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One

Two pieces of yesterday were in Captain David-son's mnd when he woke, and he lay | ooking at diem
in die darkness for a while. One up: the new shipload of wonen had arrived. Believe it or not.
They were here, in Centralville, twenty-seven lightyears fromEarth by NAFAL and four hours from
Smith Canp by hopper, the second batch of breeding fenales for the New Tahiti Col ony, all sound
and cl ean, 212 head of prine human stock. O prine enough, anyhow. One down: the report from Dunp
Island of crop failures, nassive erosion, a wi pe-out. The line of 212 buxom beddabl e breasty
little figures faded from Davidson's mind as he saw rai n pouring down onto ploughed dirt, churning
it to mud, thinning the nud to a red broth that ran down rocks into the rainbeaten sea. The
erosi on had begun before he left Dunp Island to run Smith Canp, and being gifted with an
exceptional visual nenory, the kind they called eidetic, he could recall it nowall too clearly.
I't |ooked tike

|

t hat bi gdome Kees was right and you had to |l eave a |l ot of trees standing where you planned to put
farnms. But he still couldn't see why a soybean farm needed to waste a | ot of space on trees if the
| and was managed really scientifically. It wasn't like that in Chio; if you wanted corn you grew
corn, and no space wasted on trees and stuff. But then Earth was a taned pl anet and New Tahit
wasn't. That's what he was here for: to tame it. If Dunp Island was just rocks and gullies now,
then scratch it; start over on a newisland and do better. Can't keep us down, we're Men. You'l

| earn. what that neans pretty soon, you godforsaken dam pl anet, Davidson thought, and he grinned
alittle in the darkness of the hut, for he liked challenges. Thinking Men, he thought Wnen, and
again the line of little figures began to sway through his mnd, smling, jiggling.

"Ben!" he roared, sitting up and swinging his bare feet onto the bare floor. "Hot water get-ready,
hurry-up-qui ck!'' The roar woke himsatis-fyingly. He stretched and scratched his chest and pulled
on his shorts and strode out of the hut into the sunlit clearing all in one easy series of
motions. A big, hard-nuscled man, he enjoyed using his well-trained body. Ben, his creechie, had
the water ready and steaning over the fire* as usual, and was squatting staring at nothing, as
usual . Creechies never slept, they just sat and stared. "Breakfast. Hurry-up-quick!" Davidson
sai d, picking up his razor fromthe rough board

tabl e where the creechie had laid it out ready with a towel and a propped-up mrror

There was a lot to be done today, since he'd decided, that |ast mnute before getting up, to fly
down to Central and see the new women for hinself. They wouldn't |ast |ong, 212 anbng over two
thousand nen, and like the first batch probably nost of themwere Col ony Brides, and only twenty
or thirty had come as Recreation Staff, but those babies were real good greedy girls and he
intended to be first inline with at |least one of themthis time. He grinned on the left, the
right cheek remaining stiff to the whining razor

The ol d creechie was noseying round taking an hour to bring his breakfast from the cookhouse.
"Hurry-up-quick!" Davidson yelled, and Ben pushed his bonel ess saunter into a wal k. Ben was about
a nmeter high and his back fur was nore white nman green; he was old, and dunb even for a creechie,
but Davi dson knew how to handl e them he could tane any of them if it was wormthe effort. It
wasn't, though. Get enough humans here, build nmachines and robots, nake farns and cities, and
nobody woul d need the creechies any nore. And a good thing too. For this world, New Tahiti, was
literally nmade for nen. C eaned up and cl eaned out, the dark forests cut down for open fields of
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grain, the prinmeval murk and savagery and ignorance w ped out, it would be a paradise, a rea
Eden. A better world than worn-out Earth. And it would be his world. For that's

what Don Davi dson was, way down deep inside him a world-tamer. He wasn't a boastful man, but he
knew his own size. It just happened to be the way he was nade. He knew what he wanted, and how to
get it. And he always got it.

Br eakfast |anded warmin his belly. Hs good nmobod wasn't spoiled even by the sight of Kees Van

Sl en coming towards him fat, white, and worried, his eyes sticking out |ike blue golf-balls.
"Don," Kees said without greeting, "the |oggers have been hunting red deer in the Strips again.
There are eighteen pair of antlers in the back roomof the Lounge."

"Nobody ever stopped poachers from poachi ng, Kees."

"You can stop them That's why we live under nmartial law, that's why the Arny runs this colony. To
keep the laws."

A frontal attack fromFatty Bigdome! It was alnmost funny. "All right, "Davidson said reasonably,

"I could stop "em But look, it's the men I'mlooking after; that's ny job, |like you said. And
it's the nmen mat count. Not the animals. If a little extra-legal hunting hel ps the nen get through
this godforsaken life, nmen | intend to blink. They've got to have sone recreation."

"They have ganmes, sports, hobbies, filns, tel etapes of every nmjor sporting event of the past
century, liquor, marijuana, bailies, and a fresh batch of wonen at Central, for those unsatisfied

by the Arnmy's rather unimaginative arrangenents

for hygi enic honbsexuality. They are spoiled rotten, your frontier heroes, and they don't need to
exterm nate a rare native species 'for recreation.' If you don't act, | nmust record a major
infracti on of Ecol ogical Protocols in nmy report to Captai n Godde."

"You can do mat if you see fit, Kees," said Davidson, who never lost his tenper. It was sort of
pathetic the way a euro |ike Kees got all red in the face when he | ost control of his envotions.
"That's your job, after all. | won't hold it against you; they can do the arguing at Central and
decide who's right. See, you want to keep ms place just like it is, actually, Kees. Like one big
National Forest. To look at, to study. Great, you're a spesh. But see, we're just ordinary joes
getting the work done. Earth needs wood, needs it bad. W find wood on New Tahiti. So—we're

| oggers. See, where we differ is that with you Earth doesn't come first, actually. Wth nme it
does. "

Kees | ooked at him si deways out of those blue golf-ball eyes. "Does it? You want to nmake this
world into Earth's inage, eh? A desert of cement?"

"When | say Earth, Kees, | mean people. Men. You worry about deer and trees and fibreweed, fine,
that's your thing. But | like to see things in perspective, fromthe top down, and the top, so
far, is humans. W're here, now, and so this world's going to go our way. Like it or not, it's a
fact you have to face; it happens to be the way things are. Listen, Kees, |'mgoing to hop down to

Central and take a |l ook at the new col onists! Want to cone al ong?*

"No thanks, Captain Davidson," the spesh said, going on towards the Lab hut. He was really mad.
Al'l upset about those damm deer. They were great aninmals, all right. Davidson's vivid nenory'
recalled the first one he had seen, here on Smith Land, a big red shadow, two neters at the

shoul der, a crown of narrow golden antlers, a fleet, brave beast, the finest game-ani nal

i magi nabl e. Back on Earth they were using robodeer even in the Hi gh Rockies and Hi mal aya Parks
now, the real ones were about gone. These things were a hunter's dream So they'd be hunted. Hell
even the wild creechies hunted them with their lousy little bows. The deer woul d be hunted
because that's what they were there for. But poor old bl eeding-heart Kees couldn't see it. He was
actually a smart fellow, but not realistic, not tough-m nded enough. He didn't see that you've got
to play on the winning side or else you lose. And it's Man that wins, every tine. The old
Conqui st ador .

Davi dson strode on through the settlenment, norning sunlight in his eyes, the snmell of sawn wood
and woodsnoke sweet on the warmair. Things | ooked pretty neat, for a logging canp. H e two
hundred nen here had tanmed a fair patch of wilderness in just three E-nonths. Smith Canp: a couple
of big corruplast geodesies, forty tinber huts built by creechie-tabor, the sawm ||,

the burner trailing a blue plunme over acres of logs and cut lunber; uphill, the airfield and the
bi g prefab hangar for helicopters and heavy machinery. That was all. But when they cane here there
had been nothing. Trees. A dark huddl e and junble and tangle of trees, endless, meaningless. A

sl uggi sh river overhung and choked by trees, a few creechi e-warrens hi dden anong the trees, sone
red deer, hairy nonkeys, birds. And trees. Roots, boles, branches, tw gs, |eaves overhead and
underfoot and in your face and in your eyes, endless | eaves on endl ess trees.

New Tahiti was nostly water, warm shall ow seas broken here and there by reefs, islets

ar chi pel agoes, and the five big Lands that lay in a 2500-kilo arc across the Northwest Quarter-
sphere. And all those flecks and bl obs of |and were covered with trees. Ccean: forest. That was
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your choice on New Tahiti. Water and sunlight, or darkness and | eaves.

But nmen were here now to end the darkness, and turn the tree-junble into clean sawn pl anks, nore
prized on Earth than gold. Literally, he-cause gold could be got fromseawater and from under the
Antarctic ice, but wood could not; wood cane only fromtrees. And it was a really necessary | uxury
on Earth. So the alien forests became wood. Two hundred nen with robosaws and haul ers had al r eady
cut eight nile-wide Strips on Smith Land, in three nonths. The stunps of the Strip nearest canp
were al ready white and punky; chemically treated, they would have fallen into fertile ash by the
time the permanent colonists, the

-fanners, canme to settle Smith Land. Al the farmers would have to do was plant seeds and let 'em
sprout.

It had been done once before. That was a queer thing, and the proof, actually, that New Tahiti was
i ntended for humans to take over. Al the stuff here had cone fromEarth, about a mllion years
ago, and the evolution had followed so close a path that you recogni zed things at once: pine, oak
wal nut, chestnut, fir, holly, apple, ash; deer, bird, nouse, cat squirrel, nonkey. The hu-nmanoi ds
on Hai n-Davenant of course clained they'd done it at the sanme tinme as they colonized Earth, but if
you listened to those ETs you'd find they clainmed to have settled every planet in the Gl axy and

i nvented everything fromsex to thunbtacks. The theories about Atlantis were a |lot nore realistic,
and this mght well be a lost Atlantean colony. But the humans had died out. And the nearest thing
that had devel oped fromthe nonkey line to replace themwas the creechie—a neter tall and covered
with green fur. As ETs they were about standard, but as nen they were a bust, they just hadn't
made it. Gve '"emanother million years, maybe. But the Conqui stadors had arrived first. Evolution
moved now not at the pace of a random mutation once a mllennium but with the speed of the
starshi ps of the Terran Fleet.

"Hey Captain!"

Davi dson turned, only a nicrosecond late in his reaction, but that was |ate enough to annoy him
There was sonet hing about this dam planet, its

8
gold sunlight and hazy sky, its mld winds snelling of |eaf nold and pollen, sonething that made
you daydream You npoched al ong thinking about conqui stadors, and destiny and stuff, till you were

acting as thick and slow as a creechie. "Mrning, Ck!" he said crisply to the |ogging forenan.

- Bl ack and tough as wire rope, Cknanawi Nabo was Kee's physical opposite, but he had the sane
worried | ook. "You got half a m nute?"

"Sure. \Wat's eating you, Ck?"

"The little bastards.™

They | eaned their backsides on a split rail fence. Davidson lit his first reefer of the day.
Sunl i ght, snoke-blued, slanted warm across the air. The forest behind canp, a quarter-nile-w de
uncut strip, was full of the faint, ceaseless, cracking, chuckling, stirring, whirring, silvery
noi ses that woods in the norning are full of. It mght have been Idaho in 1950, this clearing. O
Kentucky in 1830. O Gaul in 50 B.C. "Te-whet," said a distant bird.

"I"d like to get rid of "em Captain.”

"The creechi es? How d'you nean, Ck?"

"Just let "emgo. lcan'tget enough work out of "emin the mll to nmake up for their keep. O for
their being such a damm headache. They just don't work."

" "ITiey do if you know how to make 'em They built the canp."”

Cknanawi ' s obsidi an face was dour. "Well, you got the touch with "em | guess. | don't.'' He
paused. "In that Applied Hi story course | took in training for Far-out, it said that slavery never
wor ked. It was uneconomnical ."

"Right, but this isn't slavery, Ok baby. Slaves are humans. Wen you rai se cows, you call that
slavery? No. And it works."

| mpassi ve, the foreman nodded; but he said, "They're too little. | tried starving the sul ky ones.
They just sit and starve."

* "Hey're little, all right, but don't let "emfool you, Ck. They're tough; they've got terrific
endurance; and they don't feel pain |like hunans. That's the part you forget, k. You think hitting
one is like hitting a kid, sort of. Believe ne, it's nmore like hitting a robot for all they fee
it. Look, you've laid sone of the females, you know how they don't seemto feel anything, no

pl easure, no pain, they just lay there like mattresses no matter what you do. They're all like
that. Probably they' ve got nore prinitive nerves than humans do. Like fish. I'Il tell you a weird
one about that. Wien | was in Central, before | cane up here, one of the tanme mal es junped ne
once. | know they'll tell you they never fight, but this one went spla, right off his nut, and

| ucky he wasn't arnmed or he'd have killed ne. 1 had to dam near kill him before he'd even | et go.
And he kept coning back. It was incredible the beating he took and never even felt it. Like some
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beetl e you have to keep stepping on because it doesn't know it's been squashed al ready. Look at
this." Davidson bent down his cl ose-cropped head to show a

10

gnarl ed lunp behind one ear. "That was damm near a concussion. And he did it after I'd broken his
arm and pounded his face into cranberry sauce. He just kept com ng back and comi ng back. The thing
is, Ok, the creechies are lazy, they're dunb, they're treacherous, and they don't feel pain.
You've got to be tough with 'em and stay tough with 'em
"They- aren't worth the trouble, Captain. Damm sulky little green bastards, they won't fight,

won't work, won'tnothing. Except give ne the pip.'* There was a geniality in Cknanawi's grumnbling
whi ch did not conceal the stubbornness beneath. He woul dn't beat up creechi es because they were so
much snmaller; mat was clear hi his mnd, and clear now to Davidson, who at once accepted it. He

knew how to handle his nmen. "Look, Ck. Try this. Pick out the ringleaders and tell '"emyou're
going to give mema shot of hallucinogen. Mesc, lice, any one, they don't know one fromthe other
But they're scared of them Don't overwork it, and it'll work. | can guarantee."

"Why are they scared of hallies?" the foreman asked curiously.
"How do | know? Why are wonen scared of rats? Don't | ook for good sense fromwonmen or creechies,

k! Speaking of which I'"'mon the way to Central ms norning, shall | put the finger on a Collie
Grl for you?"
"Just keep the finger off a fewtill |I get ny leave." OK said grinning. A group of creechies

11

passed, carrying a long 12 x 12 beamfor the Rec Room being built down by the river. Slow,
shanbling little figures, they worried the big beamalong like a ot of ants with a dead
caterpillar, sullen and inept. Cknanawi watched them and said, "Fact is, Captain, they give ne the

creeps.”

That was queer, conming froma tough, quiet guy like k.

"Well, | agree with you, actually, Ok, mat they're not worth the trouble, or the risk. If mat fan
Lyubov wasn't around and the Col onel wasn't so stuck on followi ng the Code, | think we mght just

clean out the areas we settle, instead of this Voluntary Labor routine. TTiey're going to get
rubbed out sooner or later, and it mght as well be sooner. It's just how things happen to be.
Prinmitive races always have to give way to civilised ones. O be assimlated. But we sure as hel
can't assimilate a |ot of green nonkeys. And |like you say, they're just bright enough that they'l
never be quite trustworthy. Like those big nonkeys used to live in Africa, what were they called?"
"Corillas?"

"Right. W'll get on better without creechies here, just |ike we get on better without gorillas in
Africa. They're in our way. . . . But Daddy Di ng-Dong he say use creechie-labor, so we use
creechie-labor. For a while. Right? See you tonight, ."

"Ri ght, Captain."”

Davi dson checked out the hopper from Snmith Canp HQ a pine-plank 4-meter cube, two desks

12

a watercooler, Lt. Birno repairing a watkytalky. "Don't let the canp bum down, Birno."

"Bring ne back a Collie, Cap. Blonde. 34-22-36."

“Christ, is mat all?"

"I Iike *emneat, not floppy, see." Birno expressively outlined his preference in the air.
Ginning, Davidson went on up to the hangar. As he brought the helicopter back over canp he | ooked
down at it: kid' s blocks, sketch-tines of paths, |ong stunp-stubbled clearings, all shrinking as
the nmachine rose and he saw the green of the uncut forests of the great island, and beyond that
dark green the pale green of the sea going on and on. Now Smith Canp | ooked |ike a yellow spot, a
fleck on a vast green tapestry.

He crossed Smith Straits and the wooded, deep-fol ded ranges of north Central Island, and cane down
by noon in Centralville. It looked like a city, at least after three nonths in the woods; there
were real streets, real buildings, it had been nere since the Col ony began four years ago. You
didn't see what a flinsy little frontier-town it really was, until you | ooked south of it a half-
mle and saw glittering above the stunplands and the concrete pads a single golden tower; taller
than anything in Centralville. The ship wasn't a big one but it |ooked so big, here. And it was
only a launch, a lander, a ship's boat; the NAFAL ship of the line, Shackle ton, was half a
mllion kilos up, in orbit. The launch was just a hint, just a fingertip of the hugeness, the
power, the gol den

13

preci sion and grandeur of the star-bridging technology of Earth.

That was why tears cane to Davidson's eyes for a second at the sight of the ship fromhone. He
wasn't ashaned of it. He was a patriotic man, it just happened to be the way he was nade.
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Soon enough, wal ki ng down those frontier-town streets with their wi de vistas of nothing nuch at
each end, he began to snmile. For the, wonen were there, all right, and you could tell they were
fresh ones. They nostly had long tight skirts and big shoes |ike gol oshes, red or purple or gold,
and gold or silver frilly shirts. No nore nippl epeeps. Fashions had changed; too bad. They al

wore their hair piled up high, it nust be sprayed with that glue stuff they used. Ugly as hell,
but it was the sort of thing only women would do to their hair, and so it was provocative.

Davi dson grinned at a chesty little euraf with nore oak than head; he got no smile, but a wag of
the retreating hips that said plainly, Follow follow follow nme. But he didn't. Not yet. He went to
Central HQ quickstone and plastiplate Standard |Issue, 40 offices, 10 watercool ers and a basenent
arsenal, and checked in with New Tahiti Central Colonial Adm nistration Conmand. He net a couple
of the launch-crew, put in a request for a new sem robo bark-stripper at Forestry, and got his old
pal Juju Sereng to neet himat the Luau Bar at fourteen hundred.

He got to the bar an hour early to stock up on a little food before the drinking began. Lyubov was
14

there, sitting with a couple of guys in Fleet uniform some kind of speshes that had conme down on
the Shackl e ton' & | aunch. Davidson didn't have a high regard for the Navy, a |lot of fancy
sunhoppers who |l eft the dirty, nuddy, dangerous on-planet work to the Arny; but brass was brass,
and anyhow it was funny to see Lyubov acting chumry with anybody in uniform He was talking,
wavi ng hi s hands around the way be did. Just in passing Davidson tapped his shoul der and said,
"H, Raj old pal, how s tricks?" He went on without waiting for the scow, though he hated to niss
it. It was really funny the way Lyubov hated him Probably the guy was effem nate |ike a | ot of
intellectuals, and resented David-son's virility. Anyhow Davi dson wasn't going to waste any tine
hati ng Lyubov, he wasn't worth the trouble.

The Luau served a first-rate veni son steak. What would they say on old Earth if they saw one man
eating a kil ogramof neat at one meal ? Poor damm soybeansuckers! Then Juju arrived with—as

Davi dson had confidently expected—the pick of the new Collie Grls: tw fruity beauties, not

Bri des, but Recreation Staff. Ch the old Col onial Adm nistration sonmetines cane through! It was a
| ong, hot afternoon

Flying back to canp he crossed Smith Straits |level with the sun that lay on top of a great gold
bed of haze over the sea. He sang as he lolled in the pilot's seat. Snith Land cane in sight hazy,
and there was snoke over the canp, a dark

15

snudge as if oil had got into the waste-burner, He couldn't even make out the buil dings through
it. It was only as he dropped down to the landing-field that be saw the charred jet, the wecked
hoppers, the burned-out hangar

He pull ed the hopper up again and flew back over the canp, so |low that he mi ght have hit the high
cone of the burner, the only thing left sticking up. The rest was gone, mill, furnace,

| umberyards, HQ huts, barracks, creechie compound, everything. Black hul ks and wecks, stil
snoking. But it hadn't been a forest fire. The forest stood there, green, next to the ruins. David-
son swung back round to the field, set down and lit out |ooking for the notorbi ke, but it too was
a black weck along with the stinking, snoldering ruins of the hangar and the nmachinery. He | oped
down the path to canp. As he passed what had been the radio hut, his mnd snapped back into gear.
Wthout hesitating for even a stride he changed course, off the path, behind the gutted shack
There he stopped. He li stened.

There was nobody. It was all silent. The fires had been out a long time; only the great |unber-
piles still snoldered, showing a hot red under the ash and char. Wrth nore than gold, those

obl ong ash-heaps had been. But no snoke rose fromthe bl ack skel etons of the barracks and huts;
and there were bones anong the ashes.

Davi dson's brain was super-clear and active, now, as he crouched behind the radi o shack. There
were two possibilities. One: an attack from

16

anot her canp. Sonme officer on King or New Java had gone spla and was trying a coup de plane te.
Two: an attack fromoff-planet. He sEw the golden tower on the space-dock at Central. But if the
Shackl et on had gone privateer why would she start by rubbing out a snall canp, instead of taking
over Centralville? No, it nust be invasion, aliens. Sone unknown race, or maybe the Cetians or the
Hai ni sh had decided to move in on Earth's colonies. He'd never trusted those dammed smart
humanoi ds. This nust have been done with a heatbonb. The invading force, with jets, air-cars,
nukes, could easily be hidden on an island or reef anywhere in the SWQuartersphere. He nust get
back to his hopper and send out the alarm then try a | ook around, reconnoiter, so he could tel
HQ his assessnent of the actual situation. He was just strai ghtening up when he heard the voi ces.
Not human voi ces. High, soft, gabbl e-gobble. Aliens.
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Ducki ng on hands and knees behind the shack's plastic roof, which lay on the ground deforned by
heat into a batwi ng shape, he held still and listened.

Four creechies wal ked by a few yards fromhim on the path. They were wild creechies, naked except
for | oose | eather belts on which knives and pouches hung. None wore the shorts and | eather collar
supplied to tame creechies. The Volunteers in the conpound nust have been incinerated along with
t he hunmans.

17

They stopped a little way past his hiding place, talking their slow gabbl e-gobble, and Davi dson
held his breath. He didn't want themto spot him Wat the devil were creechies doing here? They
could only be serving as spies and scouts for the invaders.

One pointed south as it tal ked, and turned, so that Davidson saw its face. And he recognized it.
Creechies all | ooked alike, but this one was different. He had witten his own signature all over
that face, |less man a year ago. It was the one that had gone spla and attacked hi mdown in
Central, the homcidal one, Lyubov's pet. Wiat in the blue hell was it doing here?

Davi dson*s mind raced, clicked; reactions fast as al ways, he stood up, sudden, tall, easy, gun in
hand. "You creechies. Stop. Stay-put. No noving!"

Hi s voice cracked out |ike a whiplash. The four little green creatures did not nove. The one with
the smashed-in face | ooked at himacross the black rubble with huge, blank eyes that had no |ight
in them

"Answer now. This fire, who start it?"

No answer.

"Answer now. hurry-up-quick! No answer, then | burn-up first one, then one, then one, see? This
fire, who start it?"

"W burned the canmp, Captain Davidson," said the one fromCentral, in a queer soft voice that
rem nded Davi dson of sonme human. "The humans are all dead."
18

"You burned it, what do you nmean?"

He could not recall Scarf ace's name for some reason

" 'There were two hundred hunmans here. N nety slaves of nmy people. N ne hundred of nmy people cane
out of the forest. First we killed the humans in the place in the forest where they were cutting
trees, then we killed those in this place, while the houses were burning. | had thought you were
killed. I amglad to see you, Captain Davidson."

It was all crazy, and of course a lie. They couldn't have killed all of nem Gk, Birno, Van Sten
all the rest, two hundred nen, sone of them would have got out. Al the creechies had was bows and
arrows. Anyway the creechies couldn't have done this. Creechies didn't fight, didn't kill, didn't
have wars. They were intraspecies nonag-gressive, that meant sitting ducks. They didn't fight

back. They sure as hell didn't nmassacre two hundred nen at a swipe. It was crazy. The silence, the
faint stink of burning in the long, warmevening light, the pale-green faces with unnoving eyes
that watched him it all added up to nothing, to a crazy bad dream a nightnare.

"Who did this for you?”

"Ni ne hundred of ny people," Scarf ace said in that danmmed fake-hunman voi ce.

* *No, not that. Wwo el se? Wio were you acting for? Wi told you what to do?"

"My wife did."

Davi dson saw then the telltale tension of the creature's stance, yet it sprang at himso lithe and
19

oblique that his shot mssed, burning an arm or shoul der instead of snmack between the eyes. And
the creechie was on him half his size and wei ght yet knocking himright off balance by its

onsl aught, for he had been relying on the gun and not expecting attack. Hie thing's arms were
thin, tough, coarse-furred in his grip, and as he struggled with it, it sang.

He was down on his back, pinned down, disarned. Four green nuzzles |ooked down at him The
scarfaced one was still singing, a breathless gabble, but with a tune to it. The other three
listened, their white teeth showing in grins. He had never seen a creechie snile. He had never

| ooked up into a creechie's face from bel ow. A ways down, from above. Fromon top. He tried not to
struggle, for at the nonent it was wasted effort. Little as they were, they outnunbered him and
Scarf ace had his gun. He nmust wait. But there was a sickness in him a nausea nat made hi s body
twitch and strain against his will. H e small hands held himdown effortlessly, the small green
faces bobbed over him grinning.

Scarface ended bis song. He knelt on David-son's chest, a knife in one hand, Davidson's gun in the
ot her.

"You can't sing, Captain Davidson, is that right? Well, then, you may run to your hopper, and fly
away, and tell the Colonel in Central mat this place is burned and the hunmans are all killed."
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Bl ood, the same startling red as human bl ood,

20

clotted the fur of the creechie's right arm and the knife shook in the green paw. The sharp
scarred face | ooked (town into Davidson's fromvery close, and he could see now the queer |ight

that burned way down in the charcoal -dark eyes. The voice was still soft and quiet.
They | et him go.
He got up cautiously, still dizzy fromthe fall Scarface had given him The creechies stood well

away from hi mnow, knowi ng his reach was twice theirs; but Scarface wasn't the only one arned,
there was a second gun pointing at his guts. That was Ben hol ding the gun. Hi s own creechie Ben
the little grey mangy bastard, |ooking stupid as always but hol ding a gun

It's hard to turn your back on two pointing guns, but Davidson did it and started wal ki ng towards
the field.

A voi ce behind himsaid sone creechie word, shrill and |oud. Another said, "Hurry-up-quick!" and
there was a queer noise like birds twittering that nust be creechie |aughter. A shot clapped and
whi ned on the road right by him Christ, it wasn't fair, they had the guns and he wasn't arnmed. He
began to run. He could outrun any creechie. They didn't know how to shoot a gun

"Run," said the quiet voice far behind him That was Scarface. Selver, that was his nanme. Sam
they'd called him till Lyubov stopped Davi dson from giving himwhat he deserved and made a pet
out of him then they'd called him Selver. Christ, what was all this, it was a night-
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mare. He ran. The blood thundered in his ears. He ran through the gol den, smoky evening. There was
a body by the path, he hadn't even noticed it coming. It wasn't burned, it |ooked like a white
ball oon with the air gone out. It had staring blue eyes. They didn't dare kin him Davidson. They
hadn't shot at himagain. It was inpossible. They couldn't kill him There was the hopper, safe
and shining, and he lunged into the seat and had her up before the creechies could try anything.
H s hands shook, but not nuch, just shock. They couldn't kill nun. He circled the hill and then
came back fast and | ow, |ooking for the four creechies. But nothing noved in the streaky rubble of
the canp.

There had been a canmp there this norning. Two-hundred nmen. There had been four creechies there.
just now. He hadn't dreaned all ms. They couldn't just disappear. They were there, hiding. He
opened up the machi negun in the hopper's nose and raked the burned ground, shot holes in the green
| eaves of the forest, strafed the burned bones and cold bodies of his men and the wrecked

machi nery and the rotting white stunps, returning again and again until the ammo was gone and the
gun's spasnms stopped short.

Davi dson's hands were steady now, his body felt appeased, and he knew he wasn't caught in any
dream He headed back over the Straits, to take the news to Centralville. As he flew he could fee
his face relax into its usual calmlines. They couldn't blanme the disaster on him for be hadn't
22

even been there. Maybe they'd see that it was significant that the creechies had struck while he
Was gone, knowing they'd fail if he was there to organi ze the defense. And there was one good
thing would cone out of this. They'd do |like they should have done to start with, and clean up the
pl anet for hunman occupation. Not even Lyubov could stop them fromrubbing out the creechies now,
not when they heard it was Lyubov's pet creechie who'd |l ed the massacre! They'd go in for rat-
exterm nation for a while, now, and maybe, just maybe, they'd hand that little job over to him At
that thought he could have snmiled. But he kept 'his face calm

The sea under himwas greyish with twilight, and ahead of himlay the island hills, the deep-

fol ded, many-streamed, nany-|eaved forests in the dusk

23

Two

ALL the colors of rust and sunset, brown-reds and pal e greens, changed ceaselessly in the |ong

| eaves as the wind blew. The roots of the cooper willows, thick and ridged, were noss-green down
by the running water, which Iike the wind noved slowly with many soft eddi es and seem ng pauses,
hel d back by rocks, roots, hanging and fallen | eaves. No way was clear, no |light unbroken, in the
forest. Into wind, water, sunlight, starlight, there always entered | eaf and branch, bole and
root, the shadowy, the conplex. Little paths ran under the branches, around the boles, over the
roots; they did not go straight, but yielded to every obstacle, devious as nerves. The ground was
not dry and solid but danp and rather springy, product of the collaboration of living things with
the long, elaborate death of |eaves and trees; and fromthat rich graveyard grew ninety-foot
trees, and tiny nmushroons that sprouted in circles half an inch across. The snell of the air

25

was subtle, various, and sweet. The view was never |ong, unless |ooking up through the branches
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you caught sight of the stars. Nothing was pure, dry, arid, plain. Revelation was |acking. There
was no seeing everything at once: no certainty. The colors of rust and sunset kept changing in the
hangi ng | eaves of the copper willows, and you could not say even whether the | eaves of the willows
were browni sh-red, or reddi sh-green, or green.

Sel ver canme up a path beside the water, going slowy and often stunbling on the willow roots. He
saw an ol d man dreani ng, and stopped. The old man | ooked at himthrough the long willowl|eaves and
saw himin his dreans.

“"May | conme to your Lodge, mny Lord Dreaner? |'ve cone a |long way."

The old man sat still. Presently Selver squatted down on his heels just off the path, beside the
stream H s head drooped down, for he was worn out and had to sl eep. He had been wal king five
days.

"Are you of the dreamtine or of the world-tinme?*' the old nan asked at |ast.

'-'COF the world-tinme."

* '"Come along with me nmen.f' The old man got up pronptly and | ed Selver up the wandering path out

of the willow grove into dryer, darker regions of oak and thorn. "Itookyouforagod, "hesaid, going a
pace ahead. "And it seened to ne | had seen you before, perhaps in dream”
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"Not in the world-tinme. | come from Sornol, | have never been here before."

"This town is Cadast. | am Coro Mena. O the Whitethorn."

"Selver is ny name. O the Ash.”

"There are Ash peopl e anong us, both nen and wonen. Al so your marriage-clans, Birch and Holly; we
have no worren of the Apple. But you don't come |ooking for a wife, do you?"

"My wife is dead," Selver said.

They canme to the Men's Lodge, on high ground in a stand of young oaks. They stooped and craw ed

t hrough the tunnel -entrance. Inside, in

«the firelight, the old man stood up, but Selver stayed crouching on hands and knees, unable to
rise. Now that help and confort was at hand his body, which he had forced too far, would not go
farther. It lay down and the eyes closed; and Selver slipped, with relief and gratitude, into the
great darkness.

The men of the Lodge of Cadast | ooked after him and their healer cane to tend the wound in his
right arm In the night Coro Mena and the heal er Torber sat by the fire. Mdst of the other nen
were with their wives that night; there were only a couple of young prentice-dreaners over on the
benches, and they had both gone fast asleep.

* *] don't know what would give a man such scars as he has on his face, "said the healer, "and
much | ess, such a wound as that in his arm A very queer wound."

27

"I't's a queer engine he wore on his belt/* said Coro Mena.

"I saw it and didn't see it."

"I put it under his bench. It |ooks like polished iron, but not |ike the handi work of nen."

"He comes from Sonol, he said to you/*

They were both silent a while. Coro Mena felt unreasoning fear press upon him and slipped into
dreamto find the reason for the fear; for he was an old man, and |long adept. In the dreamthe

gi ants wal ked, heavy and dire. Their dry scaly linbs were swathed in cloths; their eyes were
little and light, like tin beads. Behind them craw ed huge novi ng t hings nade of polished iron
The trees fell down in front of them

Qut fromanong the falling trees a man ran, crying aloud, with blood on his nouth. The path he ran
on was the doorpath of the Lodge of Cadast.

"Well, nere's little doubt of it," Coro Mena said, sliding out of the dream "He cane oversea
strai ght from Sornol, or else cane afoot fromthe coast of Kelne Deva on our own land. H e giants
are in both those places, travellers say."

"WIIl they follow him" said Torber; neither answered the question, which was no question but a
statenent of possibility.

"You saw the giants once, Coro?"

"Once," the old nman said.

He dreaned; sonetines, being very old and not so strong as he had been, he slipped off to sleep
for a while. Day broke, noon passed. Qut-

28

side the Lodge a hunting-party went out, children chirped, wonen tal ked in voices |ike running
water. A dryer voice called Coro Mena fromthe door. He craw ed out into the evening sunlight. His
sister stood outside, sniffing the aromatic wind with pleasure, but |ooking stemall the sane.
"Has the stranger waked up, Coro?"
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"Not yet. Torber's |ooking after him"

"W nust hear his story.'*

"No doubt he'll wake soon.*'

Ebor Dendep frowned. Head wonan of Cadast, she was anxi ous for her people; but she did not want to
ask that a hurt man be disturbed, nor to offend the Dreaners by insisting on her right to enter

their Lodge. "Can'tyouwakehi m Coro?" she asked at last. "What if he is . . . being pursued?"

He could not run his sister's enptions on the sane rein with his own, yet he felt them her
anxiety bit him "If Torber permts, | will," he said.

* 'Try to learn his news, quickly. I wish he was a worman and woul d tal k sense. N

The stranger had roused hinself, and lay feverish in the half dark of the Lodge. The unreined
dreans of illness noved in his eyes. He sat up, however, and spoke with control. As he I|istened
Coro Mena's bones seened to shrink within himtrying to hide fromthis terrible story, this new

t hi ng.

"I was Selver Thele, when |I lived in Eshreth in Soruol. My city was destroyed by the yunens

29

when they cut down the trees in that region. | was one of those nade to serve them with ny wfe
Thel e. She was raped by one of themand died. | attacked the yunen that killed her. He woul d have
killed me then, but another of them saved ne and set nme free. | left Sornol, where no town is safe

fromthe yunmens now, and cane here to the North Isle, and lived on the coast of Kelnme Deva in the
Red Groves. TTiere presently the yumens cane and began to cut down the world. They destroyed a
city there, Penle. They caught a hundred of the nen and women and made them serve them and live

hi the pen. | was not caught. | lived with others who had escaped from Penle, in the bog-Iand
north of Kelme Deva. Sonetines at night | went anong the people in the yunen's pens. They told ne
that one was there. That one whom | had tried to kill. | thought at first to try again; or else to

set the people in the pen free. But all the time | watched the trees fall and saw the world cut
open and left to rot. The nen m ght have escaped, but the wonen were | ocked in nore safely and
could not, and they were beginning to die. | talked with the people hiding there in the bogl ands.
W were all very frightened and very angry, and had no way to let our fear and anger free. So at
| ast after long tal king, and | ong dreaning, and the nmaking of a plan, we went in daylight, and
killed the yunens of Kelne Deva with arrows and hunting-lances, and burned their city and their
engines. W |eft nothing. But that one had gone away. He
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came back alone. | sang over him and let him

go."

Selver fell silent.

"Then," Coro Mena whi spered.

"Then a flying ship came from Sonol, and hunted us in the forest, but found nobody. So they set
fire to the forest; but it rained, and they did little harm Mst of the people freed fromthe
pens and the others have gone farther norm and east, towards the Holle Hlls, for we were afraid
many yunens might come hunting us. | went alone. The yunens know ne, you see, they know ny face;
and this frightens ne, and those | stay with." « "What is your wound?' * Torber asked.

"That one, he shot ne with their kind of weapon; but | sang himdown and |l et himgo."

"Al one you downed a giant?" said Torber with a fierce grin, wishing to believe.

"Not alone. Wth three hunters, and with his weapon in ny hand—this."

Torber drew back from the thing.

None of them spoke for a while. At last Coro Mena said, "What you tell us is very black, and the
road goes down. Are you a Dreamer of your Lodge?"

"I was. There's no Lodge of Eshreth any nore."

"That's all one; we speak the O d Tongue together. Anong the willows of Asta you first spoke to ne
calling me Lord Dreaner. So | am Do you dream Selver?"

31

"Not well."

"Do you hold the dreamin your hands?"

"Yes. "

"Do you weave and shape, direct and follow, start and cease at wll?"

"Someti nes, not al ways."

"Can you wal k the road your dream goes?"

"Sonetines. Sonetines | amafraid to.'

"Who is not? It is not altogether bad with you, Seiver."

"No, it is altogether bad," Seiver said, "there's nothing good left," and he began to shake.
Torber gave himthe willowdraught to drink and made himlie down. Coro Mena still had the
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headworman' s question to ask; reluctantly he did so, kneeling by the sick man. "WII the giants,

the yunens you call them wll they follow your trail, Seiver?"

"I left notrail. No one has seen nme between Kelme Deva and this place, six days. That's not the
danger." He struggled to sit up again. "Listen, listen. You don't see the danger. How can you see
it? You haven'd done what | did, you have never dreaned of it, naking two hundred people die. They
will not follow nme, but they may follow us all. Hunt us, as hunters drive coneys. That is the
danger. They may try to kill us. To kill us all, all nmen."

"Li e down—=

"No, I'mnot raving, ms is true fact and dream There were two hundred yunmens at Kel ne
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Deva and they are dead. W killed them W killed themas if they were not nen. So will they not
turn and do the sane? They have killed us by ones, nowthey will kill us as they kill the trees,
by hundreds, and hundreds, and hundreds."

"Be still," Torber said. "Such things happen in the fever-dream Seiver. They do not happen in the
world."

"The world is always new," said Coro Mena, "however old its roots. Seiver, howis it with these
creatures, then? They look |like nen and talk |ike nmen, are they not nmen?" - "I don't know. Do mnen
kill nen, except in nmadness? Does any beast kill its own kind? Only the insects. These yunens kil
us as lightly as we kill snakes. The one who taught ne said that they kill one another, in
quarrels, and also in groups, like ants fighting. | haven't seen that. But | know they don't spare
one who asks life. They will strike a bowed neck, | have seen it! There is a wish to kill in them

and therefore | saw fit to put themto death."

"And all nen's dreans," said Coro Mena, crosslegged in shadow, "will be changed. They will never
be the same again. | shall never wal k again that path | came with you yesterday, the way up from
the willow grove that |'ve walked on all ny life. It is changed. You have walked on it and it is
utterly changed. Before this day the thing we had to do was the right thing to do; the way we had
to go was the right way and | ed us honme. Where is our hone now? For you' ve done what
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you had to do, and it was not right. You have killed nen. | saw nem five years ago, in the Lengan
Val l ey, where they canme in a flying ship; | hid and watched the giants, six of them, and saw them
speak, and | ook at rocks and plants, and cook food. They are nmen. But you have |ived anong them
tell me, Selver: do they drean®?"

"As children do, in sleep.**

"They have no training?"

"No. Sonetines they talk of their dreans, the healers try to use nemin healing, but none of nmem
are trained, or have any skill in dream ng. Lyubov, who taught ne, understood ne when | snowed him
how to dream and yet even so be called the world-tine 'real* and the dreamtine, 'unreal,'as if
that were the difference between them"

"You have done what you had to do," Coro Mena repeated after a silence. H s eyes net Selver's,
across shadows. The desperate tension |lessened in Selver's face; his scarred nouth rel axed, and
bel ay back wi thout saying nore. In a little while he was asl eep

"He's a god," Coro Mena said.

Tor ber nodded, accepting the old man's judgnment alnost with relief.

"But not like the others. Not |ike the Pursuer, nor the Friend who has no face, nor the Aspen-| eaf
Wman who wal ks in the forest of dreams. He is not the Gatekeeper, nor the Snake. Nor the

Lyrepl ayer nor the Carver nor the Hunter, though
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he cones in the world-tine Iike them W nay have dreaned of Selver these |ast few years, but we
shall no longer; he has left the dreamtine. In the forest,.through the forest he cones, where

| eaves fall, where trees fall, a god that knows death, a god that kills and is not hinself
reborn.”

The headwonman |istened to Coro Mena's reports and propheci es, and acted. She put the town of
Cadast on alert, nmaking sure that each fanmly was ready to nove out, with sone food packed, and
litters ready for the old and ill. She sent young wonen scouting south and east for news of the
yurens. She kept one arned hunting-group al ways around town, though the others went out as usua
every night. And when Sel ver grew stronger she insisted that he conme out of the Lodge and tell his
story: how the yumens killed and enslaved people in Sornol, and cut down the forests; how the
peopl e of Kelne Deva had killed the yunens. She forced wonen and undream ng nmen who did not
understand these things to listen again, until they understood, and were frightened. For Ebor
Dendep was a practical wonan. Wien a Great Dreaner, her brother, told her that Selver was a god, a
changer, a bridge between realities, she believed and acted. It was the Dreaner's responsibility
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to be careful, to be certain that his judgnment was true. Her responsibility was then to take that
judgrment and act upon it. He saw what nust be done; she saw that it was done.

"All the cities of the forest nmust hear," Coro Mena said. So the headwonman sent out her young
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runners, and headwonen in other towns |istened, and sent out their runners. The killing at Kel ne
Deva and the name of Selver went over North Island and oversea to the other lands, fromvoice to
voice, or in witing; not very fast, for the Forest People had no qui cker nmessengers than footrun-
ners; yet fast enough.

They were not all one people on the Forty Lands of the world. There were nore | anguages than

| ands, and each with a different dialect for every town that spoke it; there were infinite

ram fications of manners, norals, custons, crafts; physical types differed on each of the five

Great Lands. The people of Sornol were tall, and pale, and great traders; the people of Rieshwel
were short, and many had bl ack fur, and they ate nonkeys, and so on and on. But the climate varied
little, and the forest little, and sea not at all. Curiosity, regular trade-routes, and the

necessity of finding a husband or wife of the proper Tree, kept up an easy novenent of people
anong the towns and between the | ands, and so there were certain |ikenesses anong all but the
renotest extrenes, the half-runored barbarian isles of the Far East and South. In all the Forty
Lands, women ran the cities and towns, and al nbst every town toad a Men's Lodge. Wthin the Lodges
the Dreanmers spoke an old tongue, and this varied little fromland to land. It was rarely |earned
by wonen or by men who remmined hunters, fishers, weavers, builders, those who dreamed only snal
dreans outside the Lodge. As nbst witing was in
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this Lodge-tongue, when headwornen sent fleet girls carrying nessages, the letters went from Lodge
to Lodge, and so were interpreted by the Dreaners to the O d Wnen, as were other docunents,
rumors, problenms, myths, and dreans. But it was always the O d Wnen's choice whether to believe
or not.

Selver was in a small room at Eshsen. The door was not |ocked, but he knew if he opened it

sonet hing bad would conme in. So long as he kept it shut everything would be all right. The trouble
was that there were young trees, a sapling orchard, planted out in front of the house; not fruit
or nut trees but sonme other kind, he could not remenber what kind. He went out to see what kind of
trees they were. They all lay broken and uprooted. He picked up the silvery branch of one and a
little blood ran out of the broken end. No, not here, not again, Thele, he said: O Thele, come to
me before your death! But she did not cone. Only her death was there, the broken birch tree, the
opened door. Selver turned and went quickly back into the house, discovering that it was all built
above ground |ike a yunen house, very tall and full of light. Qutside the other door, across the
tall room was the long street of the yunen city Central. Selver had the gun in his belt. |f David-
son cane, he could shoot him He waited, just inside the open door, |ooking out into the sunlight.
Davi dson cane, huge, running so fast that Selver could not keep himin the sights of the gun
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as he doubled crazily back and forth across the wide street, very fast, always closer. The gun was
heavy. Selver fired it but no fire came out of it, and in rage and terror he threw the gun and the
dr eam away.

Di sgusted and depressed, he spat, and sighed.

"A bad drean?' * Ebor Dendep inquired.

"They're all bad, and all the sane," he said, but the deep unease and m sery lessened a little as
he answered. Cool norning sunlight fell flecked ' and shafted through the fine | eaves and branches
of the birch grove of Cadast. There the headwo-rman sat weaving a basket of blackstemfern, for she
liked to keep her fingers busy, while Selver |lay beside her in halfdream and dream He had been
fifteen days at Cadast, and his wound was healing well. He still slept nmuch, but for the first
time in many nonths he had begun to dream waki ng again, regularly, not once or twice in a day and
night but in the true pul se and rhythm of dream ng which should rise and fall ten to fourteen
times in the diurnal cycle. Bad as his dreans were, all terror and shane, yet he wel coned them He
had feared that he was cut off fromhis roots, that he had gone too far into the dead | and of
action ever to find his way back to the springs of reality. Now, though the water was very bitter
he drank agai n.

Briefly he had Davi dson down again anpong the ashes of the burned canmp, and instead of singing over
himthis time he hit himin the nouth with a
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rock. Davidson's teeth broke, and blood ran between the white splinters.

The dream was useful, a straight wishfulfil-nment, but he stopped it there, having dreaned it many
times, before he nmet Davidson in the ashes of Kelne Deva, and since. There was nothing to that
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dreambut relief. A sip of bland water. It was the bitter he needed. He nust go clear back, not to
Kel mre Deva but to the |long dreadful street in the alien city called Central, where he had attacked
Deat h, and had been def eat ed.

Ebor Dendep hunmed as she worked. Her thin hands, their silky green down silvered with age,

wor ked bl ack fern-stens in and out, fast and neat. She sang a song about gathering ferns, a girl's
song: |'mpicking ferns, | wonder if he'll come back. . . . Her faint old voice trilled like a
cricket's. Sun trenbled in birch | eaves. Selver put his head down on his arns.

The birch grove was nore or less in the center of the town of Cadast. Eight paths |ed away from
it, wwinding narrowly off anong trees. There was a whiff of woodsnoke in the ah*; where the
branches were thin at the south edge of the grove you could see snoke rise froma house-chi mey,
like a bit of blue yarn unravelling anong the | eaves. If you | ooked cl osely anong the |ive-oaks
and other trees you would find houseroofs sticking up a couple of feet above ground, between a
hundred and two hundred of nem it was very hard to count. The tinber houses were three-
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quarters sunk, fitted in anong tree-roots |ike badgers' setts. The beamroofs were nmounded over
with a thatch of small branches, pinestraw, reeds, earthnold. They were insul ati ng, waterproof,

al nost invisible. The forest and the comunity of eight hundred people went about their business
all around the birch grove where Ebor Dendep sat neking a basket of fern. A bird anong the
branches over her head said, **Te-wheC sweetly. There was nore peopl e-noi se than usual, for fifty
or sixty strangers, young nen and woren nostly, had cone drifting in these |last few days, drawn by
Sel ver's presence. Sone were fromother cities of the North, sone were those who had done the
killing at Kelnme Deva with him they had foll owed runor here to follow him Yet the voices calling
here and there and t he babble of wonen bathing or children playing dowmn by the stream were not so
| oud as the norning birdsong and i nsect-drone and under-noise of the living forest of which the
town was one el enment.

A girl cane quickly, a young huntress the color of the pale birch |l eaves. "Wrd of mouth fromthe
sout hern coast, mother,'' she said. * 'The runner's at the Wnen's Lodge."

"Send her here when she's eaten."” the head-wonan said softly. "Sh, Tolbar, can't you see he's

asl eep?"

The girl stooped to pick a large |leaf of wild tobacco, and laid it lightly over Selver's eyes, on
whi ch a shaft of the steepening, bright sunlight had fallen. He lay with his hands half open and
hi s

scarred, damaged face turned upward, vul nerable and foolish, a Geat Dreaner gone to sleep like a
child. But it was the girl's face that Ebor Dendep watched. It shone, in that uneasy shade, with
pity and terror, with adoration

Tol bar darted away. Presently two of the O d Wnen cane with the nmessenger, noving silent in
single file along the sun-fl ecked path. Ebor Dendep raised her hand, enjoining silence. The «
messenger pronptly lay down flat, and rested; her brown-dappled green fur was dusty and sweaty,
she had run far and fast. The O d Wnen sat down in patches of sun, and becane still. Like tw old
grey-green stones they sat there, with bright |iving eyes.

Sel ver, struggling with a sl eep-dream beyond his control, cried out as if in great fear, and woke.
He went to drink fromthe stream when he cane back he was followed by six or seven of those who
al ways followed him The head woman put down her hal f-finished work and said, "Now be wel cone,
runner, and speak."

H e runner stood up, bowed her head to Ebor Dendep, and spoke her nessage: "I cone from Trethat.
My words come from Sorbron Deva, before that fromsailors of the Strait, before nmat fromBroter in
Sornol. They are for the hearing of all Cadast but they are to be spoken to the man call ed Sel ver
who was born of the Ash in Eshreth. Here are the words: There are new giants in the great city of
the giants in Sornol, and many of these new ones are femal es. The yell ow ship of
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fire goes up and down at the place that was called Peha. It is known in Sornol that Selver of
Eshreth burned the city of the giants at Kelne Deva. The Great Dreaners of the Exiles in Broter
have dreaned gi ants nore nunerous than the trees of the Forty Lands. These are all the words of
the nmessage | bear."

After the singsong recitation they were all silent. The bird, a little farther off, said, "Wet-
whet ?" experinmentally.

"This is a very bad world-tinme," said one of the A d Wnen, nibbing a rheurmatic knee

A grey bird flew froma huge oak that marked the north edge of town, and went up in circles,
riding the norning updraft on lazy wings. There was always a roosting-tree of these grey kites
near a town; they were the garbage service.
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A small, fat boy ran through the birch grove, pursued by a slightly larger sister, bom shrieking
intiny voices like bats. The boy fell down and cried, the girl stood himup and scrubbed his
tears off with a large leaf. They scuttled off into the forest hand in hand.

"There was one called Lyubov," Selver said to the head woman. "I have spoken of himto Com Mena,
but not to you. When that one was killing nme, it was Lyubov who saved ne. It was Lyubov who heal ed
me, and set ne free. He wanted to know about us; so | would tell himwhat he asked, and he too
woul d tell me what | asked. Once 1 asked how his race could survive, having so few
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wonen. He said mat in the place where they come from half the race is wonen; but the nen would
not bring wonmen to the Forty Lands until they had nade a place ready for them"

* * Until the nen made a fit place for the wonen ? Well! they may have quite a wait," said Ebor
Dendep. "They're like the people in the Elm Dream who cone at you runp-first, with their heads put
on front to back. They nake the forest into a dry beach"-her |anguage had no word for

"desert' —and call that naking things ready for the wonen? They shoul d have sent the wonen first.
Maybe with themthe wonen do the Great Dream ng, who knows? They are backwards, Selver. They are
i nsane."

"A people can't be insane."

" 'But they only dreamin sleep, you said; if they want to dream waking they take poisons so that
the dreams go out of control, you said! How can people be any nadder? They don't know the dream
time fromthe world-time, any nore than a baby, does. Maybe when they kill a tree they think it
will come alive again!”

Sel ver shook his head. He still spoke to the headwonman as if he and she were alone in the birch
grove, in a quiet hesitant voice, alnost drowsily. "No, they understand death very well.
Certainly they don't see as we do, but they know nore and understand nore about certain things
than we do. Lyubov nostly understood what | told him Mich of what he told ne, |
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couldn't understand. It wasn't the | anguage that kept ne from understanding; | know his tongue,
and he learned ours; we made a witing of the two | anguages together. Yet there were things he
said | could never understand. He said the yunens are fromoutside the forest. That's quite clear
He said they want the forest: the trees for wood, the land to plant grass on." Selver's voice,
though still soft, had taken on resonance; the people anmong the silver trees listened. "That too
is clear, to those of us who've seen themcutting down the world. He said the yunmens are nen |ike
us, that we're indeed related, as close kin maybe as the Red Deer to the G eybuck. He said that
they come from anot her place which is not the forest; the trees there are all cut down; it has a
sun, not our sun, which is a star. Al this, as you see, wasn't clear to ne. | say his words but
don't know what they mean. It does not matter nuch. It is clear that they want our forest for

t hensel ves. They are twice our stature, they have weapons that out-shoot ours by far, and
firethrowers, and flying ships. Now they have brought nore wonmen, and will have children. There
are maybe two thousand, maybe three thousand of them here now, nostly in Soraol. But if we wait a
lifetime or two they will breed; their nunbers will double and redouble. They kill nen and wonen;
they do not spare those who ask |ife. They cannot sing in contest. They have left their roots
behi nd them perhaps, in this other forest fromwhich they

44

canme, this forest with no trees. So they take poison to let | oose die dreanms in them but it only
makes them drunk or sick. No one can say certainly whether they're nmen or not nmen, whether they're
sane or insane, but that does not matter. They nust be nade to | eave the forest, because they are
dangerous. If they will not go they nust be burned out of the Lands, as nests of stinging-ants
must be burned out of the groves of cities. If we wait, it is we that will be snoked out and
burned. They can step on us as we step on stinging-ants. Once | saw a wonman, it was when they
burned ny city Eshreth, she lay down in the path before a yunen to ask himfor life, and he
stepped on her back and broke the spine, and then kicked her aside as if she was a dead snake.
saw that. |If die yunens are nmen they are nen unfit or untaught to dreamand to act as nen.
Therefore they go about in torment killing and destroying, driven by the gods within, whomthey
will not set free but try to uproot and deny. If they are nen they are evil nmen, having denied
their own gods, afraid to see their own faces in the dark. Head-wonan of Cadast, hear ne." Selver
stood up, tall and abrupt anmong the seated wonen. "It's time, | think, that | go back to ny own
land, to Soraol, to those that are in exile and those that are enslaved. Tell any people who dream
of a city burning to cone after me to Broter." He bowed to Ebor Dendep and |l eft the birch grove,
still wal king |lanme, his arm bandaged; yet there was a quick-
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ness to his walk, a poise to his head, that made himseem nore whol e than other nmen. The young
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people followed quietly after him

"Who is he?" asked the runner from Trethat, her eyes follow ng him

* 'The man to whom your nessage cane, Selver of Eshreth, a god anbng us. Have you ever seen a god
bef ore, daughter?"

"When | was ten the Lyre-Player cane to pur town."

"dd Ertel, yes. He was of nmy Tree, and fromthe North Vales like nme. WlIl, now you've seen a
second god, and a greater. Tell your people in Trethat of him"

"Which god is he, nother?"

"A new one, "EborDendepsai di nherdryold voice. "The son of forest-fire, the brother of the
murdered. He is the one who is not reborn. Now go on, all of you, go on to the Lodge. See who'l

be going with Selver, see about food for mnemto carry. Let ne be a while. I'mas full of
forebodings as a stupid old nman, | nust dream "

Coro Mena went with Selver that night as far as the place where they first nmet, under the copper
willows by the stream Many people were follow ng Sel ver south, some sixty in all, as great a

troop as nost people had ever seen on the nove at once. They woul d cause great stir and thus

gather nany nore to mem on their way to the sea-crossing to Sornol. Selver had clained his

Dreaner's privilege of solitude for this one night. He was set-

ting off alone. His followers would catch himup in the norning; and thenceforth, inplicated in

crowd and act, he would have little time for the slow and deep running of the great dreans.

"Here we net," the old nman said, stopping anpbng the bowi ng branches, the veils of drooping |eaves,

"and here part. This will be called-Sel-ver's Gove, no doubt, by the people who wal k our paths

hereafter.”

Sel ver said nothing for a while, standing still as a tree, the restless | eaves about hi m darkening

fromsilver as clouds thickened over the stars. "You are surer of ne than | am" he said at |ast,

a voi ce in darkness.

"Yes, I'msure, Selver. . . . | was well taught in dreaming, and then I'mold. | dreamvery little

for nmyself any nore. Way should 1? Little is newto nme. And what | wanted frommy life, | have

had, and nore. | have had ny whole life. Days like the | eaves of the forest. I'"man old holl ow

tree, only the roots live. And so | dreamonly what all nen dream | have no visions and no

wi shes. | see what is. | see the fruit ripening on the branch. Four years it has been ri pening,

that fruit of the deep-planted tree. W have all been afraid for four years, even we who |live far

fromthe yunens' cities, and have only glinpsed them from hiding, or seen their ships fly over, or

| ooked at the dead pl aces where they cut down the world, or heard nmere tales of these things. W

are all afraid. Children wake fromsleep crying of giants; wonen will not go far on their trading-

j our neys;
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men in the Lodges cannot sing. The fruit of fear is ripening. And | see you gather it. You are the

harvester. Al that we fear to know, you have seen, you have known: exile, shanme, pain, the roof

and walls of the world fallen, the nother dead in msery, the children untaught, un-cherished.
This is a newtine for the world: a bad tine. And you have suffered it all. You have gone

farthest. And at the farthest, at the end of the black path, there grows the Tree; there the fruit

ri pens; now you reach up, Selver, now you gather it. And the world changes wholly, when a nan

holds in his band the fruit of that tree, whose roots are deeper than the forest. Men will know

it. They will know you, as we did. It doesn't take an old man or a great Dreaner to recogni ze a
god! Where you go, fire burns; only the blind cannot see it. But listen, Selver, ms is what | see
mat perhaps others do not, this is why | have |oved you: |I dreaned of you before we nmet here. You

were wal king on a path, and behind you the young trees grew up, oak and birch, wllow and holly,
fir and pine, alder, elm white-flowering ash, all the roof and walls of the world, forever
renewed. Now farewell, dear god and son, go safely."

The ni ght darkened as Selver went, until even his night-seeing eyes saw not hing but masses and
pl anes of black. It began to rain. He had gone only a few mles from Cadast when he rnust either
light a torch, or halt. He chose to halt, and groping found a place anpbng the roots of a great
chestnut tree. There he sat, his back agai nst the broad,

twi sting bole that seemed to hold a little sun-warnth in it still. The fine rain, falling unseen
i n darkness, pattered on the | eaves overhead, on his arns and neck and head protected by their
thick silk-fine hair, on the earth and ferns and undergrow h nearby, on all the | eaves of the
forest, near and far. Selver sat as quiet as the grey ow on a branch above him unsl eeping, his
eyes wide open in the rainy dark
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Thr ee

CAPTAI N Raj Lyubov had a headache. It began softly in the nmuscles of his right shoul der, and
mount ed crescendo to a smashi ng drunbeat over his right ear. The speech centers are in the |eft
cerebral cortex, he thought, but he couldn't have said it; couldn't speak, or read, or sleep, or
think. Cortex,' vortex. M graine headache, nargarine breadache, ow, ow, ow. O course he had been
cured of mgraine once at college and again during his obligatory Arnmy Prophylactic Psychot her apy
Sessions, but he had brought along some ergotam ne pills when he left Earth, just in ease. He had

taken two, and a superhyperduper-anal gesic, and a tranquilizer, and a digestive pill to counteract
the caffei ne which counteracted the ergotam ne, but the aw still bored out fromw thin, just over
his right ear, to the beat of the big bass drum AW, drill, ill, pill, oh God. Lord deliver us.

Li ver sausage. Wiat woul d the Ath-sheans do for a nigraine? They woul dn't have one, they woul d
have daydreaned the tensions
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away a week before they got them Try it, try daydreanmi ng. Begin as Selver taught you. Although
knowi ng nothing of electricity be could not really grasp the principle of the EEC, as soon as he
heard about al pha waves and when they appear he had said, "Ch yes, you nean this, "and there
appear ed the unm st akabl e al pha-squi ggl es on the graph recordi ng what went on inside his snal
green head; and he had taught Lyubov how to turn on and off the al pha-rhythms in one half-hour

| esson. There really was nothing to it. But not now, the world is too much with us, ow, ow, ow
above the right ear | always hear Tinme's w nged chariot hurrying near, for the Athsheans had
burned Snmith Canp day before yesterday and killed two hundred nmen. Two hundred and seven to be
preci se. Every man ah've except the Captain. No wonder pills couldn't get at the center of his
mgraine, for it was on an island two hundred mles away two days ago. Over the hills and far
away. Ashes, ashes, all fall down. And anongst the ashes, all his know edge of the High
Intelligence Life Forms of World 41. Dust, rubbish, a nmess of false data and fake hypot heses.
Nearly five E-years here, and he had believed the Ath-shearis to be incapable of killing nmen, his
kind or their kind. He had witten | ong papers to explain how and why they couldn't kill men.. Al
wrong. Dead wrong.

What had he failed to see?

It was nearly tine to be going over to the neeting at HQ Cautiously Lyubov stood up
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moving all in one piece so that the right side of his head would not fall off; he approached his
desk with the gait of a man underwater, poured out a shot of CGeneral |ssue vodka, and drank it. It
turned himinside out: it extraverted him it norrmalized him He felt better. He went out, and
unabl e to stand the jouncing of bis notorbike, started to wal k down the | ong, dusty main street of
Centralville to HQ Passing the Luau he thought with greed of another vodka; but Captain David-son
was just going in the door, and Lyubov went on

The people fromthe Shackl eton were already in the conference room Conmander Yung, whom he had
met before, had brought some new faces down fromorbit this tine. They were not in Navy .uniform
after a nmonment Lyubov recognized them with a slight shock, as non-Terran humans. He sought an

i ntroduction at once. One, M. O, was a Hairy Cetian, dark grey, stocky, and dour; and the other
M. Lepennon, was tall, white, and conely: a Haini shman. They greeted .Lyubov with interest, and
Lepennon said, "I've just been reading your report on the conscious control of paradoxical sleep
anong the Athsheans, Dr. Lyubov," which was pleasant, and it was pleasant also to be called by his
own, earned title of doctor. Their conversation indicated that they had spent some years on Earth,
and that they mght be hilfers, or sonething like it; but the Comrander, introducing them had not
mentioned (heir status or position
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The roomwas filling up. Gosse, the colony ecologist, cane in; so did all the high brass; so did
Captai n Susun, head of Pl anet Devel oprent -1 oggi ng operati ons—whose captaincy |ike Lyu-bov's was an
i nvention necessary to the peace of the mlitary nmind. Captain Davidsoo cane in alone, straight-
backed and handsone, his |ean, rugged face cal mand rather stem Guards stood at all the doors.
The Arny necks were all stiff as crowbars. H e conference was plainly an Investigation. \Wose
fault? My fault, Lyubov thought despairingly; but out of his despair he | ooked across the table at
Captai n Don Davidson with detestation and contenpt.

Commander Yung had a very quiet voice.' 'As you know, gentlenen, ny ship stopped here at Wrld 41
to drop you off a new | oad of colonists, and nothing nore; Shackleton's mssionis,to Wrld 88,
Prestno, one of the Hainish Goup. However, this attack on your outpost canp, since it chanced to
occur during our week here, can't be sinply ignored; particularly in the light of certain

devel opnents which you woul d have been infornmed of a little later, in the normal course of events.
The fact is that the status of Wrld 41 as an Earth Colony is now subject to revision, and the
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massacre at your canp may precipitate the Adninistration's decisions on it. Certainly the
deci si ons we can make nust be made quickly, for |I can't keep nmy ship here long. Now first, we w sh
to make sure that the relevant facts are all in the possession of those present. Captain

Davi dson' s

report on the events at Snmith Canp was taped and heard by all of us on ship; by all of you here
al so? Good. Now if there are questions any of you wish to ask Captain Davidson, go ahead. | have
one nyself. You returned to the site of the canp the foll owi ng day, Captain Davidson, in a |large
hopper with eight soldiers; had you the perm ssion of a senior officer here at Central for that
flight?"

Davi dson stood up. "I did, sir.**

" * \Were you authorized to land and to set fires in the forest near the canpside?"

"No, sir."

"You did, however, set fires?"

"I did, sir. | was trying to smoke out the creechies that killed ny nen."

"Very well. M. Lepennon?"

The tall Hainishman cleared his throat. "Captain Davidson," he said, "do you think that the people
under your conmand at Smith Canp were nostly content?"

"Yes, | do."

Davi dson's nanner was firmand forthright; he seenmed indifferent to the fact that he was in
trouble. O course these Navy officers and foreigners had no authority, over him it was to his
own Col onel that he nmust answer for |osing two hundred men and meki ng unaut horized reprisals. But

his Col onel was right there, |istening.

"They were well fed, well housed, not overworked, then, as well as can be managed in a frontier
canmp?"

"Yes."
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"Was the discipline maintained very harsh?"

"No, it was not.**

"What, then, do you think notivated the revolt?"

"l don't understand."

"I'f none of themwere discontented, why did sone of mem massacre the rest and destroy the camp?”
There was a worried silence.

"May | put in a word," Lyubov said. "It was the native hilfs, the Ansheans enployed in the canp,
who joined with an attack by the forest people against the Terran humans. In his report Captain
Davi dson referred to the Athsheans as "creechies.* "

Lepennon | ooked enbarrassed and anxi ous.

"Thank you, Dr. Lyubov. | misunderstood entirely. Actually | took the word 'creechie* to stand for
a Terran caste that did rather nenial work in the |ogging canmps. Believing, as we all did, mat the
Anmsheans were intraspeci es non-aggressive, | never thought they nmght be the group nmeant. In fact

| didn't realize that they cooperated with you in your canps.—+However, | amnore at a | oss than

ever to understand what provoked the attack and nutiny."

"I don't know, sir."

"When he said the people under his comrand were content, did the Captain include native peopl e?**
said the Cetian, O, in a dry munble. The Hai ni shman picked it up at once, and asked Davidson, in
hi s concerned, courteous voice.

56

"Were the Athsheans living at the canp content, do you think?"

"So far as | know. "

"There was nothing unusual in their position there, or the work they had to do?"

Lyubov felt the heightening of tension, one turn of the screw, in Colonel Dongh and his staff, and
also in the starship commander. Davi dson renai ned cal mand easy. "Nothing unusual ."

Lyubov knew now that only his scientific studies had been sent up to the Shackleton; his protests,
even his annual assessnents of 'Native Adjustnent to Col onial Presence* required by the

Adnmi ni stration, had been kept in sonme desk drawer deep in HQ These two N.-T.H 's knew not hi ng
about the exploitation of the Athsheans. Comrander Yung did, of course; he had been down before
today and had probably seen the creechie-pens. In any case a Navy commander on Col ony runs

woul dn't have nuch to | earn about Terran-hilf relations. Wiether or not he approved of how the

Col onial Administration ran its business, not nuch would cone as a shock to him But a Cetian and
a Hai ni shman, how nuch woul d t hey know about Terran col onies, unless chance brought themto one on
the way to sonmewhere el se? Lepennon and O had not intended to cone on-planet here at all. O
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possi bly they had not been intended to cone on-planet, but, hearing of trouble, had insisted. Wy

had t he commander brought them down: his will, or theirs? Woever they were they had about them a
hint of authority,

57

a whiff of the dry, intoxicating odor of power. Lyubov's headache had gone, he felt alert and
excited, his face was rather hot.' "Captain David-son," he said, "I have a couple of questions,

concerning your confrontation with the four natives, day before yesterday. You* re certain that
one of themwas San, or Selver Thel e?"

"I believe so."

"You're aware that he has a personal grudge agai nst you."

"I don't know. "

"You don't? Since his wife died in your quarters i medi ately subsequent to sexual intercourse with
you, he hol ds you responsible for her death; you didn't know that? He attacked you once before,
here in Centralville; you had forgotten that? Well, the point is, mat Selver's personal hatred for
Captai n Davidson may serve as a partial explanation or notivation for ms unprecedented assault.
The Athsheans aren't incapable of personal violence, that's never been asserted in any of ny
studi es of them Adol escents who haven't nmastered controlled dreaning or conpetitive singing do a
ot of westling and fist-fighting, not all of it good-tenpered. But Selver is an adult and an
adept; and his first, personal attack on Captain Davidson, which | happened to w tness pan of, was

pretty certainly an attenpt to kill. As was the Captain's retaliation, incidentally. At the tinme,
I thought that attack an isolated psychotic incident, resulting fromgrief and stress, not likely
to be repeated. I was wrong.—€aptain, when the four
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At hsheans junped you from anbush, as you describe in your report, did you end up prone on the
ground?"

"Yes. "

"I'n what position?"

Davi dson's calmface tensed and stiffened, and Lyubov felt a pang of conpunction. He wanted to
corner Davidson in his lies, to force himinto speaking truth once, but not to humliate him
before others. Accusations of rape and nurder supported Davidson's inmage of hinself as the totally
virile man, but now that inage was endangered: Lyubov had called up a picture of him the soldier
the fighter, the cool tough nan, being knocked down by enemi es the size of six-year-olds.

What did it cost Davidson, then, to recall that nonent when he had lain |looking up at the little
green nmen, for once, not down at then?

"I was on ny back."

"Was your head thrown back, or turned aside?"

"I don't know. "

"I'mtrying to establish a fact here, Captain, one that might help explain why Selver didn't Kkill
you, although he had a grudge agai nst you and had hel ped kill two hundred nmen a few hours earlier.
I wondered if you might by chance have been in one of the positions which, when assuned by an

At hshean, prevent his opponent from further physical aggression,"

"I don't know. "
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Lyubov gl anced round the conference table; all the faces showed curiosity and sone tension. 1

' These aggression-halting gestures and positions nay have sone innate basis, may rise froma
surviving trigger-response, but they are socially devel oped and expanded, and of course |earned.
The strongest and conpletes! of themis a prone position, on the back, eyes shut, head turnedl so
the throat is fully exposed. | think an Athshean of the local cultures might find it inpossible to
hurt an enemy who took that position. He woul d have to do sonething el se to rel ease his anger or
aggressive drive. Wen they had all got you down, Captain, did Selver by any chance sing?
"Did he what?"

"Sing."

"I don't know. "

Bl ock. No go. Lyubov was about to shrug and give it up when the Cetian said, "Wy, M. Lyubov?
The nmost wi nning characteristic of the rather harsh Cetian tenperament was curiosity, inopportune
and inexhausitible curiosity; Cetians died eagerly, curious as to what cane next.

"You see," Lyubov said, "the Athsheans use a kind of ritualised singing to replace physica

conmbat. Again it's a universal social phenonenon that m ght have a physi ol ogi cal foundation
though it's very hard to establish anything as 'innate* in human beings. However the higher
primates here all go in for vocal conpeting between two nmales, a lot of howing and whistling; the
dominant male may finally give the other a
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cuff, but usually they just spend an hour or so trying to outbellow each other. The At hsheans
thensel ves see the simlarity to their singing-matches, which are also only between nal es; but as
they observe, theirs are not only aggression-rel eases, but an art-form The better artist w ns.
wondered if Sel ver sang over Captain Davidson, and if so, whether he did because he coul d not
kill, or because he preferred the bloodl ess victory. These questions have suddenly becone rather
urgent."

"Dr. Lyubov," said Lepennon, "how effective are these aggressi on-channeling devices? Are they

uni ver sal ?"

"Anmong adults, yes. So ny informants state, and all ny observation supported them until day

bef ore yesterday. Rape, violent assault, and murder virtually don't exist anong them There are
accidents, of course. And there are psychotics. Not many of the latter."

"What do they do with dangerous psychotics?"

"Isolate them Literally. On small islands.™

"The Athsheans are carnivorous, they hunt ani nal s?"

"Yes, nmeat is a staple.”

"Wonderful ," Lepennon said, and his white skin paled further with pure excitenent. "A hunan
society with an effective war-barrier! Wuat's the cost, Dr. Lyubov?"

"rmmot sure, M. Lepennon. Perhaps change. They're a static, stable, uniformsociety. TTiey
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have no history. Perfectly integrated, and wholly unprogressive. You mght say that like the
forest they live in, they've attained a climax state. But | don't nean to inply that they're

i ncapabl e, of adaptation.”

"CGentlenen, this is very interesting but in a sonewhat specialist frame of reference, and it may
be somewhat out of the context which we're attenpting to clarify here—=

"No, excuse ne, Colonel Dongh, this may be the point. Yes, Dr. Lyubov?"

"Well, | wonder if they're not proving their adaptability, now By adapting their behavior to us.
To the Earth Col ony. For four years they' ve behaved to us as they do to one another. Despite the
physi cal differences, they recogni zed us as nenbers of their species, as nmen. However, we have not
responded as nenbers of their species should respond. W have ignored the responses, the rights
and obligations of non-viol ence. W have killed, raped, dispersed, and enslaved the native humans,
destroyed their conmunities, and cut down their forests. It wouldn'tbe surprising if they'd

deci ded that we are not human.!’

"And therefore can be killed, like animals, yes yes," said the Cetian, enjoying |ogic; but Lepen-
non's face now was stiff as white stone. "Enslaved?" he said.

"Captain Lyubov is expressing bis personal opinions and theories," said Col onel Dongh, "which I
should state | consider possibly to be erroneous, and he and | have discussed this type
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of thing previously, although the present context is unsuitable. W do not enploy slaves, sir.
Sonme of the natives serve a useful role in our conmunity. The Vol untary Autochthonous Labor Corps
is a part of all but the tenporary canps here. W have very limted personnel to acconplish our
tasks here and we need workers and use all we can get, but on any kind of basis that could be
called a slavery basis, certainly not."

Lepennon was about to speak, but deferred to die Cetian, who said only, "How many of each race?"
CGosse replied: "2641 Terrans, now. Lyubov and | estimate the native hilf population very roughly
at 3 mllion."

"You shoul d have considered these statistics, gentlenen, before you altered the native
traditions!" said O, with a disagreeable but perfectly .genuine |augh

"W are adequately arnmed and equi pped to resist any type of aggression these natives could offer,"”
said the Col onel. "However there was a general consensus by both the first Exploratory M ssions
and our own research staff of specialists here headed by Captain Lyubov, giving us to understand
mat the New Tahitians are a primtive, harm ess, peace-loving species. Now this informtion was
obvi ously erroneous—

O interrupted the Colonel. "Obviously! You consider the human species to be primtive, harmess,
and peace-loving, Colonel? No. But you knew that the hilfs of this planet are human? As
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human as you or | or Lepennon-since we all canme fromthe same, original, Hainish stock?*" "That is

the scientific theory, I amaware— "Colonel, it is the historic fact.” "I amnot forced to accept
it as a fact,'* the' old Colonel said, getting hot, "and | don't |ike opinions stuffed into ny own
mout h. The fact is that these creechies are a neter tall, they're covered with green fur, they

don't sleep, and they're not human beings in ny frane of reference!"
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"Captai n Davidson," said the Cetian, "doyou consider the native hilfs human, or not?" "I don't
know. "

"But you had sexual intercourse with one—this Selver's wife. Wuld you have sexual intercourse
with a fenale ani nal ? What about the rest of you?" He | ooked about at the purple colonel, the
flowering majors, the livid captains, the cringing specialists. Contenpt cane into his face. "You
have not thought things through/' he said. By his standards it was a brutal insult.

The Conmander of the Shackleton at |ast sal vaged words fromthe gulf of enmbarrassed silence.
"Well, gentlenmen, the tragedy at Smith Canp clearly is involved with the entire col ony-native
relationship, and is not by any nmeans an insignificant or isolated episode. That's what we had to
establish. And this being the case, we can nake a certain contribution towards easing your

probl ens here. The nain purpose of our journey was not to drop off a couple of hundred girls here,
64

t hough | know you' ve been waiting for '"em but to get to Prestno, which has been having sone
difficulties, and give the government there an an-sible. That is, an ICD transmtter.*

"What ?" said Sereng, an engineer. Stares becane fixed, all round the table.

"The one we have aboard is an early nodel, and it cost a planetary annual revenue, roughly. That,
of course, was 27 years ago planetary tine, when we |eft Earth. Nowadays they're naking them
relatively cheaply; they're SI on Navy ships; and in the nornmal course of things a robo or manned
ship woul d be coming out here to give your colony one. As a matter of fact it's a manned

Admi nistration ship, and is on the way, due here in 9.4 E-years if | recall the figure."

"How do you know t hat?" sonebody said, setting it up for Commander Yung, who replied smling, "By
the ansible: the one we have aboard. M. O, your people invented the device, perhaps you'd
explain it to those here who are unfamliar with the terns?"

The Cetian did not unbend.' 'I shall not attenpt to explain the principles of ansible operation to
those present," he said. "Its effect can be stated sinply: the instantaneous transm ssion of a
message over any di stance. One el ement nmust be on a | arge-mass body, the other can be anywhere in
the cosmps. Since arrival in orbit the Shackl eton has been in daily conmunication with Terra, now
27 lightyears distant. The nessage does not take 54

65

years for delivery and response, as it does on an el ectromagnetic device. It takes no tinme. There
is no nore tine-gap between worlds."

"As soon as we came out of NAFAL tinme-dilatation into planetary space-tinme, here, we rang up hone,
as you mght say," the soft-voice Cormander went on. "And were told what had happened during the
27 years we were traveling. The time-gap for bodies remains, but the information | ag does not. As
you can see, this is as inportant to us as an interstellar species, as speech itself was to us

earlier in our evolution. It'll have the same effect: to make a society possible."”
"M. O and | left Earth, 27 years ago, as Legates for our respective governnents, Tau n and
Hain," said Lepennon. H's voice was still gentle and civil, but the warnmth had gone out of it.

"When we | eft, people were tal king about the possiblity of form ng some kind of |eague anmpbng the
civilized worlds, now that conmunication was possi ble. The League of W rlds now exists. It has
existed for 18 years. M. O and | are now Enmi ssaries of the Council of the League, and so have
certain powers and responsibilities we did not have when we |l eft Earth, **

The three of themfromthe ship kept saying these things: an instantaneous comuni cator exists, an

interstellar supergoveranenl exists. . . . Believe it or not. They were in | eague, and lying. This
t hought went through Lyubov's mind; he considered it, decided it was a
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reasonabl e but unwarranted suspicion, a defense-nmechanism and discarded it. Sone of the nmlitary
staff, however, trained to conpartmentalize their thinking, specialists in self-defense, would
accept it as unhesitatingly as he discarded it. They nust believe that anyone cl aim ng a sudden
new authority was a liar or conspirator. They were no nore constrai ned than Lyubov, who had been
trained to keep his mnd open whether he wanted to or not.

"Are we to take all—all this sinply on your word, sir?" said Colonel Dongh, with dignity and sone
pat hos; for he, too nuddl eheaded to conpartnentalize neatly, knew that he shouldn't believe
Lepennon and Or and Yung, but did believe them and was frightened.

"No," said the Cetian. "That's done with. A colony like this had to believe what passing ships and
out dat ed radi o-nessages told them Now you don't. You can verify. W are going to give you the
ansi bl e destined for Prestno. W have League authority to do so. Received, of course, by ansible
Your colony here is in a bad way. Wrse than | thought fromyour reports. Your reports are very

i nconpl ete; censorship or stupidity have been at work. Now, however, you'll have the ansible, and
can talk with your Terran Adm nistration; you can ask for orders, so you'll know how to proceed.
G ven the profound changes that have been occurring in the organisation of the Terran Government

file:/l/F|/rah/Ursula%20LeGuin/Le%20Guin,%?20...The%20Word%20For%20World%20is%20ForestUC.txt (19 of 48) [7/17/03 11:32:57 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Ursul a%20L eGuin/L €%20Guin,%20Ursul 8%20K %20-%20T he%20Word%20For%20Worl d%20i s%20ForestU C. txt

since we left there, | should recomend that you do so at once.' There is
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no | onger any excuse for acting on outdated orders; for ignorance; for irresponsible autonony."”
Sour a Cetian and, like mlk, he stayed sour. M. O was being overbearing, and Conmander Yung

shoul d shut himup. But could he? How did an "Emi ssary of the Council of the League of Wbrlds"
rank? Who's in charge here, thought Lyubov, and he too felt a qual mof fear. H s headache had
returned as a sense of constriction, a sort of tight headband over the tenples.

He | ooked across the table at Lepennon's white, long-fingered hands, lying left over right, quiet,
on the bare polished wood of the table. The white skin was a defect to Lyubov's Earth-forned
aesthetic taste, but the serenity and strength of those hands pl eased himvery nmuch. To the Hain-

i sh, he thought, civilisation cane naturally. They fca3 been at it so long. ITiey lived the social-

intellectual life with the grace of a cat hunting in a garden, the certainty of a swall ow
foll owi ng sunmer over the sea. They were experts. They never had to pose, to fake. They were what
they' were. Nobody seenmed to fit the human skin so well. Except, perhaps, the little green nmen?

The devi ant, dwarfed, over-adapted, stagnated creechies, who were as absolutely, as honestly, as
serenely what they were.

An officer, Benton, was asking Lepennon if he and O were on this planet as observers for the [he
hesitated] League of Wirlds, or if they claimed any authority to ... Lepennon took himup
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politely: "W are observers here, not enpowered to command, only to report. You are stil

answer able only to your own government on Earth.”

Col onel Dongh said with relief,' "Then nothing has essentially changed—=

"You forget the ansible,” O interrupted. "I'll instruct you in its operation, Colonel, as soon as
this discussion is over. You can then consult with your Colonial Adm nistration.*'

"Since your problemhere is rather urgent, and since Earth is now a League nmenber and may have
changed the Col oni al Code somewhat during recent years, M. O's advice is both proper and tinely.
We shoul d be very grateful to M. O and M. Lepennon for their decision to give this Terran
colony the ansible destined for Pre-, stno. It was their decision; | can only applaud it. Now, one
nore decision renains to be nade, and this one | have to nake, using your judgnent as nmy guide. If
you feel the colony is in immnent peril of further and nore nassive attacks fromthe natives, |
can keep ny ship here for a week or two as a defense arsenal; | can also evacuate the wonen. No
children yet, right?"

"No, Sir," said Gosse. "482 wonmen, now."

"Well, 1 have space for 380 passengers; we might crowd a hundred nore in; the extra mass woul d add
a year or so to the trip honme, but it could be done. Unfortunately that's all | can do. W nust
proceed to Prestno; your nearest neighbor, as you know, 1.8 |lightyears distant. We'll stop here on
the way honme to Terra, but that's
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going to be three and a half nore E-years at |east. Can you stick it out?"

"Yes," said the Colonel, and others echoed him "W've had warni ng now and we won't be caught
nappi ng again."

"Equal ly," said the Cetian, "can the native inhabitants stick it out for three and a half Earth-
years nore?"

"Yes," said the Colonel. "No/'saidLyubov. He had been, watchi ng Davi dson's face, and a kind of
pani ¢ had taken hold of him

"Col onel ?" said Lepennon, politely.

"We've been here four years now and the natives are flourishing. There's room enough and to spare
for all of us, as you can see the planet's heavily underpopul ated and the Adninistration woul dn't
have cleared it for colonisation purposes if that hadn't been as it is. As for if this entered
anyone's head, they won't catch us off guard again, we were erroneously briefed concerning the
nature of these natives, but we're fully arned and able to defend ourselves, but we aren't

pl anning any reprisals. That is expressly forbidden in the Col onial Code, -though |I don't know
what new rul es this new government nmay have added on, but we'll just stick to our own as we have
been doing and they definitely negative nmass reprisals or genocide. W won't be sendi ng any
messages for help out, after all a colony 27 lightyears from hone has come out expecting to be on
its own and to in fact be conpletely self-sufficient, and | don't see that the ICD really changes
that, due to ship
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and nen and material still have to travel at near light speed. We'll just keep on shipping the

| unber hone, and | ook out for ourselves. The wonmen are in no danger."

"M . Lyubov?" said Lepennon
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"We've been here four years. | don't know if the native human culture will survive four nore. As
for the total |land ecology, | think Gosse will back nme if | say that we've irrecoverably wecked
the native life-systens on one |large island, have done great damage on this subcontinent Sornol
and if we go on logging at the present rate, may reduce the major habitable |ands to desert within
ten years. This isn't the fault of the colony's HQ or Forestry Bureau; they've sinply been
followi ng a Devel opnent Plan drawn up on Earth w thout sufficient know edge of the planet to be
exploited, its life-systems, or its native hunman inhabitants.”

"M. Cosse?" said the polite voice.

"Well, Raj, you're stretching things a bit. There's no denying that Dunp Island, which was
overlogged in direct contravention to nmy recomendations, is a dead loss. If nore than a certain
percentage of the forest is cut over a certain area, then the fibreweed doesn't reseed, you see,
gentl enen, and the fibreweed root-systemis the main soil-binder on clear land; without it the
soil goes dusty and drifts off very fast under w nd-erosion and the heavy rainfall. But | can't
agree that our basic directives are at fault, so long as they' re scrupul ously foll owed. They were
based on care-
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T

ful study of the planet. W' ve succeeded, here on Central, by following the Plan: erosion is

m nimal, and the cleared soil is highly arable. To log off a forest doesn't, after all, nmean to

make a desert—except perhaps fromthe point of view of a squirrel. W can't forecast precisely how
the native forest life-systens will adapt to a new woodl and-prairie-plow and anbi ance foreseen in
the Devel opnent Pl an, but we know the chances are good for a |large percentage of adaptation and
survival ."

"That's what the Bureau of Land Managenent said about Al aska during the First Fanmine,' * said
Lyubov. His throat had tightened so that his voice canme out high and husky. He had counted on
Gosse for support.' 'How many Sitka spruce have you seen in your lifetine, Gosse? O snowy ow ? or
wol f ? or Eskino? The survival percentage of native Al askan species in habitat, after 15 years of
the Devel opnment Program was .3% It's now zero.-A forest ecology is a delicate one. If the forest
peri shes, its fauna may go with it. The Athshean word for world is also the word for* forest. |
submit, Commander Yung, that though the colony nmay not be in inmnent danger, the planet is—
"Captain Lyubov," said ne old Colonel, "such subm ssions are not properly subnitted by staff
specialist officers to officers of other branches of the service but should rest on the judgnent
of the senior officers of the Col ony, and

I cannot tolerate any further such attenpts as this to give advice w thout previous clearance."
Caught off guard by his own outburst, Lyubov apol ogised and tried to ook calm If only he didn't
|l ose his tenmper, if his voice didn't go weak and husky, if he had poi se.

The Col onel went on.' 'It appears to us that you nade sone serious erroneous Judgnents concer ni ng
t he peaceful ness and non-aggressi veness of the natives here, and because we counted on this
speci al i st description of them as non-aggressive is why we |eft ourselves open to this terrible
tragedy at Smith Canp, Captain Lyubov. So I think we have to wait until sone other specialists in
hilfs have had tine to study them because evidently your theories were basically erroneous to
sone extent."

Lyubov sat and took it. Let the men fromthe ship see themall passing the blane around |ike a hot
brick: all the better. The nore dissension they showed, the likelier were these Emissaries to have
t hem checked and watched over. And he was to blame; he had been wwong. To hell with my self-
respect so long as the forest people get a chance, Lyubov thought, and so strong a sense of this
own humliation and self-sacrifice cane over himthat tears rose to his eyes.

He was aware that Davidson was watching him He sat up stiff, the blood hot in his face, his
tenpl es drumri ng. He woul d not be sneered at by that bastard Davidson. Couldn't O and Lepennon
72
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see what kind of man Davi dson was, and how much power he had here, while Lyubov's powers, called
"advisory," were sinply derisory? If the colonists were left to go on with no check on thembut a
super-radi o, the Snmith Canp massacre woul d al nost certainly becone the excuse for systenatic
aggression against the natives. Bacteriological exterm nation, nost |ikely. The Shackl eton woul d
cone back in three and a half or four years to * 'New Tahiti,'' and find a thriving Terran col ony,
and no nore Creechie Problem None at all. Pity about the plague, we took all precautions required
by the Code, but it must have been sone kind of nmutation, they had no natural resistance, but we
did nanage to save a group of themby transporting themto the New Fal kland Isles in the southern
hem sphere and they're doing fine there, all sixty-two of them

The conference did not last nuch |longer. Wen it ended he stood up and | eaned across die table to
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Lepennon. "You nust tell the League to do sonething to save the forests, the forest people,'' he
sai d al nost inaudi bly, his throat constricted, "you must, please, you nust."

The Hai ni shman nmet his eyes; his gaze was reserved, kindly, and deep as a well. He said nothing.
74

Four

I T was unbel i evable. They'd all gone insane. This damed alien world had sent themall right round
the bend, into byebye dream and, along with the creechies. He still wouldn't believe what he'd

seen at that 'conference' and the briefing after it, if he sawit all over again on film A

Starfl eet ship's commander bootlicking two humanoi ds. Engi neers and techs cooi ng and ooi ng over a
fancy radio presented to themby a Hairy Cetian with a | ot of sneering and boasting, as if ICD s
hadn't been predicted by Terran science years ago! The hunanoi ds had stol en the idea, inplenented
it, and called it an 'ansible* so nobody would realize it was just an ICD. But the worst part of
it had been the conference, with that psycho Lyubov raving and crying, and Col onel Dongh letting
himdo it, letting himinsult David-son and HQ staff and the whole Colony; and all the time the
two aliens sitting and grinning, the
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little grey ape and the big white fairy, sneering at humans.

It had been pretty bad. It hadn't got any better since the Shackieton left. He didn't nind being
sent down to New Java Canp under Major Muhamed. The Col onel had to discipline him old Ding Dong
m ght actually be very happy about that fire-raid he'd pulled in reprisal on Smith Island, but the
raid had been a breach of discipline and he had to reprimand Davi dson. Al right, rules of the
gane. But what wasn't in the rules was this stuff com ng over that overgrown TV set they called
the ansible—their newlittle tin god at HQ

Oders fromthe Bureau of Colonial Administration in Karachi: Restrict Terran-Athshean contact to
occasi ons arranged by Athsheans. In other words you couldn't go into a creechie warren and round
up a work-force any nore. Enploynent of volunteer |abor is not advised; enploynment of forced | abor
is forbidden. More of sane. How the hell were they supposed to get the work done? Did Earth want
this wood or didn't it? They were still sending the robot cargo ships to New Tahiti, weren't they,
four a year, each carrying about 30 mllion newdollars worth of prinme |unber back to Mdther
Earth. Sure the Devel opnment people wanted those millions. They were busi nessnmen. These nessages
weren't coming fromthem any fool could see that.

The col onial status of Wrld 41-why didn't they call it New Tahiti any nore?—s under con-
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sideration. Until decision is reached col onists should observe extrenme caution in all dealings
with native inhabitants. . . . The use of weapons of any kind except snall side-arns carried in
sel f-defense is absolutely forbi dden—ust as on Earth, except that there a man couldn't even carry
side-arns any nore. But what the hell was the use coming 27 lightyears to a frontier world and
then get told No guns, no firefully, no bugbonbs, no, no, just sit like nice little boys and | et
the creechies conme spit in your faces and sing songs at you and then stick a knife in your guts
and burn down your canp, but don't you hurt the cute little green fellers, no sir!

A policy of avoidance is strongly advised; a policy of aggression or retaliation is strictly

f or bi dden.

That was the gist of all the nmessages actually, and any fool could tell that that wasn't the

Col oni al Administration tal king. They couldn't have changed that nmuch in thirty years. They were
practical, realistic nen who knew what |life was like on frontier planets. It was clear, to anybody
who hadn't gone spla from geoshock, that the 'ansi bl e* nessages were phoni es. They m ght be
planted right in the machine, a whole set of answers to high-probability questions, conputer run.
The engi neers said they could have spotted that; nmaybe so. In that case the thing did comunicate
i nstantaneously with another world. But that world wasn't Earth. Not by a long |ong shot! There
weren't any men typing the answers onto
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the other end of that little trick: they were aliens, humanoi ds. Probably Cetians, for the machi ne
was Cetian-made, and they were a smart bunch of devils. They were the kind that m ght nake a rea
bid for interstellar supremacy. The Hainish would be in the conspiracy with them of course; al

t hat bl eeding-heart stuff in the so-called directives had a Hainish sound to it. Wat the |ong-
term obj ective of the aliens was, was hard to guess fromhere; it probably involved weakening the
Terran Government by tying it up in this 'league of worlds* business, until the aliens were strong
enough to make an armed takeover. But their plan for New Tahiti was easy to see. They'd let the
creechies w pe out the humans for them Just tie the hunmans' hands with a | ot of fake 'ansible'
directives and | et the slaughter begin. Humanoi ds hel p humanoids: rats help rats.

And Col onel Dongh had swallowed it. He intended to obey orders. He had actually said that to
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Davi dson. **| intend to obey ny orders the same way, and in New Java you'll obey Major Mihaned' s
orders-there." He was stupid, old Ding Dong, but he |iked Davidson, and Davidson liked him If it
meant betraying the human race to an alien conspiracy then he couldn't obey his orders, but he
still felt sorry for the old soldier. A fool, but a |loyal and brave one. Not a born traitor |ike
that whining, tattling prig Lyubov, If there was one nan he hoped the creechies did get, it was

bi gdone Raj Lyubov, the alien-Iover.

Sone nen, especially the asiatifornms and hindi types, are actually born traitors. Not all, tut 78
sonme. Certain other nmen are born saviors. It just happened to be the way they were made, |ike
bei ng of euraf descent, or l|ike having a good physique; it wasn't anything he clainmed credit for.
If he could save the nmen and wonen of New Tahiti, he would; if he couldn't, he'd make a damm good
try; and that was all there was to it, actually.

The wonen, now that rankled. They'd pulled out the 10 Collies who'd been in New Java and none of
the new ones were being sent out fromCentralville. "Not safe yet," HQl eated. Pretty rough on the
three outpost canps. Wat did they expect the outposters to do when it was hands off the she-
creechies, and the she-humans were for the lucky bastards at Central? It was going to cause
terrific resentment. But it couldn't last long, the whole situation was too crazy to be stable. If
they didn't start easing back to normal now t he Shackl eton was gone, then Captain D. Davidson
woul d just have to do a little extra work to get things headed back towards nornal cy.

The nmorning of the day he left Central, they had | et |oose the* whole creechie work-force. Made a
bi g nobl e speech in pidgin, opened the conpound gates, and let out every single tane creechie,
carriers, diggers, cooks, dustmen, houseboys, maids, the lot. Not one had stayed. Sone of them had
been with their masters ever since the start of the colony, four E-years ago. But 79

they had no loyalty. A dog, a chinp would have hung around. These things weren't even that highly
devel oped, they were just about |ike snakes or rats, just smart enough to turn around and bite you
as soon as you let '"emout of the cage.. Ding Dong was spla, letting all those creechies |oose
right in the vicinity. Dunping themon Dunp Island and letting them starve would have been
actually the best final solution. But Dongh was still panicked by that pair of hunmanoids and their
tal ky-box. So if the wild creechies on Central were planning to imtate the Smth Canp atrocity,
they now had lots of real handy new recruits, who knew the | ayout of the whole town, the routines,
where the arsenal was, where guards were posted, and the rest. |If Centralville got burned down, HQ
coul d thank thenselves. It woul d be what they deserved, actually. For letting traitors dupe them
for listening to humanoids and ignoring the advice of nmen who really knew what the creechies were
like.

None of those guys at HQ had conme back to canp and found ashes and w eckage and burned bodi es,

Ii ke he had. And k's body, out where they'd slaughtered the |logging crew, it had had an arrow
sticking out of each eye like sone sort of weird insect with antennae sticking out feeling the
air, Christ, he kept seeing that.

One thing anyhow, whatever the phony 'directives' said, the boys at Central wouldn't be stuck with
trying to use 'small side-arns' for self-defense. They had fire throwers and machine
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guns; the 16 little hoppers had nachi ne guns and were useful for dropping fire jelly cans from
the five big hoppers had full armanment. But they wouldn't need the big stuff. Just take up a
hopper over one of the deforested areas and catch a ness of creechies there, with their dammed
bows and arrows, and start dropping firejelly cans and watch themrun around and burn. It would be
all right. It made his belly churn a little to inmagine it, just |like when he thought about making
a wonan, or whenever he renenbered about when that Sam creechie had attacked himand he had
smashed in his whole face with four blows one right after the other. It was eidetic nenory plus a
nmore vivid inmagi nati on than nost nmen had, no credit due, just happened to be the way he was nmade.
The fact is, the only tinme a man is really and entirely a man is when he's just had a woman or
just killed another man. That wasn't original, he'd read it in sone old books; but it was true.
That was why he liked to i magi ne scenes like that. Even if the creechies weren't actually nen.

New Java was the sout hernnost of the five big lands, just north of the equator, and so was hotter
than Central or Smith which were just about perfect climte-wi se. Hotter and a |lot wetter. It
rained all the tinme in the wet seasons anywhere on New Tahiti, but in the northern lands it was a
kind of quiet fine rain that went on and on and never really got you wet or cold. Down here it
cane in buckets, and there was a nonsoon-type stormthat
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you couldn't even walk in, let alone work in. Only a solid roof kept the rain off you, or else the
forest'. The damm forest was so thick it kept out the storns. You'd get wet fromall the dripping
off the | eaves, of course, but if you were really inside the forest during one of those nobnsoons
you'd hardly notice the wind was bl owi ng; then you cane out in the open and wham got knocked off
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your feet by the wind and sl obbered all over with the red liquid nmud that the rain turned the

cl eared ground into, and you couldn't duck back into the forest quick enough; and inside the
forest it was dark, and hot, and easy to get |ost.

Then the CO., Mjor Mihaned, was a sticky bastard. Everything at N. J. was done by the book: the
logging all in kilo-strips, the fibreweed crap planted in the |ogged strips, |leave to Centra
granted in strict non-preferential rotation, hallucinogens rationed and their use on duty

puni shed, and so on and so on. However, one good thing about Muhamed was he wasn't al ways radi oi ng
Central. New Java was his canp, and he ran it his way. He didn't |like orders fromHQ He obeyed
themall right, he'd let the creechies go, and | ocked up all the guns except little popgun
pistols, as soon as the orders came. But he didn't go |ooking for orders, or for advice. Not from
Centra] or anybody else. He was a self-righteous type: knew he was right. That was his big fault.
Wien he was on Dongh's staff at HQ Davi dson had had occasion sonetines to see the officers*
records. Hi s unusual nenory held on to such
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things, and he could recall for instance that Mihaned's I Q was 107. Wereas his own happened to be
118. TTiere was a difference of 11 points; but of course he couldn't say that to old Mbo, and Mo
couldn't see it, and so there was no way to get himto listen. He thought he knew better than

Davi dson, and that was that.

They were all a bit sticky at first, actually. None of these nen at N. J. knew anything about the
Smith Canp atrocity, except that the canp C. O had left for Central an hour before it happened,
and so was the only human that escaped alive. Put like that, it did sound bad. You could see why
at first they looked at himlike a kind of Jonah, or worse a kind of Judas even. But when they got
to know himthey'd know better. They'd begin to see that, far frombeing a deserter or traitor, he
was dedi cated to preventing the colony of New Tahiti frombetrayal. And they'd realise that
getting rid of the creechies was going to be the only " way to make this world safe for the Terran
way of life.

It wasn't too hard to start getting that nessage across to the |oggers. They'd never |iked the
little green rats, having to drive themto work all day and guard themall night; but now they
began to understand that the creechies were not only repul sive but dangerous. Wen Davidson told
them what he'd found at Smith; when he expl ai ned how t he two humanoi ds on the Fleet ship had

brai nwashed HQG when he showed themthat w ping out the Terrans on New Tahiti was just a snal
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part of the whole alien conspiracy against Earth; when he renm nded themof the cold hard figures,
twenty-five hundred humans to three mllion creechies—+then they began to really get behind him
Even the Ecol ogical Control Oficer here was with him Not |ike poor old Kees, mad because nen
shot red deer and then getting shot in the guts hinself by the sneaking creechies. This fell ow,
Atranda, was a creechie-hater. Actually he was kind of spla about them he had geoshock or
sonet hi ng; he was so afraid the creechies were going to attack the canp that he acted like sone
worman afraid of getting raped. But it was useful to have the |ocal spesh on his side anyhow

No use trying to line up the C. O ; a good judge of nen, Davidson had seen it was no use al npost at
once. Mihanmed was rigid-nminded. Also he had a prejudi ce agai nst Davi dson which he woul dn't drop

it had something to do with the Smith Canp affair. He as much as told Davidson he didn't consider
hima trustworthy officer.

He was a self-righteous bastard, but his running N. J. canp on such rigid Iines was an advant age
A tight organization, used to obeying orders, was easier to take over than a | oose one full of

i ndependent characters, and easier to keep together as a unit for defensive and offensive mlitary
operations, once he was hi conmand. He woul d have to take command. Mbo was a good | oggi ng-canp
boss, but no soldier.
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Davi dson kept busy getting some of the best loggers and junior officers really firmy with him He
didn't hurry. Wien he had enough of themhe could really trust, a squad of ten lifted a fewitens
fromold Mo's | ocked-up roomin theRec House basenent full of war toys, and then went off one
Sunday into the woods to play.

Davi dson had | ocated the creechie town sone weeks ago, and had saved up the treat for his nmen. He
could have done it singlehanded, but it was better this way. You got the sense of conradeship, of
a real bond amobng nen. They just wal ked into the place in broad open daylight, and coated all the
creechi es caught above-ground with fire-jelly and burned them then poured kerosene over .the
warren-roofs and roasted the rest. Those that tried to get out got jellied; that was the artistic
part, waiting at the rat-holes for the little rats to cone out, letting themthink they'd nade-it,
and then just frying themfromthe feet up so they nade torches. That green fur sizzled like
crazy.
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It actually wasn't much nore exciting than hunting real rats, which were about the only wld
animals left on Mother Earth, but there was nore thrill to it; the creechies were a | ot bigger
than rats, and you knew they could fight back, though this time they didn't. In fact sonme of them
even |lay down instead of running away, just lay there on their backs with their eyes shut. It was
si ckening. The other fellows thought so too, and one of
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them actually got sick and vomited after he'd burned up one of the |ying-down ones.

Hard up as the nmen were, they didn't |eave even one of the females alive to rape. They had al
agreed with Davidson beforehand that it was too damm near perversity. Honpbsexuality was with other
humans, it was normal. These things mght be built |ike human wonen but they weren't human, and it
was better to get your kicks fromkilling them and stay clean. That had nade good sense to all of
them and they stuck to it.

Every one of themkept his trap shut back at canp, no boasting even to their buddies. They were
sound men. Not a word of the expedition got to Mihaned's ears. So far as old Mo knew, all his nen
were good little boys just sawing up | ogs and keeping away from creechies, yes sir; and he could
go on believing that until D-Day cane.

For the creechies would attack. Somewhere. Here, or one of the canps on King Island, or Central
Davi dson knew that. He was the only officer in the entire colony that did knowit. No credit due,
he just happened to know he was right. Nobody el se had believed him except these nen here whom
he'd had time to convince. But the others would all see, sooner or later, that he was right.

And he was right.
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Five

I T had been a shock, neeting Selver face to face. As he flew back to Central fromthe foothil

vill age, Lyubov tried to decide why it had been a shock, to analyze out the nerve that had junped.
For after all one isn't usually terrified by a chance nmeeting with a good friend.

It hadn't been easy to get the headwoman to invite him Tuntar had been his main | ocus of study
all sumer; he had several excellent informants nmere and was on good terns with the Lodge and with
t he headwonman, who had | et himobserve and participate in the community freely. Wangling an actua
invitation out of her, via sone of the ex-serfs still in the area, had taken a long tine, but at

| ast she had conplied, giving him according to the new directives, a genuine 'occasion arranged
by the Athsheans.' Hi s own conscience, rather than the Colonel, had insisted on this. Dongh wanted
himto go. He was worried about the Creechie Threat. He told Lyubov to size
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themup, to 'see how they're reacting now nat we're leaving themstrictly alone/ He hoped for
reassurance. Lyubov couldn't decide whether the report he'd be turning in would reassure Col one
Dongh, or not.

For ten miles out of Central, the plain had been | ogged and the stunps had all rotted away; it was
now a great dull flat of fibreweed, hairy grey in the rain. Under those hirsute | eaves the
seedling shrubs got their first growh, the sumacs, dwarf aspens, and sal viforms which, grown,
would in turn protect the seedling trees. Left alone, in this even, rainy climate, this area m ght
reforest itself within thirty years and reattain the full climax forest within a hundred. Left

al one.

Suddenly the forest began again, in space not time: under the helicopter the infinitely various
green of | eaves covered the slow swells and foldings of the hills of North Sornol. Like nost Ter-
rans on Terra, Lyubov had never wal ked anong wild trees at all, never seen a wood |l arger than a
city block. At first on Athshe he had felt oppressed and uneasy in the forest, stifled by its

endl ess crowd and i ncoherence of trunks, branches, |eaves in the perpetual greenish or brownish
twilight. The mass and junble of various conmpetitive lives all pushing and swelling outwards and
upwards towards light, the silence nade up of nmany little meani ngl ess noi ses, the total vegetable
indifference to the presence of mnd, all this had troubled him and |ike the others
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he had kept to clearings and to the beach. But little by little he had begun to like it. Gosse
teased him calling himM. G bbon; in fact Lyubov | ooked rather |ike a gibbon, with a round, dark
face, long arns, and hair greying early; but gi bbons were extinct. Like it or not, as a hilfer he
had to go into the forests to find the hilfs; and now after four years of it he was conpletely at
hone under the trees, nore so perhaps than anywhere el se.

He had also cone to |ike the Athsheans* nanes for their own | ands and pl aces, sonorous two-
syl l abl ed words: Sornol, Tuntar, Eshreth, Esh-sen—that was now Central vill e—Endtor, Abtan, and
above all Athshe, which neant the Forest, and the Wrld. So earth, terra, tellus nmeant both the
soil and the planet, two neanings and one. But to the Athsheans soil, ground, earth was not that
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to which the dead return and by which the living live: the substance of their world was not earth,
but forest. Terran man was clay, red dust. Ath-shean man was branch and root. They did not carve
figures of thenselves in stone, only in wood.

He brought the hopper down in a snmall glade north of the town, and wal ked in past the Wnen's
Lodge. The snell of an Athshean settlenent hung pungent in the air, wood snoke, dead fish
aromatic herbs, alien sweat. The atnobsphere of an underground house, if a Terran could fit hinself
inat all, was a rare conpound of CO2 and stinks. Lyubov had spent many intellec-
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tually stinmulating-hours doubled up and suffocating in die reeking gloomof the Men's Lodge in
Tuntar. But it didn't look as if he would be invited in this tine.

O course the townsfol k knew of the Smith . Canp massacre* now six weeks ago. They woul d have
known of it soon, for word got around fast anmpbng the islands, though not so fast as to constitute
a 'nmysterious power of telepathy* as the loggers liked to believe. The townsfol k al so knew t hat
the 1200 slaves at Centralville had been freed soon after the Smith Canp massacre, and Lyubov
agreed with the Colonel that the natives nmight take the second event to be a result of the first.

That gave what Col onel Dongh would call 'an' erroneous inpression,' but it probably wasn't
i mportant. What was inportant was that the slaves had been freed. Wongs done could not be
righted, but at |east they were not still being done. They could start over: the natives wthout

t hat pai nful, unanswerable wonder as to why the 'yumens* treated nmen |like animals; and he w t hout
the burden of explanation and the gnawing of irremediable guilt.

Knowi ng how t hey val ued candor and direct speech concerning frightening or troublous matters, he
expected that people in Tuntar would tal k about these things with him in triunph, or apol ogy, or
rejoicing, or puzzlenent. No one did. No one said nuch of anything to him

He had cone in late afternoon, which was |ike
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arriving in a Terran city just after dawn. Ath-sheans did sl eep—the col onists' opinion, as often,
i gnored observabl e fact—but their physiol ogical |ow was between noon and four p.m, whereas with
Terrans it is usually between two and five a.m, and they had a doubl e-peak cycle of high
tenperature and high activity, coming in the two twilights, dawn and evening. Mst adults slept
five or six hours in 24, in several catnaps; and adept nmen slept as little as two hours in 24; so,
i f one discounted both their naps and their dreaning-states as 'laziness,' one mght say they
never slept. It was nmuch easier to say that than to understand what they actually did do.-At this
point, in Tuntar, things were just beginning to stir again after the |ate-day sl unp.

Lyubov noticed a good nany strangers. They |ooked at him but none approached; they were nere
presences passing on other paths in the dusk of the great oaks. At |ast soneone he knew cane al ong
his path, the head woman's cousin Sherrar, an old woman of small inportance and snall
under st andi ng. She greeted himcivilly, but did not or would not respond to his inquiries about

t he headwonman and his two best informants, Egath the O chard-keeper and Tubab the Dreanmer. Ch, the
headworman was very busy, and who was Egath, did he mean Geban, and Tubab mi ght be here or perhaps
he was there, or not. She stuck to Lyubov, and nobody el se spoke to him He worked his way,
acconpani ed by the hobbli ng,
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conpl ai ning, tiny, green crone, across the groves and gl ades of Tuntar to the Men's Lodge.
"They're busy in there," said Sherrar.

" Dr eam ng?"

"However should | know? Cone al ong now, Lyubov, conme see ..." She knew he always wanted to see
things, but she couldn't think what to show himto draw himaway. "Cone see the fishing-nets," she
said feebly.

A girl passing by, one of the Young Hunters, |ooked up at him a black | ook, a stare of aninosity
such as he had never received fromany Ath-shean, unless perhaps froma little child frightened
into scoming by his height and his hairless face. But this girl was not frightened.

"All right,** he said to Sherrar, feeling that his only course was docility. If the Athsheans had
i ndeed devel oped—at |ast, and abruptly—the sense of group ennity, then he nust accept this, and
sinmply try to show themthat he remained a reliable, unchanging friend.

But how could their way of feeling and thinking have changed so fast, after so | ong? And why? At
Smith Canp, provocation had been i mediate and intol erable: Davidson's cruelty would drive even
At hsheans to violence. But this town, Tun-tar, had never been attacked by the Terrans, had
suffered no slave-raids, had not seen the local forest |ogged or burned. He, Lyubov hinself, had
been t here—the ant hropol ogi st cannot al ways | eave his own shadow out of the picture he draws
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—but not for over two nonths now. They had got the news from Snith, and there were anong them now

file:/l/F|/rah/Ursula%20LeGuin/Le%20Guin,%?20...The%20Word%20For%20World%20is%20ForestUC.txt (26 of 48) [7/17/03 11:32:57 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Ursul a%20L eGuin/L €%20Guin,%20Ursul 8%20K %20-%20T he%20Word%20For%20Worl d%20i s%20ForestU C. txt

ref ugees, ex-slaves, who had suffered at the Terrans' hands and would talk about it. But would
news and hearsay change the hearers, change themradically?—shen their unaggressiveness ran so
deep in them right through their culture and society and on down into their subconscious, their
"dreamtine,' and perhaps into their very physiol ogy? That an At hshean coul d be provoked, by
atrocious cruelty, to attenpt nurder, he knew. he had seen it happen—ence. That a di srupted
community night be sinmlarly provoked by sinilarly intolerable injuries, he had to believe: it had
happened at Smith Canp. But that talk and hearsay, no matter how frighteni ng and outrageous, could
enrage a settled community of these people to the point where they acted against their custons and
reason, broke entirely out of their whole style of living, this he couldn't believe. It was
psychol ogi cal |y i nprobabl e. Sonme el enent was m ssing.

A d Tubab cane out of the Lodge, just as Lyubov passed in front of it. Behind the old man cane

Sel ver.

Sel ver crawl ed out of the tunnel-door, stood upright, blinked at the rain-greyed, foliage-di med
bri ght ness of daylight. H's dark eyes net Lyubov's, |ooking up. Neither spoke. Lyubov was badly
frightened

Fl yi ng home in the hopper, analyzing out the
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shocked nerve, he thought, why fear? Wiy was | afraid of Selver? Unprovable intuition or nere

fal se anal ogy? Irrational in any case.

Not hi ng between Sel ver and Lyubov had changed. Wat Selver had done at Snith Camp coul d be
justified; even if it couldn't be justified, it made no difference. The friendship between them
was too deep to be touched by noral doubt. They had worked very hard together; they had taught
each other, in rather nore than the literal sense, their |anguages. TTi ey had spoken wi thout
reserve. And Lyubov's love for his friend was deepened by that gratitude the savior feels toward
the one whose |life he has been privileged to save.

I ndeed he had scarcely realized until that noment how deep his liking and loyalty to Selver were.
Had his fear in fact been the personal fear that Selver mght, having | earned racial hatred,

reject him despise his loyalty, and treat himnot as 'you,' but as 'one of them ?

After that long first gaze Selver cane forward slowy and greeted Lyubov, hol ding out his hands.
Touch was a nmain channel of comunication anong the forest people. Anong Terrans touch is al ways
likely to inply threat, aggression, and so for themthere is often nothing between the forna
handshake and the sexual caress. Al that blank was filled by the Athsheans with varied custons of
touch. Caress as signal and reassurance was as essential to themas it is to nmotherland child or
to

94

| over and lover; but its significance was social, not only maternal and sexual. It was part of
their |anguage. It was therefore patterned, codified, yet infinitely nodifiable. "They're al ways
pawi ng each other/* some of the colonists sneered, unable to see in these touch-exchanges anything
but theu: own eroticismwhich, forced to concentrate itself exclusively on sex and then repressed
and frustrated, invades and poi sons every sensual pleasure, every humane response: the victory of
a blinded, furtive Cupid over the great brooding ' nother of all the seas and stars, all the

| eaves of trees, all the gestures of nen, Venus Cene-trix. .

So Selver canme forward with his hands held out, shook Lyubov's hand Terran fashion, and then took
both his arms with a stroking notion just above the el bow. He was not much nore than half Lyubov's
hei ght, which made all gestures difficult and ungainly for both of them but there was nothing

uncertain or childlike in the touch of his small, thin-boned, green-furred hand on Lyubov's arns.
It was a reassurance. Lyubov was very glad to get it.
"Selver, what luck to neet you here. | want very nuch to talk with you—=*

"I can't, now, Lyubov."

He spoke gently, but when he spoke Lyubov's hope of an unaltered friendship vani shed. Selver had
changed. He was changed, radically: fromthe root.

"Can | cone back," Lyubov said urgently,
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"anot her day, and talk with you, Selver? It is inportant to ne-~-"

"I leave here today," Selver said even nore gently, but letting go Lyubov's arns, and al so | ooking
away. He thus put hinself literally out of touch. Gvility required that Lyubov do the sane, and

|l et the conversation end. But then there would be no one to talk to. A d Tubab had not even | ooked
at him the town had turned its back on him And this was Selver, who had been his friend.

"Selver, this killing at Kel me Deva, maybe, you think that |ies between us. But it does not. Maybe
it brings us closer together. And your people in the slave-pens, they've all been set free, so
that wong no longer |lies between us. And even if it does—+t always did—all the same | ... lamthe
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sane man | was, Selver."

At first the Athshean made no response. Hs strange face, the | arge deep-set eyes, the strong
features m sshapen by scars and blurred by the* short silken fur that foll owed and yet obscured
all contours, this face turned from Lyubov, shut, obstinate. Then suddenly he | ooked round as if
against his own intent. "Lyubov, you shouldn't have cone here. You should | eave Central two nights
fromnow | don't know what you are. It would be better if | had never known you."

And with that he was off, a light walk like a |ong-1egged cat, a green flicker anong the dark oaks
of Tun tar, gone. Tubab followed slowy after him still without a glance at Lyubov. A fine
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rain fell without sound on the oak-leaves and on the narrow pathways to the Lodge and the river.
Only if you listened intently could you hear the rain, too nultitudinous a nusic for one mnd to
grasp, a single endless chord played on the entire forest.

"Selver is a god," said old Sherrar. "Come and see the fishing-nets now. "

Lyubov declined. It would be inpolite and inpolitic to stay; anyway he had no heart to.

He tried to tell himself that Selver had not been rejecting him Lyubov, but himas a Terran. It
made no difference. It never does.

He was al ways di sagreeably surprised to find how vul nerable his feelings were, how nuch it hurt
himto be hurt. This sort of adol escent sensitivity was shanmeful, he should have a tougher hide by
now.

The little crone, her green fur all dusted and besilvered with raindrops, sighed with relief when
he sai d goodbye. As he started the hopper he had to grin at the sight of her, hop-hobbling off
into the trees as fast as she could go, like a little toad that has escaped a snake.

Quality is an inportant matter, but so is quantity: relative size. The normal adult reaction to a
very much snall er person may be arrogant, or protective, or patronising, or affectionate, or
bul l yi ng, but whatever it is it's liable to be better fitted to a child than to an adult. Then
when the child-sized person was furry, a further response got called upon, which Lyubov had

| abel ed t he
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Teddybear Reaction. Since the Athsheans used caress so nmuch, its nmanifestation was not

i nappropriate, but its notivation remained suspect. And finally there was the inevitable Freak
Reaction, the flinching away fromwhat is hunan but does not quite | ook so.

But quite outside of all that was the fact that the Athsheans, like Terrans, were sinply funny-

| ooking at tines. Some of themdid | ook h"ke little toads, ows, caterpillars. Sherrar was not the
first little old lady who had struck Lyubov as | ooking funny from behi nd.

And that's one trouble with the colony, he thought as he lifted the hopper and Tuntar vani shed
beneath the oaks and the |eafl ess; orchards. W haven't got any old wonmen. No old nen either
except Dongh and he's only about sixty. But old wonen are different from everybody el se, they say
what they think. The Athsheans are governed, in so far as they have government, by old wonen.
Intellect to the nmen, politics to the wonen, and ethics to the interaction of both: that's their
arrangenent. It has charm and it works—for them | wi sh the adm nistration had sent out a couple

of grannies along with all those nubile fertile high-breasted young wonen. Now that girl | had
over the other night, she's really very nice, and nice in bed, she has a kind heart, but ny CGod
it'll be forty years before she'll say anything to a man

But all the tine, beneath his thoughts concerning old wonmen and young ones, the shock per-
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sis ted, the intuition or recognition that would not let itself be recognized.

He nust think this out before he reported to HQ

Sel ver: what about Selver, then?

Sel ver was certainly a key figure to Lyubov. Wy? Becalise he knew himwell, or because of sone
actual power in his personality, which Lyubov had never consciously appreciated?

But he had appreciated it; he had picked Selver out very soon as an extraordi nary person. 'Sam'
he had been then, bodyservant for three officers sharing a prefab. Lyubov renenbered Ben son
boasting what a good creechie they'd got, they'd broke himin right.

Many At hsheans, especially Dreanmers fromthe Lodges, could not change their polycyclic sleep-
pattern to fit the Terran one. |f they caught up with their nornal sleep at night, that prevented
them from catching up with the REM or paradoxi cal sleep, whose 120-nminute cycle ruled their life
both day and ni ght, and could not be fitted in to the Terran workday. Once you have |l earned to do
your dream ng wi de awake, to bal ance your sanity not on the razor's edge of reason but on the
doubl e support, the fine bal ance, of reason and dream once you have | earned that, you cannot
unlearn it any nore than you can unlearn to think. So many of the nen becane groggy, confused,
wi t hdrawn, even catatonic. Wman, bewi |l dered and abased, behaved with the sullen |istlessness

of
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the newly enslaved. Ml e non-adepts and somne
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of the younger Dreaners did best; they adapted, working hard in the | ogging canps or beconi ng

cl ever servants. Sam had been one of these, an efficient, characterl ess body servant, cook

| aundry-boy , butler, back soaper and scapegoat for his three nasters. He had | earned how to be

i nvisible. Lyubov borrowed himas an ethnol ogical informant* and had, by some affinity of mind and
nature, won Sam s trust at once. He found Samthe ideal informant, trained in his people's
custons, perceptive of their significances, and quick to translate them to nmake themintelligible
to Lyubov, bridging the gap between two | anguages, two cultures, two species of the genus Man.

For two years Lyubov had been traveling, studying, interview ng, observing, and had failed to get
at the key that would let himinto the Athshean mnd. He didn't even know where the | ock was. He
had studied the Athsheans' sleeping-habits and found that they apparently had no sl eeping-habits.
He had wired countless el ectrodes onto countless furry green skulls, and failed to nake any sense
at all out of the fam liar patterns, the spindles and jags, the al phas and deltas and thetas, that
appeared on the graph. It was Selver who had nade hi munderstand, at |ast, the Athshean
significance of the word 'dreani which was also the word for 'root,* and so hand himthe key of
the ki ngdom of the forest people. It was with Selver as EEC subject that he had first

seen with conprehension the extraordi nary inpul se-patterns of a brain entering a dreamstate
nei t her sl eeping nor awake: a-condition which related to Terran dreami ng-sleep as the Parthenon to
a mud hut: the same thing basically, but with the addition of conplexity, quality, and control

Sel ver m ght have escaped. He stayed, first as a valet, then (through one of Lyubov's few usefu
perqui sites as spesh) as Scientific Aide, still locked up nightly with all other creechies in the
pen (the Voluntary Autochthonous Labor Personnel Quarters). ' 'I1'll fly you up to Tuntar and work
with you there,' * Lyubov had said, about the third tine he talked with Selver, "for God' s sake
why stay here?**—~My wife Thele is in the pen," Selver had said. Lyubov had tried to get her

rel eased, but she was in the HQ kitchen, and the sergeants who nanaged the kitchen-gang resented
any interference from'brass' and 'speshes.’ Lyubov had to be very careful, lest they take out
their resentnent on the wonman. She and Sel ver had both seened willing to wait patiently until both
coul d escape or be freed. Male and fenal e creechies were strictly segregated in the pens—why, no
one seened to know-and husband and wife rarely saw each other. Lyubov managed to arrange neetings
for themin his hut, which he had to hinmself at die north end of town. It was when Thel e was
returning to HQ from one. such neeting that Davidson had seen her and
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apparently been struck by her frail, frightened grace. He had had her brought to his quarters that
ni ght, and had raped her

He had killed her in the act, perhaps; this had happened before, a result of the physica
disparity; or else she had stopped living. Like some Terrans the Athsheans had t he knack of the
aut hentic deat h-wi sh, and could cease to live. In either case it was Davidson who had kill ed her.
Such nmurders had occurred before. Wiat had not occurred before was what Selver did, the second day
after her death.

Lyubov had got there only at the end. He could recall the sounds; hinmself running down Miin Street
in hot sunlight; the dust, the knot of men./ The whole thing could have | asted only five, mnutes,
along time for a homcidal fight. Wen Lyubov got there Selver was blinded with blood, a sort of
toy for Davidson to play with, and yet he had picked hinmself up and was coming back, not with
berserk rage but with intelligent despair. He kept com ng back. It was Davi dson who was scared
into rage at last by that terrible persistence; knocking Selver down with a side-blow he had noved
forward lifting his booted foot to stanp on the skull. Even as he nmoved, Lyubov had broken into
the circle. He stopped the fight (for whatever blood-thirst the ten or twelve men watching had
had, was nore than appeased, and they backed Lyubov when he told Davidson hands off); and
thenceforth he hated Davi dson, and was hated by

him havi ng cone between the killer and his death.

For if it's all the rest of us who are killed by the suicide, it's hinself whomthe nurderer
kilts; only he has to do it over, and over, and over

Lyubov had picked up Selver, a light weight in his arms. The nutilated face had pressed agai nst
his shirt so that the bl ood soaked through agai nst his own skin. He had taken Selver to his own
bungal ow, splinted his broken wist, done what he could for his face, kept himin his own bed,
night after night tried to talk to him to reach himin the desolation of his grief and shane. It
was, of course, against regul ations.

Nobody nentioned the regulations to him They did not have to. He knew he was forfeiting nost of
what favor he had ever had with the officers of the col ony.
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He had been careful to keep on the right side of HQ objecting only to extrene cases of brutality

agai nst the natives, using persuasion not defiance, and conserving what shred of power and

i nfluence he had. He could not prevent the exploitation of the Athsheans. It was nuch worse than

his training had led himto expect, but he could do little about it here and now His reports to

the Adm nistration and to the Committee on Rights might—after the roundtrip of 54 years—have sone

ef fect; Terra might even decide that the OQpen Col ony policy for Athshe was a bad m stake. Better

54 years late than never. If he lost the
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tol erance of his superiors here they woul d censor or invalidate his reports, and there would be no

hope at all.

But he was too angry now to keep up his strategy. To hell with the others, if they | abeled him

*creechie-1over' his usefulness to the Ath-sheans would be inpaired; but he could not set a

possi bl e, general good above Selver's inperative need. You can't save a people by selling your

friend. Davidson, curiously infuriated by the mnor injuries Selver had done himand by Lyubov's

i nterference, had gone around saying he intended to finish off that rebel creechie; he certainly

woul d do so if he got the chance. Lyubov stayed with Selver night and day for two weeks, and then

flew himout of Central and put hun down in a west coast town, Broter, where he had relatives.

There was no penalty for aiding slaves to escape, since the Athsheans were not slaves at al

except in fact: they were Vol untary Autocht honous Labor Personnel. Lyubov was not even

repri manded. But the regular officers distrusted himtotally, instead of partially, fromthen on

and even his colleagues in the Special Services, the exobiologist, the ag and forestry

coordi nators, the ecologists, variously |et himknow that he had been irrational, quixotic, or

stupid. "Did you think you were comng on a picnic? * Gosse had denmanded.

"No. | didn't think it would be any bl oody picnic," Lyubov answered, norose.

"I can't see why any hilfer voluntarily ties

hinself up to an Open Col ony. You know the people you're studying are going to get plowed under

and probably wiped out. It's the way things are. It's human nature, and you nmust know you can't

change that. Then why conme and watch the process? Masochi snP"

"I don't know what 'hunman nature* is. Maybe | eaving descriptions of what we wi pe out is part of

human nature.—+s it much pleasanter for an ecol ogist, really?"

CGosse ignored this. "All right then, wite up your descriptions. But keep out of the carnage. A

bi ol ogi st studying a rat colony doesn't start reaching in and rescuing pet rats of his mat get

attacked, you know. "

At this Lyubov had bl own | oose. He had taken too nmuch. "No, of course not," he said. "A rat can be

a pet, but not a friend.'' That had hurt poor old Gosse, who wanted to be a father-figure to

Lyubov, and it had done nobody any good. Yet it had been true. And the truth shall nake you free
I like Selver, respect him saved him suffered with him fear him Selver is ny friend.

Sel ver is a god.

So the little green crone had said as if everybody knew it, as flatly as she night have said So-

and-so is a hunter. * 'Selver sha' ab.'' Wat did sha' ab nean, though? Many words of the Wnen's

Tongue, the everyday speech of the Athsheans, came fromthe Men's Tongue that was the sanme in all

communi ties, and these words often were not only two-syllabled but two-sided.
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They were coins, obverse and reverse. Sha'ab meant god, or num nous entity, or powerful being; it

al so neant sonmething quite different, but Lyubov could not renmenber what. By this stage in his

t hi nki ng, he was honme in his bungal ow, and had only to look it up in the dictionary which he and

Sel ver had conpiled in four nmonths of exhausting but harnoni ous work. OF course: sha' ab

transl at or.

It was al nmost too pat, too apposite.

Were the two nmeani ngs connected? Often they were, yet not so often as to constitute a rule. If a

god was a translator, what did he translate? Selver was indeed a gifted interpreter, but that gift

had found expression only through the fortuity of a truly foreign | anguage havi ng been brought

into his world. Was a sha'ab one who translated the | anguage of dream and phil osophy, the Men's

Tongue, into the everyday speech? But all Dreamers could do that. Mght he then be one who could

translate into waking life the central experience of vision: one serving as a |ink between the two

realities, considered by the Ath-sheans as equal, the dreamtine and the world-tine, whose

connections, though vital, are obscure. A link: one who could speak al oud the perceptions of the

subconsci ous. To 'speak' that tongue is to act. To do a new thing. To change or to be changed,

radically, fromthe root. For the root is the dream
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And the translator is the god. Selver had brought a new word into the | anguage of his

peopl e. He had done a new deed. The word, the deed, nmurder. Only a god could | ead so great a
newconer as Death across the bridge between the worl ds.

But had he learned to kill his fell owren anong his own dreans of outrage and bereavenent, or from
t he undr eaned- of -actions of the strangers? Was he speaking his own | anguage, or was he speaking
Captai n Davi dson's? That which seened to rise fromthe root of his own suffering and express his
own changed being, might in fact be an infection, a foreign plague, which would not make a new
peopl e of his race, but would destroy them

It was not in Raj Lyubov's nature to think, "What can | do?" Character and training disposed him
not to interfere in other nen's business. Hs job was to find out what they did, and his
inclination was to let themgo on doing it. He preferred to be enlightened, rather than to
enlighten; to seek facts rather than the Truth. But even the nost unm ssionary soul, unless he
pretend he has no enotions, is sonetimes faced with a choice between conm ssion and oni ssion

"What are they doing?" abruptly becones, "What are we doi ng?" and then, "Wat must | do?"

That he had reached such a point of choice now, he knew, and yet did not know clearly why, nor
what alternatives were offered him

He could do no nore to inprove the Athsheans' Chance of survival at the nonent; Lepennon, O,
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and di e ansi bl e had done nore than he had hoped to see done in his lifetine. The Admi nistration on
Terra was explicit in every ansible comunication, and Col onel Dongh, though under pressure from
sonme of his staff and the | ogging bosses to ignore the directives, was carrying out orders. He was
a loyal officer; and besides, the Shackleton would be com ng back to observe and report on how
orders were being carried out. Reports honme neant sonething, now that this ansible, this machina
ex machina, functioned to prevent all the confortable old col onial autonony, and make you
answerabl e within your own lifetime for what you did. There was no nore 54-year margin for error.
Policy was no longer static. A decision by the League of Wrlds mght now | ead overnight to the
colony's being Iimted to one Land, or forbidden to cut trees, or encouraged to kill natives—no
telling. How the League worked and what sort of policies it was devel opi ng could not yet be
guessed fromthe flat directives of the Adnmnis-' tration. Dongh was worried by these nultiple-
choi ce futures, but Lyubov enjoyed them In diversity is life and where there's |life there's hope,
was the general sum of his creed, a nodest! one to be sure.

The colonists were letting the Athsheans alone and they were letting the colonists alone. A

heal thy situation, and one not to be disturbed unnecessarily. The only thing likely to disturb it
was fear.

At the nonent the Athsheans m ght be ex-

pected to be suspicious and still resentful, but not particularly afraid. As for the panic felt hi
Cen-tralville at news of the Snith Canp massacre, nothing had happened to revive it. No Athshean
anywhere had shown any viol ence since; and with the slaves gone, the creechies all vani shed back
into their forests, there was no nore constant irritation of xenophobia. The colonists were at

| ast begi nning to rel ax.

I f Lyubov reported that he had seen Selver at Tun tar, Dongh and the others woul d be al armed. They
nm ght insist on trying to capture Selver and bring nun in for trial. The Col onial Code forbade
prosecution of a menber of one planetary society under the |laws of another, but the Court Marti al
over-rode such distinctions. They could try, convict, and shoot Selver. Wth Davidson brought back
from New Java to give evidence. Ch no, Lyubov thought, shoving the dictionary onto an overcrowded
shel f. Ch no, he thought, and thought no nore about it. So he nade his choice wi thout even know ng
he had made one.

He turned in a brief report that next day. It said that Tun tar was going about its business as
usual, and that he had not been turned away or threatened. It was a soothing report, and the nost

i naccurate one Lyubov ever wote. It onmtted everything of significance: the headwoman's non-
appear ance, Tubab's refusal to greet Lyubov, the |arge nunber of strangers in town, the young
huntress' expression, Selver's presence. ... O course that last was an intentiona
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om ssion, but otherw se the report was quite factual, he thought; he had nerely omtted subjective
i mpressions, as a scientist should. He had a severe nigraine whilst witing the report, and a
worse one after submitting it.

He dreaned a |l ot that night, but could not remenber his dreans in the norning. Late in the second
night after his visit to Tuntar he woke, and in the hysterical whooping of the alarmsiren and the
t huddi ng of expl osi ons he faced, at |ast, what he had refused. He was the only man in Central -

file:/l/F|/rah/Ursula%20LeGuin/Le%20Guin,%?20...The%20Word%20For%20World%20is%20ForestUC.txt (31 of 48) [7/17/03 11:32:58 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Ursul a%20L eGuin/L €%20Guin,%20Ursul 8%20K %20-%20T he%20Word%20For%20Worl d%20i s%20ForestU C. txt

ville not taken by surprise. In that nonment he knew what he was: a traitor.

And yet even now it was not clear in his mnd that this was an Athshean raid. It was the terror in
the night.

H s own hut had been ignored, standing in its yard away from other houses; perhaps the trees
around it protected it, he thought as he hurried out. The center of town was all on fire. Even the
stone cube of HQ burned fromw thin like a broken kiln. The ansible was in there: the precious
link. There were fires also in the direction of the helicopter port and the Field. Were had they
got expl osives? How had the fires got going all at once? Al the buildings along both sides of
Main Street, built of wood, were burning; the sound of the burning was terrible. Lyubov ran
towards the fires. Water flooded the way; he thought at first it was froma fire-hose, then
realised the main fromthe river Menend was fl oodi ng usel essly over the ground while the houses
burned with that hideous
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sucking roar. How had they done this? There were guards, there were always guards in jeeps at the
Field. . . . Shots: volleys, the yalter of a machine gun. Al around Lyubov were snmall running

figures, but he ran anong them wi thout giving them nuch thought. He was abreast of the Hostel now,
and saw a girl standing in the doorway, fire flickering at her back and a clear escape before her
She did not nove. He shouted at her, then ran across the yard to her and wested her hands free of
t he doorjanbs which she clung to in panic, pulling her away by force, saying gently, ''Conme on
honey, come on." She cane then, but not quite soon enough. As they crossed the yard the front of
the upper storey, blazing fromw thin, fell slowy forward, pushed by the tinbers of the

col I apsi ng roof. Shingles and beans shot out |ike shell-fragnments; a blazing beam end struck
Lyubov and knocked himsprawling. He lay face down in the firelit |ake of nud. He did not see a
little green-furred huntress leap at the girl, drag her down backwards, and cut her throat. He did
not see anyt hi ng.

(N

Si x

No songs were sung that night. There was only shouting and silence. Wen the flying ships burned
Sel ver exulted, and tears cane into his eyes, but no words into his nouth. He turned away in
silence, the fire thrower heavy in his arns, to | ead his group back into the city.

Each group of people fromthe West and North was | ed by an ex-slave like hinmself, one who had
served the yunens in Central and knew the build-ings and ways of the city.

Most of the people who cane to the attack that night had never seen the yunen city; many of them
had never seen a yunen. They had cone because they foll owed Sel ver, because they were driven by
the evil dreamand only Selver could teach themhow to master it. There were hundreds and hundreds
of them nmen and wonen, they had waited in utter silence in the rainy darkness all around the
edges of the city, while the ex-slaves, two or three at a time, did those things which they
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judged nust be done first: break the water-pipe, cut the wires that carried |light from Generator
House, break into and rob the Arsenal. The first deaths, those of guards, had been silent,
acconpl i shed with hunting weapons, noose, knife, arrow, very quickly, in the dark. The dynamte,
stolen earlier in the night fromthe |ogging canp, ten mles south, was prepared in the Arsenal,

t he basenment of HQ Building, while fires were set in other places; and then the alarmwent off and
the fires blazed and both night and silence fled. Mst of the thunderclap and tree-fall crashing
of gun: fire cane fromthe yunens defending thensel ves, for only ex-slaves had taken weapons from
the Arsenal and used them all the rest kept to their own | ances, knives, and bows. But it was the
dynamte, placed and ignited by Res wan and others who had worked in the | oggers* slave-pen, that
made t he noi se that conquered all other noises, and blew out the walls of the HQ Buil ding and
destroyed t he hangars and the shi ps.

There were about seventeen hundred yunens in the city that night, about five hundred of them
femal e; all the yumen fermales were said to be there now, that was why Selver and the others had
decided to act, though not all the people who wished to come had yet gathered. Between four and
five thousand nen and wonen had cone through the forests to the Meeting at Endtor, and fromthere
to this place, to this night.

The fires burned huge, and the snell of burning and of butchering was foul
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Selver's mouth was dry and his throat sore, so that he could not speak, and | onged for water to
drink. As he led bis group down the mddle path of the city, a yunen canme runni ng towards him

| oomi ng huge in the black and dazzle of the snmoky air. Selver lifted the fire thrower and pull ed
back on the tongue of it, even as the yunen slipped in mud and fell scranbling to its knees. No
hissing jet of flame sprang fromthe machine, it had all been spent on burning the airships that
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had not been in the hangar. Selver dropped the heavy machi ne. The yunen was not arned, and was
mal e. Selver tried to say. "Let himrun away," but his voice was weak, and two nen, hunters of the
Abt am G ades, had | eapt past hi meven as he spoke, holding their |Iong knives up. The big, naked
hands clutched at air, and dropped |linp. The big corpse lay in a heap on the path. There were many
others lying dead, there in what had been the center of the city. There was not nuch noi se any
nmore except the noise of the fires.

Sel ver parted his |lips and hoarsely sent up the home-call that ends the hunt; those with himtook
it up nore clearly and loudly, in carrying falsetto; other voices answered it, near and far off in
the m st and reek and fl ame-shot darkness of the night. Instead of |eading his group at once from
the city, he signaled themto go on, and hinself went aside, onto the nuddy ground between the
path and a buil ding which had burned and fallen. He stepped across a dead fenal e yunmen and bent
115

over one that lay pinned down under a great, charred beam of wood. He coul d not see the features
obliterated by nud and shadow.

It was not just; it was not necessary; he need not have | ooked at that one anbng so nany dead. He
need not have known himin the dark. He started to go after his group. Then he turned back
straining, lifted the beamoff Lyubov's back; knelt down, slipping one hand under the heavy head
so that Lyubov seened to lie easier, his face clear of the earth; and so knelt there, notionless.
He had not slept for four days and had not been still to dreamfor |onger than that-—be did not
know how | ong. He had acted, spoken, travel ed, planned, night and day, ever since he left Broter
with his followers from Cadast. He had gone fromcity to city speaking to the people of the
forest, telling themthe new thing, waking themfromthe dreaminto the world, arranging the thing
done this night, talking always tal king and hearing others talk, never in silence and never al one.
They had |istened, they had heard and had cone to follow him to follow the new path. They had
taken up the fire they feared into their own hands: taken up the mastery over the evil dream and
| oosed the death they feared upon their eneny. Al had been done as he said it should be done. Al
had gone as he said it would go. The | odges and many dwelling of the yunens were burnt, their

ai rships burnt or broken, their weapons stolen or destroyed: and their femal es were dead. The
fires were burning out, the night growing very dark

foul ed with snoke. Selver could scarcely see; he |looked up to the east, wondering if it were
neari ng dawn. Kneeling there in the mud anong the dead he thought, This is the dream now, the evi
dream | thought to drive it, but it drives ne.

In the dream Lyubov's lips noved a little against the palmof his own hand; Selver |ooked down
and saw the dead nan's eyes open. The flare of dying fires shone on the surface of them After a
whil e he spoke Sel ver's nane.

"Lyubov, why did you stay here? | told you to be out of the city this night.'
dream harshly, as if he were angry at Lyubov.

"Are you the prisoner?" Lyubov said, faintly and not lifting his head, but in so comonpl ace a
voi ce that Selver knew for a nonent that mis was not the dreamtine but the world-tine, the
forest's night. "O am1?"

"Neither, bom how do |I know? Al the engines and machi nes are burned. Al the wonen are dead. W
let the nen run away if they would. | told themnot to set fire to your house, the books will be
all right. Lyubov, why aren't you |ike the others?"

"I amlike them A man. Like them Like you."

"No. You are different—=

"l amlike them And so are you. Listen, Selver. Don't go on. You nmust go back ... to your own ..
to your roots."

"When your people are gone, then the evil dreamw |l stop."
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"Now, " Lyubov said, trying to lift his head, but his back was broken. He | ooked up at Selver and
opened his nouth to speak. Hi s gaze dropped away and | ooked into the other tine, and his |ips
remai ned parted, un speak ing. His breath whistled a little in his throat.

So Sel ver spoke in

They were calling Selver's name, many voi ces faraway, calling over and over. "I can't stay with
you, Lyubov!" Selver said in tears, and when there was no answer stood up and tried to run away.
But in the dream darkness he could go only very slowy, |ike one wading through deep water. The
Ash Spirit walked in front of him taller than Lyubov or any yunen, tall as a tree, not turning
its white mask to him As Selver went he spoke to Lyubov: "We'Il go back," he said. "I will go
back. Now. We will go back, now, | pronise you, Lyubov!"

But his friend, the gentle one, who had saved his life and betrayed his dream Lyubov did not
reply. He wal ked somewhere in the night near Selver, unseen, and quiet as death.
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A group of the people of Tuntar cane on Selver wandering in the dark, weeping and speaki ng,
overnmastered by dream they took himwith themin their swift return to Endtor

In the makeshift Lodge nmere, a tent on the river-bank, he lay hel pless and i nsane for two days and
nights, while the dd Men tended him All that tine people kept coning in to Endtor and goi ng out
again, returning to the Place of Eshsen which had been called Central, burying their dead

5%;

nmere and the alien dead: of theirs more than three hundred, of the others nmore than seven hundred.
There were about five hundred yumens | ocked into the conpound, the creechie-pens, which, standing
enpty and apart, had not been burnt. As many nore had escaped, sone of whom had got to the | ogging

canps farther south, which had not been attacked; those who were still hiding and wandering in the
forest or the Cut Lands were hunted down. Sorme were killed, for many of the younger hunters and
huntresses still heard only Selver's voice saying Kill them Ohers had |eft the night of killing

behind themas if it had been a nightmare, the evil dreamthat nust be understood lest it be
repeat ed; and these, faced with a thirsty, exhausted yunen cowering in a thicket, could not kil
him So maybe he killed mem There were groups of ten and twenty yunens, arned with Logger's axes
and hand-guns, though few had amunition left; these groups were tracked until sufficient nunbers
were hidden in the forest about them then overpowered, bound, and | ed back to Eshsen. They were
all captured within two or three days, for all that part of Sornol was swarming with the people of
the forest, there had never in the know edge of any man been half or a tenth so great a gathering
of people in one place; sone still comng in fromdistant towns and ot her Lands, others already
goi ng home again. The captured yumens were put in anong the others in the conpound, though it was
overcrowded and the huts were too snmall for yunmens. They were
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watered, fed twi ce daily, and guarded by a couple of hundred armed hunters at all tines.

In the afternoon following the Night of Eshsen an airship cane rattling out of the east and flew
lowas if to land, then shot upward like a bird of prey that msses its kill, and circled the

wr ecked | andi ng-pl ace, the snoldering city, and the Cut Lands. Reswan had seen to it that the
radi os were destroyed, and perhaps it was the silence of the radios that had brought the airship
from Kushil or Rieshwel, where there were three snmall towns of yunmens. H e prisoners in the
compound rushed out of the barracks and yelled at the nmachi ne whenever it cane rattling overhead,
and once it dropped an object on a small parachute into the conpound: at last it rattled off into
the sky. -

There were four such w nged ships left on Athshe now, three on Kushil and one on R eshwel, all of
the small kind that carried four nmen; they also carried nachi ne guns and fl anmet hrowers, and they
wei ghed nmuch on the mnds of Reswan and the others, while Selver lay lost to them walking the
cryptic ways of the other tine.

He woke into the world-time on the third day, thin, dazed, hungry, silent. After he had bathed in
the river and had eaten, he listened to Reswan and the headwonman of Berre and the others chosen as
| eaders. They told himhow the world had gone while he dreaned. Wien he had heard themall, he

| ooked about at them and they saw the god in him In the sickness of disgust and fear that

foll owed the N ght of Eshsen, sone of them had
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conme to doubt. Their dreanms were uneasy and full of blood and fire; they were surrounded all day
by strangers, people conme fromall over the forests, hundreds of them thousands, all gathered
here like kites to carrion, none knowi ng another: and it seenmed to themas if the end of things
had cone and not hi ng woul d ever be the sane, or be right, again. But in Selver's presence they
renenber ed purpose; their distress was qui etened, and they waited for himto speak

"The killing is all done," he said. "Mike sure that everyone knows that." He | ooked round at them
"I have to talk with the ones in the conpound. Wo is |eading themin there?*

"Turkey, Flapfeet, Weteyes," said Reswan, the ex-slave.

"Turkey's alive? Good. Help nme get up, Geda, | have eels for bones.
When he had been afoot a while he was stronger, and within the hour he set off for Eshsen, two
hours' wal k from End tor

When they cane Reswan nmounted a | adder set agai nst the conpound wall and bawl ed in the pidgin-
Engli sh taught the slaves, "Dong-a conme to gate hurry-up-quick!"

Down in the alleys between the squat cenent barracks, some of the yunmens yelled and threw cl ods of
dirt at him He ducked, and waited.

The old Col onel did not conme out, but Gosse, whomthey called Weteyes, canme |inping out of a hut
and called up to Reswan, "Colonel Dongh is ill* he cannot conme out."
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"I'l'l what kind?' *

"Bowel s, water-illness. Wat you want?"

"Tal k-tal k. My lord god," Reswan said in his own | anguage, |ooking down at Selver, "the Turkey's
hi di ng, do you want to talk with Wteyes?"

"All right."

"Watch the gate here, you bownen! Fo gats, Ms-ter Goss-a, hurry-up-quick!"

The gate was opened just wi de enough and | ong enough for Gosse to squeeze out. He stood in front
of it alone, facing the group by Selver. He favored one leg, injured on the Ni ght of Eshsen. He
was wearing town paj ames, nudstained and rai n-sodden. H's greying hair hung in | ank festoons
around his ears and over his forehead. Twi ce the height of his captors, he held hinself very
stiff, and stared at themin courageous, angry msery. "Wat you want?"

"W nmust talk, M. Cosse," said Selver, who had | earned plain English fromLyubov. "I'm Sel ver of
the Ash Tree of Eshreth. |'m Lyuboy's friend."

"Yes, | know you. What have you to say?"

* ']l have to say mat the killing is over, if that be nmade a proni se kept by your people and ny
people. You may all go free, if you will gather in your people fromthe |ogging canps in South
Sornol, Kushil, and Tieshwel, and make themall stay together here. You nmay |ive here where the

forest is dead, where you grow your seed-grasses. There nust not be any nore cutting of trees."
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CGosse's face had grown eager: "The canps weren't attacked?"

"No. "

Gosse sai d not hi ng.

Sel ver watched his face, and presently spoke again: "There are | ess than two thousand of your
people left living in the world, | think. Your wonen are all dead. In the other canps there are
still weapons; you could kill many of us. But we have some of your weapons. And there are nore of
us than you could kill. | suppose you know that, and that's why you have not tried to have the
flying ships bring you fire-throwers, and kill the guards, and escape. It would be no good; there
really are so many of us. If you nake the promse with us it will be nuch the best, and then you
can wait without harmuntil one of your G eat Ships cones, and you can | eave the world. That wll
be in three years, | think."

"Yes, three |ocal years—How do you know t hat ?"

"Well, slaves have ears, M. Cosse."

CGosse | ooked straight at himat |last. He | ooked away, fidgeted, tried to ease his | eg. He | ooked
back at Selver, and away again. "W had already 'proni sed* not to hurt any of your people. It's
why the workers were sent hone. It did no good, you didn't |isten—

"I't was not a prom se nade to us."

"How can we nake any sort of agreenent or treaty with a people who have no governnent, no central
aut hority?"
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"l don't know. I'mnot sure you know what a pronmise is. This one was soon broken."

"What do you nean? By whom how?"

"I'n Rieshwel, New Java. Fourteen day sago. A town was burned and its people killed by yumens of
the Canp in Rieshwel."

"I't's alie. We were in radio contact with New Java right along, until the massacre. Nobody was
killing natives there or anywhere el se.”

"You' re speaking the truth you know," Selver said, "I the truth | know. | accept your ignorance of
the killings on R eshwel; but you nust accept ny telling you that they were done. This renains:
the prom se nust be nade to us and with us, and it nust be kept. You'll wish to talk about these

matters with Col onel Dongh and the others."

Gosse noved as if to re-enter the gate, nmen turned back and said in his deep, hoarse voice, "Wo
are you, Selver? Did you—was it you that organised the attack? Did you | ead then®"

"Yes, | did."

"Then all this blood is on your head," Gosse said, and with sudden savagery, "Lyubov's too, you
know. He's dead—your 'friend Lyubov.' "

Sel ver did not understand the idiom He had | earned nurder, but of guilt he knew little beyond the
name. As his gaze |ocked for a moment with Gosse's pale, resentful stare, he felt afraid, A
sickness rose up in him a nortal chill. He tried to put it away fromhim shutting his eyes a
monment. At |ast he said, "Lyubov is ny friend, and so not dead."

"You're children," Gosse said with hatred. "Children, savages. You have no conception of reality.
This is no dream this is real! You killed Lyubov. He's dead. You killed the women—+the wonen—you
burned them alive, slaughtered themlike aninmals!"
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"Shoul d we have let themlive?" said Selver with vehenence equal to Gosse's, but softly, his voice
singing a little. " To breed Iike insects in the carcase of the Wrld? To overrun us? W killed
themto sterilise you. I know what a realist is, M. CGosse. Lyubov and | have tal ked about these
words. A realist is a man who knows both the world and his own dreans. You're not sane: there's
not one man in a thousand of you who knows how to dream Not even Lyubov and he was the best anpbng
you. You sl eep, you wake and forget your dreans, you sleep again and wake again, and so you spend
your whole lives, and you think that is being, life, reality! You are not children, you are grown
men, but insane. And that's why we had to kill you, before you drove us mad. Now go back and tal k
about reality with the other insane nmen. Talk long, and well!"

The guards opened the gate, threatening the crowding yumens inside with their spears; Gosse re-
entered the conpound, his big shoul ders hunched as if against the rain

Sel ver was very tired. The head worman of Berre and anot her worman came to hi mand wal ked with him
his arms over their shoulders so that if he stunmbled he should not fall. Tne young
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hunter Greda, a cousin of his Tree, joked with him and Sel ver answered |ight-headedly, I|aughing
The wal k back to Endtor seenmed to go on for days.

He was too weary to eat. He drank a little hot broth and lay down by the Men's Fire. Endtor was no
town but a mere canp by the great river, a favorite fishing place for all the cities that had once
been in the forest round about, before the yunmens cane. There was no Lodge. Two fire-rings of

bl ack stone and a | ong grassy bank over the river where tents of hide and plaited rush could be
set up, that was Endtor. The river Menend, the master river of Soraol, spoke ceaselessly in the
world and in the dream at Endtor.

There were many old nen at the fire, soine whom he knew from Broter and Tuntar and Hi s own
destroyed city Eshreth, some whom he did not know, he could see in their eyes and gestures, and
hear in their voices, mat they were G eat Dreaners; nore dreamers than had ever been garnered in
one pl ace before, perhaps. Lying stretched out full length, his head raised on his hands, gazing
at the fire, he said, "I have called the yunens mad. Am| mad nysel f ?"

"You don't know one tinme fromthe other," said old Tubab, |laying a pine-knot on the fire, "because
you did not dream either sleeping or waking for far too long. The price for that takes long to
pay. "

"The poisons the yunmens take do nuch the sane as does the |lack of sleep and dream" said

Heben, who had been a slave both at Central and at Smith Canp. "The yumens poi son thenselves in
order to dream | saw the dreanmer's look in themafter they took the poisons. But they couldn't
call the dreans, nor control them nor weave nor shape nor cease to dream they were driven

over powered. They did not know what was within themat all. So it is with a nman who hasn't dreamed
for many days. Though he be the w sest of his Lodge, still he'll be mad, now and then, here and
there, for along tine after. He'll be driven, enslaved. He will not understand hinsel f."

A very old man with the accent of South Soraol laid his hand on Sel ver's shoul der, caressing him
and said, "My dear young god, you need to sing, that would do you good."

"I can't. Sing for ne."

The old man sang; others joined in, their voices high and reedy, alnobst tuneless, |ike the wnd
blowing in the water-reeds of Endtor. They sang one of the songs of the ash-tree, about the
delicate parted | eaves mat turn yellow in autumm when the berries turn red, and one night the
first frost silvers them

While Selver was listening to the song of the Ash, Lyubov |ay down beside him Lying dowmn he did
not seemso nonstrously tall and | arge-linbed. Behind himwas the hal f-coll apsed, fire-gutted

bui | di ng, black against the stars. "I amlike you," he said, not |ooking at Selver, in that dream
voi ce which tries to reveal its own
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untruth. Selver's heart was heavy with sorrow for hisfriend. *Tvegotaheadache, "Lyubovsaidin his
own voi ce, rubbing the back of his neck as he always did, and at that Selver reached out to touch
him to console him But he was shadow and firelight in the world-tine, and the old nmen were
singing the song of the Ash, about the small white flowers on the black branches in spring anmong
the parted | eaves.

The next day the yumens inprisoned in the conpound sent for Selver. He came to Eshsen in the
afternoon, and net with them outside the conpound, under the branches of an oak tree, for al
Selver's people felt a little uneasy under the bare open sky. Eshsen had been an oak grove; this
tree was the largest of the few the colonists had; left standing. It was on the |ong sl ope behind
Lyubov' s bungal ow, one of the six or eight houses that had cone through the night of the burning
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undamaged. Wth Selver under the oak were Reswan, the headwonan of Berre, G edaof Cadast, and
others who wi shed to be in on the parley, a dozen or so in all. Many bowren kept guard, fearing
the yunens m ght have hi dden weapons, but they sat behind bushes or bits of weckage |eft fromthe
burning, so as not to donminate the scene with the hint of threat. Wth Gosse and Col onel Dongh
were three of the yunens called officers and two fromthe | ogging canp, at the sight of one of
whom Ben ton, the ex-slaves drew in their breaths. Benton had used to punish "lazy creechi es* by
castrating nemin public.

128

The Col onel |ooked thin, his normally y<&w brown skin a muddy yellowgrey; his illness had been
no sham "Now the first thing is," he said when they were all settled, the yunens standing,

Sel ver's people squatting or sitting on the danp, soft oak-leaf nold, "the first thing is that |
want first to have a working definition of just precisely what these'terns of yours mean and what
they mean in ternms of guaranteed safety of my personnel under nmy conmand here.'*

There was a sil ence.

"You understand English, don't you, sone of you?"

"Yes. | don't understand your question, M. Dongh."

"Col onel Dongh, if you please!"

"Then you'll call me Colonel Selver, if you please.'' A singing note cane into Selver's voice; he
stood up, ready for the contest, tunes running in his nmnd like rivers.

But the old yunen just stood there, huge and heavy, angry yet not neeting the challenge. "I did

not come here to be insulted by you little humanoids,"” he said. But his lips trenbled as he said
it. He was old, and bew | dered, and humiliated. Al anticipation of triunmph went out of Selver.

There was no triunph in the world any nore, only death. He sat down again. "I didn't intend
insult, Colonel Dongh," he said resignedly. "WII| you repeat your question, please?"

*' | want to hear your ternms, and then you * 11 hear ours, that's all there is toit."
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Sel ver repeated what he had said to CGosse.

Dongh |istened with apparent inpatience. "Al right. Now you don't realize that we've had a
functioning radio in the prison conpound for three days now." Selver did know this, as Reswan had
at once checked on the object dropped by the helicopter, lest it be a weapon; the guards reported
it was a radio, and he let the yunmens keep it. Selver nerely nodded. "So we've been in contact
with the three outlying canps, the two on King Land and one on New Java, right along, and if we
had decided to make a break for it and escape fromthat prison conpound then it woul d have been
very sinmple for us to do that, with the helicopters to drop-us weapons and covering our novenents
with their nounted weapons, one flanethrower could have got us. out of the conpound and in case of
need they al so have the bonbs that can blow up an entire area. You haven't seen those in action of
course. "

"I'f you' d left the conpound, where would you have gone?"

* "The point is, without introducing into mis any beside the point or erroneous factors, now we
are certainly greatly outnunbered by your forces, but « we have the four helicopters at the canps,
which there's no use you trying to disable as they are under fully arnmed guard at all times now,
and also all the serious fire-power, so that the cold reality of the situation is we can pretty
much call it a draw and speak in positions of nutual equality. This of

130

course is a tenporary situation. |If necessary we are enabled to maintain a defensive police action
to prevent all-out war. Mreover we have behind us the entire fire-power of the Terran
Interstellar Fleet, which could blow your entire planet right out of the sky. But these ideas are
pretty intangible to you, so let's just put it as plainly and sinply as | can, that we're prepared
to negotiate with you, for the present tinme, in ternms of an equal frame of reference."

Sel ver's patience was short; he knew his ill-tenper was a synptom of his deteriorated nental
state, but he could no |onger control it. "Go on, then!"
"Well, first I want it clearly understood that as soon as we got the radio we told the nen at the

other canps not to bring us weapons and not to try any airlift or rescue attenpts, and reprisals
were strictly out of order—

"That was prudent. What next?"

Col onel Dongh began an angry retort, then stopped; he turned very pale. "Isn't there anything to
sit down on," he said.

Sel ver went around the yunen group, up the slope, into the enpty two-room bungal ow, and took the
fol ding desk-chair. Before he left the silent roomhe | eaned down and | aid his cheek on the
scarred, raw wood of the desk, where Lyubov had al ways sat when he worked with Sel ver or al one;
some of his papers were lying there now, Selver touched themlightly. He carried the chair out and
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set it in the rainwet dirt for Dongh. The
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old man sat down, biting his lips, his al nond-shaped eyes narrow with pain.

"M . Gosse, perhaps you can speak for the Colonel/' Selver said. "He isn't well."

"I''l'l do the talking/* Benton said, stepping forward, but Dongh shook his head and muttered,
"Cosse. "

Wth the Col onel as auditor rather than speaker it went nore easily. The yunens were accepting
Selver's terms. Wth a nmutual promnise of peace, they would withdraw all their outposts and live in
one area, the region they had forested in Mddle Sornol: about 1700 square nmiles of rolling |and,
wel | watered. They undertook not to enter the forest; the forest people undertook not to trespass
on the Cut Lands.

The four renaining airships were the cause of some argunent. The yunens insisted they needed them
to bring their people fromthe other islands to Sornol. Since the machines carried only four nen
and woul d take several hours for each trip, it appeared to Selver that the yumens could get to
Eshsen rat her sooner by wal king, and he offered themferry service actoss the straits; but it
appear ed that yunmens never wal ked far. Very well, they could keep the hoppers for what they called
the "Airlift Qperation/ After that, they were to destroy them Refusal. Anger. They were nore
protective of their nmachines than of their bodies. Selver gave in, saying they could keep the
hoppers if they flew themonly over the Cut Lands and if the weapons in them were destroyed. Over
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m s they argued, but with one another, while Selver waited, occasionally repeating the terns of
hi s demand, for he was not giving in on ms point.

"What's the difference, Benton," the old Colonel said at last, furious and shaky, "can't you see
that we can't use the damed weapons? There's three million of these aliens all scattered out al
over every dammed island, an covered with trees and undergrowth, no cities, no vital network, no
centralised control. You can't disable a guerrilla type structure with bonbs, it's been proved, in
fact my own part of the world where | was bora proved it for about thirty years fighting off mgjor
super-powers one after the other in the twentieth century. And we're not in a position until a
ship cones to prove our superiority. Let die big stuff go, if we can hold on to the sidearns for
hunti ng and sel f-defense!"

He was their O d Man, and his opinion prevailed in the end, as it mght have done in a Men's
Lodge. Benton sul ked. Gosse started to tal k about what would happen if the truce was broken, but
Sel ver stopped him "These are possibilities, we aren't yet done with certainties. Your Geat Ship
is toreturnin three years, that is three and a half years of your count. Until that time you are
free here. It WIIl not be very hard for you. Nothing nore will be taken away from Centralville,
except sonme of Lyubov's work that | wish to keep. You still have nost of your tools of tree-
cutting and ground-noving; if you need nore tools, the iron-mnes of Peldel are in your territory.
I think all
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this is clear. Wiat remains to be known is this: Wen that ship cones, what will they seek to do
with you, and with us?"

"W don't know," Gosse said. Dongh anplified: "If you hadn't destroyed the ansi bl e comrmuni cat or
first thing off, we might be receiving sone current information on these matters, and our reports
woul d of course influence the decisions that may be nmade concerning a finalised decision on the
status of this planet, which we night then expect to begin to inplenent before the ship returns
from Prestno. But due to wanton destruction due to your ignorance of your own interests, we
haven't even got a radio left that will transmt over a few hundred nmles."

* *\What is the ansible ?'' The word had cone up before in this talk; it was a new one to Sel ver.
"I CD," the Col onel said, norose.

"A kind of radio," Cosse said, arrogant. "It put us in instant touch with our hone-world."
"Wthout the 27-year waiting?"

CGosse stared down at Selver. "Right. Quite right. You learned a great deal from Lyubov, didn't
you?"

"Didn't he just," said Benton. "He was Lyu-bov's little green buddyboy. He picked up everything
worth knowi ng and a bit nore besides. Like all the vital points to sabotage, and where the guards
woul d be posted, and how to get into the weapon stockpile. They nmust have been in touch right up
to the monent the massacre started.*1

CGosse | ooked uneasy. "Raj is dead. Al that's
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irrel evant now, Benton. W've got to establish—=

"Are you trying to infer in some way that Captain Lyubov was involved in sonme activity that could
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be called treachery to the Col ony, Ben-ton?" said Dongh, glaring and pressing his hands agai nst
his belly. "There were no spies or treachers on ny staff, it was absol utely hand-pi cked before we
ever left Terra and | know the' kind of nen | have to deal with."

*Tm not inferring anything, Colonel. |I'msaying straight out that it was Lyubov stirred up the
creechies, and if orders hadn't been changed on us after that Fleet ship was here, it never would
have happened. "

Gosse and Dongh both started to speak at once. "You are all very ill," Selver observed, getting up
and dusting hinself off, for the danp brown oak-1|eaves clung to his short body-fur as to silk.

"I" msorry we've had to hold.you in the creechie-pen, it is not a good place for the mnd. Please
send for your nmen fromthe canps. Wen all are here and the | arge weapons have been destroyed, and
the prom se has been spoken by all of us, then we shall |eave you alone. The gates of the conpound
will be opened when | |eave here today. |Is there nore to be said?"

None of them said anything. They | ooked down at him Seven big nmen, with tan or brown hairl ess
skin, cloth-covered, dark-eyed, grimfaced; twelve small nen, green or brownish-green, fur-
covered, with the large eyes of the sem nocturna
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creature, with dreany faces; between the two groups, Selver, the translator, frail, disfigured,
holding all their destinies in his enpty hands. Rain fell softly on the brown earth about them
"Farewel | then,'* Selver said, and | ed his people away.

"They're not so stupid," said the headwonan of Berre as she acconpani ed Sel ver back to Endtor.' 'I
t hought such giants nust be stupid, but they saw that you're a god, | saw it in their faces at the
end of the talking. How well you talk that gobble-gubble. Ugly they are, do you think even their
children are hairl ess?"

"That we shall never know, | hope."

"Ugh, think of nursing a child that wasn't furry. Like trying to suckle a fish."

"They are all insane," said old Tubab, |ooking deeply distressed. "Lyubov wasn't |ike that, when
he used to cone to Tunlar. He was ignorant, but sensible. But these ones, they argue, and sneer at
the old man, and hate each other, like this,” and he contorted his grey-furred face to imtate the
expressions of the Terr an s, whose words of course he had not been able to follow "Ws that what
you said to them Selver, that they' re mad?"

"I told themthat they were ill. But then, they've been defeated, and hurt, and | ocked*in that
stone cage. After that anyone might be ill and need healing."

"Who's to heal them" said the headwonan of Berre, "their wonmen are all dead. Too bad for

them Poor ugly things—great naked spiders they are, ugh!"”

"They are nen, nen, like us, nen," Selver said, his voice shrill and edged like a knife.

" *Ch, ny dear lord god, | knowit, | only neant they |ook |ike spiders,"” said the old wonan,
caressing his cheek. "Look here, you people, Selver is worn out with this going back and forth
between Endtor and Eshsen, let's sit down and rest a bit."

' '"Not here,'' Selver said. They were still in the Cut Lands, anbng stunps and grassy sl opes,
under the bare sky. "Wen we cone under the trees . . ."He stunbled, and those who were not gods
hel ped himto wal k al ong the road.
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Seven

DAVI DSON found a good use for Myjor Mi-haned' s tape recorder. Sonebody had to make a record of
events on New Tahiti, a history of the crucifixion on the Terran Colony. So that when the ships
came from Mother Earth they could | earn how nuch treachery and cowardi ce and folly humans were
capabl e of, and how nmuch courage against all odds. During his free nmonments—ot nuch nore than
monent s since he had assumed command—he recorded the whole story of the Smth Canp Massacre, and
brought the record up to date for New Java, and for King and Central also, as well as he could
with the garbled hysterical stuff that was all he got by way of news from Central HQ

Exactly what had happened t here nobody woul d ever know, except the creechies, for the hunans were
trying to cover up their own betrayals and ni stakes. The outlines were clear, though. An organised
bunch of creechies, |led by Selver
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had been let into the Arsenal and the Hangars, and turned | oose with dynamte, grenades, guns, and
flanethrowers to totally destruct the city and slaughter the humans. It was an inside job, the
fact that HQ was the first place blown up proved that. Lyubov of course had been in on it, and his
little green buddi es had proved just as grateful as you m ght expect, and cut his throat like the
others. At |east, Gosse and Benton clainmed to have seen himdead the nmorning after the nassacre.
But could you believe any of mem actually? You could assune that any human left alive in Central
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after that night was nmore or less of a traitor. Atraitor to his race.

The wonen were all dead, they clained. That was bad enough, but what was worse, there was no
reason to believe it. It was easy for the creechies to take prisoners in the woods, and not hi ng
woul d be easier to catch man a terrified girl running out of a burning town. And wouldn't the
little green devils like to get hold of a human girl and try experinments on her? God knows how
many of the women were still alive in the creechie warrens, tied down underground in one of those
stinking holes, being touched and felt and crawl ed over and defiled by the filthy, hairy little
monkey nen. |t was unthi nkable. But by God sonetines you have to be able to think about the

unt hi nkabl e.

A hopper from King had dropped the prisoners at Central a receiver-transnmitter the day after the
massacre, and Muhaned had taped all his ex-
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changes with Central starting that day. Hi e nost incredible one was a conversation between hi m and
Col onel Dongh. The first tine he played it Davidson had torn the thing right off the reel and
burned it. Now he w shed he had kept it, for the records, as a perfect proof of the tota

i nconpetence of the C.O *s at both Central and New Java. He had given in to his own

hot bl oodedness, destroying it. But how could he sit there and listen to the recording of the

Col onel and the Major discussing total surrender to the creechies, agreeing not to try
retaliation, not to defend thenselves, to give up all their big weapons, to all squeeze together
onto a bit of land picked out for themby the creechies, a reservation conceded to themby their
generous conquerors, the little green beasts. It was incredible. Literally incredible.

Probably old Ding Dong and Mbo were not actually traitors by intent. They had just gone spla, |ost
their nerve. It was this damed planet that did it to them It took a very strong personality to
withstand it. There was sonething in the air, nmaybe pollens fromall those trees, acting as sone
ki nd of drug naybe, that made ordi nary hunans begin to get as stupid and out of touch with reality
as the creechies were. Then, being so outnunbered, they were pushovers for the creechies to wi pe
out .

It was too bad Muhanmed had had to be put out of the way, but he would never have agreed to accept
Davi dson's plans, that was clear; he'd
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been too far gone. Anyone who'd heard that incredible tape would agree. So it was better he got
shot before he really knew what was goi ng on, and now no shame would attach to his nane, as it
woul d to Dongh's and all the other officers left alive at Central

Dongh hadn't conme on the radio lately. Usually it was Juju Sereng, in Engineering. Davidsonhad
used to pal around a lot with Juju and had thought of himas a friend, but now you couldn't trust
anybody any nore. And Juju was another asiatifonn. It was really queer how nany of nmem had
survived the Centralville Massacre; of those he'd talked to, the only non-asio was Gosse. Here in
Java the fifty-five loyal men remaining after the reorganization were nostly eurafs |ike hinself,

sonme afros and afrasians, not one pure asio. Blood tells, after all. You couldn't be fully human
wi t hout sone blood in your veins fromthe Cradle of Man. But that wouldn't stop himfrom saving
those poor yellow bastards at Central, it just helped explain their noral collapse under stress.

"Can't you realize what kind of trouble you' re making for us, Don?" Juju Sereng had denmanded in
his flat voice. "W've made a formal truce with the creechies. And we're under direct orders from
Earth not to interfere with the hilfs and not to retaliate. Anyhow how the hell can we retaliate?
Now all the fellows fromKing Land and South Central are here with us we're still less than two

t housand, and what have you got there on Java, about sixty-five nenisn't it? Do you really think
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two thousand men can take on three nillion intelligent enenies, Don?**

"Juju, fifty men can do it. It's a matter of will, skill, and weaponry.*

"Batshit! But the point is, Don, a truce has been nade. And if it's broken, we've had it. It's al
that keeps us afloat, now. Maybe when the ship gets back from Prestno and sees what happened,
they'Il decide to wi pe out the creechies. W don't know. But it does | ook |like the creechies
intend to keep the truce, after all it was their idea, and we have got to. They can w pe us out by
sheer nunbers, any tinme, the way they did Centralville. There were thousands of them Can't you
understand that, Don?"

"Listen, Juju, sure | understand. If you're scared to use the three hoppers you've still got
there, you could send '"emhere, with a few fellows who see things |like we do here. If I"mgoing to
liberate you fell ows singl ehanded, | sure could use some nore hoppers for the job."

"You aren*t going to liberate us, you're going to incinerate us, you dammed fool. Get that |ast
hopper over here to Central now that's the Colonel's personal order to you as Acting C O Use it
to fly your nen here; twelve trips, you won't need nore than four |ocal day periods. Now act on
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those orders, and get to it." Ponk, off the air—afraid to argue with nun anynore.

At last he worried that they mght send their three hoppers over and actually bonb or strafe New
Java Canp; for he was, technically, dis-
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obeyi ng orders, and old Dongh wasn't tolerant of independent elenents. Look how he'd taken it out
on Davidson already, for that tiny reprisal-raid on Smith. Initiative got punished. What Di ng Dong
i ked was subnission, like nost officers. The danger with that is mat it can nake the officer get
submi ssive hinself. Davidson finally realized, with a real shock, that the hoppers were no nreat
to him because Dongh, Sereng, CGosse, even Benton were afraid to send nem TTie crcechies had
ordered themto keep the hoppers inside the Human Reservation: and they were obeyi ng orders.
Christ, it made himsick. It was tine to act. They'd been waiting around nearly two weeks now. He
had his canp well defended; they had strengthened the stockade fence and built it up so nat no
little green nonkeynmen coul d possibly get over it, and that clever kid Aabi had made | ots of neat
hone- made | and m nes and sown *emall around the stockade in a hundred-neter belt. Now it was tine
to show the creechies that they m ght push around those sheep on Central but on New Java it was
men they had to deal with. He took the hopper up and with it guided an infantry squad of fifteen
to a creechie-warren south of canp. He'd |l earned how to spot the things fromthe air; the gi veaway
was the orchards, concentrations of certain kinds of tree, though not planted in rows |ike humans
woul d. It was incredible how many warrens there were once you |l earned to spot them The forest was
craw i ng whh the things. The
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rai ding party burned up that warren by hand, and then flying back with a couple of his boys he
spotted another, less man four kilos fromcanp. On that one, just to wite his signature rea

clear and plain for everybody to read, he dropped a bonb. Just a firebonb, not a big one, but baby
did it nake the green fur fly. It left a big hole in the forest, and the edges of the hole were
bur ni ng.

O course that was his real weapon when it actually cane to setting up massive retaliation. Forest
fire. He could set one of these whole islands on fire, with bonbs and firejelly dropped fromthe
hopper. Have to wait a nmonth or two, till the rainy season was over. Should he burn King or Smth
or Central? King first, maybe, as a little warning, since there were no hunmans | eft there. Then
Central, if they didn't get in |line.

"What are you trying to do?" said the voice on the radio, and it nade himgrin, it was so

agoni sed, |ike some old wonan being held up. "Do you know what you're doing, Davidson?"

"Yep."

"Do you think you're going to subdue the creechies?" It wasn't Juju this tine, it mght be that

bi gdome Gosse, or any of them no difference; they all bleated baa.

"Yes, that's right," he said with ironic mldness.

"You mink if you keep burning up villages they'll come to you and surrender—three nillion of mem
Ri ght ?"

"Maybe. "
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"Look, Davidson," die radio said after a while, whining and buzzing; they were using sone kind of
energency rig, having lost the big transnitter, along with that phony ansible which was no | oss.
"Look, is there sonebody el se standing by there we can talk to?*'

"No; they're all pretty busy. Say, we're doing great here, but we're out of dessert stuff, you
know, fruit cocktail, peaches, crap like that. Sone of the fellows really mss it. And we were due
for a |oad of maryjanes when you fellows got blown up. If | sent the hopper over, could you spare
us a few crates of sweet stuff and grass *"

A pause. "Yes, send it on over."

"Great. Have the stuff in a net, and the boys can hook it wi thout |anding." He grinned.

There was sone fussing around at the Central end, and all of a sudden old Dongh was on, the first
tinme he'd tal ked to Davidson. He sounded feeble and out of bream on the whining shortwave.

"Listen, Captain, | want to know if you fully realize what form of action your actions on New Java
are going to be forcing me into taking. If you continue to disobey your orders. | amtrying to
reason with you as a reasonable and | oyal soldier. In order to ensure the safety of ny personne
here at Central I'mgoing to be put into the position of being forced to tell the natives here
that we can't assume any responsibility at all for your actions.”

"That's correct, sir."

"What |'mtrying to make clear to you is mat

146

means that we are going to be put into the position of having to tell themthat we can't stop you
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from breaking the truce there on Java. Your personnel there is sixty-six nen, is that correct,
well | want those men safe and sound here at Central with us to wait for the ShacUeton and keep
the Col ony together. You' re on a suicide course and I'mresponsible for those nen you have there
with you."

"No, you're not, sit. | am You just relax. Only when you see the jungle burning, pick up and get
out into the mddle of a Strip, because we don't want to roast you folks along with the
creechies.”

"Now |isten, Davidson, | order you to hand your comand over to Lt. Tenba at once and report to me
here/' said the distant whining voice, and Davi dson suddenly cut off the radio, sickened. They
were all spla, playing at still being soldiers, hi full retreat fromreality. There were actually

very few nen who could face reality when the going got tough

As he expected, the local creechies did absolutely nothing about his raids on the warrens. The
only way to handle them as he'd known fromthe start, was to terrorise themand never let up on
them If you did that, they knew who was boss, and knuckled under. A lot of the villages within a
thirty-kilo radius seened to be deserted now before he got to them but he kept his nen going out
to burn themup every few days.

The fellows were getting rather junpy. He had
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kept them | ogging, since that's what forty-eight of the fifty-five |loyal survivors were, |oggers.
But they knew that the robo-freighters fromEarth wouldn't be called down to |oad up the I unber,
but would just keep coming in and circling in orbit waiting for the signal that didn't come. No
use cutting trees just for the hell of it; it was hard work. Mght as well bum nem He exercised
the men in teans, developing fire-setting techniques. It was still too rainy for themto do nuch,
but it kept their mnds busy. If only he had the other three hoppers, he'd really be able to hit
and run. He considered a raid on Central to liberate the hoppers, but did not yet mention this

i dea even to Aabi and Tenba, his best nen. Some of the boys would get cold feet at the idea of an
armed raid on their own HQ They kept tal ki ng about' * when we get back with the others."” They
didn't know those others had abandoned them betrayed them sold their skins to the creechies. He
didn't tell themthat, they couldn't take it.

One day he and Aabi and Tenba and anot her good sound man woul d just take the hopper over, nen
three of themjunp out with nachi ne guns, take a hopper apiece, and so honme agai n, hone again,
jiggety jog. Wth four nice egg-beaters to beat eggs with. Can't nake an onel et w thout beating
eggs. Davidson | aughed al oud, in die darkness of his bungal ow. He kept that plan hidden just a
little longer, because it tickled himso nmuch to m nk about it.

After two nore weeks they had pretty wel
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cl osed out the creechie-warrens within wal king distance, and the forest was neat and tidy. No
verm n. No snoke-puffs over the trees. Nobody hopping out of bushes and fl oppi ng down on the
ground with their eyes shut, waiting for you to stonp them No little green nen. Just a nmess of
trees and sone burned places. The boys were getting really edgy and nean; it was time to nmake the
hopper-raid. He told his plan one night to Aabi, Tenba, and Post.

None of themsaid anything for a ninmute, nen Aabi said, "Wat about fuel, Captain?*l

"W got enough fuel."

"Not for four hoppers; wouldn't [ast a week."

"You mean there's only a nonth's supply left for this one?"

Aabi nodded.
"Well then, we pick up a little fuel too, |ooks like."
" How?"

"Put your nminds to it."

They all sat there looking stupid. It annoyed him They |ooked to himfor everything. He was a
natural |eader, but he liked men who thought for thenselves too. "Figure it out, it's your |ine of
wor k, Aabi/' he said, and went out for a snoke, skk of the way everybody acted, |ike they'd | ost
their nerve. They just couldn't face the cold hard facts.

They were | ow on naryj anes now and he hadn't had one for a couple of days. It didn't do anything
for him The night was overcast and bl ack, danp,
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warm smnelling Iike spring. Ngenene went by wal king like an ice-skater, or alnost |like a robot on
treads; he turned slowy through a gliding step and gazed at Davi dson, who stood on the bungal ow
porch in the dimlight fromthe doorway. He was a power-saw operator, a huge nan. * "The source of
my energy is connected to the Great Generator | cannot be switched off," he said in a |level tone,
gazing at Davi dson.
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"CGet to your barracks and sleep it off!" Davjd-son said in the whipcrack voice that nobody ever

di sobeyed, and after a nonment Ngenene skated carefully on, ponderous and graceful. Too many of the
men were using bailies nore and nore heavily. There was plenty, but the stuff was for |oggers

rel axi ng on Sundays, not for soldiers of a tiny outpost marooned on a hostile world. They had no
time for getting high, for dreaning. He'd have to |ock the stuff up. Then sone of the boys m ght
crack. Well, let "emcrack. Can't nake an onel et w thout cracking eggs. Maybe he could send them
back to Central in exchange for sonme fuel. You give ne two, three tanks of gas and Til give you
two, three warm bodi es, |oyal soldiers, good |oggers, just your type, a little far gone in bye-bye
dream and.

He grinned, and was going back inside to try this one out on Tenba and the others, when the guard
posted up on the lunberyard snoke stack yelled. "They're coming! "he screeched out in a high
voice, like a kid playing Bl acks and Rhode-
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si ans. Sonebody el se over on the west side of the stockade began yelling too. A gun went off.

And they came. Christ, they cane. It was incredible. There were thousands of them thousands. No
sound, no noise at all, until that screech fromthe guard; then one gunshot; then an expl osi on—a

| and ni ne goi ng up—and anot her, one after another, and hundreds and hundreds of torches flaring up
it one from anot her and being thrown and soaring through the black wet air |ike rockets, and the
wal I s of the stockade conming alive with creechies, pouring in, pouring over, pushing, swarnmnng
thousands of them It was |ike an arny of rats Davidson had seen once when he was a little kid, in
the last Famine, in the streets of O eveland, OChio, where he grew up. Sonething had driven the
rats out of their holes and they had cone up in the daylight, seething up over the wall, a pulsing
bl anket of fur and eyes and little hands and teeth, and he had yelled for his nomand run |ike
crazy, or was that only a dream he'd had when he was a kid? It was inportant to keep cool. The
hopper was parked in the creechie-pen; it was still dark over on that side and he got there at
once. The gate was | ocked, he always kept it |locked in case one of the weak sisters got a notion
of flying off to Papa Ding Dong sone dark night. It seemed to take a long tine to get the key out
and fit it in the lock and rumit right, but it was just a matter of keeping cool, and nmen it took
along tine to sprint to the hopper and unlock it. Post and
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Aabi were with himnow. At |ast canme the huge rattle of the rotors, beating eggs, covering up all
the weird noises, the high voices yelling and screeching and singing. Up they went, and hel
dropped away bel ow them a pen full of rats, burning.

"It takes a cool head to size up an energency situation quickly,"’
fast and acted fast. Good work. \WWere's Tenmba?"

"Cot a spear in his belly," Post said.

Aabi, the pilot, seened to want to fly the hopper, so Davidson let him He clanbered into one of
the rear seats and sat back, letting his rmuscles relax. The forest flowed beneath them bl ack
under bl ack. ;

"Where you headi ng, Aabi ?"

"Central ."

"No. We don't want to go to Central ."

"Where do we want to go to?" Aabi said with a kid of womani sh gi ggle. "New York? Peking?"

"Just keep her up a while, Aabi, and circle canp. Big circles. CQut of earshot."”

"Captain: there isn't any Java Canp any nore by now," said Post, a |ogging-crew foreman, a stocky,
st eady nan.

Davi dson said. "You nen thought

"When the creechies are through burning the canp, we'll conme in and burn creechies. There nust be
four thousand of themall in one place there. There's six flanethrowers in the back of this
helicopter. Let's give *em about twenty
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mnutes. Start with the jelly bonbs and then catch the ones that run with the flamethrowers."
"Christ," Aabi said violently, "some of our guys night be there, the creechies night take
prisoners, we don't know. |'m not going back there and burn up humans, naybe." He had not turned

t he hopper.

Davi dson put the nose of his revol ver against the back of Aabi's skull and said, "Yes, we're going
back; so pull yourself together, baby, and don't give ne a lot of trouble."

"There's enough fuel in the tank to get us to Central, Captain,** the pilot said. He kept trying

to duck his head away fromthe touch of the gun, like it was a fly bothering him "But that's all
That's all we got."
" "Then we'll get a lot of nileage out of it. Turn her, Aabi."

"I think we better go on to Central, Captain," Post said in his stolid voice, and this ganging up
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agai nst hi m enraged Davi dson so nuch nmat reversing the gun in his hand he struck out fast as a
snake and clipped Post over the ear with the gun-butt. The | ogger just fol ded over like a
Christmas card, and sat there in the front seat with his head between his knees and his hands
hanging to the floor. "Turn her, Aabi," Davidson said, the whiplash in his voice. The helicopter
swung around in a wide arc. "Hell, where's canp, | never had this hopper up at night w thout any
signal to follow, " Aabi said, sounding dull and snuffly like he had a cold.
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* 'Go east and look for the fire,'"' Davidson said, cold and quiet. None of them had any rea

stani na, not even Tenmba. None of nem had stood by hi mwhen the going got really tough. Sooner or
|ater they all joined up against him because they just couldn't take it the way he could. The
weak conspire against the strong, the strong nman has to stand al one and | ook out for hinself. It
just happened to be the way things are. Were was the canp?

They shoul d have been able to see the burning buildings for mles in this blank dark, even in tfee
rain. Not hing showed. G ey-black sky, black ground. The fires nust have gone out. Been put out.
Coul d the humans have driven off the creechies? After he'd escaped? The thought went |ike a spray
of icewater through his mnd. No, of course not, not fifty against thousands. But by God there
must be a | ot of pieces of blown-up-creechie lying around on the mnefields, anyway. It was just
that they'd cone so damed thick. Nothing could have stopped them He couldn't have planned for
that. Were had they cone fron? There hadn't been any creechies in the forest anywhere around for
days and days. They nust have poured in from somewhere, fromall directions, sneaking along in the
woods, coming up out of their holes like rats. There wasn't any way to stop thousands and
thousands of themlike that. Were the hell was canp? Aabi was tricking, faking course. "Find the
canp, Aabi," he said softly.

154

"For Christ's sake I'mtrying to," the boy said.

Post never noved, fol ded over there by the pilot.

4 "It couldn't just disappear, could it, Aabi. You got seven mnutes to find it."

" '"Find it yourself,"” Aabi said, shrill and sullen

"Not till you and Post get in |line, baby. Take her down | ower."
After a minute Aabi said, "That | ooks like the

river."

There was a river, and a big clearing; but where was Java Canp? It didn't show up as they flew,
north over the clearing. "This nust be it, there isn't any other big clearing is there," Aab
said, com ng back over the treeless area. Their landing -lights glared but you couldn't see
anything outside the tunnels of the lights; it would be better to have them off. Davi dson reached
over the pilot's shoulder and switched the Ilights off. Blank wet dark was |ike black towels

sl apped on their eyes. "For Christ's sake!" Aabi screaned, and flipping the Iights back on sl ewed
the hopper left and up, but not fast enough. Trees |eaned hugely out of the night and caught the
machi ne.

The vanes screaned, hurling | eaves and twigs in a cyclone through the bright lanes of the |ights,
but the boles of the trees were very old and strong. The little w nged nachi ne plunged, seened to
lurch and tear itself free, and went down sideways into the trees. The |ights went out. The noise
stopped. "I don't feel so good," Davidson said. He said
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it again. Then he stopped saying it, for there was nobody to say it to. Then he realized he hadn't
said it anyway. He felt groggy. Miust have hit his head. Aabi wasn't there. Were was he? This was
the hopper. It was all slewed around, but he was still in his seat. It was so dark, |ike being
blind. He felt around, and so found Post, inert, still doubled up, cramed in between the front
seat and the control panel. Hi e hopper trenbled whenever Davi dson noved, and he figured out at
last that it wasn't on the ground but wedged in between trees, stuck like a kite. Hi s head was
feeling better, and he wanted nore and nore to get out of the black, tilted-over cabin. He

squi rned over into the pilot's seat and got his legs out, hung by his hands, and could not fee
ground, only branches scraping his dangling legs. Finally be let go, not knowi ng how far he'd
fall, but he had to get out of that cabin. It was only a few feet down. It jolted his head, but he
felt better standing up. If only it wasn't so dark, so black. He had a torch in his belt, be

al ways carried one at night around canp. But it wasn't there. That was funny. It nust have fallen
out. He'd better get back into the hopper and get it. Maybe Aabi had taken it. Aabi had
intentionally crashed the hopper, taken David son's torch, and nmade a break for it. The sliny
little bastard, he was'like all the rest of them The air was black and full of npisture, and you
couldn't tell where to put your feet, it was all roots and bushes and tangl es. There were noi ses
al | around, wat er dri ppi ng, rustling, tiny
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noi ses, little things sneaking around in the darkness. He'd better get back up into the hopper
get his torch. But he couldn't see howto clinb back up. The bottom edge of the doorway was j ust
out of reach of his fingers.

There was a tight, a faint gl eam seen and gone away off in the trees. Aabi had taken the torch and
gone off to reconnoiter, get orientated, smart boy. "Aabi!" he called in a piercing whisper. He
stepped on sonet hing queer while he was trying to see the light anbng the trees again. He kicked
at it with his boots, then put a hand down on it, cautiously, for it wasn't wise to go feeling
things you couldn't see. Alot of wet stuff, slick, like a dead rat. He withdrew his hand qui ckly.
He felt in another place after a while; it was a boot under his hand, he could feel the crossings
of the laces. It must be Aabi lying there right under his feet. He'd got thrown out of the hopper
when it cane down. Well, he'd deserved it with his Judas trick, trying to run off to Central

Davi dson did not like the wet feel of the unseen clothes and hair. He straightened up. There was
the Iight again, black-barred by near and distant tree-trunks, a distant glow that noved.

Davi dson put his hand to his holster. The revolver was not in it.

He'd had it in his hand, in case Post or Aabi acted up. It was not in his hand. It nust be up in
the helicopter with his torch

He stood crouching, imobile; then abruptly began to run. He could not see where he was
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going. Tree-trunks jolted himfromside to side as he knocked into them and roots tripped up his
feet. He fell full length, crashing down anbng bushes. Getting to hands and knees he tried to

hi de. Bare, wet tw gs dragged and scraped over his face. He squirned farther into the bushes. His
brain was entirely occupied by the conplex snmells of rot and growh, dead | eaves, decay, new
shoots, fronds, flowers, the snells of night and spring and rain. The |ight shone full on him He
saw t he creechi es.

He renenbered what they did when cornered, and what Lyubov had said about it. He turned over on
his back and lay with his head tipped back, his eyes shut. His heart stuttered in his chest.
Not hi ng happened.

It was hard to open his eyes, but finally he managed to. They just stood there: a |lot of them ten
or twenty. They carried those spears they had for hunting, little toy-looking things but the iron
bl ades were sharp, they could cut right through your guts. He shut his eyes and just kept |ying

t here.

And not hi ng happened.

His heart quieted down, and it seened |ike he could think better. Sonething stirred down inside
him sonething alnost |ike laughter. By God they couldn't get himdown! If his own nen betrayed
him and human intelligence couldn't do any nmore for him then he used then* own trick against

t hem—pl ayed dead like this, and triggered this

158

instinct reflex that kept themfromkilling anybody who took that position. They just stood around
him nmuttering at each other. They couldn't hurt him It was as if he was a god.

"Davi dson. "

He had to open his eyes again. The resin-flare carried by one of the creechies still burned, but
it had grown pale, and the forest was di mgrey now, not pitch-black. How had that happened? Only
five or ten minutes had gone by. It was still hard to see but it wasn't night any nore. He could
see the | eaves and branches, the forest. He could see the face | ooking down at him It had no
color in this toneless twilight of dawn. The scarred features |looked |ike a man's. The eyes were
I i ke dark hol es.

"Let me get up," Davidson said suddenly in a |oud, hoarse voice. He was shaking with cold from
lying on the wet ground. He could not lie there with Selver |ooking down at him

Sel ver was enpty handed, but a lot of the little devils around himhad not only spears but

revol vers. Stolen fromhis stockpile at canp. He struggled to his feet. His clothes clung icy to
hi s shoul ders and the backs of his |egs, and he coul d not stop shaking.

"Get it over with," he said. "Hurry-up-quick!"

Sel ver just |ooked at him At |east now he had to | ook up, way up, to neet Davidson's eyes.

"Do you wish me to kill you now?'* he inquired. He had | earned that way of talking from
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Lyubov, of course; even his voice, it could have been Lyubov talking. It was uncanny.

"It's my choice, is it?"

"Wel |, you have lain all night in the way that neans you w shed us to let you live; now do you
want to die?"

The pain in his head and stonmach, and his hatred for this horrible Iittle freak that tal ked |ike
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Lyubov and that had got himat its mercy, the pain and the hatred conbi ned and set his belly chum
ing, so he retched and was nearly sick. He shook with cold and nausea. He tried to hold on to
courage. He suddenly stepped forward a pace and spat in Selver's face.

There was a little pause, and then Selver, with a kind of dancing novenent, spat back. And

| aughed. And nade no nove to kill Davidson. Davidson wi ped the cold spittle off his lips.

"Look, Captain Davidson," the creechie said in mat quiet little voice nmat nmade Davi dson go dizzy
and sick, "we're both gods, you and I. You're an insane one, and |I'mnot sure whether |'m sane or
not. But we are gods. There will never be another nmeeting in the forest like this neeting DOW
between us. W bring each other such gifts as gods bring. You gave ne a gift, the killing of one's
kind, nmurder. Now, as well as | can, | give you ny people's gift, which is not killing. I mnk we
each find each other's gift heavy to carry. However, you nust carry it alone. Your people at
Eshsen tell me that if | bring you there, they have to nake a judgnent on you and kill you, it's
their
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law to do so. So, wishing to give you life, | can't take you with the other prisoners to Eshsen
and | can't |eave you to wander in the forest, for you do too nuch harm So you'll be treated |like
one of us when we go nmad. You'll be taken to Rendl ep where nobody lives any nore, and |left there."
Davi dson stared at the creechie, could not take his eyes off it. It was as if it had sone hypnotic
power over him Nobody could hurt him "I should have broken your neck right away, that day you
tried to junp ne,'' he said, his voice still hoarse and thick

"It mght have been best," Selver answered. "But Lyubov prevented you. As he now prevents ne
fromkilling you.-All the killing is done now. And the cutting of trees. There aren't trees to cut
on Rendlep. That's the place you call Dunp Island. Your people left no trees there, so you can't
make a boat and sail fromit. Nothing nuch grows there any nore, so we shall have to bring you
food and wood to bum There's nothing to kill on Rendlep. No trees, no people. There were trees
and people, but now there are only the dreans of them It seens to me a fitting place for you to
live, since you nust live. You might learn howto dreamthere, but nore likely you will follow
your madness through to its proper end, at last.”

" '"Kill me now and quit your damed gl oating.'

"Kill you?" Selver said, and his eyes | ooking up at Davi dson seened to shine, very clear and
terrible, in the twilight of the forest. "I can't kil
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you, Davidson. You're a god. You nust do it yourself.'*

He turned and wal ked away, |ight and qui ck, vanishing anong the grey trees within a few steps.

A noose slipped over Davidson's head and tightened a little on his throat. Small spears approached
his back and sides. They did not try to hurt him He could run away, nmake a break for it, they

didn't dare kill him The bl ades were polished, |eaf-shaped, sharp as razors. The noose tugged
gently at his neck. He foll owed where they led him
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Bi ght

SELVER had not seen Lyubov for a long tine. That dream had gone with himto Rieshwel. It had been
wi t h hi mwhen he spoke the last time to Davidson. Then it had gone, and perhaps it slept now in
the grave of Lyubov's death at Eshsen, for it never came to Selver in the town of Broter where he
now | i ved.

But when the great ship returned, and he went to Eshsen, Lyubov net himthere. He was silent and
tenuous, very sad, so mat the old carking grief awoke in Selver

Lyubov stayed with him a shadow in the mind, even when he net the yunens fromthe ship. These
wer e peopl e of power; they were very different fromall yunens he had known, except his friend,
but they were much stronger nmen than Lyubov had been

Hi s yumen speech had gone rusty, and at first he nostly let themtal k. When he was fairly certain
what kind of people they were, he brought
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forward the heavy box he had carried fromBroter. "Inside this there is Lyubov's work,*' he said,
groping for the words. "He knew nore about us than the others do. He | earned ny | anguage and the
Men's Tongue; we wote all that down. He understood somewhat how we |ive and dream The others do
not. Til give you the work, if you'll take it to the place he w shed."

H e tall, white-skinned one, Lepennon, |ooked happy, and thanked Selver, telling himthat the
papers woul d i ndeed be taken where Lyubov w shed, and woul d be highly valued. That pleased Sel ver
But it had been painful to himto speak his friend' s nane al oud, for Lyubov's face was stil
bitterly sad when he turned to it in his nind. He withdrewa little fromthe yunens, and watched
them Dongh and Gosse and others of Eshsen were there along with the five fromthe ship. The new
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ones | ooked clean and polished as newiron. The old ones had let the hair grow on their faces, so

that they |l ooked a little Iike huge, black-furred Athsheans. They still wore clothes, but the
clothes were old and not kept clean. They were not thin, except for the Add Man, who had been ill
ever since the Night of Eshsen; but they all looked a little like nen who are |ost or nad.

This nmeeting was at the edge of the forest, in that zone where by tacit agreenent neither the
forest people nor the yunens had built dwellings or canped for these past years. Selver and his
conpani ons settled down in the shade of a big ash-tree that stood out away fromthe forest eaves.
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Its berries were only small green knots against the twigs as yet, its | eaves were long and soft,

| abil e, summer-green. The light beneath the great tree was soft, conplex with shadows.

The yunens consulted and cane and went, and at |ast one cane over to the ash-tree. It was the hard
one fromthe ship, the Conmander. He squatted down on his heels near Selver, not asking perm ssion
but not with any evident intention of rudeness. He said, "Can we talk a little?"

"Certainly."

"You know that we'll be taking all the Terrans away with us. We brought a second ship with us to
carry them Your world will no |onger be used as a col ony."

"This was the nessage | heard at Broter, when you cane three days ago."

"I wanted to be sure that you understand that this is a pernmanent arrangenent. We're not com ng

back. Your world has been placed under the League Ban. Wat nat nmeans in your ternms is this: | can
promi se you that no one will come here to cut the trees or take your |ands, so |long as the League
| asts."

"None of you will ever cone back," Selver said, statenment or question

"Not for five generations. None. Then perhaps a few nen, ten or twenty, no nore than twenty, m ght
come to talk to your people, and study your world, as sone of the nmen here were doing."

"The scientists, the speshes," Selver said. He brooded. "You decide nmatters all at once, your
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peopl e,"” be said, again between statenment and question

"How do you nean?" The Conmander | ooked wary.

"Wel |, you say that none of you shall cut the trees of Athshe: and all of you stop. And yet you
live in many places. Now if a headwoman in Karach gave an order, it would not be obeyed by the
peopl e of the next village, and surely not by all the people in the world at once. . . ."

"No, because you haven't one governnent over all. But we do—how-and | assure you its orders are
obeyed. By all of us at once. But, as a matter of fact, it seens to me fromthe story we' ve been
told by the colonists here, that when you gave an order, Selver, it was obeyed by everybody on
every island here at once. How did you nanage that?' *

"At that tinme | was a god," Selver said, expressionless.

After the Commander had left him the long white one came sauntering over and asked if he night
sit down in the shade of the tree. He had tact, this one, and was extremely clever. Selver was
uneasy with him Like Lyubov, this one would be gentle; he would understand, and yet would hinself
be utterly beyond understandi ng. For the kindest of themwas as far out of touch, as unreachabl e,
as the crudest. That was why the presence of Lyubov in his mnd renained painful to him while the
dreanms in which he saw and
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touched his dead wife Thele were precious and full of peace.
"When | was here before," Lepennon said, "I met ms man, Raj Lyubov. | had very little chance to

speak with him but | renmenber what he said; and |'ve had tinme to read sone of his studies of your
peopl e, since. His work, as you say. It's largely because of mat work of his that Athshe is now
free of the Terran Col ony. This freedom had becone the direction of Lyubov's life, | think. You
being his friend, will see nmat his death did not stop himfromarriving at his goal, from
finishing his journey."

Sel ver sat still. Uneasiness turned to fear in his mnd. This one spoke |like a G eat Dreaner

He made no response at all. * "WIIl you tell me one thing, Selver. If the question doesn't offend
you. There will be no nore questions after it. ... There were the killings: at Smth Canp, nen at
this place, Eshsen, then finally at New Java Canp where Davidson | ed the rebel group. That was
all. No nmore since then. ... Is that true? Have there been no nore killings?"

"I did not kiU Davidson."

"That does not matter,'" Lepennon said, mi sunderstanding; Selver neant that Davidson was not dead,
but Lepennon took himto nean that soneone el se had killed Davidson. Relieved to see that the
yunen could err, Selver did not correct him

"There has been no nore killing, then?"
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"None. They will tell you," Selversaid, nodding towards the Col onel and Cosse.

"Among your own people, | nean. Athsheans killing Athsheans,"

Sel ver was silent.

He | ooked up at Lepennon, at the strange face, white as the mask of the Ash Spirit, that changed
as it met his gaze

"Sometines a god cones," Selver said. "He brings a newway to do a thing, or a newthing to be
done. A new kind of singing, or a new kind of death. He brings this across the bridge between the
dreamtime and the world-tinme. When he has done this, it is done. You cannot take things that
exist inthe world and try to drive themback into the dream to hold theminside the dreamwith
wal | s and pretenses. That is insanity. Wat is, is. There is no use pretending, now, nmat we do not
know how to kill one another."

Lepennon laid his long hand on Selver's hand, so quickly and gently that Selver accepted the touch
as if the hand were not a stranger's. The green-gold shadows of the ash |eaves flickered over

t hem

"But you nust not pretend to have reasons to kill one another. Murder has no reason," Lepennon
said, his face as anxious and sad as Lyubov's face. ' 'We shall go. Wthin tw days we shall be
gone. All of us. Forever. Then the forests of Athshe will be as they were before."

Lyubov came out of the shadows of Selver's mind and said, "I shall be here.”
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"Lyubov will be here," Selver said. "And Davidson will be here. Both of them Maybe after | die
people will be as they were before | was born, and before you cane. But | do not think they will."
169
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