nmy hands, and I slid down his forearns to the crook of his el bow
Then his armbegan to fall. Slowy | turned upside down. The back of his hand
hit the floor, and his hind feet were clacking around on the stone.

He snorted, and | began to slide back down his fore-armtowards his hand,
slowi ng nyself by clutching at the bristles with feet and hands. | rolled
clear of his palmand staggered away from him

The thing in nmy thigh that was sprai ned throbbed.

| stepped backward and couldn't step any nore.

He swayed over ne, shook his head, splattering me with

his ruined eye. And he was grand. And he was still strong, dying above nme. And
he was huge. Furious, | swayed with himin ny fury, ny fists clutched agai nst
nmy hips, tongue stifled in ny nouth.



He was great and he was handsone and he still stood there defying nme while
dyi ng, scoffing at ny bruises. Dam you, beast who woul d be greater than-

One arm buckl ed, a hindl eg now, and he col | apsed away from e, crashing.
Sonething in the fistsful of darkness that were his nostrils thundered and
roared-but softer, and softer. His ribs rose to furrow his side, fell to rise
again; | took up the bow and Iinped to the bloody tears of his lips, fitted
one final shaft. It followed the other two into his brain.

H s hands jerked three feet, then fell (Boom Boonl) relaxing now.

When he was still, | went and sat on the base of the computer and | eaned
agai nst the netal casing. Sonmewhere inside it was clicking.
| hurt. Lots.

Breat hing was no fun any nore. And | had, somewhere during all this, bitten
the inside of ny cheek. And when | do that, it gets ne so mad | could cry.

| closed ny eyes.

"That was very inpressive," someone said close to ny right ear. "I would | ove
to see you work with a muleta. Oe! Ae! First the veronica, then the paso
dobl e!"

| opened ny eyes.

"Not that | didn't enjoy your |ess sophisticated art."

| turned my head. There was a small speaker by ny left ear. The conmputer went
on soot hingly:

"But you are a dreadfully unsophisticated lot. Al of you. Young, but tres

charmant. Well, you've fought through this far. Is there anything you'd

li ke to ask me?"

"Yeah," | said. Then | breathed for a while. "How do | get out of here?" There
were a lot of archways in the wall, a lot of choices.

"That is a problem Let nme see." The lights flickered over my |lap, the backs
of my hands. "Now, of course, had we nmet before you entered, | could have
waved out a piece of conmputer tape and you woul d have taken the end and
woul d have unwound it after you as you nmade your way into the heart to face
your fate. But instead, you have arrived here and found ne waiting. What do
you desire, hero?"

"I want to go hone," | said.

The conputer went tsk-tsk-tsk. "Qther than that."

"You really want to know?'

"I'"'mnoddi ng synpathetically," it said.

"I want Friza. But she's dead." "Who was Friza?"

| thought. | tried to say something. Wth the exhaustion, all that came was a
catch in ny throat that m ght have sounded |ike a sob

"Ch." After a nmoment, gently: "You've come into the wong naze, you know. "

"I have ? Then what are you doi ng here?"

"I was set here a long time ago by peopl e who never dreamed that you woul d
cone. Psychic Harnony and Entangl ed Deranged Response Associ ations, that was
nmy department. And you've come down here hunting through nmy nmenories for your
lost girl."

Yes, | may have just been talking to nmyself. | was very tired.

"How do you like it up there?" PHAEDRA asked.

"Wher e?"

"Up there on the surface. | can renenber back when there were humans. They
made ne. Then they all went away, |eaving us al one down here. And now you' ve
cone to take their place. It nmust be rather difficult, walking through their
hills, their jungles, battling the nmutated shadows of their flora and fauna,
haunted by their mllion year old fantasies."

"W try," | said.

"You're basically not equipped for it," PHAEDRA went on. "But | suppose you
have to exhaust the old nazes before you can nove into the new ones. It's
hard."

"If it neans fighting off those things-" | jutted ny chin towards the carcass
on the stone. "Yeah, it is."”



"Well, it's been fun. | miss the revueltas, the maidens |eaping over the horns
and spinning in the air to land on the sweating back, then vaulting to the
sands! Manki nd had style, baby! You nmay get it yet, but right now your charm
is a very young thing."

"Where did they go, PHAEDRA?"

"\Where your Friza went, | suppose." Somrething nmusical was happeni ng behind ny
head within the metal. "But you aren't human and you don't appreciate their

rul es. You shouldn't try. Down here we try to foll ow what you're doing for a
few generations, and questions get answered we woul d never have even thought
of asking. On the other hand, we sit waiting out centuries for what would seem
like the nost obvious and basic bits of information about you, |ike who you
are, where you're fromand what you're doing here. Has it occurred to you that
you m ght get her back?"

"Friza?" | sat up. "Wiere? How?" La Dire's cryptic statements came back
"You're in the wong maze," PHAEDRA repeated. "And |'mthe wong girl to get
you into the right one. Kid Death along for a little while and maybe you can
get around hi menough to put your foot in the door, finger in the pie, your
two cents in, as it were."

| leaned forward on my knees. "PHAEDRA, " you baffle ne."

"Scoot," PHAEDRA sai d.

"Whi ch way?"

"Again. You' ve asked the wong girl. Wsh | could help. But | don't know But
you' d better get started. When the sun goes down and the tide goes out, this
pl ace gets dark, and the gillies and ghosties gather 'round, shouting."

| heaved to nmy feet and | ooked at the various doorways. Maybe a little | ogic?
The bul | -beast had conme fromthe doorway over there. So that's the one | went
in.

The I ong, |ong dark echoed with nmy breath and falling water. | tripped over
the first stairway. Got up and started clinbing. Bruised ny shoul der on the

| andi ng, groped around and finally realized | had gotten off into a much
smal | er passage that didn't seemlike it was goi ng anywhere.

| took up nmy machete and bl ew out the last, of the blood. The tune now w ndi ng
with nme lay notes over the stone like nica flakes that would do till 1ight
cane.

St ubbed ny toe.

Hopped, cursed, then started wal king again alone with the Ionely, |ovely
sounds.

"Hey- "
"-Lobey, is-"

"-is that you?" Young voices cane from behind stone.

"Yes! OF course it's me! " | turned to the wall and put my hands agai nst the
r ock.

"We snuck back-"

"-to watch and Lo Hawk-"

"-he told us to go down into the cave and find you-"

"-cause he thought you m ght be lost."

| pushed my machete back into ny scabbard. "Fine. Because | am"™

"Where are you?"

"Right here on the other side of this-" | was feeling around the stones again,
above nmy head this tinme. My fingers came on an opening. It was nearly three
feet wide. "Hold on!" | hoisted nyself up, clanbered onto the rim and saw
faint light at the end of a four-foot tunnel. | had to crawl through because
there wasn't roomto stand.

At the other end | stuck my head out and | ooked down at the upturned faces of
the Bloi triplets. They were standing in a patch of light fromthe roof.
2-Bloi rubbed his nose with the back of his fist and sniffed.

"Ch," 1 -Bloi said. "You were up there."

"More or less." | junped down beside them

"Dam! " 3-Bloi said. "Wat happened to you?" | was speckled with bull's eye,



scrat ched, bruised, and |inping.

"Come on," | said. "Which way is out?"

W were only around the corner fromthe great cave-in. W joined Lo Hawk on
the surface.

He stood (remenber, he had a cracked rib that nobody was going to find out

about till the next day) against a tree with his arnms fol ded. He raised his
eyebrows to ask me the question he was waiting with.
"Yeah," | said. "I killed it. Big deal." | was sort of tired.

Lo Hawk shooed the ki ds ahead of us back to the village. As we tronped through
the | ong weeds, suddenly we heard stenms crash down anong thensel ves.

| al most sat down right there.

It was only a boar. Hi s ear could have brushed my el bow That's all

"Come on." Lo Hawk grinned, raising his crossbow.

W didn't say anything else until after we had caught and killed the pig. Lo
Hawk' s powered shaft stunned it, but | had to hack it nearly in half before it
would admt it was dead. After el toro? Easy. Bloody to the shoul ders, we
trudged back finally, through the thorns, the hot evening.

The head of the boar weighed fifty pounds. Lo Hawk |ugged it on his back. W'd
cut off all four hans, knotted themtogether, and | carried two on each

shoul der, which was anot her two hundred and seventy pounds. The only way we
could have gotten the whole thing back was to have had Easy along. We'd nearly
reached the village when he said, "La Dire noticed that business with Friza
and the animals. She's seen other things about you and others in the village."
"Huh? Me?" | asked. "What about ne?"

"About you, Friza, and Dorik the kage-keeper."

"But that's silly." I'd been wal king behind him Now | drew abreast. He

gl anced across the tusk. "You were all born the sane year."

"But we're all-different."

Lo Hawk squi nted ahead, then | ooked down. Then he | ooked at the river. He
didn't | ook at ne.
"I can't do anything like the animals or the pebble.’

"You can do ot her

things. Le Dorik can do still others."” He still wasn't |ooking at nme. The sun
was | owering behind copper crested hills. The river was brown. He was silent.
As clouds ran the sky, | dropped behind again, placed the neat beside ne, and

fell on nmy knees to wash in the silted water.

Back at the village | told Carol if she'd dress the hans she coul d have half
nmy share. "Sure," but she was dawdling over a bird' s nest she'd found. "In a
mnute." "And hurry up, huh?"

"Al'l right. Al right. Were are you in such a rush to?" "Look, | wll polish
the tusks for you and nmake a spearhead for the kid or something if you will
just keep off ny back!"

"Well, 1-look, it's not your kid anyway. It's-" But | was sprinting towards
the trees. | guess | nust have still been upset. My legs sprint pretty fast.

It was dark when | reached the kage. There was no sound from behind the fence.
Once sonet hing bl undered agai nst the wire, whined. Sparks and a qui ck shadow.

I don't know which side it came from No novenment from Le Dorik's shack. Maybe
Dori k was staying inside the kage on sonme project. Sometinmes they mated in
there, even gave birth. Sometines the offspring were functional. The Bl oi
triplets had been born in the kage. They didn't have too nuch neck and their
arms were |long, but they were quick, bright ten-year-olds now And 2-Bloi and
3-Bloi are alnost as dexterous with their feet as | am 1'd even given Lo
3-Bloi a couple of |Iessons on ny blade, but being a child he preferred to pick
fruit with his brothers.

After an hour in the dark, thinking about what went into the kage, what cane
out, I went back to the village, curled up on the haystack behind the snithy
and listened to the humfromthe power-shack until it put ne to sleep

At dawn | unravel ed, rubbed night's grit out of nmy eyes, and went to the
corral. Easy and Little Jon got there a few mnutes after. "Need any help with
t he goats this norning?"



Little Jon put his tongue in his cheek. "Just a second," he said and went off
into the corner.

Easy shuffl ed unconfortably.

Little Jon canme back. "Yeah," he said. "Sure we need hel p.
And Easy, seeing his grin, grinned too.

Surprise! Surprise, little ball of fear inside ne! They're smling! Easy

hoi sted up the first bar of the wooden gate, and the goats bleated forward and
put their chins over the second rung. Surprise!

"Sure," Easy said. "OF course we need you. dad to have you back!" He cuffed

t he back of nmy head and | swiped at his hip and missed. Little Jon pulled out
the other rung, and we chased the goats across the square, out along the road,
and then up the nmeadow. Just |ike before. No, not just.

Easy said it first, when the first warnth pried under the dawn chill. "It's
not just like before, Lobey. You' ve |ost sonething."

| struck a dew shower fromlow willow fronds and wet ny face and shoul ders.
"My appetite,” | said. "And maybe a coupl e of pounds."

Then he grinned.

"It isn't your appetite,"” Little Jon said, conming back froma tree stunp.
"It's something different."

"Different?" | repeated. "Say, Easy, Little Jon, how am | different?"

"Huh?" Little Jon asked. He flung a stick at a goat to get its attention

M ssed. | picked up a small stone that happened underfoot. Hit it. The goat
turned blue eyes on ne and gal unphed over to see why, got interested in

somet hing el se hal fway over and tried to eat it. "You got big feet," Little
Jon said.

"Naw. Not that," | said. "La Dire had noticed sonething different about ne
that's inmportant; sonething different about nme the same way there was about. .
Friza."

"You make nusic," Easy said.

| looked at the perforated blade. "Naw,"' | said. "I don't think it's that.
could teach you to play. That's another sort of being different than she's

| ooking for. | think."

Late that afternoon we brought the goats back. Easy invited me to eat and

got some of ny hamand we attacked Little Jon's cache of fruit. "You want to
cook?"

"Naw, " | said.

So Easy wal ked down to the corner of the power-shack and called towards the
square, "Hey, who wants to cook dinner for three hard-working gentlenen who
can supply food, entertai nnment, bright conversation- No, you cooked dinner for
me once before. Now don't push, girls! Not you either. \Wioever taught you how

to season? Uh-uh, | renenber you, Strychnine Lizzy. O K Yeah, you. Cone on."
He cane back with a cute, bald girl. I'd seen her around but she'd just cone
to the village. I'd never talked to her and I didn't know her nanme. "This is

Little Jon, Lobey, and |I'm Easy. Wat's your name agai n?"

"Call me Nativia."

No, |I'd never talked to her before. A shame that situation had gone on for
twenty-three years. Her voice didn't conme fromher larynx. | don't think she
had one. The sound began a whole |ot further down and whi spered as out froma
cave with bells.

"You can call me anything you like," | said, "as much as you want."

She | aughed, and it sounded ampong the bells. "Where's the food and let's find
a fireplace."

W found a circle of rocks down by the stream W were going to get cookery
fromthe conpound but Nativia had a large skillet of her own so all we had to
borrow were cinnanon and salt.

"Come on," Little Jon said when he cane back fromthe water's edge. "Lobey,
you gotta be entertaining. W'll converse."

"Now, hey-" Then | said to nyself "aw, so what," |lay down on ny back and began
to play nmy machete. She liked that because she kept smiling at nme as she



wor ked.

"Don't you got no children?" Easy asked.
Nativia was greasing the skillet with a lunmp of ham fat.

"One in the kage down at Live Briar. Two with a man in Ko."

"You travel a lot, yeah?" Little Jon asked.

| played a slower tune that cane far away, and she smled at me as she dunped
diced meat froma palmfrond into the pan. Fat danced on the hot netal

"I travel." The smile and the wind and the nockery in her voice were

del i ght f ul

"You should find a man who travels too,

Easy suggest ed.

He has a | ot of honey type advice for everybody. Gets on ny nerves sonetines.
Nativia shrugged. "Did once. W could never agree on what direction to go in.
It's his kid in the kage. Guy's name was Lo Angel. A beautiful man. He could
just never make up his mnd where he wanted to go. And when he did, it was
never where | wanted. No . " She pushed the browni ng neat across the
crackling bottom "I Iike good, stable, settled nmen who'll be there when | get
back. "

| began to play an old hymm-Bill Bailey Wn't You Pl ease Cone Hone. 1'd
learned it froma 45 when | was a kid. Nativia knew it too because she | aughed
in the mddle of slicing a peach

"That's me," she said. "Bill La Bailey. That's the nickname Lo Angel gave ne."
She forned the neat into a ring around the edge of the pan. The nuts and
vegetables went in nowwth a little salt water and the cover clanked on

"How far have you travel ed?" | asked, laying ny knife on ny stonach and
stretching. Overhead, behind maple | eaves, the sky was injured in the west

wi th sunset, shadowed by east and night. "I'mgoing to travel soon. | want to
know where there is to go."

She pushed the fruit on to one end of the frond. "I once went as far as the
City. And |I've even been underground to explore the source-cave."

Easy and Little Jon got very quiet.

"That's sone traveling," | said. "La Dire says | have to travel because |'m
different.”

Nativi a nodded. "That's why Lo Angel was traveling," she said, pushing back
the Iid again. Pungent steam ball ooned and di spersed. My nouth got wet. "Mbst
of the ones noving were different. He always said | was different too, but he
woul d never tell me how " She pushed the vegetables into a ring against the
meat and filled the center with cut fruit. C nnanon now over the whol e thing.
Sone of the powdered spice caught the flame that tongued the pan's rim and
spar ks bl oomed. On went the cover

"Yeah," | said. "La Dire won't tell ne either.”

Nativia | ooked surprised. "You nmean you don't know?"

| shook ny head.

"Ch, but you can-" She stopped. "La Dire is one of this town's elders, isn't
she?"

"That's right."

"Maybe she's got a reason not to tell you. | talked to her just a little while
t he other day; she's a wonan of great w sdom™

"Yeah," | said, rolling on nmy side. "Cone on, if you know, tell ne."

Nativia | ooked confused. "Well, first you tell nme. | mean what did La Dire
say?"

"She said | would have to go on a journey, to kill whatever killed Friza."
"Friza?"

"Friza was different, too." | began to tell her the story. A mnute into it,

Easy burped, pounded his chest and conpl ai ned about being hungry. He obviously
didn't like the subject. Little Jon had to get up and when he wandered off
into the bushes, Easy went after him grunting, "Call me when it's finished.

Di nner, | nean."

But Nativia listened closely and then asked sone questions about Friza's
death. When | told her about having to take a trip with Le Dorik, she nodded.



"Well, it makes a | ot nore sense now. "

"It does?"

She nodded again. "Hey, you guys, dinner's... ready?"

"Then can't you tell ne...?"

She shook her head. "You woul dn't understand. |'ve done a lot nore traveling
than you. It's just that a lot of different people have died recently, I|ike
Friza died. Two down at Live Briar. And |'ve heard of three nore in the past
year. Sonething is going to have to be done. It mght as well get started
here." She pushed the cover off the pan again: nore steam

Easy and little Jon, who had been wal ki ng back up the stream began to run.
"Elvis Presley!" Little Jon breathed. "Does that snell good! " He hunkered
down by the fire, dribbling.

Easy's adenoi ds began to rattle. Wen a cat does it, it's purring.

| wanted to ask nore, but | didn't want to annoy Easy and Little Jon; | guess
| had acted bad with them and they were pretty nice about it as long as | |et
it lie.

A frond full of ham vegetables, and spiced fruit made me stop thinking about
anyt hi ng except what wasn't in ny belly, and | learned that a good deal of ny
nmet aphysi cal nel ancholia was hunger. Al ways is.

More conversation, nore food, nore entertainment. W went to sleep right there
by the stream stretched on the ferns. Towards m dni ght when it got chilly we
rolled into a pile. About an hour before dawn | woke.

| pulled my head fromEasy's arnpit (and Nativia's bald head noved i nmedi ately
to take its place) and stood up in the star dark. Little Jon's head gl eaned at
my feet. So did ny blade. He was using it for a pillow | slipped it gently
fromunder his cheek. He snorted, scratched hinself, was still. | started back
through the trees in the direction of the kage.

Once | | ooked up at the branches, at the wires that ran fromthe power-shack
to the fence. The black |lines overhead, or the sound of the stream or nenory
took me. Hal fway, | started playing. Someone began to whistle along with ne. |
stopped. The whistle didn't.

Where is he then? In a song?

Jean Cenet/ The Screens

God said to Abraham "Kill nme a son." Abe said, "God, you nust be puttin' ne
on!"

Bob Dyl an/ H ghway 61 Revisited

Love i s something which dies and when dead it rots and becones soil for a new
love . . . Thus in reality there is no death in | ove.
Par Lager kvi st/ The Dwarf

"Le Dorik?" | said. "Dorik?"

"Hi," came a voice fromthe dark. "Lobey?"

"Lo Lobey," | said. "Were are you?"

"Just inside the kage."

"Ch. What's the snel|?"

"Whitey," Dorik said. "Easy's brother. He died. |1'mdigging a grave. You
renenber Easy's brother-"

"I remenber,” | said. "I saw himby the fence yesterday. He | ooked pretty
sick."

"That kind never last long. Cone in and help ne dig."

"The fence ..."

"It's off. Cinb over."

"I don't like to go in the kage," | said.

"You never used to mind sneaking in here when we were kids. Come on, |'ve got
to move this rock. Lend a foot."

"That was when we were kids," | said. "W did a |lot of things when we were

kids we don't have to do now It's your job. You dig."



"Friza used to cone in here and help ne, tell me all about you."

"Friza used to..." Then |I said, "Tell? "

"Well, some of us could understand her."

"Yeah," | said. "Sonme of us could."

| grabbed the wire nesh near the post but didn't start clinbing.

"Actually," Dorik said, "I was always sort of sad you never came around. W
used to have fun. I'mglad Friza didn't feel the way you did. W used to-"
"-to do a lot of things, Dorik. Yeah, | know Look, nobody ever bothered to
tell me you weren't a girl till | was fourteen, Dorik. If | hurt you, I'm
sorry."

"You did. But I'mnot. Nobody ever did get around to telling Friza | wasn't a
boy. Which I'msort of glad of. | don't think she would have taken it the sane

way you did, even so."

"She cane here a lot?"

"Al'l the time she wasn't with you."

| sprang over the wire, swung over the top, and dropped to the other side.
"Where's that damn rock you're trying to nove?"

"Here-"

"Don't touch nme," | said. "Just show ne."

"Here," Dorik repeated in the darkness.

| grabbed the edge of the stone shelved in the dirt. Roots broke, dirt

whi spered down, and | rolled the stone out. "How s the kid, by the way? "
asked.

| had to. And damm, Dorik, why were the next words the ones | was hurting with
hoping I woul dn't hear?

"Wi ch one?"

There was a shovel by the post | jamed it into the grave. Damm Le Dori k.
"Mne and Friza's," Dorik went on after a nonent, "will probably be up for
review by the doctors in another year. Needs a | ot of special training, but
she's pretty functional. Probably will never have a La, but at |east she won't
have to be in here.”

"That's not the kid I meant" The shovel clanged on another rock

"You're not asking about the one that's all mine." There were two or three

pi eces of ice in that sentence. Dorik flicked themat me, nuch on purpose.
"You mean yours and mne." As if you didn't know, you androgynous bast ard.
"He's in here for life, but he's happy. Want to go see him™"

"No." Three nore shovel sful of dirt. "Let's bury Whitey and get out of here.”
"\Where are we goi ng?"

"La Dire, she said you and ne have to take a trip together to destroy what
killed Friza."

"Ch," Dorik said. "Yes," Dorik went over to the fence, bent down. "Help ne."
W picked up the bl oated, rubbery corpse and carried it to the hole. It rolled
over the edge, thunping.

"You were supposed to wait till | came for you," Dorik said

"Yeah. But | can't wait. | want to go now "

"I'f I"'mgoing with you, you're waiting."

"\Why 2"

"Look, Lobey," Dorik said, "I'm kage-keeper and | got a kage to keep."

"I don't care if everything in that kage mldews and rots. | want to get out

and get goi ng!
"I"ve got to train a new keeper, check over the education facilities, make
sure of the food inventories and special diets, last mnute shelter

mai nt enance-"

"Damm it, Dorik, conme on."

"Lobey, |'ve got three kids in here. One's yours, one belongs to a girl you

| oved. And one's all nmine. Two of them if they' re |oved and taken care of and
given a lot of time and pati ence nmay sonmeday cone out."

"Two of them yeah?" My breath suddenly got lost in ny chest and didn't seem



to be doing any good. "But not nmine. |I'mgoing."

"Lobey!"

| stopped, straddling the fence.

"Look, Lobey, this is the real world you're living in. It's conme from
something; it's going to sonmething: it's changing. But it's got right and
wrong, a way to behave and a way not to. You never wanted to accept that, even
when you were a kid, but until you do, you won't be very happy."

"You're tal king about me when | was fourteen," | said,

"I"mtal king about you now. Friza told me a lot-"

| junped over the fence and started through the trees.

"Lobey!"

"What ?" | kept wal ki ng.

"You're scared of me."

"No. "
“I"1l show you-"

"You're pretty good at showi ng people things in the dark, aren't you? That's
how you're different, huh?" | called over ny shoul der

| crossed the stream and started up the rocks, mad as all Elvis. | didn't go

towards the nmeadow, but around towards the steeper places, slapping | eaves and
flipping twigs as | barreled through the dark. Then |I heard sonebody cone on
t hrough the shadow, whistling.

There are none here except madnen; and a few there are who know this world,
and who know that he who tries to act in the ways of others never does
anyt hi ng, because nmen never have the sane opinions. These do not know that he
who is thought wise by day will never be held crazy by night.

Ni ccol o Machiavel li/Letter to Francesco Vittori

Experience reveals to himin every object, in every event, the presence of
somet hi ng el se.
Jean-Paul Sartre/ Saint Genet, Actor and Martyr

| stopped. The sound of dry |eaves under feet, ferns by a shoul der, approached
me from behind, stopped. The hills' rimhad begun to gray.

"Lobey?"

"You changed your m nd about com ng?"

A sigh. "Yes."

"Come on, then." W started wal ki ng. "Wy?"

" Somet hi ng happened. "

Dorik didn't say what. | didn't ask

"Dorik," |I said alittle later, "I feel sonething towards you very close to
hate. It's as close to hate as what | felt for Friza was close to love."
"Neither's close enough to worry about now. You're too self-centered, Lobey. |
hope you grow up."

"And you're going to show ne how?" | asked. "In the dark?"

"I''"'m showi ng you now."

Mor ni ng, while we wal ked, |eaked up vermilion. Wth light, ny eyes grew
surprisingly heavy, stones in ny head. "You' ve been working all night," |

vol unteered. "1've only had a few hours sleep nyself. Wiy don't we |lie down
for a few hours?"
"Wait till it gets light enough so you know I'm here." Wich was an odd

answer. Dorik was a grayed sil houette beside ne now.

When there was enough red in the east and the rest of the sky was at | east
blue, | started looking for a place to fall out. | was exhausted and every
time | turned to look at the sun, the world swamwi th tears of fatigue.
"Here," Dorik said. W'd reached a small stone hollow by the cliff's base.
dropped into it, Dorik too. W lay with the bl ade between us. | renenber a
monent of gold light along the arm and back curved towards ne before | slept.



| touched the hand touching my face, held it still enough to open ny eyes
under it. Lids snapped back. "Dorik-?"

Nativia stared down at ne.

My fingers intertwined with hers, hamocked by her webs. She | ooked
frightened, and her breath through spread |ips stopped ny own. "Easy!" she
called up the slope. "Little Jon! Here he is!"

| sat up. "Where'd Dorik go...?"

Easy cane loping into sight and Little Jon ran after.

"La Dire," Easy said. "La Dire wants to see you . . . before you go. She and
Lo Hawk have to talk to you."

"Hey, did anybody see Le Dorik around here? Odd thing to run off-"

Then | saw this expression cracking through Little Jon's mniature features
like faults in black rock. "Le Dorik's dead," Little Jon said; "that's what
they wanted to tell you."

" Huh?"

"Before sunup, just inside the kage," Easy said. "He was |lying by the grave
for nmy brother, Whitey. Renmenber ny brother-"

"Yeah, yeah," | said. "I helped dig it-Before sunup? That's inpossible. The
sun was up when we went to sleep, right here."” Then | said, "Dead?"

Little Jon nodded. "Like Friza. The sane way. That's what La Dire said."

| stood up, holding my blade tight. "But that's inpossible! " Somebody saying,
Wait till it gets light enough so you'll know I'mhere. "Le Dorik was with ne
after sunrise. That's when we |lay down here to sleep.”

"You slept with Le Dorik after Le Dorik was dead?" Nativia asked, wonderingly.
Bewi | dered, | returned to the village. La Dire and Lo Hawk net nme at the
source-cave. W spoke together a bit; | watched themthinking deeply about
things | didn't understand, about ny bew | dernent.

"You're a good hunter, Lo Lobey," Lo Hawk said at last, "and though a bit
out si zed bel ow the waist, a fair specinmen of a nan. You have much danger ahead
of you; 1've taught you much. Remenber it when you wander by the rim of night
or the edge of norning." Apparently Le Dorik's death had convinced himthere
was sonething to La Dire's suppositions, though I understood neither side of
the argument nor the bridge between. They didn't enlighten me. "Use what |
have taught you to get where you are going," Lo Hawk went on, "to survive your
stay, and make your way back."

"You are different." This is what La Dire said. "You have seen it is dangerous
to be so. It is also very inportant. | have tried to instruct you in a view of
the world | arge enough to enconpass the deeds you will do as well as their
significance. You have | earned nmuch, Lo Lobey. Use what | have taught you
too."

Wth no idea where | was going, | turned and staggered away, still dazed by
Dori k's death before sunrise. Apparently the Bloi triplets had been up al
night fishing for blind-crabs in the nouth of the source-cave stream They'd
cone back while it was still dark, sw nging their hand-beans and joking as
they wal ked up fromthe river- Dorik behind the wire in a net of shadow,
circled with their lights, face down at the grave's edge! It nust have been
just noments after | first left.

| wheel ed through the branmbl es, headi ng towards the noon, w th one thought
clearing, as figures on a stream bed cl ear when you brush back the bubbles a
monent: if Le Dorik, dead, had walked with me a while ("I'm showi ng you now,
Lobey. "), wal ked t hrough dawn and gorse, curled on a stone under new sunlight,
then Friza too could travel with nme. If | could find what killed those of us
who were different, but whose difference gave us a reality beyond dyi ng-

A sl ow song now on ny blade to nmourn Dorik; and the beat of my feet on earth
in journey. After a few hours of such mourning, the heat had polished nme with
sweat as in sonme funeral dance

Whi |l e day | eaned over the hills | passed the first red flowers, blossons big
as ny face, like blood bubbles nested



in thorns, often resting on the bare rock. No good to stop here. Carnivorous.
| squatted on a broken seat of granite in the yellowi ng afternoon. A snail the
size of nmy curled forefinger doffed his eyes at a puddle big as ny palm Half
an hour later, clinbing down a canyon wall when yell ow had di ed under violet |

saw a tear in the rock: another opening into the source-cave. | decided on
nighting it there, and ducked in.
Still snells of humans and death. Wich is good. Dangerous animals avoid it. |

stal ked inside, padding on all fours. Loose earth becane nobss, becane cenent
underfoot. Qutside, night, sonic |lace of crickets and whining wasps | woul d

not make on ny knife, was well into black devel opnment.

Soon | touched a netal track, turned, and followed it with nmy hands . . . over
a place where dirt had fallen, across a scattering of twi gs and | eaves, then
down a long slope. | was about to stop, roll against the cave wall where it
was drier, and sleep, when the track split.

| stood up.

When | shrilled on ny blade, a long echo came fromthe right: endl ess passage
there. But only a stubby resonance fromthe left: sone sort of chamber. |
wal ked left. My hip brushed a door janb.

Then a room gl owed suddenly before me. The sensor circuits were stil

sensitive. Gilled walls, blue glass desk, brass light fixtures, cabinets, and
a television screen set in the wall. Squinting in the new light | wal ked over.
When they still work, the colors are nice to watch: they nake patterns and the
patterns make nmusic in nme. Several people who had gone exploring the
source-cave had told nme about them (night fire and freakishly interested
children knotted around the flane and the adventurer) and |I'd gone to see one

in a well explored armtwo years back. Which is how | |earned about the nusic.
Color television is certainly a lot nore fun than this terribly risky genetic
nmet hod of reproduction we've taken over. Ah well. It's a lovely world.

| sat on the desk and tried knobs till one clicked. The screen grayed at ne,
flickered, streamed with col ors.

There was static, so | found the volunme knob and turned it down ... so | could
hear the nmusic in colors. Just as | raised ny blade to ny nouth, sonething
happened.

Laught er.

First | thought it was nmelody. But it was a voice |laughing. And on the screen
in chaotic shimerings, a face. It wasn't a picture of a face. It was as if |
was just | ooking at the particular dots of nelody-hue that forned the face,
ignoring the rest. | would have seen those features on any visual riot:
Friza's face.

The voi ce was soneone el se's.

Friza dissolved. Another face replaced hers: Dorik's. The strange | aughter
agai n. Suddenly there was Friza on one side of the screen, and Dorik on the
other. Centered: the boy who was | aughing at nme. The picture cleared, filled,
and | lost the rest of the room Behind him crunbled streets, beans jutting
fromthe wecks of walls, weeds withing; and all it with flickering green
the sun white on the reticulated sky. On a | anp-post behi nd hi m perched a
creature with fins and white gills, scraping one red foot on the rust. On the
curb was a hydrant laced with |light and verdigris.

The boy, a redhead-redder than the Blois, redder than blood gutted

bl ossonms- 1 aughed with downcast eyes. Hi s |lashes were gold. Transparent skin

caught up the green and fluoresced with it; but | knew that under normal |ight
he woul d have been as pale as Witey dying.

"Lobey," in the laughter, and his |Iips uncurtained snall teeth-nmany too many
of them Like the shark's nouth, maybe, 1'd seen in La Dire's book, rank on
rank of ivory needles. "Lobey, how you gonna find me, huh?"

"What. . .?" and expected the illusion to end with ny voice.

But sonmewhere that naked, |aughing boy still stood with one foot in the gutter

filled with waving weeds. Only Friza and Dori k were gone.
"Where are you?"



He | ooked up and his eyes had no whites, only glittering gold and brown. 1'd
seen a few like that before, eyes. Unnerving, still, to |look at a dog's eyes
in a human face. "My nother called me Bonny Wlliam Now they all call me Kid
Death." He sat on the curb, hanging his hands over his knees. "You're gonna
find me, Lobey, kill me like | killed Friza and Dori k?"

"You? You, Lo Bonny WIIliam"

"Not Lo. Kid Death. Not Lo Kid."

"You killed then? But... why?" Despair unvoiced my words to whispers.
"Because they were different. And | amnore different than any of you. You

scare ne, and when |I'm frightened" -Ilaughing again-"1 kill." He blinked.
"You're not |ooking for me, you know. |I'm | ooking for you."

"What do you nean?"

He shook shocked crinmson fromhis white brow "I'mbringing you down here to

me. If | didn't want you, you'd

never find me. Because | do want you, there's no way you can avoid ne. | can
see through the eyes of anyone on this world, on any world where our ancestors
have ever been: so | know a | ot about many things |'ve never touched or
snel l ed. You've started out not knowi ng where | am and runni ng towards ne.
You'll end, Lo Lobey"-he raised his head-"fleeing ny green home, scrabbling on
the sand like a blind goat trying to keep footing at a chi mey edge-"

"-how do you know about -"

"-you'll fall and break your neck." He shook a finger at me, clawed |ike
Little Jon's. "Cone to nme, Lo Lobey."
"I'f I find you, will you give me back Friza?"

"I"ve already given you back Le Dorik for alittle while."
"Can you give me back Friza?"

"Everything I kill | keep. In my own private kage." H s npoist |laughter. Water
in a cold pipe, | think

"Kid Death?"

"What ?"

"Where are you?"

The sound snagged on ivory needl es.

"Where are you from Kid Death? Were are you goi ng?"

The long fingers raveled like linen rope snaring gold coins. He pushed weeds

away fromthe gutter grill with his foot. "I broiled away chil dhood in the
sands of an equatorial desert kage with no keeper to |love me. Like you, lively
in your jungle, | was haunted by the nenories of those who honed under this

sun before our parents' parents came, took on these bodies, |oves and fears.
Most of those around me in the kage died of thirst. At first | saved some of
my fellows, bringing water to themthe way Friza threw

the stone-oh yes, | saw that too. | did that for a while. Then for a while
killed whoever was put in the kage with ne, and took the water directly from
their bodies. | would go to the fence and stare across the dunes to the pal nms
at the oasis where our tribe worked. | never thought to | eave the kage, back
t hen, because like mrages on the glistering | saw through all the worlds
eyes-1 saw what you and Friza and Dorik saw, as | see what goes all over this

arm of the gal axy. Wien what | saw frightened nme, | closed the eyes seeing.
That's what happened to Friza and Dorik. When | amstill curious about what's
goi ng on through those eyes, nmore curious than frightened, | open them again.
That's what happened with Dorik."

"You're strong," | said.

"That's where | conme from the desert, where death shifts in the gritty bones
of the Earth. And now? | am going further and further into the sea." Raising
his eyes now, his red hair floated back in the shivering green

"Kid Death," | called again; he was nmuch further away. "Wy were you in the
kage? You | ook nore functional than half the Lo and La of ny village."

Kid Death turned his head and | ooked at ne fromthe corner of his eyes. He
nocked. "Functional ? To be born on a desert, a white-skinned redhead with



gills?

The spreadi ng, drinking mniature mouth of the shark washed away. | blinked.
couldn't think of anything else so | took papers out of the filing cabinet,
spread them under the desk and lay down, tired and bewi | dered.

| remenber | picked up one page and spelled nmy way through a paragraph. La
Dire had taught ne enough to read record | abels, when for a while | had
foraged about the village archives:

Evacuat e upper levels with all due haste. Alarmsystemw || indicate radiation
at standard | evel s. Deeper detection devices are |ocated..
Most of the words were beyond ne. | halved the paper with toes and quartered

it with fingers, let the pieces fall on ny stomach before | picked up ny
machete to play nyself to sleep

What, then, is noble abstraction? It is taking first the essential elenents of
the thing to be represented, then the rest in the order of inportance (so that
wher ever we pause we shall always have obtained nore than we | eave behind) and
usi ng any expedi ent to inpress what we want upon the m nd wi thout caring about
the nere literal accuracy of such expedient.

John Ruski n/ The Stones of Venice

A poemis a machine for maki ng choi ces.
John Ci ardi/How Does a Poem Mean

Hours after-1 figure it could have been two, it could have been twel ve-|
rolled fromunder the desk and came up grunting, yawning, scratching. Wen
stepped into the hall the Iight faded.

| didn't go back the way |1'd come but headed forward again. There are |ots of
br eakt hroughs into the upper levels. | go till | see norning and clinmb out.
About half an hour later | see a three foot stretch of it (norning) in the
ceiling, behind black |eaves, and leap for it. Good junping power in those
hans.

| scranmbl ed out on crunbling ground and tame branbles, tripped on a vine, but
all in all did pretty well. Wiich is to avoid saying "on the whole." Qutside
was cool, msty. Fifty yards by, the |l apping edge of a | ake flashed. | wal ked
through the tangle to the clear beach. Chunked rock becane gravel, becane
sand. It was a big | ake. Down one arm of the beach things faded into reeds and
swanp and things. Across, there was a gorse covered plain. | had no idea where
| was. But | didn't want to be in a swanp, so | wal ked up the ot her way.
Thrash, thrash, snap!

| stopped.

Thrash! Just inside the jungle sonething churned and fought. The fighting was
at the point where one opponent was near exhausted: activity cane in nonentary
spurts. (Hi ssssss!) Curiosity, hunger, devilnent sent nme forward with high
machete. | crept up a slope of rock, |ooked over into a gl ade.

Attacked by flowers, a dragon was dying. The bl ossons jewel ed his scales,
thorns tangled his legs. As | watched, he tried again to tear themoff wth
his teeth, but they scurried back, raking briars across his hide, or whipped
them at his runny, yellow eyes.

The lizard (twice as big as Easy and man-branded on his |eft hinder haunch
with a crusty cross) was trying to protect the external gill/lung arrangenent
that fluttered along his neck. The plants had nearly inmmbilized him but when
a bl oom advanced to tear away his breath, he scraped and flailed with one free
claw. He'd maul ed a good many of the blossons and their petals scattered the
torn earth.

The cross told me he wouldn't hurt me (even crazed, the lizard once used to
man becones pathetic, seldomharnful) so | junped down fromthe rock

A bl ossom creeping to attack enptied an air-bladder inches fromny foot,
"Sssssss..." in surprise.



| hacked it, and nervous ooze (nervous in the sense that its nerves are
conposed of the stuff) belched greenly to the ground. Thorns flailed nmy |egs.
But | told you about the skin down there. | just have to watch out for ny
belly and the palnms of ny hands; feet are fine. Wth ny foot |I seized a
creeper fromthe lizard' s shoulder and pulled it out far enough-stained teeth
go clik-clik-clik popping fromthe dragon's skin where they had been

gnawi ng-to get ny bl ade under, twist... and... ripl!

Nerve dribbled the dragon's hide.

Those fl owers comuni cate sonehow (differently perhaps) and strove for nme, one
suddenly rising on its tendrils and | eaping, "Sssssss..." | tw ddled nmy bl ade
inits brain.

| shouted encouragenent to the dragon, threw a brave grin. He npaned
reptilianly. Lo Hawk should see ne do proud his skill

H s mane brushed my arm his teeth crunched a flower while tendrils curled
fromthe corners of his mouth. He chewed a while, decided he didn't like it,
spat thorns. | pried off two nore: his foot cane free.

"Sssssss..." | looked to the right.

Whi ch was a nistake because it was comng fromthe left.

M stakes like that are a drag. Long and prickly wapped ny ankle and tried to
jerk me off nmy feet. Fortunately you just can't do that. So then it sank lots

of teeth into ny calf and comenced chewing. | whirled and snatched white
petals (this one an al bino) which came away gently in my hand. Crunch. Crunch
still on ny calf. My sword hand was up. | brought it down but it got caught in

a net of branbles. Sonmething scratched the back of my neck. Which ain't so

t ough.

Neither is (come to think): the small of ny back, under ny chin, between ny
l egs, arnpits, behind my ears-1 was quickly cataloging all the tender places
now. Damm fl owers nove just slow enough to give you tinme to think

Then somet hing | ong and hot sang by ny shins. Petals snapped into the air. The
pl ant stopped chew ng and burped nervously down ny ankl e.

Pi nnnnng near ny hand, and ny hand pulled free. | staggered, hacked another
briar away. A bloated rose slithered down the dragon's |leg and craw ed for
cover. They comuni cate, yes, and the communication was fear and retreat. The
musi ¢, though! Lord, the nusic!

| whirled to | ook up on the rock

Morni ng had got far enough along to rouge the sky behind him He flicked a
final encumbering flower fromthe beast, "Sssssss . . . blop!" and coiled his
whip. | rubbed ny calf. The dragon nmoaned, off key.

"Yours?" | thunmbed over my shoul der at the beast.

"Was." He breathed deeply and the flat, bony chest sagged with his breathing,
the ribs opening and closing like blinds. "If you cone with us, he's yours-to
ride, anyway. If you don't, he's mne again."

The dragon rubbed his gills ingenuously against my hip.

"Can you handl e a dragon whi p?" the stranger asked ne.

| shrugged. "The only tine | ever even saw one of these before was when sone
herders got off their trail six years ago." W'd all clinbed up Beryl-Face and
wat ched themdrive the herd of lizards back through G een-glass Pass. Wen Lo
Hawk went to talk to them | went with him which is where | found out about
brandi ng and the gentle nonsters.

The stranger grinned. "Well, its gone and happened again. | judge we're about
twenty-five kilometers off. You want a job and a lizard to ride?"

| | ooked at the broken flowers. "Yeah."

"Well, there's your nount, and your job is to get himup here and back with
the herd, first."

"Ch." (Now, |emme see; | renenber the herders perched behind the |unps of the
beasts' shoulders with their feet sort of tucked into the scaly arnmpits. My
feet? And holding on to the two white whisker type things that grew back from
the gills: Gee ... Haw? G ddi ap!)



We floundered in the nud about fifteen mnutes with instructions shouted down,
and | learned cuss words | hadn't ever heard fromthat guy. Towards the end we
were both sort of |aughing. The dragon was up and on the beach now, and he had
quite unintentionally thrown ne into the water-again.

"Hey, you think I'mgoing to really learn howto ride that thing?"

Wth one hand he was hel ping me up, with the other he was hol di ng ny nmount by
t he whi skers, with another he was recoiling his whip, and with the fourth he
just scratched his woolly head. "Don't give up. | didn't do too nmuch better
when | started. Up you go."

Up | went, and stayed on this tine for a staggering run up and down the
water's edge. | nean it | ooks graceful enough fromthe ground. It feels like
staggering. On stilts.

"You're getting the hang of it."

"Thanks," | said. "Say, where is the herd; and who are you!"

He stood ankle deep in the | ake's |apping. Mrning was bright enough now to
gem hi s chest and shoul ders with drops fromny splashing. He smiled and w ped
his face. "Spider," he said. "And | didn't catch your nane ...?"

"Lo Lobey." | rocked happily behind the scaly hunp.

"Don't say Lo to nobody herding," said Spider. "No need for it."

"Wul dn't even have thought of it if it weren't for ny village ways," | said.
"Herd's of f that way." He swung up behind ne on the dragon

Anmber haired, four handed, and slightly hunp-backed, Spider was seven feet of
bone slipped into six feet of skin. Tightly. Al tied in with [ ong, narrow
muscl es. He was burned red, and the red burned brown but still glow ng

t hrough. And he laughed like dry | eaves crushed inside his chest. W circled
the I ake silently. And, oh man, the nusic!

The herd, maybe two hundred and fifty dragons noani ng about (I was to learn
that this was a happy sound), mlled in a dell beyond the |ake. Youth had
romanticized the herders in nmy menory. They were notley. | see why you don't
go around Lo-ing and La-ing and Le-ing herders. Two of them| still don't see
how t hey managed to stay on their dragons. But | cane on friendly.

One kid with a real mnd: you could tell by the way his green eye glittered at
you, as well as his whip skill, and the sure way he handl ed dragons. Only he
was mute. WAs it this that upset nme and made nme think of Friza? You have a job
to do....

There was anot her guy who woul d have made Wiitey look like a total norm He
had some gl andul ar busi ness that made himsnell bad too. And he wanted to tel
me his life story (no nmotor control of the mouth so he sort of splattered when
he got excited).

I wish Green-eye could have tal ked instead of Stinky.

| wanted to | earn where he'd been, what he'd seen-he knew some good songs.
Dragons get lost at night. So you round themup in the nmorning. |1'd been
rounded up along with the stray animals. At breakfast | gathered from Stinky
that | was a replacenent for sonmebody who had cone to a bad, sad, and nmessy
end the previous afternoon

"Oddest people survive out here," Spider nused. "Oddest ones don't. She | ooked
a lot more '"normal' than you. But she ain't here now Just goes to show you."
Green-eye blinked at me fromunder all his black hair, caught me watching him
and went back to splicing his whip.

"When are those dragon eggs gonna finish baking?" Knife asked, pawi ng at the
fireplace stones with gray hands.

Spi der kicked at himand the herder scuttled away. "Wait till we all eat." But
in a few mnutes he crawl ed back and was rubbing agai nst the stones. "Warm™"
he muttered apol ogetically, when Spider started to kick himagain, "I like it
warm "

"Just keep off the food."

"Where do you take these to?" | indicated the herd. "Were do you bring them

fron"



"They breed in the Hot Swanp, about two hundred kil ometers west of here. W
drive them down this way, across the Geat City and on to Branning-at-sea.
There the sterile ones are slaughtered; the eggs are removed fromthe females,
i nsem nated, then we bring the eggs back and plant themin the swanp."
"Branni ng- at-sea?" | asked. "Wat do they do with themthere?"

"Eat nmost. Use others for work. It's quite a fantastic

pl ace for someone born in the woods, | would imagine. |I've been back and forth
so many times it's like home. |'ve got a house and a wife and three kids
there, and another famly back in the Swanp."

W ate eggs, fried lizard fat, and thick cereal, hot and filling, with plenty

of salt and chopped peppers. Wen | finished | began to play ny bl ade.
That rnusi c!
It was a whole |lot of tunes at once, many the sane, but starting at different

times. | had to pick one strand out and play it. Afewnotes into it, |I saw
Spi der staring at me, surprised. "Were did you hear that?" he asked.
"Just rmade it up, | guess."

"Don't be silly."

"I't was just running around ny head. All confused, though."

"Play it again."

| did. This tinme Spider began to whistle one of the other mnelodies that went
along with it so that they glittered and junped agai nst each ot her

When we finished he said, "You' re different, aren't you?"

"So |I've been told," | said. "Say, what's the name of that song anyway? It's
not |ike nost of the nusic I know. "

"It's the 'Kodaly's Sonata for Unacconpanied Cello.""

Morni ng wi nd shook the gorse. "The what?" | asked. Behind us dragons noaned.
"You got it out of nmy head?" Spider said questioningly. "You couldn't have
heard it before unless | was going around hummi ng. And | can't hum a crescendo
of triple stops.”

"I got it fromyou?"

"That music's been going through my mnd for weeks.

Heard it at a concert |ast sumer at Branning-at-sea, the night before | left
to take the eggs back to the swanp. Then | discovered an LP of the piece in
the nusic section of the ruins of the ancient library at Haifa."

"I learned it fromyou?" and suddenly all sorts of things cleared up, |ike how
La Dire knew | was different, |ike how Nativia could tell | was different when
| started playing Bill Bailey "Music," | said. "So that's where | get ny mnusic
from" | put the blade's tip on the ground and | eaned on it.

Spi der shrugged.

"I don't think I get all of it fromother people,” | said, frowning.

"Different?" | ran ny thumb al ong the bl ade's edge and ski pped ny toes over
the hol es.
"I"'mdifferent too,’
" How?"

"Like this." He closed his eyes and all his shoul ders knotted.

My machete jerked fromny hand, pulled fromthe ground, and spun in the air.
Then it fell point first to quiver in the shank of a | og near the fire. Spider
opened his eyes and took a breath.

My nouth was open. So | closed it.

Everybody el se thought it was very funny.

"And with animals,"” Spider said.

" How?"

"The dragons. To a certain point | can keep themcalm keep themnore or |ess
toget her, and steer dangerous creatures away from us."

"Friza," | said. "You're like Friza."

"Who's Friza?"

| 1 ooked down at my knife. The mel ody which | had nourned her with was mine
"Nobody, " | said, "anynore."

Spi der sai d.



That nel ody was mine! Then | asked, "Have you ever heard of Kid Death?"

Spi der put down his food, brought all his hands in front of him and tilted
his head. H s long nostrils flared till they were round. | | ooked away from
his fear. But the others were watching me so | had to | ook back

"What about Kid Death?" Spider asked.

"I want to find himand-" | flung ny blade in the air and twirled it as Spider
had, but ny hand propelled. | seized it fromits fall with ny foot. "-Well, |
want to find him Tell me about him"

They laughed. It started in Spider's nmouth, then was conming all sloppy from
Stinky, a low hiss fromKnife, grunts and cackles fromthe others, ending in
Green-eye's green eye, a light that went out as he | ooked away. "You're going
to have a hard tine," Spider said finally, "but"-he rose fromthe fire-"you're
headed in the right direction.”

"Tell me about him™" | said again.

"There's a time to talk about the inpossible, but it's not when there's work
to do." He got up, reached into a canvas sack and tossed ne a whip.

| caught it nid-Iength.

"Put your ax away," Spider said. "This sings when it flies.'
over ny head.

Everyone went to his nmount, and Spider reeled a bridle and stirrups fromthe
gear sack that fitted those hunps and scal es neatly, buckling around the

H's lash |lisped

forelegs; | see why he'd nade ne get the feel of things bareback. The
sem -saddl e and | eg-straps make dragon ridi ng al nost nice.
"Head them on through that way," he yelled, and | inmtated the herders around

me as they began the drive.
Dragons swarned in sunlight.

O | ed whi ps snapped and glistened over the scales, and the whole world got
caught up in the rhythm c rocking of the beast between ny |egs, trees and
hills and gorse and boul ders and branbles all taking up the tune and novenent
as a cromd will begin clapping and stonping to a beat; the jungle, ny

audi ence, appl auded the beat of surging |izards.

Mbani ng. Wi ch nmeant they were happy.

H ssing sonetines. Which neant watch it.

Grunting and cussing and shouting. Wich meant the herders were happy too.

| learned an incredible amunt of things that norning, |unging back and forth
between the creatures: five or six of themwere the | eaders and the rest

foll owed. Keep the |leaders going in the right direction and you had no
problem Dragons tend to go right. You get nore response if you slap them on
the back haunches. | later |earned, nerve clusters there control their
rear-end transm ssions that're bigger than the brain.

One of the | ead dragons kept on wanting to go back and bot her an overwei ght
femal e (ovarian tunor that kept her |oaded down with steril e eggs, Spider
explained to me) and it was all we could do to keep themapart. | spent a | ot
of time (imtating Green-eye) scouting the edge of the herd to worry the
creatures back together who kept getting curious about things in irrel evant
directions.

| began to | earn what | was doi ng when about twenty dragons got stuck in a

m nt bog (a slushy qui cksand bog covered with huge bushes of windy mnt, right?
M nt bog). Spider, by hinself drove the rest of the herd around in a circle,

t hree whi ps popping, while the other five of us

went sl oshing back and forth through the nmint to drive the dragons out before
t hey got stuck.

"There shouldn't be too many nore of those,"” Spider shouted when we were
charging along again. "W'll be crossing the City in alittle while if we're
not too far off course. |1've been sw nging us westward."

My arm was sore.

Once | got twenty seconds of calmriding tinme beside Geen-eye: "lIsn't this a



pretty stupid way to waste your life, fellow?"

He grinned.

Then two very friendly dragons cane gal unphi ng and noani ng between us. Sweat
slopped into ny eyes and ny arnpits felt oiled. The harness nade it a little
easier on ny inner thighs; they got raw slow 'stead of quick. | could hardly
see and was playing it nmore by ear than eye when Spider called, "Back on
course! City up ahead!"

| 1 ooked up but fresh sweat flooded nmy eyes and the heat nade everything
waver. | drove dragons. The gorse | essened, and we started down.

Earth crunmbl ed under their claws. Wth no vegetation to blunt the tenperature,
the sun stuck gold needles in the backs of our necks. Reflected heat fromthe
ground. At |ast, sand.

The dragons had to slow. Spider paused beside ne to thunb sweat from his eyes.
"We usually take McC ellan Avenue," he told ne as he | ooked across the dunes.
"But | think we're closer to Main Street. This hits MClellan a few mles out.
We'|l stop at the intersection and rest until nightfall." The dragons hissed
out across the city sands. Swanp creatures, they were not used to this
dry-ness. As we plowed the ancient place, silent and furious

wi th hundreds of beasts, | remenber crossing a nonent of untimed horror, when
t hrough void buff | imagined myself surrounded of a sudden, crowded by
mllions, straited by walls, sooty, fuming, roaring with the dread, dead old

race of the planet.

| flailed nmy whip and beat away the notion. The sun ground its light into the
sand.

Two dragons began to annoy each other and | flicked them apart. They snatched
at nmy lash indignantly, missed. My breath filed my throat. Yet, as the two
noved away, | realized | was grinning. Alone, we toiled through the day,
content and terrified.

Sli pped fromthe night waters of the Adriatic and now we skirt down the strait
towards Piraeus. At the horizon right and | eft nonstrously beautiful nountains
gnaw the sky. The ship is easy on the norning. The speakers give up French
Engli sh, and Greek pop nmusic. Sun silvers the hosed deck, burns over the
snokest ack. Bought deck passage; big and bold | ast night | wal ked into a cabin
and sl ept beautifully. Back outside this norning I wonder what effect G eece
wi |l have on TEl. The central subject of the book is nmyth. This nusic is so
appropriate for the world I float on. | was aware how well it fitted the
capsul ated life of New York. Its torn harnonies are even nore congruent wth
the rest of the world. How can | take Lobey into the center of this bright
chaos propelling these sounds? Drank |late with the Greek sailors |ast night;
in bad Italian and worse Greek we tal ked about nyths. Taiki |earned the story
of Orpheus not from school or reading but fromhis aunt in El eusis. Were,
shall | go to learn it? The sailors ny age wanted to hear pop English and
French rmusic on the portable radio. The ol der ones wanted to hear the
traditional G eek songs. "Denpbtic songs!" exclainmed Demo, "All the young nen
in the words want to die as soon as possi bl e because | ove has treated them
badl y!"

"Not so with O pheus,"” Taiki said, alittle nysteriously, a little high.

Did O pheus want to live after he |ost Eurydice the second tinme? He had a very
nodern choi ce to make when he decided to | ook back. What is its nusica
essence?
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| drive fine dragons for a fine dragon lord, a lord of fine dragons and his
dragon hor de.

Green-eye sang that silently as we dropped fromour nounts. For the first tine
inm life |l caught words as well as nelody. It surprised ne and | turned to
stare. But he was | oosening the harness on his beast.



The sky was blue glass. West, clouds snudged the evening with dirty yell ow
The dragons threw | ong shadows on the sand. Coals glowed in the makeshift
fireplace. Batt was cooking already.

"McCellan and Main," Spider said. "Here we are.”

"How can you tell? " | asked.

"lI've been here before.”

" Ch.

The dragons had nore or |ess decided we were really stopping. Many |ay down.
My nount (whom | had inadvertently named sonething unprintable; a day's
repetition had stabilized the nmoni cker. Therefore we nust call him M/ Mbount)
nuzzl ed ny neck affectionately, nearly knocked me down, then dropped his chin
to the sand, folded his forelegs, and let his hinder parts fall where they

m ght. That's how dragons do it. Sit down | nean.

Ten steps and | didn't think | would walk again. | tied nmy whip around ny

wai st, went as close to the food as | could w thout stepping on anybody, and
sat. The exhausted nuscles of ny | egs sagged |i ke water bags. Supplies and
equi prent were piled to one side. Spider lay down on top of themw th one hand
hangi ng down over the edge. | stared at his hand across the fire: because it
was in front of ne, that's all. And | learned a few things about Spider

It was large, hung froma knobbly wist. -The skin between thunb and
forefinger was cracked Iike stone, and the ridges of his knuckles were filled
wi th sweat danpened dirt. A bar of callous banded the front of his pal mbefore
t he abruptness of his fingers-that was all hard dragon work. But also, on the
m ddl e finger at the first knuckle was a callous facing the forefinger. That
cones fromholding a witing tool. La Dire has such a callous and | asked her
about it once. Third, on the tips of his fingers (but not his thunb. It was a
| eft hand) there were smooth shiny spots: those you get from playing a
stringed instrument, guitar, violin, maybe cello? Sonetimes when | play with
other people | notice them So Spider herds dragons. And he wites. And he

pl ays nusic. ..

While | sat there, it occurred to me how hard breat hi ng was.

| began to think about trees.

I had a nonmentary nightrmare that Batt was going to give us something as
difficult to eat as hardshell crabs and steaned artichokes.

| leaned on G een-eye's shoul der and sl ept.

I think he slept too.

| woke when Batt lifted the cover fromthe stew pot. The odor pried nmy nouth

open, reached down ny throat, took hold of ny stomach and tw sted. | wasn't
sure if it was pleasurable or painful. | just sat, working ny jaws, ny throat
aching. | leaned forward over ny knees and cl utched sand.

Batt | adl ed stew i nto pans, stopping now and then to shake hair out of his
eyes. | wondered how much hair was in the stew | didn't care, mnd you. Just

curious. He passed the steanming tins and | rested mine in the hollow of ny
crossed |l egs. A charred | oaf of bread came around. Knife broke open a piece
and the fluffy innards popped through a gold streak on the crust. \Wen I

twi sted some off, | realized the fatigue in ny arns and shoul ders and al nost
started laughing. | was too tired to eat, too hungry to sleep. Wth the

par adox both sl eeping and eating |left the category of pleasure, where 1'd

al ways put them and became duties on this crazy job I'd somehow got into.
sopped gravy on ny bread, put it into ny nouth, bit, and trenbled.

| shoved down half ny neal before | realized it was too hot. Hungry like | was
hungry, hungry beyond need -it's frightening to be that hungry.

Green-eye was shoving something into his mouth with his thunb.

That was the only other human thing I was aware of during the neal till Stinky
spluttered, "G nmre sone nore! "

When | got ny seconds, | nanaged to sl ow down enough to | ook around. You can
tell about people fromthe way they eat. | renmenber the dinner Nativia had
cooked us. Oh, eating were sonething el se back then-a day ago, two days?

"You know, " Batt grunted, watching his food go, "you got dessert com ng."
"Where?" Knife asked, finishing his second hel ping and reachi ng out of the



dar kness for the bread.

"You have sone nore food-food first," Batt said, " 'cause |I'mdamed if you're
gonna eat up my dessert that fast." He | eaned over, sw ped Knife's pan from
him filled it, and those gray hands closed on the tin edge and withdrew into
t he shadow agai n. The sound of dogged chewi ng.

Spider, silent till now, |ooked with blinking silver eyes. "Good stew, cook."
Batt | eered.

Spi der who herds dragons; Spider who wites; Spider who has the multiplicated
musi ¢ of Kodaly in his head- good man to receive a conplinment from

| looked from Spider to Batt and back. | w shed I had said Good stew because
it was, and because saying it made Batt grin like that. Wat | did cone out
with, the words distorted by that incredible lash of hunger, was: "Wat's
dessert ?"

| guess Spider was a bigger person than ne. Like | say, that sort of hunger is
scary.

Batt took a ceram c dish out of the fire with rags. "Bl ackberry dunplings.
Knife, reach nme the rum sauce."

| heard G een-eye's breath change tempo. My nmouth got wet all over again. |
wat ched- exam ned Batt spooning dunplings and berry filling on to the pans.
"Knife, get your fingers out!"

" just wanted to taste." But the gray hand retreated. Through the dusk
firelight caught on a tongue sliding along a Iip.

Batt handed hima plate.

Spi der was served last. W waited for himto begin, though, now that the
bottom of the pit was |ined.

"Night . . . sand . . . and dragons," Stinky muttered. "Yeah." \WWich was very
apt .

| had just taken my bl ade out to play when Spider said, "You were aski ng about
Kid Death this norning."

"That's right." | lay the blade in ny lap. "You had something to say about

hi n?" The ot hers qui et ed.

"I did the Kid a favor, once," Spider mnused.

"When he was in the desert?" | asked, wondering what sort of person you woul d
have to be to be different and doing Kid Death favors.

"When he had just cone out of the desert,” Spider said. "He was holed up in a

town. "

"What's a town? " | asked.

"You know what a village is?"

"Yeah. | canme fromone."

"And you know what a city is." He notioned around at the sand. "Well a village
grows bigger and bigger till it becones a town; then the town grows bi gger and
bigger till it becomes a city. But this was a ghost town. That nmeans it was

froma very old tinme, fromthe old people of the planet. It had stopped

growi ng. The buildings had all broken open, sewers caved in, dead |eaves fled
up the streets, around the stubs of street-lanp bases; an abandoned power
station, rats, snakes, departnment stores-these are the things that are in a
town. Also the lowest, dirtiest outcasts of a dozen species who are vicious
wi th a viciousness beyond what intelligence can conceive. Because if there
were a brain behind it, they would all be luxuriant, decadent |ords of evil
over the whole world instead of wallowing in the junk heap of a ghost town.
They are creatures you wouldn't put in a kage."

"What did you do for hinP " | asked.

"I killed his father."

I frowned.

Spi der picked at a tooth. "He was a detestable, three-eyed, three hundred
pound worm | know he'd nurdered at |east forty-six people. He tried to kil

me three times while | was bunm ng through the town. Once with poison, once



with a wench, once with a grenade. Each tine he nissed and got sonebody el se.
He'd fathered a couple of dozen, but still a good nunber |ess than he'd
killed. Once, when | was on fair ternms with him he gave nme one of his
daughters. Butchered and dressed her hinself. Fresh neat is scarce in town. He
simply didn't count on one of his various kaged of fspring whom he'd abandoned
a thousand nmiles away following himup fromthe desert. Nor did he count on
that child' s being a crimnal genius, psychotic, and a totally different
creature. The Kid and | met up in town there where his father was |iving high
as one could live in that dung pile. The Kid nust have been about ten years

ol d.

"I was sitting in a bar, listening to characters brag and boast, while a
wrestling match was going in the corner. The |oser would be dinner. Then this
skinny carrottop wanders in and sits down on a pile of rags. He stared down
nost of the time so that you | ooked at those eyes of his through finer veils
of gold. Hi s skin was soap white. He watched the fight, listened to the
braggi ng, and once made a design in the dirt with his toe. Wen the tal k got
boring, he scratched his el bow and made faces. Wen the stories got wild and
fascinating, he froze, his fingers tied together, and head down. He |istens

i ke soneone blind. When the stories were through, he wal ked out. Then someone
whi spered, That was Kid Death! and everybody got quiet. He already had quite a
reputation.”

Green-eye had noved a little closer to ne. There was a chill over the City.
"Alittle later while | was taking a wal k outside,” Spider went on, "I saw him
swiming in the | ake of the Town ParKk.

Hey, Spider-man, he called ne fromthe water

| wal ked over and squatted by the pool's edge, H, kid.

You gotta kill ny old man for nme. He reached fromthe | ake and grabbed ny
ankle. | tried to pull away. The Kid | eaned back till his face was under

wat er, and bubbl ed, You gotta do me this little favor, Spider. You have to.

A leaf stuck to his arm If you say so, Kid.

He stood up in the water now, hair |ank down his face, scrawny, white, and
wet. | say so.

Mnd if I ask why? | pushed the hair off his forehead. | wanted to see if he
was real: cold fingers on ny ankle; wet hair under ny hand.

He smiled, ingenuous as a corpse. | don't nmind. Hs |ips, nipples, the
cuticles over his claws were shriveled. There's a whole |ot of hate left on
this world, Spiderman. The stronger you are, the nore receptive you are to the
menories that haunt these nountains, these rivers, seas and jungles. And |I'm
strong! Ch, we're not human, Spider. Life and death, the real and the
irrational aren't the sane as they were for the poor race who willed us this
worl d. They tell us young people, they even told nme, that before our parents’
parents cane here, we were not concerned with love, life, matter and notion
But we have taken a new home, and we have to exhaust the past before we can
finish with the present. W have to live out the human if we are to nove on to
our own future. The past terrifies me. That's why | nust kill it-why you mnust
kill himfor ne.

Are you so tied up with their past, Kid?

He nodded. Untie ne, Spider

What happens if | don't?

He shrugged. I'Il have to kill you-all. He sighed. Under the sea it's so
silent . . . so silent, Spider. He whispered, Kill himn

Wiere is he?

He's waddling along the street while the nmoonlit gnats make dust around his
head, his heel sliding in the trickle of water along the gutter that runs from
under the old church wall; he stops and | eans, panting, against the noss-

He's dead, | said. | opened nmy eyes. | dislodged a slab of concrete fromthe
beans, so that it slid down-

See you around sonetinme. The Kid grinned and pushed backward into the pool
Thanks. Maybe I'Il be able to do sonething for you someday, Spider

Maybe you will, | said. He sank in the silvered scum | went back to the bar



They were roasting dinner."

After a while | said, "You nmust have lived in town a fair while."

"Longer than I'd like to admit," Spider said. "If you call it living." He sat
up and gl anced around the fire. "Lobey, G een-eye, you two circle the herd for
the first watch. In three hours wake Knife and Stinky. Me and Batt will take
the last shift."

Green-eye rose beside me. | stood too as the others made ready to sleep. My
Mount was dozi ng. The nobon was up. Ghost lights ran on the hunped spi nes of

t he beasts. Sore-legged, stiff-arned, | clinbed a-back My Mount and wi th

Green-eye began to circle the herd. | swung the whip against ny shin as we
rode. "How do they | ook to you?"

| didn't expect an answer. But Green-eye rubbed his stomach with a griny hand.
"Hungry? Yeah, | guess they are in all this sand."” | watched the sl ender

dirty youngster sway behind the scal ed hunp. "Were are you fronP" | asked.

He smled quickly at ne.

| was born of a lonely nother with neither father nor sister nor brother

| | ooked up surprised.

At the waters she waits for ne

nmy mother, ny nother at Branni ng-at-sea,

"You' re from Branni ng-at-sea?" | asked.

He nodded.

"Then you're goi ng hone."

He nodded agai n.

Silent, we rode on till at last | began to play with tired fingers. G een-eye
sang sonme nore as we jogged under the noon.

| learned that his nother was a fine lady in Branning-at-sea, related to nany
i nportant political |eaders. He had been sent away with Spider to herd dragons
for a year. He was returning at last to his nother, this year of wandering and
work serving as sonme sort of passage rite. There was a great deal in the thin,
bushy haired boy, so skilled with the flock, | didn't understand.

"Me?" | asked when his eye inquired of ne in the last of
the moonlight. "I don't have any tinme for the finery of Branning-at-sea as you
describe it. 1'll be glad to see it, passing. But | got things to do."

Silent inquiry.

"I"'mgoing to Kid Death to get Friza, and stop what's killing all the

di fferent ones. That probably nmeans stopping Kid Death."

He nodded.

"You don't know who Friza is," | said. "Why are you noddi ng?"

He cocked his head oddly, then | ooked across the herd.

| amdifferent so | bring words to singers when | sing.

| nodded and thought about Kid Death. "I hate him" | said. "I have to learn
to hate himnore so | can find himand kill him"

There is no death, only |ove.

That one arrived sideways.

"What was that again?"

He woul dn't repeat it. Wiich made nme think about it nore. He | ooked sadly out
fromthe work-grine. At the horizon, the fat noon darkened with cl ouds.
Strands of shadow t hrough the thatch of his hair w dened over the rest of his
face. He blinked; he turned away. We finished our circuit, chased back two
dragons. The moon, reveal ed once nore, was a polished bone joint jamed on the
sky. We woke Knife and Stinky, who rose and noved to their dragons.

The coal s gave the only color. And for one nmonment when G een-eye crouched to
stare at sone pattern snaking the ashes, the light cast up on his single-eyed
face. He stretched beside the fire.

| slept well, but a nmovenent before dawn roused me. The nmoon was down.
Starlight paled the sand. The coal s were dead. One dragon hissed. Two npaned.
Silence. Knife and Stinky were returning. Spider and Batt were getting up

| drifted off and woke again when only one slop of blue |lightened the eastern



dunes. Batt's dragon cane around the fireplace. Spider's lunbered after him |
rose on ny el bows.
"Keepi ng you up?" Spider asked.

" Huh?"

"I was running over the Kodaly again."

"Ch." | could hear it coming across the chill sand. "Naw." | got to ny feet.
They were about to start around again. "Just a second. |1'll go around with
you. There's something | want to ask you. |'d have been up in a little while
anyway. "

He didn't wait but | swung on ny dragon and caught up

He | aughed softly when | reached his side. "Wait till you' ve been out here a
few nore days. You won't be so ready to give up that |ast few mnutes' sleep.”
"I"'mtoo sore to sleep,” | said, though the joggi ng was begi nning to | oosen

stiff me. The cool ness had set ny joints.

"What did you want to ask ne?"

"About Kid Death."

"What about hi n®"

"You say you knew him Where can | find hinP"

Spider was silent. My Mount slipped in the road and caught his bal ance again

before he answered. "Even if | could tell, even if telling you would do any
good, why should I? The Kid could get rid of you like that." He popped his
whip on the sand. Grains flew. "I don't think the Kid would appreciate ny
going around telling people who want to kill himwhere to find him™"

"I don't suppose it would nmake nuch difference if he's as strong as you say he
is." I ran nmy thunmb over the nmachete's nout hpi ece.

Spi der shrugged sone of his shoul ders. "Maybe not But, like | say, the Kid's
nmy friend."

"Got you under his thumb too, huh?" It's difficult to be cutting with a
cliche. 1 tried.

"Just about," Spider said.

I flicked my whip at a dragon who | ooked Ii ke he was thinking of |eaving. He
yawned, shook his mane, and |l ay back down. "I guess in a way he's even got ne.
He said | would try to find himuntil | had | earned enough. Then I'd try to

run away. "

"He's playing with you," Spider said. He had a nocking snile

"He's really got us all tied up.”

"Just about," Spider said again.

| frowned. "Just about isn't all."

"Well," Spider said in some other direction than mne, "there are a few he
can't touch, like his father. That's why he had to get ne to kill him"
"Who?"

"Green-eye is one. (Green-eye's nother is another."

"Green-eye?" In ny repetition of the nane |I'd asked a question. Perhaps he
didn't hear. Perhaps he chose not to answer.

So | asked another, "Wy did G een-eye have to | eave Branni ng-at-sea? He half
explained to me last night, but | didn't quite get it."

"He has no father," Spider said. He seened nore ready to talk of this.

"Can't they run a paternity check? The traveling fol k-doctors do it all the
time inmy village."

"I didn't say they didn't know who his father was. | said he had none."

I frowned.

"How are your genetics?"

"I can draw a domi nance chart," | said. Mst people, even fromthe tiniest
vill ages, knew their genetics, even if they couldn't add. The human chronosone
systemwas so inefficient in the face of the radiation | evel that genetics was

survival know edge. |'ve often wondered why we didn't invent a nore conpatible
nmet hod of reproduction to go along with our own three way
| -guess-you' d-cal |l -it-sexual devision. Just lazy. "Go on," | said to Spider.

"Green-eye had no father," Spider repeated
"Part henogenesi s?" | asked. "That's inpossible. The sex distinguishing



chronosome is carried by the male. Femal es and androgynes only carry genetic
equi prent for producing other females. He'd have to be a girl, with haploid

chronosomes, and sterile. And he certainly isn't a girl." | thought a noment.
"Of course if he were a bird, it would be a different matter. The fenal es
carry the sex distinguishing chronosonmes there." | |ooked out over the herd.
"O a lizard."

"But he's not," Spider said.

| agreed. "That's anmazing," | said, |ooking back towards the fire where the

amazi ng boy sl ept.

Spi der nodded. "Wen he was born, wise nen canme fromall over to exam ne him
He is haploid. But he's quite potent and quite nmale, though a rather harried
life has made hi m chaste by tenperanent."”

"Too bad."

Spi der nodded. "If he would join actively in the solstice orgies or nake somne
appeasi ng gesture in the autumal harvest cel ebrations, a good deal of the
troubl e could be avoided."

| raised an eyebrow. "Who's to know if he takes part in the orgies? Don't you
hold themin the dark of the moon in Branni ng?"

Spi der | aughed. "Yes. But at Branning-at-sea, it's becone a rather forma
business; it's carried on with artificial insem nation. The presentation of
the seed-especially by the men of inportant famlies-gets quite a bit of

publicity."”
"Sounds very dry and inpersonal."
"It is. But efficient. When a town has nore than a million people init, you

can't just turn out the lights and let everybody run wild in the streets the
way you can in a small village. They tried it that way a couple of tinmes, back
when Branni ng-at-sea was much smaller, and even then the results were-"
"Amllion people?" | said. "There are a mllion people in Branning-at-sea?"
"Last census there were three mllion six hundred fifty thousand."

| whistled. "That's a lot."

"That's nmore than you can inagine."

| 1 ooked across the herd of dragons; only a couple of hundred.

"Who wants to take part in an orgy of artificial insenm nation?" | asked.

"In a larger society," Spider said, "things have to be carried on that way.
Until there's a general bal ancing out of the genetic reservoir, the only thing
to do is to keep the genes mxing, mxing, mxing. But we have becone

cl anni sh, nore so in places |like Branning-at-sea than in the hills. How to
keep people from having no nore than one child by the sane partner. In a
backwoods settlenent, a few nights of license take care of it, pretty much. In
Branni ng, things have to be assured by mat hematical conputation. And fanmilies
have sprung up that would be quite glad to start doubling their children if

gi ven half a chance. Anyway, G een-eye just goes about his own business,
occasional ly saying very upsetting things to the wong person. The fact that
he's different and i mune to Kid Death, froma respected famly, and rather
chary of ritual observances nakes himquite controversial. Everybody bl anmes

t he busi ness on his parthenogenetic birth."

"They frown on that even where | conme from" | told Spider. "It means his
genetic structure is identical with his mother's. That will never do. If that
happens enough, we shall all return to the great rock and the great roll in no
tinme."

"You sound |ike one of those ponpous fools at Branning." He was annoyed.
"Huh! That's just what |'ve been taught."

"Think a little nmore. Every time you say that, you bring Green-eye a little
closer to death.”

"What ?"
"They've tried to kill himbefore. Wiy do you think he was sent away?"
"Ch," | said. "Then why is he comi ng back?"

"He wants to." Spider shrugged. "Can't very well stop himif he wants to."



| grunted. "You don't nake Branning-at-sea sound like a very nice place. Too
many people, half of themcrazy, and they don't even know how to have an

orgy." | took up ny blade. "I don't have tinme for nonsense like that."
The nmusic dirged from Spider. | played Iight piping sounds.
"Lobey. "

| | ooked back at him

"Somet hi ng' s happeni ng, Lobey, something now that's happened before, before
when the others were here. Many of us are worried about it. W have the
stories about what went on, what resulted when it happened to the others. It
may be very serious. Al of us may be hurt."

"I'mtired of the old stories," | said, "their stories. W' re not them we're
new, newto this world, this life. I know the stories of Lo Opheus and Lo

Ri ngo. Those are the only ones | care about. |I've got to find Friza."
"Lobey-"

"This other is no concern of mne." |I let a shrill note. "Wke your herders,
Spi der. You have dragons to drive."

| galloped Wy Mount forward. Spider didn't call again.

Before the sun hit apogee the edge of the City cleft the horizon. As | swng
my whip in the failing heat, | pernutated G een-eye's | ast words, beating out
thoughts in tine: if there were death, how might | gain Friza? That |ove was
enough, if wise and articulate and daring. O thinking of La Dire, who would
have amended it (dragons clawed fromthe warmsand to the leafy hills), there
is no death, only rhythm Wen the sand reddened behind us, and the foundering
beasts, with firmer footing, hastened, | took out nmy knife and played. The
City was behind us.

Dragons | oped easy now across the gorse. A streamribboned the knolly | and and
the beasts stopped to slosh their heads in the water, scraping their hind feet
on the bank, through grass, through sand, to black soil. The water |apped
their knees, grew nmuddy as they tore the water-weeds. A fly bobbed on a
branch, preening the crushed prismof his wing (a wing the size of ny foot)
and thought a linear, arthropod music. | played it for him and he turned the
red bow of his eye to ne and whi spered wondering praise. Dragons threw back
their heads, gargling. There is no death. Only nusic.

Whanne, as he strod al onge the shakeynge | ee, The roddie | evynne glesterrd on
hys headde; Into hys hearte the azure vapoures spreade; He wythde arounde yn
dreari e dernie payne;- Wanne fromhis |yfe-bl oode the rodde | enes were fed,
He felle an hepe of ashes on the playne.

Thomas Chatterton/English Metanorphosis

"Now there's a quaint taste," said Durcet. "Well, Curval, what do you think of
t hat one?"

"Marvel ous," the President replied; "there you have an individual who w shes
to make hinmself famliar with the i dea of death and hence unafraid of it, and
who to that end has found no better means than to associate it with a
libertine idea ..." Supper was served, orgies foll owed as usual, the
househol d retired to bed.

Le Marqui s de Sade/ The 120 Days of Sodom

each bubbl e contains a conplete eye of water
Samuel G eenburg/ The d ass Bubbl es

Then to the broken land ("This"-Spider halted his dragon in the shal ey
afternoon-"is the broken land." He flung a small flint over the edge. It
chuckl ed into the canyon. Around us the dragons were craning curiously at the
granite, the veined cliffs, the chasns) slow ng our pace now. C ouds dulled
the sun. Hot fog flowed around the rocks. | worked one nuscle after another
agai nst the bone to squeeze out the soreness. Mst of the pain (surprise) was



gone. W neandered through the fabul ous, sinple stones.

The dragons nade half time here.

Spider said it was perhaps forty kiloneters to Branni ng-at-sea. Wnd heat ed
our faces. G ass wound in the rocks. Five dragons began a scuffle on the
shale. One was the tunored fermal e. G een-eye and ne cane at them from opposite
si des. Spider was busy at the head of the herd; the scuffle was near the tail.
Sonet hi ng had frightened them and they went plopping up the slope. It didn't
occur to us something was wong; this was the sort of thing that Spider (and
Friza) were supposed to be able to prevent (Ch, Friza, I'Il find you through
the echo of all mourning stones, all praising trees!). W foll owed.

They dodged t hrough the boul ders. | shouted after them Qur whips chattered.
W couldn't outrun them W hoped they would fall to fighting again. W | ost
themfor a mnute, then heard their hissing beyond the rocks, |ower down.

Cl ouds smeared the sky; water varnished the trail ahead. As M M crossed the
wet rock, he slipped.

| was thrown, scraping hip and shoulder. | heard ny blade clatter away on the
rock. My whip snarled around ny neck. For one nmonent | thought |I'd strangle.
rolled dowmn a slope, trying to flail nyself to a halt, got scraped up nore.
Then | dropped over the edge of something. | grabbed out with both hands and
feet. Chest and stomach sl apped stone. My breath went off sonewhere and

woul dn't go back into ny lungs for a long tinme. Wien it did, it came roaring
down my sucking throat, whirled in nmy bruised chest. Busted ribs? Just pain.
And roar again with another breath. Tears fl ooded ny sight.

| was holding on to a rock with ny left hand, a vine with nmy right; ny left
foot clutched a sapling none too securely

by the roots. My right |leg dangled. And | just knew it was a | ong way down.

| rubbed nmy eye on ny shoul der and | ooked up

The Iip of the trail above ne.

Above that, angry sky.

Sound ? Wnd through gorse sonewhere. No nusic.

While | was looking it started to rain. Sometinmes painful catastrophes happen
Then some little or even pleasant thing follows it, and you cry. Like rain. |
cried.

"Lobey. "

| | ooked agai n.

Kneeling on a shelf of stone a few feet above ne to the right was Kid Deat h.
"Kid ... ?"

"Lobey," he said, shaking wet hair back fromhis forehead. "I judge you can
hold on there twenty-seven mnutes before you drop over the edge from
exhaustion. So I'mgoing to wait twenty-six mnutes before | do anything about
saving your life. O K ?"

| coughed.

Seeing himclose, | guessed he was sixteen or seventeen, or maybe a baby-faced
twenty. His skin was winkled at his wists, neck, and under his arns.

Rain kept dribbling in nmy eyes; ny palns stung, and what | was holding on to
was getting slippery.

"Ever run into any good westerns?" He shook his head. "Too bad. Nothing I Iike
better than westerns." He rubbed his forefinger under his nose and sniffed.
Rai n danced on his shoul ders as he | eaned over to talk to ne.

"What is a 'western' ?" | asked. My chest still hurt. "And you nmean you're
really going to make-" | coughed again "-me hang here twenty-six m nutes?"

"It's an art-formthe O d Race, the humans, had before we cane,"” Kid Death
said. "And yes, | am Torture is an art-formtoo. | want to rescue you at the
last minute. Wiile I"'mwaiting, | want to show you sonething." He pointed up
tothe rimof the road I1'd rolled over.

Fri za | ooked down.

| stopped breathing. The pain in nmy chest exploded, nmy wi de eyes burned with
rain. Dark face, slimwet shoul ders, then watch her turn her head (gravel



sliding under ny belly, the whiplash still around my neck and the handl e

SwW ngi ng agai nst ny thigh) to catch rain in her nouth. She | ooked back and
saw (or did | hear?) her wonder at life returned, and confusion at the rain,
these twi sted rocks, these clouds. dory beat behind those eyes above ne.
Articul ate, she would have called ny nane; saw nme, now, inpulsively reached
her hand to nme (did | hear her fear?). "Frizal!"

That was a scream

You and | know the word | screaned. But nobody el se hearing the rough sound ny
| ungs shoved up woul d have recogni zed it.

Al this, understand, in the instant it takes to open your eyes in the rain,
lick a drop fromyour lip, then focus on what's in front of you and realize
it's sonebody you | ove about to die and he tries to scream your name. That's
what Friza did there on the road's lip.

And | kept scream ng

What Kid Death did between us was giggle.

Friza began to search right and left for a way to get down to ne. She rose,
di sappeared, was back a nmonent |ater, bending a sapling over the edge of the
r oad.

"No, Frizal"

But she started to clinb down, dirt and tiny stones shooting out beneath her
feet. Then, when she was hanging at the very end, the line of her body arcing
dark on the rock, she grabbed the whip handl e-neither with hands nor feet, but
rather as she had once thrown a pebble, as Spider had once pushed over a chunk
of cement, she grabbed the handle fromwhere it hung agai nst mnmy thigh, pulled
it, lifted it, straining till rain glistened on her sides, knotted the handle
around the sapling above the first fork. She started to clinb back, jerk of an
arm away a nonment, jerk, away, jerk, reaching handhold by handhol d towards
the road. It kept on going through ny head, here she wakes from how nany days
death with only a nonent to glory before plunging into the rescue of the life
runni ng out bel ow her. She was doing it to save ne. She wanted me to grab hold
of the whip and haul myself to the tree, then by the tree haul nyself to the

road. | hurt and loved her, held on and didn't fall

Kid Death was still chuckling. Then he pointed at the apex of the bent tree.
"Break! " he whispered.

It did.

She fell, throwi ng the branch away fromher in one instant; clutching at the
stone as she fell, snatched at the length of |eather dangling fromnmy neck
then let it go.

She let it go because she knew damm well it would have pulled nme fromthe
cliff face.

"Baaa-baaa! " Kid Death said. He was imtating a goat. Then he gi ggl ed agai n.

| slammed ny face against the shale. "Friza!" No, you coul dn't understand what
I how ed.

Her music crashed out with her brains on the rocks of the canyon floor a
hundred feet bel ow.

Rock. Stone. | tried to become the rock | hung against. | tried to be stone.
Less blasted by her double death I would have dropped. Had she died in any
other act than trying to save me, | would have died with her. But | couldn't
let her fail.

My heart rocked. My heart rolled.

Nurmb, | dangled for sone tineless time, till my hands began to slip.

"Al'l right. Up you go."
Sonet hi ng seized ny wist and pulled nme up, hard. My shoulders rang |ike gongs

of pain under ny ears. | was haul ed blind over gravel. | blinked and breat hed.
Sonehow Ki d Death had pulled me up on the | edge with him

"Just saved your life,". Kid Death said. "Aren't you glad you know nme?"

| began to shake. | was going to pass out.

"You're just about to yell at me, 'You killed her!'" " Kid Death said. "I



killed her again is what really happened. And | may have to do it a third tine
bef ore you get the idea-"

I lunged, would have gone off and over. But he caught ne with one strong, wet
hand, and sl apped ne with the other. The rain had stopped.

Maybe he did nore than slap ne.

The Kid turned and started scranmbling up to the lip of the trail. | started
after him

| clinbed.

Dirt ripped under ny fingers. It's good about ny nail chew ng, because
otherwise I wouldn't have had any nails left. Fromthe | edge it was possible
to get back up. Kid Death | eaped and bounded. | craw ed.

There's a condition where every action dogs one end. You nove/breathe/stop to
rest/start again with one thing in mnd. That's how | followed. Mstly on ny
belly. Mstly with my breath held. 1'mnot too sure where | went. Things
didn't clear up till | realized there were two figures in front of me: the
nmoi st, white redhead. A black thatch of hair, grim G een-eye.

| lay on a rock, resting, is howit was, in the fog of fatigue and endeavor,
when | saw t hem

Kid Death stood with his arm around G een-eye's shoul der at the precipice. The
sky in front of them swam violently.

"Look, pardner," Kid Death was saying; "we've got to cone to sone sort of
agreement. | mean, you don't think | cane all the way out here just to rustle
five dragons frommny friend Spider? That's just to let himknow |'mstil

runni ng. But you. You and | have to get together. Haploid? You're totally
outside my range. | want you. | want you very much, G een-eye."

The dirty herder shrugged from under the noist fingers.

"Look," Kid Death said and gestured at the crazy sky.

As | had first seen the Kid's face in the glittering screen in the
source-cave, | sawin the raveling clouds: a plain surrounded by a wire fence
(a kage?) but inside a soaring needle wacked with struts and supports. | got
some idea how big it was when | realized the stone blocks by the fence were
houses, and the dots noving around were nen and wonen.

"Starprobe,"” the Kid said. "They're on the verge of discovering the nethod the
humans used to get fromplanet to planet, star to star. They' ve been del ving
inthe ruins, tasting the old ideas, licking the bits of metal and wire now
for ten years. It's alnost finished." He waved his hand. Rolling in place of
the scene now was water and water: an ocean. On the water, netal pontoons
formed a floating station. Boats plied back and forth. Cranes dropped a netal
cabi net towards the ocean floor. "Depthguage," the Kid explained. "Soon we
shall be able to do nore than dream across the silt of the ocean floor, but

t ake these bodies to the fond of the world as they did." Another wave of the
hand and we were | ooki ng underground. Segnmented worns, driven by wonen with
hel mets. "Rockdrill, going on nowin the place they called Chile." Then, at a
final notion, we were |ooking at nyriad peoples all involved in |abor
grinding grain, or toiling with instruments gl eam ng and baffling and conpl ex.
"There," said Kid Death, "there are the deeds and doings of all the men and
worren and androgynes on this world to renenber the wi sdom of the old ones.
can hand you the wealth produced by the hands of themall." G een-eye's green
eye wi dened. "I can guarantee it. You know | can. All you have to do is join
ne."

The white hand had | anded on Green-eye's shoul der. Again he shrugged from
under it.

"What power do you have?" Kid Death demanded. "Wat can you do with your

di fference! Speak to a few deaf men, dead nen, pierce the ninds of a few
idiots?" | suddenly realized the Kid was very upset. And he wanted G een-eye
to agree with him

Green-eye started to wal k away.

"Hey, Green-eye!" Kid Death bellowed. | saw his stomach sink as the air
enptied fromhis chest. H's claws knotted.



Green-eye gl anced back.

"That rock! " The Kid notioned towards a chunk at the cliff's edge. "Turn that
there rock into sonmething to eat."

Green-eye rubbed his dirty finger behind his ear.

"You' ve been on this dragon drive now twenty-seven days. You've been away from

Branni ng-at-sea a few days short of a year. Turn that log into a bed, Iike you
used to sleep in at your nother's palace. You're a Prince at Branning-at-sea
and you snell like lizard droppings. That puddle, nake it an onyx bath with

wat er any one of five tenperatures controlled by a lever with a copper rat's
head on the tip. You' ve got callouses on your palnms and your |egs are bow ng
fromstraddling a dragon's hunp. Were are the dancers who danced for you on
the jade tiles of the terrace? Wiere are the nusicians who eased the eveni ngs?
Turn this mountain-top into a place worthy of you-"

I think this is when G een-eye | ooked up and saw ne. He started for nme, only
stopped to pick up ny nmachete that was lying at the foot of the rock, then
vaul ted up besi de ne.

On the cliff edge the Kid had gotten furious. He quivered, teeth nmeshed tight,
fists balled against his groin. Suddenly he whirled and cried sonet hi ng-
Thunder .

It shocked ne and | jerked back. G een-eye ignored it and tried to help ne sit
up. At the cliff's edge, Kid Death shook his arms. Lightning flared down the
cl ouds. The | eaves bl eached fromblack to | avender. G een-eye didn't even
bl i nk. Thunder again; then soneone flung buckets of water

Herder dirt turned to nud on G een-eye's shoul der as he hel ped nme down the

sl ope. Sonething wasn't right inside nme. Things kept going inside me. The rain

was cold. | was shivering. Somehow it was easier just to relax, not to hold
on. ..
Green-eye was shaking nmy shoulder. | opened ny eyes to the rain and the first

thing I did was reach out for ny blade. Green-eye held it out of reach; he was
glaring at ne.

"Huh . . . 2 Wa . . ." My fingers and toes tingled. "Wat happened?" Rain
stung ny ears, ny lips.

Green-eye was crying, his lips snarling back fromhis white teeth. Rain
streaked the dirt on his face, sleeked down his hair; he kept shaking ny

shoul der, desol ate and furi ous.

"\What happened?" | asked. "Did | pass out... ?" You died! He stared at ne,
unbel i evingly, angry, and stream ng. God damm it, Lobey! Wiy did you have to
die! You just gave up: you just decided it wasn't worth it, and you let the
heart stop and the brain blank! You died, Lobey! You died! "But |I'mnot dead
now. ..."

No. He hel ped ne forward. The nusic's going on again. Come on

Once more | reached for nmy blade. He et me have it. There was nothing to hack
at. | just felt better holding it. It was raining too hard to play.

We found our nounts nobaning in the torrent and flinging their whiskers around
happi ly. Green-eye hel ped ne up. Astride a wet dragon, saddle or no, is as
difficult as riding a greasy earthquake. W finally found the herd up ahead,
nmovi ng slowy through the downpour.

Spider rode up to us. "There you are! | thought we'd | ost you! Get over to the
ot her side and keep them out of the prickly pears. Makes them drunk and you
can't handle them™

So we rode over to the other side and kept them out of the prickly pears.

kept phrasing sentences in nmy head to tell Spider about what happened.

chewed over the words, but | couldn't gnaw theminto sense. Once, when the
pressure of disbelief grew so large | couldn't hold it, I reined nmy dragon
around and dashed across the muddy sl ope towards Spider. "Boss, Kid Death is
riding with-"

I'd made a mistake. The figure who turned wasn't Spider. Red hair slicked the
white brow. Needl e teeth snagged the thunder that erupted from behind the



nmount ai ns as he threw back his head in dooned | aughter. Naked on his dragon

he waved a bl ack and silver hat over his head. Two anci ent guns hung hol stered
at his hips, with mlky handles glimering. As his dragon reared (and mi ne
danced back) | saw, strapped to his bare, clawed feet, a set of metal cages
with revol ving barbs that he heeled into his beast's flank, cruelly as a

fl ower.

Dazed, | punched rain fromny eyes. But the illusion (with veined tenples
gleaming with rain) was gone. Gaggi ng on wonder, | rode back to the rimof the
her d.

Jean Harlow? Christ, Opheus, Billy the Kid, those three | can understand. But
what's a young spade witer |ike you doing all caught up with the Great Wite
Bi tch?!

O course | guess it's pretty obvious.

Gregory Corso/ln Conversation

It is not that |ove sonetimes makes m stakes, but that it is, essentially, a
m stake. We fall in |love when our imagination projects nonexi stent perfections
on to anot her person. One day the phantasmagoria vani shes, and with it |ove

di es.

Otega y Gasset/ On Love

Exhausti on nunbed me; routine kaged me. It had stopped raining al nost an hour
before | realized it. And the | and had changed.

W had left the rocks. Wet shrubs and briars fell before the dragons' claws.
To our left, a strip of gray ground ran along with us, just down a snall

sl ope. Once | asked Stinky, "Are we followi ng that funny strip of stone down
t here?"

He chuckl ed and sputtered, "Hey, Lobey, that's the first paved road | bet you
ever seen. Right?"

"I guess so," | said. "What's paved?"

Kni fe, who was riding by, snickered. Stinky went off to do something el se.
That was the last | heard of it. Three or four carts trundled by on the road
before it struck nme what the damm thing was used for. Very clever. Wen the
next one came by, | remenbered to stare. It was |ate afternoon

| was so tired all the world' s wonders mi ght have bounced on the balls of ny
eyes wi thout |eaving a picture.

Most of the carts were pulled by four or six |legged animals that | was vaguely
famliar with. But new animals are not strange sights when your own fl ock

m ght |anb any nonster. One cart made nme start, though.

It was |ow, of black netal, and had no beast at all before or behind. It
purred along the road ten times the speed of the others and was gone in snoke
before | had tine to really see it. A few dragons who had ignored the other
vehi cl es shied now and hissed. Spider called to ne as | stared after it, "Just
one of the wonders of Branning-at-sea."

| turned back to cal mthe offended |izards.

The next tine | glanced at the road | saw the picture. It was painted on a

| arge stand nmounted by the pavenment, so that all who passed could see it. It
was the face of a young worman with cotton white hair, a childish snmle, her
shoul ders shrugged. She had a small chin, and green eyes that |ooked w dened

by sone pleasant surprise. Her lips were slightly opened over small, shadowed
teet h.

THE DOVE SAYS, "ONE IS nice? NINE OR TEN ARE SO MJUCH

ni cer!"

| spelled out the caption and frowned. Batt was within hollering distance so
hol | ered. "Hey, who's that?"

"The Dove! " he how ed, shaking the hair back from his shoulders. "He wants to
know who the Dove is!" and the rest of themlaughed too. As we got closer and



cl oser to Branning-at-sea | became the butt of nore and nore jokes. | stuck
closer to Geen-eye; he didn't nake fun of nme. The first evening wi nd bl ew on
the small of ny back, the back of my neck and dried the sweat before nore

sweat rolled. | was staring dutifully at dragon scal es when G een-eye stopped
and pointed ahead. | |ooked up. O rather down.
W had just crested a hill and the | and sloped clear and away to-well, if it

were twenty nmeters away it was a great toy. If it was twenty kil oneters away
it was great. Paved roads joined in that white and al um ni um confusion at the
purple water. Sonmeone had started building it, and it had gotten out of hand
and started building itself. There were grand squares where cactuses and pal ms
grew and swayed; occasional hills where trees and | awns ranged about single
bui | di ngs; many sections of tiny houses shoved and janmed on tw sting streets.
Beyond, from gl azed docks ships plied the watery eveni ng t hrough the harbors.
"Branni ng-at-sea," Spider said, beside me. "That's it."

| blinked. The sun laid our shadows forward, warnmed our necks, and blazed in

the high windows. "It's large," | said.
"Ri ght down there"-Spider pointed; | couldn't follow because there was so nuch
to look at, so | listened-"is where we take the herd. This whole side of

Branning lives off the herding business. The seaside survives through fishing
and trade with the islands."

The others gathered around us. Famliar with the nagnificence and squal or

bel ow, they grew silent as we went down.

W passed anot her signboard by the road. This tinme the Dove was shown from
anot her angl e, wi nking through the twlight.

THE DOVE SAYS, "THOUGH TEN ARE NI CE, NI NETY-N NE OR A HUNDRED ARE SO MJCH

Nl CER "

As | | ooked, lights cane on above the twenty foot high face. The huge,

i nsouci ant expression |l eaped at us. | must have | ooked surprised because

Spi der thunbed towards it and said, "They keep it lighted all night so
passersby can read what the Dove has to say." He smiled as though he were
telling me something slightly off-color. Now he coiled his whip. "W'Ill canp
down on the plateau there for the evening and go into Branning at dawn."
Twenty mnutes later we were circling the herd while Batt fixed dinner. The
sky was bl ack beyond the ocean, blue overhead. Branning cast up lights of its
own, sparkling like sequins fallen on the shore. Perhaps it was the |ess
violent terrain, perhaps it was Spider's calm but the dragons were perfectly
still.

Afterward, | lay down, but didn't sleep. Along with Knife | had m d-watch.
When G een-eye shook nmy shoulder with his foot, | rolled to standing;
anticipatory excitenment kept me awake. | would | eave the herders; where woul d
I go next?

Knife and | circled the herd in opposite directions. As | rode | reflected: to
be turned | oose by nmy | onesonme in the woods is a fairly confortable situation

Turned | oose anong stone, glass, and a few mllion people is sonething else.
Four-fifths of the herd slept. A few npaned towards Branning, |ess bright than
before, still a sieve of light on the sea. | reined ny nmount to gaze at the-

"Hey up there, Dragonnman
| | ooked down the bank

A hunchback had stopped his dog cart on the road.

"H down there."”

"Taking your lizards into Branning at dawn?" He grinned, then dug beneath the
| eather flap over the cart and pulled out a nmelon. "You hungry, herder?" He
broke it open and made to hurl me half.

But | slung down fromny mount and he held. | scranbled to the road. "Hey,

t hank you Lo stranger."

He | aughed. "No Lo for ne."

Just then the dog, |ooking back and forth between the man and ne, began to
whi ne. "Me. Me. Me hungry. Me."

The hunchback handed nme ny half, then ruffled the dog's ears. "You had your



di nner. "

"I'I'l share mne," | said.

The hunchback shook his head. "He works for ne and | feed him"

He broke apart his piece and tossed the piece to the animl, who drove his
snout into it, chanping. As | bit into my nmelon, the stranger asked ne, "Were
are you from dragon man?"

| gave himthe nane of ny village.

"And this is your first tine to Branning-at-sea?"

"It is. How could you tell?"

"Ch." He grinned over a cromd of yellow teeth. "I cane to Branning-at-sea a
first time nyself. There are a few things that set you off fromthe natives
down there, a couple of points that make you different-"

"Different?"

He raised his hand. "No of fense nmeant."

"None taken."

The hunchback chuckl ed once nmore as | took a sweet wet nout hful

"What's di anond here is dung there," he pronounced sagely. "No doubt the Dove
said that at one tine or another."”

"The Dove," | said. "She's La Dove, isn't she?"
He | ooked surprised. "The Lo, La, and Le is confusing here. No." He scraped
the rind with his front teeth and spun it away. "D anond and dung. | gather it

worked in your town like it did in mne. Lo and La and Le titles reserved for
potent normals and eventually bestowed on potent functional? "

"That's the way it is."

"Was. It was that way in Branning-at-sea. It's not the way it is now. So
little is known about difference in the villages that nobody gets angry at
bei ng call ed such. ™"

"But | amdifferent,” | said. "Wy should | be angry? That's the way it is."
"Again, that's the way it was in Branning. Not the way it is now A third
time: dianond and dung. | just hope your backwoods ways don't get you into

trouble. Mne got me half a dozen thrashings when | first got to

Branni ng-at-sea, fifteen years ago. And even then the place was nuch snaller
than it is now " He | ooked down the road.

| recalled what Spider had said about titling herders. "How does it work now?"
| asked. "I mean here? At Branni ng-at-sea? "

"Wl | "-the hunchback hooked his thunbs under his belt-"there are about five
fam lies that control everything that goes on in Branning-at-sea, own all the

ships, take in rent on half the houses, will probably pay your salary and buy
up those dragons. They, along with fifteen or twenty celebrities, like the
Dove, take Lo or La when you address themin person. And you'll find sone
pretty nonfunctional people with those titles."

"Well, howam!| to know themthen, if their obvious functionality doesn't
mat t er ?"

"You'll know themif you run into thembut it's not very likely you will. You

can spend a lifetime at Branni ng-at-sea and never have to Lo or La once. But
if you go about titling everyone you neet, or bridling when sonmeone doesn't
use a title to you, you'll be taken for a fool, or crazy, or at best

recogni zed as a village lout."
"I"'mnot ashaned of mny vill age!

He shrugged. "I didn't suggest you were. Only trying to answer your
guestions.”
"Yes. | understand. But what about difference?"

The hunchback put his tongue in his cheek, then took it out. "At

Branni ng-at-sea difference is a private matter. Difference is the foundation
of those buildings, the pilings beneath the docks, tangled in the roots of the
trees. Half the place was built on it. The other half couldn't Iive w thout

it. But to talk about it in public reveals you to be ill-mannered and vul gar."
"They talk about it." | pointed back to the herd. "I nean the other dragon
drivers."

"And they are vulgar. Now if you hang with herders all the tine-and you can



spend your life that way if you want-you can tal k about it all you want."

"But | amdifferent-" | began again.
Having told me once, his patience with me and the subject ended.
"-but | guess | better keep it to nyself,” | finished.

"Not a bad idea." He spoke sternly.
But how could | tell himabout Friza? How could | search if our differences

were secret? "You," | said after enbarrassed silence. "Wat do you do at
Br anni ng- at - sea?"
The question pleased him "Ch, | run a little neeting place where the tired

can sit, the hungry can eat, the thirsty can drink, and the bored can find
entertainment." He ended his pronouncenment by flinging his red cape back over
hi s m sshapen shoul der

“I'"ll come and visit you," | said.

"Well," mused the hunchback, "not many herders come to ny place; it's a bit
refined. But after you've been in Branning-at-sea for a while and you think
you can behave yoursel f, cone around with some silver in your wallet. Though

"Il take nmost of it away fromyou, you'll have a good tine."

"I'"ll be sure to conme,” | said. | was thinking of Kid Death. | was journeying
down the long night. | was searching out Friza. "What's your nane and where
can | find you?"

"My name is Pistol, but you can forget that. You'll find nme at The Pearl-the

nane of ny place of business."

"It sounds fascinating."

"The nmpost fascinating thing the Iikes of you have ever seen,’
nodest | y.

"Can't pass that up. What are you doing out on the paved road this |ate?"
"Same as yoursel f; going to Branning-at-sea."

"Where are you goi ng fronP"

"My outland friend, your manners are incredible. Since you ask, | cone from
friends who live outside Branning. | brought themgifts; they gave ne gifts in
return. But since they are not friends of yours, you shouldn't inquire after
them™

he said

"I"'msorry." | felt slightly rankled at this formality | didn't understand.
"You don't understand all this, do you?" He softened a little. "But when
you've worn shoes a while and kept your navel covered, it will make nore
sense. | tell you all this now, but a year in Branning-at-sea will jack up ny

j abber with neaning."

"I don't intend to stay a year."

"You may not. Then, you may stay the rest of your life. It's that sort of

pl ace. It holds nmany wonders and the wonders may hold you."

"I"mpassing," | insisted. "The death of Kid Death is at the end of ny trip."
He got the oddest look. "I tell you, woodsboy," he admoni shed, "forget rough
herders' tal k. Don't swear by nightmares to your betters.™

"I"mnot swearing. The redheaded pest rides with this herd to pl ague G een-eye
and ne."

Hunched Pi stol decided that the oaf (who was ne) was beyond tutoring. He

| aughed and cl apped ny shoul der. That vulgar streak in himthat had first
prompted himto open conversation came out again. "Then good |luck to you, Lo
Dirty-face and may the different devil die soon and by your hand."

"By ny knife," | corrected, drawing ny nachete for himto see. "Think of a
song. "

"What ?"

"Thi nk of sone song. Wat nusic do they play at your pearl?"

He frowned, and | played.

H s eyes wi dened, then he |l aughed. He | eaned agai nst his wagon, slapped his
stomach. The thing inside me that |aughs or cries laughed with hima while. |
pl ayed. But when his hunor was past ny understanding, | sheathed ny machete.
"Dragon driver," he explained through his laughter, "I have only two choi ces,
to nock your ignorance, or assune that you nock ne."

"As you said to me, no offense neant. But | wi sh you'd explain the joke."



"I have, several times. You persist."

He exami ned my puzzlenment. "Keep your differences to yourself. They are your
affair, nobody else's."

"But it's only nmusic."

"Friend, what would you think of a man you just nmet who, three mnutes into
t he conversation, announced the depth of his navel ?"

"I don't see the point."

He beat his forehead with his fingers. "I nust renenber nmy own origins. Once |
was as ignorant as you; | swear, though, | can't renenber when." He pendul uned
bet ween hunor and exasperation faster than | foll owed.

"Look," | said. "I don't see the pattern in your formality. What | do see
don't Iike-"

"I't's not for you to judge," Pistol said. "You can accept it, or you can go
away. But you can't go around disregarding other people's custons, joking with
t he profane, and flaunting the damed."

"WIl you please tell me what custons |'ve disregarded, what |'ve flaunted?
I've just said what was on nmy mnd."

H s country face hardened again (hard country faces | was to becone used to in
Branning). "You talk about Lo G een-eye as if he rode by you anobng the lizards
and you hail Kid Death as though you yourself have | ooked down his six-gun."
"And where"-1 was angry-"do you think Green-eye is? He's sleeping by the coals
up there." | pointed up the rise. "And Kid Deat h-"

Fire surprised us and we whirled. Behind us in flanme, he stood up and snil ed.
As he pushed back the brimof his hat with the barrel of his gun, red hair
fell. "Howdy, pardners," he snickered. Shadow from grass and rock jogged on
the ground. Were flanme sl apped his wet skin, steam curled away.

" Ahhhhhh- ahhhh- ahhhh- eeeeee! " That was Pistol. He fell against his cart, his
jaw fl opped dowmn. He closed it to swallow, but it fell open again. The dog
grow ed. | stared.

The fire flared, flickered, dimed. Then only the snell of |eaves. My eyes
pul sed with the afterimge and rage. | |ooked around ne. Pul sing darkness
nmoved with my eyes. Behind it, on the rise by the road, the light fromthe
road | anp brushing his knees, was G een-eye. He rubbed the tiredness out of
his face with his fist. Kid Death had gone to wherever he goes.

The cart started behind ne.

Pistol was still trying to get seated and at the sane tine guide the dog.
t hought he was going to fall. He didn't. They trundled away. | clinbed up to
Green-eye's side. He |ooked at nme... sadly?

In the light up fromthe road, his sharp cheekbones were only slightly
softened by wi sps of adol escent beard. Hi s shadowed socket was huge.

W went back to the fire. | lay down. Sleep pawed nmy eyes down and the balls
beneath ny Iids exploded till dawn w th amazi ng dreans of Friza.

The Dove has torn her wing so no nore songs of |ove.
W are not here to sing; we're here to kill the Dove.
Brel Jaque/La Col onbe

It isin the lightning and the thunder of the el enents that warm himso that
he takes time to pause and to reflect. There is a dragon there. They do not
hear, nor he. The el enents have rendered voi ce i naudi ble. There is a dragon
there.

Hunce Voel ker/ The Hart Crane Voyages

I think of people sighing over poetry, using it, | don't know what it's for..
"Ch, I'll give your bores back!"
Joanne Kyger/The Pigs for Circe in My

She is with me eveni ngs.



My ear is a funnel for all voice and trill and warble you can conceive this
day.

She is with me nornings.

Cane back to the house early. They have brought wi ne for New Year. There were
nmusi ci ans down in the white city. | remenber a year and a half ago when |
finished The Fall of The Towers, saying to nyself, you are twenty-one years
ol d, going on twenty-two: you are too old to get by as a child prodigy: your
acconpl i shnents are nore inportant than the age at which they were done;
still, the images of youth plague me, Chatterton, G eenburg, Radiguet. By the
end of TE1 | hope to have excised them Billy the Kid is the last to go. He
staggers through this abstracted novel |ike one of the mad children in Crete's
hills. Lobey will hunt you down, Billy. Tonorrow, weather permtting, | wll
return to Delos to explore the ruins around the Throne of Death in the center
of the island that faces the necropolis across, the water on Rhenia.

Aut hor' s Jour nal / Mykonos, Decenber 1965

Thr oughout nost of the history of man the inportance of ritual has been
clearly recognized, for it is through the ritual acts that man establishes his
identity with the restorative powers of nature or makes and hel ps effect his
passage into hi gher stages of personal devel opnent and experience.

Masters & Houston /The Varieties of Psychedelic Experience

The lights of Branning were yell ow behind mi st and branbl es as ni ght nmade
bl ue, wounded retreat through the chill. Sun streaked the east while there
were still stars in the west. Batt blew up the fire. Three dragons had
strolled down to the pavenent, so | rode down and ran them back. W ate with
grunts and sil ences.

This close to the sea norning was danp. Beyond Branning, boats floated Iike
papers towards the islands. To My Mount then, and the jerky, gentle trai
down. Hisses left and right as we prodded them but soon they were stonping
and pawi ng i n easy convergence.

Spider saw them first. "Up ahead. \Wo are they?"

Peopl e were running al ong the road; behind them people wal ked. The road
lights, tuned to an earlier nmonth and | onger night, went out.

Loosely curious, | rode to the head of the herd. "They're singing," | called
back.

Spi der | ooked unconfortable. "You can hear the nusic?"

| nodded.

H s head was still; the rest of his body swayed under his face. He sw tched
his whip handle fromhand to hand to hand; it was a quiet, beautiful way to be
nervous, | thought. | played the nel ody for himbecause the sound hadn't

reached us yet.
"They' re singing together?"

"Yes," | told him "They're chanting."
"Green-eye," Spider called. "Stay by ne."
| put down ny blade. "Is there anything wong?"

"Maybe," Spider said. "That's the fam ly anthem of Green-eye's line. They know
he's here."

| 1 ooked questioningly.

"W wanted to get himback to Branning quietly.'

He fl apped his dragon on the

gills. "I just wonder how they found out he was conming in this norning."
| 1 ooked at Green-eye. Green-eye didn't |look at nme. He was watching the people
along the road. | couldn't think of anything else to do, so | started to play.

| didn't want to tell Spider about the man in the dog cart |ast night.

The voi ces reached us.

At which point | decided | better tell himanyway. He didn't say anything.
Suddenly G een-eye urged his dragon ahead. Spider tried to restrain him But
he slipped beneath one hand after the other. Wirry perched on his anber
eyebrows. Geen-eye's nount stonped ahead.

"You don't think he should go to then?" | asked.



"He knows what he's doing." The people were thick on the road. "I hope."

| watched them conme, renmenbering Pistol. His terror nust have spread over
nighttime Branning |ike harbor oil. Dragons herded down the road; people

her ded up.

"What will happen?"

"They' ||l praise him" Spider said, "now Later, who knows?"

"To ne," | said. "I nmean what's going to happen to ne."

He was surprised.

"I"ve got to find Friza. Nothing changes. |1've got to destroy the Kid. It's
still the sane.”

| recalled the look on Pistol's face when he'd fled the Kid. Spider's face-I
was shocked at the recognition- tw sted under the same fear. But there was so
much nore in the face: strength rode the same nuscles as terror. Yes, Spider
was a | arge nan.

"I don't care about G een-eye, or anyone else.”" My words were carapaced with

bel ligerence. "I'm going down to get Friza; and 1'm going to come up with her
again."

"You-" he began. Then his width accepted nme. "I w sh you good |uck." He | ooked
again after G een-eyes swayi ng ahead of us towards the crowds. So nuch of him
rode ahead with the boy. | didn't realize how much of himlingered with ne.
"You' ve done your job, then, Lobey. Wen we turn the herd in, you'll be paid-"

He stopped. Sone ot her thought. "Cone to ny house for your pay."

"Your house?"

"Yes. My home in Branning-at-sea." He coiled his whip and kneed his dragon

W passed anot her signboard. The white-haired woman with the cool Iips and
war m eyes | ooked noodily at ne as | rode by.

THE DOVE SAYS, "WHY HAVE NI NETY-NI NE WHEN NI NE THOUSAND ARE THERE?"

| turned away from her nocking and wondered how many peopl e swarmed up through
the norning. They lined the road. As they recogni zed the young herder, their
song crunbled into cheering. We entered the crowd.

Ajungle is a nyriad of individual trees, vines, bushes; passing through, you
see it, however, as one green nmass. Perceiving a crowd works the sanme way:
first the single face here (the old woman twi sting her green shaw ), there
(the blinking boy smling over a mssing tooth) and follow ng (three gaping
girls protecting one another with their shoulders). Then the swarns of el bows
and ears, tongues scraping words fromthe floor of the nouth and flinging them
out "-move!" "CQuch! Get your- can't see-" "Were is he? Is that him"
"No!" "Yes-" while the backs of the dragons undul ated through the clunps of
heads. They cheered. They waved their fists in the air before the gate. My job
is over, | thought. People jostled My Mount. "Is that hin? Is that-" The
dragons were unhappy. Only Spider's cal m ng kept them peacefully heading
forward. We crowded t hrough the gate at Branni ng-at-sea. At which point a |ot
of things happened.

| don't understand all of them In the first few hours a | ot were things that
woul d happen to anybody who had never seen nore than fifty people together at
once thrust into alleys, avenues and squares that trafficked thousands. The

dragon herd left nme (or | left it) to stunble about with nmy nouth open and ny
head up. People kept bunmping into ne and telling me to "Watch it! " which is
exactly what | was trying to do; only | was trying to watch it all at the sane
time. Which would be difficult even if it kept still. Wiile | watched one

part, another would sneak up behind nme and nearly run nme down. Here's
fragnenting for you:

The million's nusic nelded to a hymn |i ke when your ears ring and you're
trying to sleep. In a village you see a face and you know it-its nother, its
father, its work, how it curses, |aughs, lingers on one expression, avoids

anot her. Here one face yawns, another bulges with food; one scarred, one

l onging with what could be | ove, one scream ng: each ampbng a thousand, none
seen nore than once. You start to arrange the furniture in your head to find a
pl ace for these faces, sonmeplace to dunp all these quarter enotions. \Wen you
go through the gate at Branning-at-sea and | eave the country, you retreat to



the country for your vocabulary to describe it: rivers of men and torrents of
worren, storns of voices, rains of fingers and jungles of arns. But it's not
fair to Branning. It's not fair to the country either

| stal ked the streets of Branning-at-sea dangling nmy unpl ayabl e knife, gawking
at the five story buildings till | saw the buildings with twenty-five stories.
Gawked at themtill | saw a building with so many stories |I couldn't count,
because hal fway up (around ninety) | kept |osing nyself while people jostled
ne.

There were a few beautiful streets where trees rubbed their | eaves over the
wal Il's. There were many filthy ones where garbage banked the sidewal k, where

t he houses were boxes pushed together, w thout roomfor novenent of air or
peopl e. The people stayed, the air stayed; both grew foul

On the walls were flayed posters of the Dove. Here there were others also.
passed some kids el bowi ng each ot her around one such poster that winkled over
a fence. | squeezed anbng themto see what they | ooked at.

Two wonen gazed idiotically fromswirling colors. The caption: "THESE TWD

| DENTI CAL TWNS ARE NOT THE SAME. "

The youngsters giggled and shoved another. Cbviously | mssed sonething about
the sign. | turned to one boy. "I don't get it."

"Huh?" He had freckles and a prosthetic arm He scratched his head with
plastic fingers. "What do you nean?"

"What's so funny about that picture?”

First disbelief: then he grinned. "If they're not the same,"” he blurted,
"they're different!" They all |aughed. Their |aughter was filigreed with the
sni cker that let you know when | aughter's rotten

| pushed away fromthem | searched for nusic; heard none. After the listening
stops, after the searchi ng-when these sidewal ks and nultitudes will not bear
your questions any nore: that's what lonely is, Friza. Cutching ny knife,
made ny headl ong way through evening, isolated as if | had been lost in a
city.

The shingled tones of the Kodaly cello sonata! | swung around on ny heels. The
flags were clean and unbroken. There were trees on the corner. The buil di ngs
sl anted high behind brass gates. The nusic unraveled in ny head. Blinking,

| ooked fromgate to gate. | chose. Faltering, | wal ked up the short marble
steps and struck ny nachete hilt on the bars.

The clang | eaped down the street. The sound scared me but | struck again.

Behi nd the gate the brass studded door swung in. Then there was a click in the
lock and the gate itself rattled | oose. Cautiously, | started the wal k that
led to the open door. | squinted in the shadow at the doorway, then went
inside, blind fromthe sun and alone with the nusic.

My eyes accustoned to the dimrer light: far ahead was a wi ndow. High in dark
stone, a dragon twi sted through | ead tessel ations.

"Lobey?"

But | have this against thee, that thou didst |eave thy first |ove,
The Revel ation of John/ Chapter 2, verse 4

My trouble is, such a subject cannot be seriously |ooked at w thout
intensifying itself towards a center which is beyond what |, or anyone el se,
is capable of witing of . . . Trying to wite it in terns of noral problens
alone is nore than | can possibly do. My main hope is to state the centra
subj ect and ny ignorance fromthe start.

James Agee/Letter to Father Flye

Where is this country? How does one get there? If one is born lover with an
i nnat e phil osophic bent, one will get there.
Pl oti nus/ The Intelligence, the Idea, and Being

Spi der | ooked up fromthe desk where he'd been reading. "I thought that would
be you."



I n shadow behind him| saw the books. La Dire had owned sone hundred. But the
shel ves behind himwent fromfloor to ceiling.

"I want ... ny noney." My eyes cane back to the desk
"Sit down," Spider said. "I want to talk to you."
"About what?" | asked. Qur voices echoed. The nmusic was nearly silent. "I have

to be on ny way to get Friza, to find Kid Death."

Spi der nodded. "That's why | suggest you sit down." He pressed a button, and
dust motes in the air defined a | ong cone of light that dropped to an onyx
stool. | sat slowy, holding nmy blade. As he had once shifted the handl e of
his dragon whip from hand to hand, now he played with the bl eached, fragile
skul | of some rodent. "Wat do you know about mnythol ogy, Lobey?"

"Only the stories that La Dire, one of the elders of nmy village, used to tel
me. She told all the young people stories, sone of themnmany tinmes. And we
told themto each other till they sank into nenory. By then there were other
children for her to tell."

"Agai n, what do you know about nythol ogy?-1'm not asking you what nyths you
know, nor even where they came from but why we have them what we use them
for."

"I... don't know," | said. "When | left nmy village, La Dire told ne the myth
of O pheus."

Spi der held up the skull and | eaned forward. "Wy?"

"I don't..." Then | thought. "To gui de ne?"

I could offer nothing el se. Spider asked, "Was La Dire different?"

"She was-" The prurience that had riddled the |aughter of the young people
gaping at the poster cane back to ne; | did not understand it, still | felt
the rins of ny ears grow hot. | remenbered the way Easy, Little Jon, and Lo
Hawk had tried to brake ny brooding over Friza; and how La Dire had tried, her
attenpt like theirs -yet different. "Yes," | confessed, "she was."

Spi der nodded and rapped his rough knuckles on the desk. "Do you understand

di fference, Lobey?"

"I live in a different world, where many have it and many do not. | just

di scovered it in nyself weeks ago. | know the world noves towards it with
every pulse of the great rock and the great roll. But | don't understand it."
Through the eagerness on his drawn face Spider smiled. "In that you're |ike

the rest of us. Al any of us knows is what it is not."

"What isn't it?" | asked.

"It isn't telepathy; it's not tel ekinesis-though both are chance phenonena
that increase as difference increases. Lobey, Earth, the world, fifth planet
fromthe sun-the species that stands on two | egs and roans this thin wet
crust: it's changing, Lobey. It's not the sane. Sone people wal k under the sun
and accept that change, others close their eyes, clap their hands to their
ears and deny the world with their tongues. Mst snicker, giggle, jeer and
poi nt when they think no one else is |ooking-that is how the humans acted

t hroughout their history. We have taken over their abandoned world, and

somet hing new i s happening to the fragnents, sonething we can't even define
wi th mankind's | eftover vocabulary. You nust take its imnportance exactly as
that: it is indefinable; you are involved in it; it is wonderful, fearful
deep, ineffable to your explanations, opaque to your efforts to see through
it; yet it denmands you take journeys, defines your stopping and starting
points, can propel you with love and hate, even to seek death for Kid Death-"
"-or make ne make nusic," | finished for him "Wat are you talking about,

Spi der ?"

"I'f I could tell you, or you could understand frommy inferences, Lobey, it
woul d | ose all value. Wars and chaoses and paradoxes ago, two mathemati ci ans
bet ween t hem ended an age and began anot her for our hosts, our ghosts called
Man. One was Einstein, who with his Theory of Relativity defined the limts of
man' s perception by expressing mathematically just how far the condition of

t he observer influences the thing he perceives.”

"I'mfamliar with it," |I said



"The other was Godle, a contenporary of Einstein, who was the first to bring
back a mathematically preci se statenent about the vaster real mbeyond the
l[imts Einstein had defined: In any cl osed mat hematical systemyou may read
"the real world with its inmutable laws of logic'-there are an infinite nunber
of true, theorens-you may read 'perceivabl e, neasurabl e phenonena' - whi ch

t hough contained in the original system can not be deduced fromit- read
"proven with ordinary or extraordinary logic.' Wich is to say, there are nore
things in heaven and Earth than are dreamed of in your philosophy, Lo Lobey-o.
There are an infinite number of true things in the world with no way of
ascertaining their truth. Einstein defined the extent of the rational. Godle
stuck a pininto the irrational and fixed it to the wall of the universe so
that it held still long enough for people to know it was there. And the world
and hurmanity began to change. And fromthe other side of the universe, we were
drawn slowy here. The visible effects of Einstein's theory | eaped up on a
convex curve, its production huge in the first century after its discovery,
then leveling off. The production of Godle's |law crept up on a concave curve,
m croscopic at first, then |l eaping to equal the Einsteinian curve, cross it,
outstrip it. At the point of intersection, humanity was able to reach the
l[imts of the known universe with ships and projection forces that are stil
avai |l abl e to anyone who wants to use them"

"Lo Hawk," | said. "Lo Hawk went on a journey to the other worlds-"

"-and when the line of Godle's | aw eagl ed over Einstein's, its shadow fell on
a deserted Earth. The humans had gone somewhere else, to no world in this
conti nuum W canme, took their bodies, their soul s-both husks abandoned here
for any wanderer's taking. The cities, once bustling centers of interstellar
conmerce, were crunbled to the sands you see today. And they were once greater
t han Branni ng-at-sea."

| thought a monent. "That nust have taken a long tine," | said slowy.

"It has," Spider said. "The Gty we crossed is perhaps thirty thousand years
ol d. The sun has captured two nore planets since the A d People began here.™

"And the source-cave?" | suddenly asked. "Wat was the source-cave?"
"Didn't you ever ask your el ders?"
"Never thought to," | said.

"It's a net of caves that wanders beneath nost of the planet, and the | ower

| evel s contain the source of the radiation by which the villages, when their
popul ati ons becone too stagnant, can set up a controlled random junbling of
genes and chronosones. Though we have not used that for alnbst a thousand
years. Though the radiation is still there. As we, tenplated on man, becone
nore conplicated creatures, the harder it is for us to remain perfect: there
is more variation anmong the normals and the kages fill with rejects. And here
you are, now, Lobey."

"What does this all have to do wi th nythol ogy?" | was weary of his nonol ogue.

"Recall my first question."
"What do | know of mythol ogy?"

"And | want a Codelian, not an Einsteinian answer. | don't want to know what's
i nside the myths, nor how they clang and set one another ringing, their
glittering focuses, their Iimts and genesis. | want their shape, their

texture, how they feel when you brush by themon a dark road, when you see
themreceding into the fog, their weight as they | eap your shoul der from

behi nd; I want to know how you take to the idea of carrying three when you
al ready bear two. Who are you, Lobey?"
"I'm. . . Lobey?" | asked. "La Dire once called me Ringo and O pheus."

Spider's chin rose. His fingers, caging the bone face, canme together. "Yes,

t hought so. Do you know who | anP"

"No. "

"I"'mGeen-eye's Iscariot. |'mKid Death's Pat Garrett. |I'm Judge M nos at the
gate, whom you nust charmw th your nusic before you can even go on to
petition the Kid. I"'mevery traitor you' ve inmagined. And I'm a baron of



dragons, trying to support two wives and ten children.™

"You're a big man, Spider."

He nodded. "Wat do you know of mythol ogy?"

"Now that's the third time you' ve asked nme." | picked up ny blade. Fromthe
grinding love that wanted to serenade his silences-the nusic had all stopped-|
| eaned t he bl ade agai nst my teeth.

"Bite through the shells of ny neanings, Lobey. | know so nuch nore than you.
The guilty have the relief of know edge.” He held the skull over the table. |
t hought he was offering it to ne. "I know where you can find Friza. | can let

you through the gate. Though Kid Death may kill nme.

I want you to know that. He is younger, crueler, and much stronger. Do you
want to go on?"

| dropped ny blade. "It's fixed!" | said. "I'Il fail! La Dire said O pheus
failed. You're trying to tell ne that these stories tell us just what is going
to happen. You' ve been telling me we're so nmuch ol der than we think we are;
this is all schematic for a reality |I can't change! You're telling ne right
now that |1've failed as soon as | start.”

"Do you believe that?"

"That's what you've said."

"As we are able to retain nore and nore of our past, it takes us |onger and

| onger to become ol d; Lobey, everything changes. The |abyrinth today does not
follow the same path it did at Knossos fifty thousand years ago. You may be
O pheus; you may be soneone el se, who dares death and succeeds. G een-eye nay
go to the tree this evening, hang there, rot, and never cone down. The world
is not the sane. That's what |'ve been trying to tell you. It's different.”
"But-"

"There's just as nuch suspense today as there was when the first singer woke
fromhis song to discover the worth of the concomitant sacrifice. You don't
know, Lobey. This all may be a false note, at best a passing di ssonance in the
har moni es of the great rock and the great roll."

| thought for a while. Then | said, "I want to run away."

Spi der nodded. "Sone mason set the doubl e-headed | abrys on the stones at

Phei stos. You carry a two edge knife that sings. One wonders if Theseus built
the maze as he wandered through it."

"I don't think so," |I said, defensive and dry. "The stories give you a lawto
fol l ow"

"-that you can either break or obey."
"They set you a goal -"
"-and you can either fail that goal, succeed, or surpass it."

"Why?" | demanded. "Why can't you just ignore the old stories? I'lIl go on
plunb the sea, find the Kid without your help. | can ignore those tales!
"You're living in the real world now," Spider said sadly. "It's cone from
something. It's going to something. Myths always lie in the nost difficult

pl aces to ignore. They confound all famly | ove and hate. You shy at them on
entering or exiting any endeavor." He put the skull on the table. "Do you know
why the Kid needs you as nmuch as he needs G een-eye?"

| shook ny head.

"1 do."

"The Kid needs nme?"

"Why do you think you' re here?"

"Is the reason... different? "

"Primarily. Sit back and listen." Spider hinself |eaned back in his chair. |
stayed where | was. "The Kid can change anything in the range of his
intelligence. He can nake a rock into a tree, a nouse into a handful of nopss.
But he cannot create sonething from nothing. He cannot take this skull and



| eave a vacuum G een-eye can. And that is why the Kid needs G een-eye."

I remenbered the encounter on the nountain where the malicious redhead had
tried to tenpt the depthless vision of the herder-prince.

"The ot her thing he needs is nusic, Lobey."

"Misi c?"

"This is why he is chasing you-or naking you chase him He needs order. He
needs patterning, relation, the know edge that comes when six notes predict a
sevent h, when three notes beat agai nst one another and define a node, a nel ody
defines a scale. Miusic is the pure |anguage of temnporal and co-tenpora
relati on. He knows nothing of this, Lobey. Kid Death can control, but he
cannot create, which is why he needs G een-eye. He can control, but he cannot
order. And that is why he needs you."

"But how ?"

"Not in any way your village vocabulary or mnmy urban refinenent can state.
Differently, Lobey. Things passing in a world of difference have their
surrealistic corollaries in the present. Green-eye creates, but it is an
oblique side effect of sonething else. You receive and concei ve mnusic; again
only an oblique characteristic of who you are-"

"Who am | ?"

"You're... sonething else."

My question had contained a demand. H's answer held a chuckl e.

"But he needs you both," Spider went on. "Wat are you going to give hinP"

"My knife in his belly till blood floods the holes and | eaks out the
nmout hpi ece. |1'1l chase the sea-floor till we both fall on sand. I-" My mouth
opened; | suddenly sucked in dark air so hard it hurt nmy chest. "I'mafraid,"
| whispered. "Spider, I'mafraid."

"\Why 2"

| 1 ooked at himbehind the evenly blinking lids of his black eyes. "Because
didn't realize I"'malone in this.” | slid ny hands together on the hilt. "If

I"'mto get Friza,

| have to go alone-not with her love, but without it. You're not on ny side."
| felt my voice roughen, not with fear. It was the sadness that starts in the

back of the throat and makes you cough before you start crying. "If | reach
Friza, | don't know what 1'll have, even if | get her."

Spider waited for ny crying. | wouldn't give himthe satisfaction. So after a
while he said, "Then | guess | can let you through, if you really know that."
| | ooked up.

He nodded to ny silent question

"There's someone you must go to see. Here." He stood up. In his other hand was
a small sack. He shook it. Inside coins clinked. He flung the sack towards ne.
| caught it.

"Who?"

"The Dove."

"The one whose pictures |I've seen? But who-"

"Who is the Dove?" asked Spider. "The Dove is Helen of Troy, Star Anthim
Mario Montez, Jean Harlow " He waited.

"And you?" | asked. "You're Judas and M nos and Pat Garrett? Who are you to
her ?"
H s snort was contenptuous and anused. "If the Dove is Jean Harl ow |I' m Paul
Burn."

"But why-?"



"Come on, Lobey. Get going."

"I"'mgoing," | said. "I'mgoing." | was confused. For much the sanme reasons
you are. Though not exactly the same. As | wal ked to the door | kept gl ancing
back at Spider. Suddenly he tossed the skull gently. It passed nme, hovered a
nmonent, then smashed on the stones and Spider |aughed. It was a friendly

| augh, without the malicious flickering of fish scales and flies' w ngs that
dazzl ed the | aughter of the Kid. But it nearly scared me to death. | ran out
of the door. For one step bone fragnments chewed at ny instep. The door slanmed
behi nd me. The sun sl apped ny face.

Leave Crete and conme to this holy tenple.
Sappho/ Fr agnent

This nmorning | took refuge fromthe thin rain in a tea-house with the dock
wor kers. Yell ow cl ouds noil ed outside above the Bosphorus. Found one man who
spoke French, two others who spoke Greek. W tal ked of voyages and warmed our
fingers on glasses of tea. Between the four of us we had girdled the gl obe.
The radi o over the stove alternated repetitive Turki sh nodul ations with
Aznavour and the Beatles. Lobey starts the last leg of his journey. | cannot
foll ow hi mhere. Wen the rain stopped, | wal ked through the waterfront fish
mar ket where the silver fish had their gills pulled out and | ooped over their
jaws so that each head was crowned with a bl oody flower. A street of wooden
houses wound up the hill into the city. Afire had recently raged here. Few
houses had actually burned down, but high slabs of glittering carbon | eaned
over the cobbles where the children played with orange peel in the nmud. |

wat ched some ot hers chase a redheaded boy. H s face was wet; he tripped in the
mud, then fled before me. The heels had been trod down in his shoes. Perhaps
on rewiting | shall change Kid Death's hair fromblack to red. Followed the

wal I of Topkapi pal ace, kicking away wet |eaves fromthe pavenent. | stopped
in the Sultanahnmet Janmi . The bl ue designs rose on the dome above nme. It was
restful. In a week another birthday, and | can start the meticul ous process of

overl ayi ng another filigree across the novel's palinpsest. The stones were
cold under ny bare feet. The desi gns keep going, taking your eyes up and out
of yourself. Qutside |I put on ny boots and started across the courtyard. In
the second story of the old teahouse across the park | sat in a corner away
fromthe stove and tried to westle ny characters towards their endings. Soon
| shall start again. Endings to be useful rmust be inconclusive.

Aut hor's Journal /I stanbul, March 1966

What are your qualifications? Dare you dwell in the East where we dwell? Are
you afraid of the sun? Wien you hear the new viol et sucking her way anong the
cl ods, shall you be resol ute?

Emily Dickinson/Letter to K S. Turner

The Pearl surprised nme. Amllion people is too many to sort an individua
froma slum But the established classes are all the nore centralized. There
in the furious evening | saw the sign down the street. | |ooked in ny purse.
But Spi der woul d have gi ven ne enough.

Bl ack doors broke under a crimson sunburst. | went up the stairs beneath the
orange lights. There was perfume. There was noise. | held ny sword tight.
Tack- heads had worn away the nap of the carpet with the tugging of how nmany
feet. Someone had painted a trompe |'oeil still life on the left wall: fruit,
feathers, and surveying instrunents on crunpled | eather. Voices, yes. Still
at the place where the auditory nerve connects to the brain and sound becones
nmusi c, there was silence.

"Lo?" inquired the dog at the head of the steps.

| was baffled. "Lo Lobey," | told his cold face, and grinned at it. It stayed



col d.

And on the bal cony across the crowded room where her party was, she stood up
| eaned over the railing, called, "Who are you?" with contralto |aughter
spilling her words.

She was pretty. She wore silver, a sheath V' d deeply between small breasts.
Her mouth seened used to enotions, nostly laughter | guessed. Her hair was
riotous and bright as Little Jon's. The person she was calling to was ne.
"Umhm You, silly. Wo are you?"

It had slipped ny mnd that when sonebody speaks to you, you answer. The dog
coughed, then announced. "Eh ... Lo Lobey is here." At which point everyone in
the roomsilenced. Wth the silence | |earned how noisy it had been. d asses,
whi spers, laughter, talk, feet on the floor, chair |egs squeaking after them

| wished it would start again. In a doorway on the side of the roomwhere two
serpents twined over the transom | saw the fat, famliar figure of the
hunchback Pistol. He was obviously com ng fromsomewhere to see what was
wrong; he saw ne, closed his eyes, took a breath, and | eaned on the door janb.
Then the Dove said, "Well, it's about time, Lo Lobey. | thought you'd never
get here. Pistol, bring a chair."

| was surprised. Pistol was astounded. But after he got his mouth cl osed, he
got the chair. Wth drawn nachete | stal ked the Dove anong the tables, the
flowers, the candles and cut goblets; the men with gold chai ned dogs crouchi ng
at their sandals; the women with jewel ed eyelids, their breasts propped in
cages of brass nesh or silver wire. They all turned to watch ne as | went.

I mounted a stairway to the Dove's bal cony. One hip against the railing, she
hel d out her hand to ne. "You're

Spider's friend," she beamed. She nade you feel very good when she tal ked.
"Pistol"-she tw sted around; winkles of light slid over her dress-"put the
seat by mine." He did and we sat on the brocade cushi ons.

Wth the Dove in front of me it was a little difficult to | ook at anyone el se.
She | eaned towards nme, breathing. | guess that's what she was doing.

"We're supposed to tal k. What do you want to tal k about ?"

Breathing is a fascinating thing to watch in a woman. "Eh ... ah ... well

| pulled my attention forcefully back to her face. "Are nine thousand really
that rmuch better than ninety-nine?" (You think I knew what | was tal king
about ?) She began to | augh w thout meki ng any sound. Wich is even nore
fascinating.

"Ah! " she responded, "you must try it and find out."

At whi ch point everybody started tal king again. The Dove still watched ne.
"What do you do?" | asked. "Spider says you're supposed to help me find
Friza."

"l don't know who Friza is."

"She was-" The Dove was breathing again. "-beautiful too.
Her face passed down to deeper enotion. "Yes," she said.
"I don't think we can talk about it here." | glanced at Pistol, who was stil
hovering. "The problemisn't exactly the sane as you m ght think."

She rai sed a darkened eyebrow

“It's a bit..."
"Ch," she said, and her chin went up
"But you?" | said. "What do you do? Who are you?"

Her eyebrow arch grew nore acute. "Are you serious?"
| nodded.



In confusion she | ooked to the people around her. Wen no one offered to
explain for her, she | ooked back at ne. Her |ips opened, touched; her |ashes
di pped and | eaped. "They say |I'mthe thing that allows themall to go on

| oving. "

"How?" | asked.
Soneone beside her said, "He really doesn't know?"

From the other side: "Doesn't he know about keeping confusion in the trails
fertile?"

She pl aced a finger perpendicular to her lips. They quieted at the sound of
her sigh. "I'll have to tell him Lobey-this is your... nane."

"Spider told me to talk to you ..." | offered. | wanted to fix nyself by

i nformati ve hooks to her world.

Her smile cut guys. "You try to make things too sinple. Spider. The great Lord
Lo Spider? The traitor, the false friend, the one who has al ready signed
Green-eye's death decree. Don't concern yourself with that doomed nman. Look to
yoursel f, Lobey. Wat do you want to know "

"Deat h decree-"

She touched ny cheek. "Be sel fish. Wat do you want?"

"Friza! " | half stood in ny seat.
She sat back. "Now |I'Il ask you a question, having not answered yours. \Wo is
Friza?"

"She answered yours. VWo is Friza?"
"She . . ." Then | said, "She was al nost as beautiful as you."

Her chin cane down. Light, |ight eyes darkened and cane down too. "Yes." That
word canme with the sound of only the breath | had been watchi ng, w thout

voi ce. So much questioning in her face now nade her renenbered expression
causti c.

"I. .." The wong word. "She ..." Afist started to beat ny ribs. Then it
st opped, opened, reached up into ny head, and scratched down the inside of ny
face: forehead and cheeks burned. My eyes stung.

She caught her breath. "l see.™

"No you don't," | got out. "You don't."

They were wat chi ng again. She glanced right, left, bit her lip as she | ooked
back. "You and | are . . . well, not quite the sane."

"Huh? ... oh. But-Dove-"

"Yes, Lobey?"

"Where am1? |I've cone froma village, fromthe wilds of nowhere, through
dragons and flowers. |'ve thrown ny Lo, searching out ny dead girl, hunting a
naked cowboy nean as Spider's whip. And sonewhere a dirty, one-eyed prince is
going to... die while | go on. \Were am|, Dove?"

"This close to an old place called Hell." She spoke quickly. "You can enter it
t hrough death or song. You may need sone help to find your way out."



"I look for ny dark girl and find you silver."

She stood and bl ades of light struck at me fromher dress. Her snmooth hand
swung by her hip. | grabbed it with ny rough one. "Come," she said.

| cane.

As we descended fromthe bal cony she | eaned on ny arm "W are going to walk
once around the room | suppose you have the choice either of listening, or
wat ching. | doubt if you can do both. | couldn't, but try." As we started to
circuit the room | beat nmy shin with the flat of ny sword.

"We are worn out with trying to be human, Lobey. To survive even a dozen nore
generations we nust keep the genes mixing, mxing, mxing."

An old man | eaned his belly on the edge of his table, gaping at the girl
across fromhim She licked the corner of her nouth, her eyes wondrous and

bl ue and beautiful. Her cheekbones nmobcked him

"You can't force people to have children with many people. But we can naeke the
i dea as attractive"-she dropped her eyes-"as possible.™

At the next table the woman's face was too | oose for the fram ng bone beneat h.
But she | aughed. Her hand winkled over the smooth fingers of the young man
across from her. She gazed enviously fromlined eyes at his quick lids, dark
as olives when he blinked, his hair shinier than hers, wld where hers was
coiffed in high | agquer

"Who am |, Lobey?" she suggested - rather than asked - rhetorically. "lI'mthe
key inmage in an advertising campaign. |I'mthe good/bad wild thing whom

everybody wants, wants to be like-who prefers ninety-nine instead of one. |I'm
t he one whom nmen search out from seeding to seeding. |I'mthe one whomall the

worren style their hair after, raise and | ower their hens and necklines as mne
raise and lower. The world steals ny witticisns, my gestures, even ny
m stakes, to try out on each new | over."

The couple at the next table had probably forgotten nost of what it was |ike
to be forty. They | ooked happy, wealthy and content. | was envious.

"There was a tine," the Dove went on, pressing the back of my hand with her
forefinger, "when orgies and artificial insenmination did the trick. But we
still have a jelling attitude to nelt. So, that's what | do. Which | eaves you,
| gather, wth another question."

The youngsters across fromus clutched each other's hands and gi ggl ed. Once |
t hought that twenty-one was the responsible age; it had to be, it was so far
away. Those kids could do anything and were just |earning how, and were hurt
and astounded and deliriously happy at once with the prospects.

"The answer"-and | | ooked back at the Dove-"lies with the particular talent I
have that facilitates ny job."

The finger that had pressed ny hand now touched mnmy |ips. She pouted for
silence. Wth her other hand she lifted nmy sword. "Play, Lobey?"

"For you?"

She swept her hand around the room "For them" She turned to the people.
"Everybody! | want you to be quiet. | want you to hear. You nmust be still-"
They still ed.

"-and listen."

They listened. Many | eaned their el bows on the table. The Dove turned to ne
and nodded. | | ooked at ny nachete.



Across the room Pistol was holding his head. | smiled at him Then |I sat down
on the edge of an enpty table, toed the holes, fingered them

| blew a note. | | ooked at the people. | blew another one. | |aughed after
that one.

The youngsters | aughed too.

| blew two notes, down, then shrill.

| started to clap ny hands, a hard, slowrhythm | nmade the nelody with feet
al one. The kids thought that was pretty funny too. | rocked on the table edge,
cl osed ny eyes, and cl apped and played. In the back sonmebody began to clap
with ne. | grinned into the flute (difficult) and the sound

brightened. | renmenbered the nusic 1'd got from Spider. So | tried sonething
I'd never done before. | let one nelody go on without ny playing it, and

pl ayed anot her instead. Tones tugged each other into harnony as they swooped
fromclap to clap. | let those two continue and threaded a third above them |
pushed the music into a body swayer, a food shaker, till fingers upon the
tabl ecl ot h pounced on the pattern. | played, |ooking hard at them wei ghing
the weight of nusic in them and when there was enough, | danced. Movenents
repeat ed thensel ves; naking dances is the opposite of taking them | danced on
the table. Hard. | whipped themw th nusic. Sounds peel ed from sounds. Chords
fell open like sated flowers. People called out. |I shrilled ny rhythns at them
down the holl ow knife, gouged sound down their spines the way you pith a frog.
They shook in their seats. | put into the music a fourth line, dissonant to
lots and lots of other notes. Three people had started dancing with nme. | made
t he musi c make them Rhythm buoyed their jerking. The old man was shaking his
shoul ders at the blue eyed girl. Cap. The youngsters shook shoul der-C ap-to
shoul der. The ol der couple held hands very tightly. Cd ap. Sound banked

behi nd-C ap- itself. Silence a moment. C ap. Then | oosed through the room
like dragons in the gorse, wild, they nmpaned together, beat their thighs and
bellies to four nel odies.

On the rai sed dais, where the Dove's table had been, sonebody opened the wi de
wi ndows. The wind on ny sweaty back made nme cough. The cough grow ed in the
flute. A breeze in a closed roomlets you know how hot it is. The dancers
noved to the balcony. | followed them The tiles were red and blue. The gold
eveni ng streamed with bl ue wounds. One or two dancers rested on the railing.
My sword fell fromny lips as | gazed around the-

It caught me across the eyes. The silver dress rippled in the wind. But it
wasn't the Dove. She raised dark knuckles to her brown cheek, her full nouth
parting in a sigh. She blinked, brushed her hand across her hair, searching
t hrough the dancers. One and another of them hid her a nonent, stepped away.
Dark Fri za-

Friza returned and turni ng anong the dancers-

Beauti ful and | onged for Friza, found-

Once | was so hungry that when | ate | was frightened. The sanme fear now. Only
nore. The nusic played itself. The blade hung in my hand. Once Friza had

t hrown a pebbl e-

| began to run the maze of dancers.

She saw me. | caught her shoul ders; she clutched me, cheek on ny neck, breast
on ny breast, her arns hard across my back. Her nane swamin ny head. | know
hurt her. Her fists on ny back hurt me. My eyes were wi de and tearing.

wanted to be open to everything about her. Nothing shook in her. | held al

her slimstrength. My arns tightened, relaxed, tightened again.

Across the park below was a single tree, wintered by the insane sun. Roped
fromthe crotch, one armto each fork, head so far forward the neck had to be
br oken, dangl ed Green-eye. Blood froma rope cut glittered along his arm

She twisted in ny arns, |ooked at ne, at what | was |ooking at; quickly she
put her hands over my eyes. Alone in her dark hands, | recognized the nusic.
Pol yphoni zed and danced by strangers, it was the nourning song of the girl who
shi el ded ny eyes now, played for the garroted prince.



Under the nusic, a voice whispered, "Lobey, be careful." It was the Dove's

voi ce. "Do you want to | ook that closely?"

The fingers stayed over my face.
"I can | ook down your head like a hall. You died, Lobey. Somewhere in the
rocks and rain, you died. Do you want to | ook at that closely-"

"I''"'mno ghost!"

"Ch, you're real, Lobey! But perhaps-"
| twi sted ny head again, but darkness foll owed.

"Do you want to know about the Kid?"
"I want to know anything that'll help me kill him"

"Then listen. Kid Death can bring back to life only the ones he hinself takes
fromit. He can only keep the belly buttons he harvests. But do you know who
brought you back from"

"Take your hands away."

"You' ve got a choice to make, Lobey, quick! " the Dove whi spered. "Do you want
to see what's in front of you? O do you want to see only what you saw
bef or e?"

"Your hands. | can't see anything with your hands in front of nmy ..." |
stopped, horrified at what | had just said.

"I"'mvery talented, Lobey, in what | do." Light seeped in, as gently the
pressure released. "lI've had to perfect that talent to survive. You can't
ignore the aws of the world you' ve chosen-"

| took the wists and pulled the hands down. The Dove's hands resisted just a
nmonent, then fell. G een-eye was still roped to the tree bel ow ne.

| grabbed the Dove's arnms. "Were is she?" | |ooked about the terrace. | shook
her and she pull ed back against the rail

"I becone the thing you | ove, Lobey. That's part of ny talent. That's how
can be the Dove."

I shook ny head. "But you-"

She rubbed her shoul der. Her hand slid under the silver cloth. It shifted with
her fingers.

"And they-" | gestured towards the dancers. The youngsters, still hol ding
hands, were pointing into the park and giggling. "They call you La Dove."

She cocked her head, brushing back silver hair. "No, Lobey." She shook her
head. "Who told you that, Lobey? Wio told you that? |I'm Le Dove."

| got chills. The Dove extended a slimhand. "Didn't you know? Lobey, you nean
you didn't-"

| backed away, raising nmy sword.

"Lobey, we're not hunman! W live on their planet, because they destroyed it.
W've tried to take their form their nenories, their nyths. But they don't
fit. It's illusion, Lobey. So nuch of it. He brought you back: G een-eye. He's
t he one who coul d have brought back, really brought back your Friza."

"Green-eye...?

"But we're just not the sane as they were, Lobey. W're-"



| turned and ran from the bal cony.

Inside, | overturned a table, whirled at the barking dog. "Lo Lobey!" He sat
on the dais where the Dove's party had been. "Come. Have you been enjoying the
fl oor show here at the Pearl?"

Before | could say anything, he nosed a switch in the wall.

The floor began to rotate. Through ny hysteria | realized what was happeni ng.
The floor was two panes of polarized plastic, one above the other. The top one
turned; the Iower one was still. As they reached transparency, | saw figures
nmovi ng below in the crevices of the stone, down below the chair and table

| egs.

"The Pearl is built over one of the corridors for the kage at Branni ng-at-sea.
Look: they weave there anong the crags, that one falling, that other, clinging

to the wall, chew ng his tongue and drooling blood. W have no kage- keeper
here. The old conputer systemthe humans used for Psychic Harnony and
Ent angl ed Deranged Response Associ ations takes care of their illusions. Down

there is a whole hell full of gratified desire-"
I flung nyself on the floor, pressing ny face against the transparency.
"PHAEDRA! " | screaned. "PHAEDRA, where is she?"

"Hi, baby! " Lights glittered bel ow ne fromthe shadow. A couple with many too
many arms stood in a quiet enbrace beneath the flickering machine.

" PHAEDRA- "

"It's still the wong maze, baby. You can find another illusion down here.
She'll follow you all the way to the door, but when you turn around to make
sure she's there, you'll see through it all again, and you'll |eave al one. Wy

even bother to go through with it?" The voice was thinned through the plastic
floor. "Mdther is in charge of everything down here. Don't come playing your
bl oody knife around me. You've got to try and get her back sone other way.
You' re a bunch of psychic manifestations, nulti-sexed and incorporeal, and
you-you're all trying to put on the linmting mask of humanity. Turn again,
Lobey. Seek sonewhere outside the frame of the mrror-"

"Where-"
"Have you begged at the tree?"

Bel ow ne the | ost drooled and lurched and jabbered in the depths of the kage
beneat h PHAEDRA' S flickering. | pushed away. The dog barked as | reached the
door.

| mssed a stair and grabbed the banister four steps down. The building hurled
me into the park. | caught my bal ance. Around the plaza netal towers roared

wi th spectators dancing on the terraces, singing fromcrowled w ndows.

| stood before the tree and played to him pleading. | hung chords on a run of
sevent hs that begged his resolution. | began hunmbly, and the song enptied ne,
till there was only the pit. | plunged. There was rage. It was mne, so | gave
himthat. There was |ove. That shrilled beneath the singing in the wi ndows.
Wiere his forearm had been | ashed to the branch, the bone had broken. H s hand
sagged away fromthe bark and-

-and nothing. | shrieked, as outrage broke. Wth the hilt in both hands, I

pl unged the point in his thigh, sank it to the wood. | screamed again and

wr enched away, quivering.

In pity for man's darkeni ng thought He wal ked that room and i ssued thence In
Gal il ean turbul ence; The Babyl oni an starlight brought a fabul ous, fornl ess



dar kness in.
WIlliam Butler Yeats/Song froma Play

| have heard that you will give 1000 dollars for ny body which as |
understand, it neans as a witness ... if it was so as | could appear in court,
I would give the desired information, but | have indictments against me for

t hi ngs that happened in the Lincoln County War, and am afraid to give nyself
up because ny enemes would kill ne.

WIlliamH Bonney (Billy the Kid) / Letter to Gov. Wll ace

| seek with garlands to redress that w ong.
Andrew Marvel / The Coronet

The sea broke. Morning ran over the water. | wal ked al ong the beach al one.
There were a lot of shells around. | kept on thinking, just a day before we
rode into Branning on dragons. Now his life and ny illusion were gone. Behind

me Branni ng-at-sea di m ni shed on the dawn. The point of ny machete scarred the
sand again and again as | wal ked.

| was not tired. 1'd wal ked all night. But something had wound the ends of
fatigue so tight | couldn't stop. The dawn beach was beautiful. | clinbed a
dune crested with long, |isping grasses.

"Hey, Lobey."

What ever it was unwound and shook |ike sprung cl ockworKks.

"How you been?"

He was sitting on a log jammed into the noist earth at the bottom of the dune.
He squinted up at me, brushed back his hair. The sun flaned the crystals on
his shoul der, his arm salt.

"I been waiting a long, long tine.'
"I don't know," | said. "Tired."
"Are you going to play?" He pointed up at ny sword. "Cone on down."

"I don't want to," | said.

Sand trickled fromthe soles of my feet. | |ooked down, just as a piece of
dune fell away beneath ne. | staggered. Fear jogged |loose. | fell, and began
to claw at the sand. Wiile the Kid chuckled, | slipped down the slope. At the
bottom | whirled. The Kid, still sitting on the |Iog, |ooked down at ne.

"What do you want?" | whispered. "You' ve |lost Green-eye. What do you want from
ne?"

The Kid rubbed his ear, snmiling over many small teeth. "I need that." He
pointed to my machete. "Do you think Spider would really-" He stopped. "Spider
deci ded Green-eye, you, and ne couldn't stay alive in the same world; it was

t oo dangerous. So he signed the death decree and had Green-eye strung up while
you played himout, and |I cried beneath the sea where you can't see tears; is
t hat what you believe?"

He scratched his knee. "How are you?"

"l don't... | don't know "

"I believe that Green-eye lives. | don't know | can't follow himlike |I can
the rest of you. He could be dead." He | eaned forward and bared his teeth.
"But he's not."

| pushed ny back agai nst the sand.
"G ve nme your sword."

| pulled back ny arm Suddenly | swung forward and hacked at him He dodged.
Wod splintered.

"I'f you hit ne," he said, "l suppose it would be unpleasant. | do bl eed. But
if I can tell what you're thinking, well then, attenpts to get rid of me |like
that are really fruitless." He shrugged, smiling, reached out, and touched the
bl ade.



My hand junped. He took the machete, fingered the holes. "No," he sighed. "No,
that doesn't do me any good." He held it out to me again. "Show nme how?"

| took it from himbecause it was mne and | didn't Iike himholding it.

He scratched his right heel with his left foot, "Cone on. Show nme. | don't
need the knife. | need the nusic inside. Play, Lobey." He nodded.

Terrified, | put the handle to ny nouth.

"CGo on."

A note quavered

He | eaned forward, gold | ashes low. "Now |I'm gonna take everything that's
left." His fingers snared one another. He curled his toes, tearing earth.

Anot her note.

| began a third-

It was a sound and a notion and a feeling all at once. It was a |loud snap: the
Kid arched his back and grabbed his neck; the feeling was terror going a few
degrees further than | thought it could. Spider, fromthe top of the dune
shout ed, "Keep playing, damm it! "

| squawked through the bl ade.
"As long as you make nusic, he can't use his nmind for anything else!"
The Kid was standing. The dragon whip | ashed over my head. Bl ood | anced down

his chest. He stunbl ed back over the driftwood, fell. | scranbled aside,
managi ng to keep ny feet under me-a trifle easier for me than nost other
people. | was still getting some sort of noise out of the bl ade.

Spi der, his whip singing, came crabwi se down the dune.

The Kid flipped to his belly under the lash and tried to crawl. The gills
under the hair falling over his neck spread. Spider cut his back open, then
yelled at nme, "Don't stop playing!"

The Kid hissed and bit the ground. He rolled to his side, sand on his mouth
and chin. "Spider . . . aw, Spider. Stop it! Don't, please . . . don-" The
whi p opened his cheek and he clutched his face.

"Keep pl ayi ng, Lobey! Damm it, or he'll kill ne!"

Overbl own at the octave, ny notes jabbed the norning.

"Ahhhhh ... no, Spider-nman. Don't hurt ne no nore!" H s speech slurred on his
bl oody tongue. "Don't-ahhhhhh -it hurts. It hurts! You're supposed to be ny
friend, Spider! -naw, you're supposed to be ny . . ." Sobs for a while. The

whip cut the Kid again and again.
Spider's shoulders ran with sweat. "Ckay," he said. He coiled his |ash,
br eat hi ng hard.

My tongue was sore, my hands numb. Spider |ooked fromne to the Kid. "It's
over," he said.
"Was it... necessary?" | asked.

Spi der just |ooked at the ground.

There was a thrashing in the bush. A length of thorn coiled over the sand,
draggi ng a bl ossom

Spider started up the slope. "Come on," he said. | followed him At the top |
| ooked back. A bouquet clustered over the corpse's head, jostling for eyes and
tongue. | foll owed Spider down.

At the bottomhe turned to ne. Then he frowned. "Snap out of it, boy. I just
saved your life. That's all."

"Spider...?"

"What ?"

"Green-eye... | think I've figured sonething out."

"What? ... Cone on, we have to get back."

"Like the Kid; |I can bring back the ones |'ve killed nyself."

"Like in the broken | and," Spider said. "You brought yourself back. You |et
yoursel f die, and you cane back. G een-eye is the only one who can bring your
Fri za back- now. "

"Green-eye," | said again. "He's dead."

Spi der nodded. "You killed him It was that |ast stroke of your..." He



gestured towards my machete.

"Ch," | said. "What's going on back at Branni ng-at-sea?"
"Riots."

"\Why 2"

"They're hungry for their own future.'
the Kid's face. It nade ne ill.

"I'"m going back," he said. "Are you com ng?"

The sea receded and froth spiral ed the sand.

| thought for a while. "Yes. But not now "

"Green-eye will"-Spider mashed sonething into the sand with his foot-"wait, |
suppose. And the Dove too. The Dove | eads themin the dance, now, and won't be
so ready to forgive you for the choice you nmade."

"What was it?"

For a monent | pictured the garden of

"Between the real and-the rest.”

"Which did | choose?"

Spi der pushed ny shoul der, grinning. "Muybe you'll know when you get back
Where you of f to?" He started to turn

" Spi der ?"

He | ooked back

"In ny village there was a man who grew di ssatisfied. So he left this world,
wor ked for a while on the nmoon, on the outer planets, then on worlds that were
stars and stars away. | might go there."

Spi der nodded. "I did that once. It was all waiting for nme when | got back."
"What's it going to be |like?"

"I't's not going to be what you expect.'
"It's going to be... different?"

He kept wal ki ng down the sand.

As norning branded the sea, darkness fell away at the far side of the beach.
turned to followit.

He grinned, then turned away.



