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JAMES TI PTREE, JR

Love Is the Pl an
the Plan |Is Death

"Why do mankind flatter thenselves that they alone are gifted with a spiritual
and imortal principle? . . . | ampersuaded that if a peacock could speak he
woul d boast of his soul, and would affirmthat it inhabited his magnificent
tail," (Voltaire). "My first act of free will is to believe in free will,"
said WIlliamJanmes. Illusions, a Skinnerian mght reply. The perfect joy, the
perfect love will ensue only if one accepts and enbraces one's .destiny. |
choose-because | nmust. This is a story of joy and | ove and destiny.

Rermenberi ng-Do you hear, ny little red?

Hold me softly. The cold grows.

| renenber:

-1 am hugely bl ack and hopeful, | bounce on six |egs along the nountains
inthe newwarm . . . Sing the changer, Sing the stranger! WII| the changes
change forever? . . . Al ny huns have words now. Anot her change!

Eagerly | bound on sunward following the tiny thrill in the air. The

forests have been shrinking again. Then | see. It is me! Me Myself,
MOGGADEET-1 have grown bigger nore in the winter cold! | astonish nyself,
Mbggadeet -t he-smal | !

Excitenent, enticenent shrilling fromthe sun-side of the world. | cone!
. The sun is changing again, too. Sun is walking in the night! Sun is
wal ki ng back to Summer in the warm ng of the light! . . . Warmis M Mggadeet

Mysel f. Forget the bad-tine wi nter.
Mermory quakes rme.

The A d One.

| stop, pluck up a tree. So much I wanted to ask the O d One. No tine.
Col d. Tree goes end over end down cliff, | watch the fat clinbers tunble out.
Not hungry.

The A d One warned ne of the cold-I didn't believe him | nove on,
grieving. . . Add One told you, The cold, the cold will hold you. Chill cold!
Kill cold. In the cold I killed you.

But it's warmnow, all different. |'m Moggadeet agai n.

I bound over a hill and see ny brother Frim

At first I don't know him A big black old one! I think. And in the
warm we can speak!

| surge toward himbashing trees. The big black is crouched over a
ravi ne, peering down. Black back has shiny ripples like-It IS Frim
Friml-hunted-for, Frimrun-away! But he's so big now Gant Frim A stranger
a changer -

"Frim"

He doesn't hear ne; all his eye-turrets are under the trees. His end is
sticking up odd like, all atrenble. Wat's he hunting?

"Frim It's me, Mobggadeet!"

But he only quivers his legs; | see his spurs pushing out. What a fool,
Frim | remind nyself howtimd heis, | try to nove gently. Wen | get closer
' m astoni shed again. |I'mbigger than he is now Changes! | can see right over
hi s shoul der into the ravine.

Hot yellowgreen in there. Alittle glade all lit with sun. | bend ny
eyes to see what Frimis after :and all astonishments blow up the world.

| see you.

| saw you.

I will always see you. Dancing in the green fire,



my tiny red star! So bright! So small! So perfect! So
fiercel I knew you-Ch yes | knew you in that first
i nstant, ny dawnberry, ny scarlet mnikin. Red! A
tiny baby red one, smaller than ny snallest eye. And
so brave! -

The Od One said it. Red is the color of |ove.

| see you swat at a hopper tw ce your size, my eyes bulge as you | eap
after it and go rolling, shrilling Lililee! Lilileee-ee! in baby wath. Oh ny
m ghty hunter, you don't know soneone is |looking right into your tender little
| ove-fur! Ch yes! Palest pink it is, just brushed with rose. My jaws spurt,
the world flashes and reels.

And then Frim poor fool, feels ne behind himand rears up.

But what a Frim H s throat-sacs are ball ooni ng purple-black, his plates
are engorged like the Mother of the stormclouds! dittering, rattling his

spurs! His tail boons! "It's mne!" he bellows-1 can hardly understand him He
junps straight at ne!

"Stop, Frim stop!" | cry, dodging away bew | dered. It's warm how can
Frimbe wild, kill-wld?

"Brother Friml" | call gently, soothingly. But something is badly wong!
My voice is bellowing too! Yes, in the warmand | want only to calmhim | am
full of love-but the kill-roar is rushing through me, I too am swelling,
rattling, boom ng! Invincible! To crush-to rend

Oh, | am shaned.

| came to nyself in the weckage of Frim Frinpi eces everywhere, nyself
is sodden with Frim But | did not eat him | did not! Should | take joy in
that? Did | defy the Plan? But ny throat was closed. Not because it was Frim
but because of darling you. You! Were are you? The glade is enpty! Ch fearfu

fear, | have frightened you, you are run away! | forget Frim | forget
everything but you my heartmeat, my precious tiny red.

| smash trees, | uproot rocks, | tear the ravine open! Ch, where are you
hi di ng? Suddenly | have a new fear: Has ny wild search harmed you? | force
nmysel f calm | begin questing, circling, ever w der over the trees, noving
cloud-silent, thrusting nmy eyes and ears down into every glade. A new humm ng
fills ny throat. OGooo, Oo-o00, Ruma-looly-loo, | npban. Hunting, hunting for
you.

Once | glinpse a black bigness far away and | am suddenly up at my ful
hei ght, roaring. Attack the black! Was it another brother? | would slay him
but -the stranger is already vanishing. | roar again. Noit roars me, the new
power of black. Yet deep inside, Myself-Mggadeet is watching, fearing. Attack
the bl ack-even in the warn? Is there no safety, are we

truly like the fatclinbers? But at the sane tine it feels-oh, right! Ch, good!
Sweet is the Plan. | give nyself up to seeking you, nmy new song | onging Ool oo
and Looly rum a-| 0o0-00-1 00.

And you answered! You!

So tiny you, hidden under a leaf! Shrilling Li! Li Lililee! Trilling,
thrilling-hal f-nmocking, already inperious. Ch, how | whirl, crash, try to | ook
under all ny feet, stop frozen in horror of squashing the Lilild Lee! Rocking,
| ongi ng, noani ng Moggadeet .

And you cane out, you did.

My adorable firemte, threatening ME

When | see your littlest hunting claws upraised nmy whole gut nelts, it
floods me. | amall tender jelly. Tender! Onh, tender-fierce |ike a Mther,
think! Isn't that how a Mdther feels? My jaws are sluicing juice that isn't
hunger-jui ce-1 am choking, with fear of frighting you or bruising your
tininess-1 ache to grip and knead you, to eat you in one gulp, in a thousand
ni bbl es

Oh the power of red-the Od One said it! Now | feel ny special hands, ny
tender hands | always carry hi dden-now t hey cone swelling out, cone pushing
toward ny head! Wat? What ?



My secret hands begin to knead and roll the stuff that's dripping from

ny jaws.
Ali, that arouses, you, too, ny redling, doesn't it?
Yes, yes, | feel-tornent-1 feel your shy excitenent! How your body

renenbers even now our |ovedawn, our very first nonents of Mobggadeet-Leely.
Before | knew You- Yoursel f, before you knew Me. It began then, mny heartlet,
our | ove-knowi ng began in that very first instant when your Mggadeet stared
down at you like a nonster bursting. |I saw how new you were, how hel pl ess!

Yes, even while | [oonmed over you nmarvel lingeven while ny secret hands
drew and spun your fate-,

, even then it canme to me in pity that | ong ago, |ast year
when | was a child, | saw other little red ones anong ny brothers, before our
Mot her drove them away. | was only a foolish baby then; | didn't understand.
t hought they'd grown strange and silly in their redness and Mother did well to
turn themout. GCh stupid Mbggadeet!

But now I saw you, ny flamelet-1 understood! You were only that day cast
out by your Mther. Never had you felt the terrors of a night alone in the
worl d; you couldn't imagine that such a nonster as Frimwas hunting you. Ch ny

ruby nestling, ny baby red! Never, | vowed it, never would | |eave you-and
have | not kept that vow? Never! |, Mbggadeet, | would be your Mbther

Great is the Plan, but I was greater!

Al | learned of hunting in my lonely year, to drift like the air, to

leap, to grip so delicately-all these |earnings became for you! Not to bruise
the smallest portion of your bright body. Oh, yes! | captured you whole in al
your tiny perfection, though you sizzled and spat and fought ne like the
sunspark you are. And then

And then

| began to-Ch, terror! Delight-shame! How can | speak such a beautiful
secret?-the Plan took ne as a Mbther guides her child and with ny speci al
hands | began to

t began to bind you up

Oh yes! On yes! My special hands that had no use, now all unfurled and
engorged and alive, never stopping the working in the strong juice of ny
j awst hey began to bind you, passing over and around and beneath you, every
nmonent piercing me with fear and joy. | wound anong your darling little |inbs,
into your innmost delicate recesses, gently swathing and soot hing you, w nding
and binding until you becane a shining jewel. M ne

-But you responded. | know that now. W know OCh yes, in your fierce
struggl es, shyly you hel ped ne,

al ways at the end each strand fell sweetly into place . . . Wnding you,
bi ndi ng you, loving Leelyloo! . . . How our bodies noved in our first weaving
song! | , feel it even now, | nelt with excitenent! How | wove the silk about

you, tying each tiny linb, naking you perfectly hel pl ess. How fearlessly you
gazed up at ne, your terrifying captor! You! You were never frightened, as |I'm
not frightened now. Isn't it strange, my loveling? This sweetness that fl oods
our bodies when we yield to the Plan. Great is the Plan! Fear it, fight °
it-but hold the sweetness yet.

Sweetly began our lovetinme, when first | becane your new true Mot her
never to cast you out. How | fed you and caressed and tended and fondl ed you!
What a responsibility it is to be a Mother. Anxiously | carried you furled in
my secret arms, savagely | drove off all intruders, even the harn ess banlings
in the grass, in fear every noment that you were stifled or crushed!

And all the warmnights long, how | cared for your helpless little body,
carefully releasing each infant linb, flexing and stretching it, cleaning
every scarlet norsel of you with nmy giant tongue, nibbling your . baby claws
with ny terrible teeth, revelling in your baby hum pretending to devour you
whil e you shrieked with glee, Li! Lililil! Love-lili, Leelylee! But .: the
greatest joy of all W spoke!

W spoke together, we two! W -conmuned, we shared, we poured ourselves



one into the other. Love, how we stamrered and stunbled at the first, you in
your strange Mdther-tongue and | in mne! How we bl ended our singing

wordl essly and then with words, until nore and nore we cane to see with each
other's eyes, to hear, to taste, to feel the world of each. f other, until |
becanme Leel yl oo and you becanme Mbggadeet, until finally we becane together a
new t hi ng, Moggadeet-Leely, Lilliloo-Mgga, LiliMggal ool ydeet!

Oh love, are we the first? Have others loved with their whole selves? Ch sad
t hi nking, that | overs before us have left no trace. Renmenber us! WIIl you
renmenber, ny adored, though Mbggadeet has spoiled everything and the cold
grows? If only I could hear you speak once nore, ny red, my innocent one. You
are remenbering, your body tells me you renenber even now. Softly, hold ne
softly yet. Hear your Mbggadeet!

You told nme how it was being you, yourself, tiny redling-Lilliloo. O your
Mot her, your dreams, your baby joys and fears. And | told you mne, and all ny
| earnings in the world since the day when ny own Mot her

Hear me, ny heartmate! Tine runs away.
'-On the last day of my chil dhood ny Mother called us all under her
"Sons! S-son-n-nss!" Wiy did her dear voice creak so?

My brothers canme in slowy, fearfully fromthe sumrer green. But |, smal
Moggadeet, | clinb eagerly up under the great arch of her body, seeking the
gol den Mother-fur. Right into her warmcave | come, where her Mbther-eyes are
gl owi ng, the cave that sheltered us so strongly all our lives, as | shelter
you, mny dawn-fl ower.

I long to touch her, to hear her speak and sing to us again. Her Modther-fur
troubles ne, it is tattered and drab. Shyly | press agai nst one of her huge
food glands. It feels dry, but a gl ow sparks deep in her Mbther-eye.

"Mt her," | whisper. "It's ne, Mdggadeet!"

"SONNNNNS! * Her voi ce runbles through her arnor. My big brothers huddl e by her
| egs, peering back at the sunlight. They | ook so funny, shedding, half gold,
hal f bl ack.

"I"mafraid!'" whinpers ny brother Frimnearby. Like ne Frimstill has his gold
baby fur. Mther is speaking again but her voice boons so | can hardly
under st and.

"WNNN-TERI WNTER, | SAY! AFTER THE WARM COMES THE COLD W NTER. THE COLD
W NTER BEFORE THE WARM COMES AGAI N, COMES. . ."

Fri m whi npers louder, | cuff him Wat's wong, why is her |oving voice so
hoarse and strange now? She al ways hunmed us so tenderly, we nestled in her
war m Mot her-fur sucking the | ovely Mther-juices, rocking to her steady

wal ki ng- song. Ee-nool y-nooly, Ee-npoly-nooly, while far below the earth rolled
by Onh, yes, and how we held our breaths and squeal ed when she began her nighty
hunti ng- hum Tann! Tann! Dir! Dir! Dir Hataan! HATONNl How we clung in ,the
thrilling climx when she plunged upon her prey and we heard the crunching,
the tearing, the gurgling in her body that neant soon her food-glands would be
richly full.

Suddenly | see a black streak down belowa big brother is running away!
Mot her' s boom ng voice breaks off. Her great body tenses, her plates clash
Mot her roars!



Runni ng, screani ng down below | burrow up into her fur, amflung about as she
| eaps.

"QUTI GO QUT!" she bellows. Her terrible hunting-linbs crash down, she roars
wi t hout words, shuddering, jolting. Wien | dare to peek out | see the others
all have fled. Al except one!

A bl ack body is lying under Mdther's claws. It's ny brother Sessoyes! But

Mother is tearing him is eating him | watch in horrorSesso she cared for so
proudly, so tenderly! | sob, bury ny head in her fur. But the beautiful fur is
conm ng | oose in nmy hands, her golden Mdther-fur is dying! | cling desperately,

trying not to hear the crunches, the gul ps and gurgling The world is ending,
all is terrible, terrible.

And yet, my fireberry, even then | al nost understood. Geat is the Plan!
Presently Mther stops feeding and begins to nmove. The rocky ground jolts by
far below. Her stride is not

snooth but jerks ne, even her deep humis strange. On! On! Al one! Ever alone.
And on! The runbling ceases. Silence. Mther is resting.

"Mother!" | whisper. "Mdther, it's Mdggadeet. |I'm here!"

Her stomach plates contract, a belch reverberates in her vaults.

"CGo," she groans. "CGo. Too late. Mdther no nore."

"I don't want to | eave you. Wiy must | go? Mdther!" | wail, "Speak to me!" |
keen ny baby hum Deet! Deet! Tikki-takka! Deed hopi ng Mother wll answer,
crooni ng deep, Brum Brrumm Brumal oobrum Now | see one huge Mt her-eye gl ow

faintly but she only makes a grating sound.

"Too late. No nore . . . The winter, | say. | did speak. . . Before the
wi nter, go. Go."

"Tell me about Qutside, Mdther," | plead.

Anot her groan or cough nearly shakes me fromnmy perch. But when she speaks
agai n her voice sounds gentler.

"Tal k?" she grunbles. "Talk, talk, talk. You are a strange son. Talk, like
your Father."

"What's that, Mther? Wat's a Father?"

She bel ches again. "Always tal k. The winters grow, he said. Ch, yes. Tell them
the winters grow. So | did. Late. Wnter, | spoke you. Cold!" Her voice boons.
"No nmore! Too late." Qutside | hear her arnor rattle and cl ank.

"Mt her, speak to ne!"

"Go. CGo-o0-0!"

-Her belly-plates clash around ne. | junp for another nest of fur but it comes
loose in ny grip. Wailing, | save nyself by hanging to one of her great

wal king linmbs. It is rigid, thruming |ike rock.

"GO " She roars.

Her Mot her-eyes are shrivelling, dead! | panic, scranble down, everything is



vi brating, resonating around ne. Mother is holding back a storm of rage!

| leap for the ground, | rush diving into a crevice, | w ggle and burrow under
the fearful bellowi ng and clanging that rains on ne from above. Into the rocks
I go with the hunting claws of Modther crashing behind ne.

Oh ny redling, ny little tenderling! Never have you known such a night. Those
dreadful hours hiding fromthe nonster that had been ny I oving Mther

| saw her once nore, yes. Wen dawn cane | clanbered up a | edge and peered
through the mist. It was warmthen, the msts were warm | knew what Mot hers
| ooked i ke; we had glinpses of huge horned dark shapes before our own Mbdther
hoot ed us under her. GCh yes, and then would conme Mt her's earthshaking
chal | enge and the strange Mother's answering roar, and we'd cling tight,
feeling her surge of killfury, buffeted, deafened, battered while our Mbdther
charged and struck. And once while our Mdther fed | peeped out and saw a
strange baby squealing in the remants on the ground bel ow

But nowit was nmy own dear Modther | saw | urching away through the msts, that
great rusty-grey hulk so horned and bossed that only her hunting-eyes showed

above her arnor, swivelling mndlessly, questing for anything that noved. She
crashed her way across the nountains and as she went she thrumred a new harsh
song. Cold! Cold! Ice and Lone. Ice! And cold! And end. | never saw her again.

When the sun rose | saw that the gold fur was peeling fromny shiny black. Al
by itself ny hunting-linmb flashed out and knocked a hopper right into nmy jaws.

You see, ny berry, how nuch | arger and stronger | was than you when Mbther

sent us away? That also is the Plan. For you were not yet born! | had to live
on while the warmturned to cold and while the winter passed to warm again
before you would be waiting. | had to grow and learn. To learn, ny Lilliloo!
That is'

i mportant. Only we black ones have a tinme to learn -the dd One said it.

Such small learnings at first! To drink the fiat water-stuff w thout choking,
to catch the shiny flying things that bite and to watch the stormcl ouds and
t he noving of the sun. And the nights, and the soft things that noved on the
trees. And the bushes that kept shrinking, shrinking-only it was ne,
Mbggadeet, growing larger! Ch yes! And the day when | could knock down a
fatclinber fromits vinel

But all these learnings were easy-the Plan in ny body guided nme. It guides ne

now, Lililoo, even nowit would give ne peace and joy if | yielded to it. But
I will not! I will remenber to the end, | will speak to the end!
I will speak the big |l earnings. How | sawthough |I was so busy catching and

eating nore, nore, always nore-|I saw all things were changing, changi ng.
Changers! The bushes changed their buds to berries, the fatclinmbers changed
their colors, even the sun changed, and the hills. And | saw all things were
together with others of their kind but only nme, Mggadeet. | was alone. Ch, so
al one!

I went marching through the valleys in nmy shiny new bl ack, humm ng ny new song
Turra-tarral Tarra Tan! Once | glinpsed ny brother Frimand | called him but
he ran like the wind. Away, alone! And when | went to the next valley | found
the trees all nashed down. And in the distance | saw a bl ack one like ne -only
many tinmes as big! Huge! Al npbst as big as a Mther, sleek and gl ossy-new. |
woul d have called but he reared up and saw ne and roared so terribly that |
too fled like the wind to enpty nmountains. Al one.



And so | learned, ny redling, how we are al one even though ny heart was ful
of love. And | wandered, puzzling and eating ever nore and nmore. | saw the
Trails; they meant nothing to ne then. But | began to learn the inportant

t hi ng.

The col d.

You know it, my little red. How in the warmdays | am me, MselfMggadeet.
Ever-graw ng, everlearning. In the warmwe think, we speak. W |ovel W make
our own Plan, Ch, did we not, my |ovenmate?

But in the cold, in the night-for the nights were growi ng colder-in the cold
ni ght I was-what? Not Mdggadeet. Not Myggadeet-thi nking. Not Me Myself. Only
Sonet hi ng-that-lives, acts w thout thought. Hel pl ess-Mggadeet. In the cold is
only the Plan. | alnpbst thought it.

And then one day the night-chill lingered and |ingered and the sun was hi dden
inthe msts. And I found nyself going up the Trails.

The Trails are a part of the Plan too, ny redling.

The Trails are of winter. There we nust go all of us, we blacks. Wen the cold
grows stronger the Plan calls us upward; upward, we begin to drift up the
Trails, up along the ridges to the cold, the night side of the nountains. Up
beyond the forests where the trees grow scant and turn to stony deadwood.

So the Plan drew ne and | followed, only half-' aware. Sonetimes | came into
war ner sunlight where | could stop and feed and try to think, but the cold

fogs rose again and I went on, on and up. | began to catch sight of others
like nme far along the nmountain flank, moving steadily up. They didn't rear or
roar when they saw ne. | didn't call to them Each one alone we clinbed on

toward the Caves, unthinking, blind. And so | would have gone too.

But then the great thing happened.

-Ch no, nmy Lililoo! Not the greatest. The greatest of all is you, will always
be you. My precious sunmite, ny red | ovebaby! Don't be angry, no, no, ny
sharing one. Hold nme softly. | must say our big | earning. Hear your Mdggadeet,

hear and renenber!

In the sun's last warm | found him the Add One.

A terrible sight! So mai ned and damaged, parts rotting and gone. | stared,
t hi nki ng hi m dead. Suddenly his head rolled feebly and a croak cane out.

"Young . . . one?" An eye opened in his festering head, a flyer pecked at it.
"Young one . . . wait!"

And | understood him GCh, with | ove

No, no, ny redling! Gently! Gently hear your Mbggadeet. W spoke, the A d One

and I'! Ad to young, we shared. | think it cannot happen

"No ol d ones," he creaked. "Never to speak . . . we blacks. Never. It is not
the Plan. Only me . . . | wait..."

"Plan," | ask, half-knowi ng. "Wat is the Plan?"

"A beauty," he whispers. "In the warm a beauty in the air . . . | followed .
but anot her bl ack one saw ne and we fought . . . and | was damaged, but

still the Plan made ne follow until | was crushed and torn and dead . . . But



| lived! And the Plan et me go and | crawed here . . . to wait . . . to
share . . . but-11

H s head sags. Quickly | snatch a flyer fromthe air and push it to his torn
j awns.

"dd One! What is the Pl an?"

He swal l ows painfully, his one eye hol ding mne
"In us," he says thickly, stronger now. "In us, nmoving us in all things
necessary for the life. You have seen. \Wen the baby is gol den the nother
cherishes it all winter long. But when it turns red or black she drives it
away. Was it not so?"

"Yes, but-"

"That's the Plan! Always the Plan. Gold is the col or of Mdthercare but black
is the color of rage. Attack the black! Black is to kill. Even a Mther, even
her own baby, she cannot defy the Plan. Hear nme, young one!"

"l hear. | have seen," | answer. "But what is red?"
"Red!" He groans. "Red is the color of love."

"No!" | say, stupid Mbggadeet! "I know | ove. Love is gold."

The O d One's eye turns fromme. "Love," he sighs. "Wen the beauty comes in
the air, you will see . . ." He falls silent. |I fear he's dying. Wat can
do? W& stay silent there together in the last msty sunwarm Dimy on the
sl opes | can see other black ones like nyself drifting steadily upward on
their own Trails anong the stone-tree heaps,, into the icy msts.

"dd One! Were do we go?"
"You go to the Caves of Wnter. That is the Plan."
"Wnter, yes. The cold. Mdther told us. And after the cold winter comes the

warm | remenber. The winter will pass, won't it? Wiy did she say, the winters
grow? Teach ne, Od One. What is a Father?"

"Fa-ther? A wrd | don't know. But wait-" His mangled head turns to ne. "The
wi nters grow? Your nother said this? Ch cold! GCh, lonely," he groans. "A big

| earni ng she gave you. This learning | fear to think."

Hs eye rolls, glaring. | amfrightened inside.

"Look around, young one. These stony deadwoods. Dead shells of trees that grow
in the warmvalleys. Wy are they here? The cold has killed them No |iving
tree grows here now. Think, young one!"

| look, and true! It is a warmforest killed to stone.

"Once it -was warmhere. Once it was like the valleys. But the cold has grown
stronger. The winter grows. Do you see? And the warmgrows |less and less."

"But the warmis life! The warmis Me-Msel f!"

"Yes. In the warmwe think, we learn. In the cold is only the Plan. In the
cold we are blind . . . Wiiting here, | thought, was there a tine when it was



warm here once? Did we conme here, we blacks, in the warmto speak, to share?
Oh young one, a fearful thinking. Does our tine of |earning grow shorter,
shorter? Where will it end? WII the winters grow until we can |earn nothing
but only live blindly in the Plan, like the silly fatclinbers who sing but do
not speak?"

Hs words fill me with cold fear. Such a terrible learning! | feel anger.

"No! W will not! We must-we nust hold the warm "
"Hold the warn?" He twists painfully to stare at me. "Hold the warm. . . A
great thinking. Yes. But how? How? Soon it will be too cold to think, even

here!"

"The warmwi || cone again,"” |I tell him "Then we nust learn a way to hold it,
you and I!"

H s head | olls.

"No . . . Wen the warmcones | will not be here . . . and you will be too
busy for thinking, young one."

"I will help you! I will carry you to the Caves!"
"In the Caves," he gasps. "lIn each Cave there are two bl ack ones |ike
yourself. One is living, waiting mndless for the winter to pass . . . And

while he waits, he eats. He eats the other, that is how he lives. That is the
Plan. As you will eat ne, mny youngling."

"No!" | cry in horror. "I will never harmyou!"

"When the cold comes you will see,” he whispers. "Geat is the Plan!"

"No! You are wong! | will break the Plan," | shout. A cold wind is blow ng
fromthe sunmt; the sun dies.

"Never will I harmyou,” | bellow "You are wong to say so!"

My scal eplates are rising, ny tail begins to pound. Through the mists | hear
hi s gasps.

| recall dragging a heavy black thing to ny Cave.

Chill cold, kill cold . . . In the cold 1 killed you.

Leel yl oo. He did not resist.

Great is the Plan. He accepted all, perhaps he even felt a strange joy, as |
feel it now. In the Plan is joy. But if the Plan is wong? The wi nters grow.

Do the fatclinbers have their Plan too?

Ch, a hard thinking! How we tried, nmy redling, ny joy. All the | ong warm days
| explained it to you, over and over. How the wi nter would come and change

us if we did not hold the warm You understood! You share, you understand ne
now, ny precious fiame though you can't speak | feel your sharing |ove.
Softly...

Ch, yes, we nade our preparations, our owm Plan. Even in the highest heat we
made our Pl an against the cold. Have other |overs done so? How | searched,
carrying you my cherry bud, | crossed whol e nountain ranges, follow ng the sun



until we found this warnest of warmvalleys on the sunward side. Surely the
cold woul d be weak here, | thought. How could they reach us here, the cold
fogs, the icy winds that froze ny inner Me and drew ne up the Trails into the
dead Caves of Wnter?

This tinme | would defy!
This tinme | have you.

"Don't take ne there, ny Mbggadeet!" You begged, fearful of the strangeness.
"Don't take ne to the cold!"

"Never, my Leeliloo! Never, | vowit. AmI| not your Mther, little redness?"
"But you will change! The cold will nmake you forget. Is it not the Pl an?"

"W will break the Plan, Lili. See you are grow ng |larger, heavier, ny
fireberry-and al ways nore beautiful! Soon | will not be able to carry you so
easily, | could never carry you to the cold Trails. And I will never |eave
you!"

"But you are so big, Modggadeet! Wen the change cones you will forget and drag

nme to the cold."”

"Never! Your Moggadeet has a deeper Plan! Wen the mists start | will take you
to the farthest, warnmest cranny of this cave, and there | will spin a wall so
you - can never never be pulled out. And | will never never |eave you. Even

the Pl an cannot draw Mbggadeet from Leel yl oo!™

"But you will have to go hunting for food and the cold will take you then! You
will forget me and follow the cold |ove of winter and | eave nme there to diel
Perhaps that is the Plan!"

"Ch, no, ny precious, ny redling! Don't grieve, don't cry! Hear your
Moggadeet's Plan! Fromnow on I'll hunt twice as hard. 1'Il fill this cave to
the top, ny fat little blushbud, I will fill it with food now so | can stay by
you all the wi nter through!"

And so | did, didn't I nmy Lilli? Silly Mggadeet, how | hunted, how | brought
lizards, hoppers, fatclinbers and banlings by the score. Wiat a fool! For of
course they rotted, there in the heat, and the heaps turned green and
slinmy-but still tasting good, eh, my berry? so that we had to eat themthen
gorgi ng ourselves |ike babies. And how you grew

Oh, beautiful you becane, ny jewel of redness!- So bursting fat and
shiny-full, but still ny tiny one, ny sunspark. Each night after |I fed you
woul d- part the silk, fondling your head, your eyes, your tender ears,
trenbling with excitenment for the delicious nonent when | woul d rel ease your
first scarlet linb to caress and exercise it and press it to ny pulsing

t hroat-sacs. Sometines | would unbind two together for the sheer joy of seeing
you nmove. And each night it took | onger, each norning | had to make nore silk
to bind you up. How proud | was, ny Leely, Lillil oo!

That was when ny greatest thinking cane.
As | _ was weaving you so tenderly into your shining cocoon, ny joyberry, |
t hought, why not bind up living fatclinbers? Pen themalive so their flesh

will stay sweet and they will serve us through the wi nter

That was a great thinking, Lilliloo, and I did this, and it was good.
Fatclinmbers in plenty | walled in a little tunnel, and many, many other things



as well, while the sun wal ked back towards wi nter and the shadows grew and
grew. Fatclinbers and banlings and all tasty creatures and even-Ch, clever
Mb. 19¢g

-all manner of |eaves and bark and stuffs for themto eat! Ch, we had broken
the Plan for sure now

"W have broken the Plan for sure, nmy Lilli-red. The fatclinbers are eating
the tw gs and bark, the ban

lings are eating juice fromthe wood, the great runners are munchi ng grass,
and we will eat themall!"

"Ch, Moggadeet, you are brave! Do you think we can really break the Plan? | am
frightened! Gve ne a hauling, | think it grows cold."

"You have eaten fifteen banlings, ny mnikin!" |I teased you. "How fat you
growm Let nme | ook at you again, yes, you nust |let your Mggadeet caress you
whil e you eat. Ah, how adorable you are!"

And of course-Ch, you renenber how it began then, our deepest |ove. For when |
uncovered you one night with the first hint of cold in the air, | saw that you
had changed.

Shall | say it? Your secret fur. Your Mother-fur

Always | had cleaned you there tenderly, but without difficulty to restrain
nmysel f. But on this night when | parted the silk strands with my huge hunting
cl aws, what new delights net my eyes! No |onger pink and pale but fiery red!
Red! Scarlet blaze |ike the reddest sunrise, gold-tipped! And swollen,

curling, dew-Ch! Conmmanding me to expose you, all of you. Oh, how your tender
eyes nmelted ne and your breath nusky-sweet and your |inmbs warm and heavy in ny
grasp!

Wlidly | ripped away the | ast strands, dazed with bliss as you slowy
stretched your whol e bl azing redness before ny eyes. | knew t hen-we knew -t hat
the love we felt before was only a beginning. My hunting linbs fell at ny
sides and my special hands, ny weaving hands grew, filled with new, al nost
painful life. | could not speak, my throat-sacs filling, filling! And ny

| ove- hands rose up by thensel ves, pressing ecstatically, while nmy eyes bent

cl oser, closer to your glorious red!

But suddenly the Me-Msel f, Mbdggadeet awoke! | junped back!
"Lilli! What's happening to us?"
"Ch, Moggadeet, | love you! Don't go away!"

"What is it, Leelyloo? Is it the Plan?"
"I don't care! Mbggadeet, don't you |ove nme?"

"I fear! | fear to harmyou! You are so tiny. | amyour Mother."
"No Mbggadeet, |look! | amas big as you are. Don't be afraid.”
| drew back-Oh, hard, hard!-and tried to | ook calnly.

"True, ny redling, you have grown. But your |inbs are so new, so tender. Ch, |
can't | ook!"



Averting my eyes | began to spin a screen of silk, to shut away your maddeni ng
redness.

"We nust wait, Lilliloo. W nust go on as before. |I don't know what this
strange urging neans; | fear it will bring you harm"

"Yes, Mbggadeet. W will wait."

And so we waited. Ch yes. Each night it grew nore hard. W tried to be as
before, to be happy, Leel yMbggadeet. Each night as | caressed your gl ow ng
linmbs that seemed to offer thenselves to ne as | swathed and unswat hed themin
turn, the urge rose in nme hotter, more strong. To unveil you wholly! To | ook
agai n upon your whol e body!

Ch yes, ny darling, | feel-unbearabl e-how you remenber with me those | ast days
of our sinple Iove.

Colder . . . colder. Mornings when | went to harvest the fatclinbers there was
a whiteness on their fur and the banlings ceased to nove. The sun sank ever

| ower, paler, and the cold msts hung above us, reaching down. Soon | dared
not | eave the cave. | stayed all day by your silken wall, humm ng Mtherli ke,
Brum a-1 0o, Mdoly-nooly, Lilliloo, Love Leely. Strong Mggadeet!

"We'll wait, fireling. We will not yield to the Plan! Aren't we happier than
all others, here with our love in our warm cave?"

"Ch, yes, Mggadeet."

"I'"'m Myself now. | amstrong. |'Il make my own Plan. | will not |ook at you
until . . . until the warm until the Sun conmes back."
"Yes, Mbggadeet . . . Mdggadeet? My linbs are cranped.™
"Ch, my precious, wait-see, | amopening the silk very carefully, I wll not

| ook-1 won't-"

"Mbggadeet, don't you | ove ne?"

"Leelyloo! Oh, ny glorious one! | fear, | fear-"

"Look, Mbggadeet! See how big | am how strong!"

"Ch, redling, ny hands-ny hands-what are they doing to you?"

For with my special hands | was pressing, pressing the hot juices fromny

t hroat-sacs and tenderly, tenderly parting your sweet Mther-fur and placing
my gift within your secret places. And as | did this our eyes entw ned and our
i mbs made a weath.

"My darling, do | hurt you?"

"Ch, no, Mbggadeet! Ch, no!"

Oh, ny adored one, those |ast days of our |ove!

Qutside the world grew col der yet, and the fatclinbers ceased to eat and the
banlings lay still and began to stink. But still we held the warnth deep in
our cave and still | fed ny beloved on the last of our food. And every night

our new ritual of |ove becanme nore free, richer, though | conpelled nyself to
hide all but a portion of your sweet body. But each dawn it grew hard and



harder for me to replace the silken bonds around your |inbs.
"Mbggadeet! Why do you not bind ne! | amafraid!"

"A nmoment, Lilli, a nonment. | nust caress you just once nore."
"I'"m afrai d, Moggadeet! Cease now and bind ne!"

"But why, ny |ovekin? Way nust | hide you? Is this not sone foolish part of
the Pl an?"

"I don't know, | feel so strange. Mdggadeet, |-1"'m changing."

"You grow nore glorious every nmoment, mny Lilli, my own. Let nme |look at you! It
is wong to bind you away!"

"No, Mdggadeet! No!"

But I would not listen, would I? Ch foolish Myggadeet-who

t hought -t o- be-your-Mther. Geat is the Plan!

| did not listen, | did not bind you up. No! | ripped them away, the strong
silk strands. Mad with love | slashed themall at once, rushing fromeach |inb
to the next until all your glorious body |ay exposed. At last-I saw you whol e!
Oh, Lilliloo, greatest of Mthers.

It was not | who was your Mdther. You were mne

Shi ning and bossed you | ay, your arnmor newy grown, your mghty hunting |inbs
t hi cker than ny head! What | had created. You! A Super nother, a Mther such
as none have ever seen!

Stupefied with delight, | gazed.

And your huge hunting |inmb canme out and seized ne.

Geat is the Plan. | felt only joy as your jaws took ne.

As | feel it now

And so we end, ny Lilliloo, my redling, for your babies are swelling through
your Mbther-fur and your Moggadeet can speak no longer. | amnearly devoured.
The cold grows, it grows, and your Mbther-eyes are grow ng, glow ng. Soon you
will be alone with our children and the warmw Il conme again.

W1l you renmenber, ny heartmate? WIl you renenber and tell then?
Tell themof the cold, Leelyloo. Tell them of our Iove.

Tell them. . . the winters grow



