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THE Window of the buswas adark square against the featureless night. Lealet her eyesfocus dowly
from their unthinking blur until her face materidized, faint and fragmentary, highlighted by the dim light of
the businterior. "Look, thethought, "I still have aface." Shetilted her head and watched the wan light
dide adong the clean soft line of her cheek. There was no color except darkness for the wide eyes, the
crisp turn of short cuffs above her ears and the curve of her brows-all were an out-of-focus print against
the outside darkness. "That'swhat | 100k like to people,” she thought impersonadly. "My outsideis
intact-an eggshd| sucked of life."

Thefigurein the seat next to her stirred.

"Awake, deary?' The plump face beamed in the dusk. "Must have had agood nap, "Y ou've been so
quiet ever since | got on. Here, let me turn on the reading light." She fumbled above her. "I think these
lights are cunning. How'd they get them to point just in the right place?* Thelight cameonand Lea
winced away fromit. "Bright, isn't it?' The elderly face creased into mirth. "Reminds me of when | wasa
youngster and we camein out of the dark and lighted a cod-oil lamp. It dways made me squint like that.
By thetime | was your age, though, we had eectricity. But | got my first two before we got eectricity. |
married a seventeen and the two of them came along about as quick asthey could. Y ou can't be much
more than twenty-two or three. Lordee! | had four by then and buried another. Here, I've got pictures of
my grandbabies. I'm just coming back from seeing the newest one. That's Jenni€'s latest. A little girl after
three boys. Y ou remind me of her alittle, your eyes being dark and the color your hair is. She wears hers
longer but it hasthat same kindared tingetoit." She fumbled in her bag. Leafet asthough words were
washing over her likeawarm frothy flood. She automatically took the bulging billfold the woman
tendered her and watched unseeingly as the glassine windowsflipped. ... and thisis Arthur and Jane.
Ah, there's Jennie. Here, take agood look and seeif she doesn't look like you.”

L eatook adeep breath and came back from along painful distance. She stared down at the billfold.

"Wel?' The face beamed at her expectantly.

"She's" Leasvoicedidn't work. She swallowed dryly

"She's pretty.”

"Yes, sheis,” thewoman smiled. "Don't you think shelooksalittle like you, though?"

"A little-" Her repetition of the sentence died, but the woman took it for an answer.

"Go on, look through the others and see which one of her kids you think's the cutest.”

Leamechanicaly flipped the other windows, then sat staring down into her lap.

"WEell, which one did you pick?' The woman leaned over.

"Wel!" She drew an indignant breath. "That's my driver'slicense! | didn't say snoop!” The billfold was
snatched away! and the reading light snapped off. There was agood ded of flouncing and muttering from
the adjoining seat before quiet descended.

The hum of the bus was hypnotic and Lea sank back into her gpathy, except for atiny point of
discomfort that kept jabbing her consciousness. The next stop she'd have to do something. Her ticket
went no farther. Then what? Another decision to make. And all she wanted was nothing-nothing. And all
she had was nothing-nothing. Why did she have to do anything? Why couldn't she just not-? She leaned
her forehead againgt the glass, dissolving the nebulous reflection of herself, and stared into the darkness.
Helpless againgt habit, she began to fit her aching thoughts hack into the old ruts, the old footprints
leading to complete futility-leading into the dark nothingness. She caught her breath and fought againgt the
horrifying-threstening . . .



All thelightsin the busflicked on and there was adegpy stirring murmur. The scattered lights of the
outskirts of town did past the dowing bus.

It wasasmadl town. Lea couldn't even remember the name of it. She didn't even know which way she
turned when she went out the station door. She walked away from the bus depot, her feet swift and silent
on the cracked sdewalk, her body appreciating the swinging rhythm of the walk after the long hours of
inactivity. Her mind was il circling blindly, unnoticing, uncaring, unconcerned.

The businessdigtrict died out thinly and Leawaswalking up anincline. Thewalk leveled and after a
while she wavered into arailing. She clutched at it, waiting for afaintnessto go away. She looked out
and down into darkness. "'It'sabridge!" shethought. "Over ariver." Gladnessflared upin her. "It'sthe
answver," sheexulted. "Thisisit. After this-nothing!" Sheleaned her dbows on therailing, framing her chin
and cheekswith her hands, her eyes on the darkness below, a darkness so complete that not even a
ripple caught aglow from the bridge lights.

The familiar, so reasonable voice was speaking again. Pain like this should belet go of. Just a
momentary discomfort and it ends. No more breathing, no more thinking, no aching, no blind longing for
anything. Leamoved aong thewalk, her hand brushing therailing. "I can stand it now," she thought,
"Now that | know thereisan end. | can stand to live aminute or so longer-to say good-by." Her
shoulders shook and she felt the choke of laughter in her throat. Good-by? To whom? Who'd even
notice she was gone? Oneripple filled in dl astormy sea. Let the quiet water take her breathing. Let its
impersond kindness hide her-dissolve her-so no one would ever be able to sigh and say, That wasLea.
Oh, blessed water!

There was no reason not to. She found hersaf defending her action as though someone had questioned
it. "Look," shethought. "I've told you so many times. There's no reason to go on. | could stand it when
futility wrapped around me occasionaly, but don't you remember? Remember the morning | sat there
dressing, one shoe off and one shoe on, and couldn't think of one good valid reason why | should put the
other shoe on? Not one reason! To finish dressng? Why? Because | had to work? Why? Toearn a
living? Why? To get something to eat? Why? To keep from starving to death? Why? because you have
to livel Why? Why?Why!

"And there were no answers. And | sat there until the grayness dissolved from around me asit did on
lesser occasions. But then-" Led's hands clutched each other and twisted painfully.

"Remember what came then? The distorted sky wrenched open and gushed forth al the horror of a
meaningless mindless universe-a reasonl ess existence that insisted on running on like a! faceess clock-a
menacing nothingness that snagged the little thread of reason | was hanging onto and unraveled it and
unraveled it." Leashuddered and her lipstightened with the effort to regain her composure. " That was
only the beginning.

"So fter that the depths of futility became arefuge instead of something to run from, its negativeness
amost comfortable in contrast to the positive horror of what living has become. But | can't take either
oneany more." She sagged againg therailing. "And | don't haveto." She pushed herself upright and
swallowed a sudden dry nausea. "The middle will be deeper,” she thought. "Deep, swift, quiet, carrying
me out of thisintolerable-"

And as she walked she heard asmdll cry somewherein the lostnessinside her. "But | could have loved
living so much! Why havel cometo this pass?'

Shhh! the darkness said to thelittle voice. Shhh! Don't bother to think. It hurts. Haven't you found it
hurts?'Y ou need never think again or speak again or bresthe again past thisnext inhdation ...

Leaslungsfilled dowly. Thelast breath! She started to dide across the concrete bridge railing into the
darkness-into finishedness-into The End.

"Y ou don' redlly want to." Thelaughing voice caught her like a splash of water across her face.
"Besides, evenif you did, you couldn't here. Maybe break aleg, but that's dll.

"Break aleg?' Ledsvoice was dazed and, insde, something broke and cried in disappointment, "I've
gpoken again!”

"Sure." Strong hands pulled her away from the railing and nudged her to aseat in alittle concrete kiosk
sort of thing.



"Y ou must be very new here, like on the nine-thirty bustonight.”

"Nine-thirty bustonight,” Leaechoed flatly.

" 'Causeif you'd been here by daylight you'd know thisbridge isa snare and adelusion asfar aswater
goes. You couldn't drown agnat in the river here. It's dammed up above. Sand and tamarisks here, that's
al. Besdesyou don't want to die, especialy with alovely coat like that-almost new!"

"Want to die," Leaechoed distantly. Then suddenly shejerked away from the gentle hands and twisted
away from theencircling arm.

"l dowant to die! Go away!" Her voice sharpened as she spoke and she aimost spat the last word.
"But | told you!" The dim glow from the nearest light of the necklace of lights that pearled the bridge
shone on asmiling girl-face, not much older than Leals own. "Y ou'd goof it up good if you tried to
commit suicide here. Probably lie down there in the sand al night, maybe with a sharp stub of atamarisk
stuck through your shoulder and your broken leg hurting like mad. And tomorrow the ants would find
you, and the flies-the big blowfly kind. Blood attracts them, you know. Y our blood, spilling onto the
sand.”

Leahid her face, her fingernails cutting into her hairline with the violence of the gesture. This-this cresture
had no business pedling the oozing bleeding scab off, she thought. 1t's so easy to think of lumping into
darkness-into nothingness, but not to think of blowflies and blood-your own blood.

"Besides" the arm was around her again, gently leading her back to the bench, "you can't want to die
and missout on everything.”

"Everything isnothing," Leagasped, grabbing for the comfort of awell-worn groove. "It's nothing but
gray chak writing gray words on agray sky in ahigh wind. There's nothing! Theres nothing !"

"Y ou must have used that carefully rounded sentence often and often to have driven yourself such along
way into darkness," the voice said, unsmiling now. "But you must come back, " you know, back to
wantingto live”

"No, no!" Leamoaned, twisting. "Let mego!™

"l can't." The voice was soft, the hands firm. "The Power sent me by on purpose. Y ou can't return to the
Presence with your life dl unspent. But you're not hearing me, areyou? Let metell you.

"Your nameisLeaHolmes. Ming, by theway, is Karen. Y ou left your homein Clivedae two days ago.
Y ou bought aticket for asfar as your money would reach. Y ou haven't eaten in two days. Y ou're not
even quite surewhat state you're in, except the state of utter despair and exhaustion-right?!

"How-how did you know?" Leafdt along-dead something tir inside her, but it died again under the flat
monotone of her voice. "It doesn't matter. Nothing matters. Y ou don't know anything about it!" A sick
anger fluttered in her empty stomach. ™'Y ou don't know what it's like to have your nose pressed to a
blank wall and sill have to walk and walk, day after day, with no way to get off the treadmill-no way to
bresk through the wall-nothing, nothing, nothing! Not even an echo! Nothing!”

She snatched hersdlf away from Karen's hands and, in amad flurry of motion, scraped her way across
the concreterailing and flung hersalf over into the darkness.

Endlessy tumbling-endlessly turning-dowly, dowly. Did it take so long to die? Softly the sand received
her.

"You see" Karen said, shifting in the sand to cradle Lea'shead on her lap. "I can't let you do it.”

"But-I-1-jumped!" Lea's hands spatted sideways into the sand, and she looked up to where the lights of
the passing carsran like sticks dong a picket fence.

"Yes, youdid." Karen laughed awarm little |laugh. " See, Lea, thereis some wonder |eft in the world.
Not everything is bogged down in hopelessness. What's that other quote you've been using for an
anesthesa?'

Leaturned her head fretfully and sat up. "Leave meaone.”

"What was that other quote?' Karen's voice was demanding now.

" "Thereisfor me no wonder more," " Leawhispered into her hands, " 'Except to wonder where my
wonder went, And why my wonder al is spent-' " Hot tears stung her eyes but could not fdl. " -no
wonder more-' " The big emptiness that was dways waliting, stretched and stretched, distorting-"No
wonder?' Karen broke the bubble with her tender laughter. "Oh, Leg, if only | had the time! No wonder,



indeed! But I've got to go. The most incredibly wonderful-" Therewas a brief silence and the cars shh-ed
by overhead, busly, busily. "Look!" Karen took Leashands. "Y ou don't care what happensto you any
more, do you?"

"No!" Leasaid dully, but afaint voice murmured protest somewhere behind the dullness.

"You fed that lifeisunlivable, don't you?' Karen perssted.

"That nothing could be worse?!

"Nothing," Leasaid dully, squelching the murmur.

"Then listen." Karen hunched closer to her inthe dark. "I'll take you with me. | redly shouldn't, especialy
right now, but they'll understand. I'll take you adong and then-then-if whenit'sal over you till fed there's
no wonder left intheworld, I'll take you to amuch more efficient suicide-type place and push you over!”

"But where-" Leds hands tugged to release themselves.

"Ah, ah!" Karen laughed, "Remember, you don't care! Y ou don't care! Now I'l1 haveto blindfold you
for aminute. Stand up. Here, let metiethis scarf around your eyes. There, | guessthat isn't too tight, but
tight enough-" Her chatter poured on and Lea grabbed suddenly, feding as though the world were
dissolving around her. She clung to Karen's shoulder and stumbled from sand to solidness. "Oh, does
being blindfolded make you dizzy?' Karen asked. "Wdll, okay. I'll takeit off then." She whisked the scarf
off. "Hurry, we haveto catch the bus. It'salmost due.” She dragged Leaaong the walk on the bridge,
headed for the far bank, awvay from the town.

"But-" Leastaggered with weariness and hunger, "how did we get up on the bridge again? Thisis crazy!
We were down-"

"Wondering, Lea?' Karen teased back over her shoulder.

"If we hurry well have time for ahamburger for you before the bus gets here. My treat.”

A hamburger and aglass of milk later, the InterUrban roared up to the curb, gulped Leaand Karenin
and roared away. Twenty minutes later the driver, expostulating, opened the door into blackness.

"But, lady, theré's nothing out there! Not even ahousefor amile!™

"I know," Karen smiled. "But thisisthe place. Someoneswaiting for us." Shetugged Leadown the
geps. "Thanks!" shecdled. "Thanksalot!"

"Thanks!" the driver muttered, damming the doors. "Thisisn't even acorner! Screwbalsl™ And roared
off down the road.

Thetwo girlswatched the glowworm retregt of the bus until it disappeared around acurve.

"Now!" Karen sghed happily. "Miriam iswaiting for us somewhere around here. Then well go-"

"l won't." Leds voice wasflatly stubborn in the dmost tangible darkness. "I won't go another inch. Who
do you think you are, anyway? I'm going to stay here until acar comes aong-"

"And jumpin front of it?' Karen's voice was cold and hard.

"Y ou have no right to draft someone to be your executioner. Who do you think you are that you can
gplash your blood al over someone else?

"Stop talking about blood!" Leayeled, stung to have had her thoughts caught from her. "Let me die! Let
medie”

"Itd serveyouright if | did," Karen said unsympatheticaly.

"I'm not so sure you're worth saving. But aslong asI've got you on my hands, shut up and come on. Cry
babiesbore me.”

"But-you-don't-know!" Lea sobbed tearlesdy, stumbling miserably along, towed at arm'slength behind
Karen, dodging cactus and greasewood, mourning the al-enfolding comfort of nothingnessthat could
have been hersif Karen had only let her go.

"Y ou might be surprised,” Karen snapped. "But anyway God knows, and you haven't thought even once
of Him thiswhole evening. If you're so al-fired eager to go busting into His house uninvited you'd better
stop bawling and gtart thinking up a convincing excuse."

"Youremean!" Leawailed, likeachild.

"So I'm mean." Karen stopped so suddenly that Lea stumbled into her. "Maybe | should leave you
aone. | don't want thismost wonderful thing that's happening to be spoiled by such stupid goings on.
Good-by!"



And she was gone before Lea could draw a breath. Gone completely. Not a sound of afootstep. Not a
rustle of brush. Leacowered in the darkness, panic swelling in her chest, fear catching her breath. The
high arch of the sky glared at her sarrily and the suddenly hostile night crept closer and closer. Therewas
nowhere to go-nowhere to hide-no corner to back into. Nothing-nothing!

"Karen!" she dhrieked, garting to run blindly. "Karen!"

"Watch it." Karen reached out of the dark and caught her. "There's cactus around here." Her voice went
on in exasperated patience. " Scared to death of being donein the dark for two minutes and fourteen
seconds-and yet you think an eternity of it would be better than living-

"WEell, I've checked with Miriam. She says she can help me manage you, So come aong.

"Miriam, here sheis. Think shesworth saving?' Learecoiled, dartled, as Miriam materidized vaguely
out of the darkness.

"Karen, stop sounding so mean,” the shadow said. "Y ou know wild horses couldn't pull you away from
Leanow. She needs hedling-not hollering a."

" She doesn't even want to be hedled,” Karen said.

"Asthough I'm not even here," Leathought resentfully. "'Not here. Not here." The looming wave of
despair broke and swept over her. "Oh, let me go! Let medie!™ She turned away from Karen, but the
shadow of Miriam put warm arms around her.

"Shedidn't want to live either, but you wouldn't accept that-no more than you'll accept her not wanting to
be hedled.”

"It'slate,” Karen said. "Chair-carry?"

"I suppose s0," Miriam said. "1t be shock enough, anyway. The more contact the better."

So the two made a chair, hand clasping wrist, wrist clasped by hand. They stooped down.

"Here, Leg," Karen said, "sit down. Arms around our necks."

"l canwalk," Leasaid coldly. "I'm not all that tired. Don't beslly."

"Y ou can't wak where were going. Don't argue. We're behind schedule now. Sit.”

Leafolded her lips but awkwardly seated hersdlf, clinging tightly asthey stood up, lifting her from the
ground.

"Okay?' Miriam asked.

"Okay," Karen and Lea said together.

"Wel?' Leasaid, waiting for stepsto begin.

"Wdll," Karen laughed, "don't say | didn't warn you, but look down."

Lealooked down. And down! And down! Down to the scurrying sparks along afaded ribbon of a
road. Down to the dew-jeweled cobweb of street lights stretching out flatly below. Down to the
panoramic perfection of the whole vadley, glowing magicdly in the night. Leastared, unbelieving, a her
two feet swinging free in the air-nothing benesth them but air-the same air that brushed her hair back and
tangled her eyelashes as they picked up speed. Terror caught her by the throat. Her arms convulsed
around the two girls necks.

"Hey!" Karen strangled. "Y ou're choking us! You'redl right. Not so tight! Not so tight!™

"You'd better Still her," Miriam gasped. " She can't hear you,"

"Relax,” Karen said quietly. "Lea, relax.”

Leafet fear leave her like atide going out. Her arms relaxed. Her uncomprehending eyes went up to the
gars and down to the lights again. She gave alittle Sigh and her head drooped on Karen's shoulder.

"It did kill me" she said. "Jumping off the bridge. Only it'staken me along timeto die. Thisisjust
delirium before death. No wonder, with a stub of atamarisk through my shoulder.” And her eyes closed
and she went limp.

Lealay inthe slvery darkness behind her closed eyes and savored the anonymous unfedling between
degp and waking. Quietness sang through her, ahumming gillness. Shefdt asanonymousasa
transparent seaweed floating motionless between two layers of clear water. She breasthed dowly, not
wanting to disturb the mirror-gtiliness, the transparent peace. If you breathe quickly you think, and if you
think-She stirred, her eydidsfluttering, trying to stay closed, but awvareness and the growing light pried
them opera Shelay thin and flat on the bed, trying to be another white sheet between two mudlin ones.



But white sheets don't hear morning birds or smell bregkfasts. She turned on her sde and waited for the
aching burden of lifetofill her, to weigh her down, to beset her with its burning futility.

"Good morning." Karen was perched on the window sill, reaching out with one cupped hand. "Do you
know how to get abird to notice you, short of being acrumb? | wonder if they do notice anything except
food and eggs. Do they ever take adeep breath for the sheer joy of breathing?' She dusted the crumbs
from her hands out the window.

"l don't know much about birds." Leas voice wasthick and rusty. "Nor about joy either, | guess.” She
tensed, waiting for the heavy horror to descend.

"Relax," Karen said, turning from the window. "I've Stilled you."

"Y ou mean I'm-1I'm hedled?" Leaasked, trying to sort out last night's memories.

"Oh, my, no! I've just switched you off onto atemporary sding. Hedlingisadow thing. You haveto do
it yoursdlf, you know. | can hold the spoon to your lips but you'll have to do the swalowing.”

"What'sin the spoon?' Leaasked idly, swimming still in the unbeset peace.

"What have you to be cured of ?*

"Of life" Leaturned her face away. "Jdugt cure me of living."

"That line again. We could bat words back and forth al day and arrive at nowhere-besides| haven't the
time. | must leave now." Karen'sface lighted and she spun around lightly.

"Oh, Leal Oh, Lea!" Than, hadtily: "There's breakfast in the other room. I'm shutting you in. I'll be back
later and then-well, by than I'll have figured out something. God bliss!" She whisked through the door but
Leaheard no lock click.

Leawandered into the other room, arestlessness replacing the usual sick inertia. She crumbled apiece
of bacon between her fingers and poured acup of coffee. She left them both untasted and wandered
back into the bedroom. Shefingered the strange nightgown she was wearing and then, in asudden
breathless skirl of action, stripped it off and scrambled into her own clothes.

She yanked the doorknob. It wouldn't turn. She hammered softly with her fists on the unyielding door.
She hurried to the open window and ditting on the Sl started to swing her legs acrossit. Her feet
thumped into an invisible something. Startled she thrust out ahand and stubbed her fingers. She pressed
both hands dowly outward and stared at them asthey splayed against a something that stopped them.

She went back to the bed and tared at it. She made it up, quickly, meticuloudy, mitering the corners of
the sheets precisely and plumping the pillow. She melted down to the edge of the bed and stared at her
tightly clasped hands. Then she did dowly down, turning and catching hersalf on her knees. She buried
her face in her hands and whispered into the arid grief that burned her eyes, "Oh, God! Oh, God! Are
Youredly there?'

For along time she knelt there, feding pressed against the barrier that confined her, the barrier that,
probably because of Karen, was now an inert impersona thing instead of the malicious agony-laden
frugtrating, deliberately evil creatureit had been for so long.

Then suddenly, incongruoudly, she heard Karen'svoice. "Y ou haven't eaten.” Her startled head lifted.
No onewasin theroom with her. "Y ou haven't eaten,” she heard the voice again, Karen's matter-of-fact
tone. "Y ou haven't eaten.”

She pulled hersdlf up dowly from her knees, feding the smart of returning circulation. Stiffly she limped
to the other room. The coffee steamed gently at her although she had poured it out alifetime ago. The
bacon and eggs were still warm and uncongealed. She broke the warm crisp toast and began to est.

"I'll figureit al out sometime soon,” she murmured to her plate. "And then I'll probably scream for a
while"

Karen came back early in the afternoon, bursting through the door that swung open before she reached
it.

"Oh, Leal" she cried, saizing her and whirling her in amad dance. "Y ou'd never guess-not inamillion
yearsl Oh, Leal Oh, Leal" She dumped the two of them onto the bed and laughed delightedly. Lea
pulled awvay from her.

"Guesswhat?' Her voice sounded as dry and strained as her tearless eyes.



Karen sat up quickly. "Oh, Leal I'm so sorry. In al the mad excitement | forgot.

"Listen, Jemmy saysyou're to come to the Gathering tonight. | can't tell you-1 mean, you wouldn't be
able to understand without alengthy explanation, and even then-" Shelooked into Led's haunted eyes.
"It'sbad, isn't it?" she asked softly. "'Even Stilled, it comes through like ablunt knife hacking, doesn't it?
Can't you cry, Lea? Not even atear?"

"Tears" Leds handswererestless. " 'Nor al your tears wash out aword of it." " She pressed her hands
to thetight condtriction in her chest. Her throat ached intolerably. "How can | bear it?" she whispered.
"When you let it come back again how can | even bear it?"

"Y ou don't haveto bear it done. Y ou need never have borneit done. And | won't release you until you
have enough strength.

"Anyway-" Karen stood up briskly, "food again-then anap. I'll give deep to you. Then the Gathering.
Therewill beyour new beginning.”

Leashrank back into her corner, watching with dread as the Gathering grew. Laughter and criesand
overtones and undercurrents swirled around the room.

"They won't bitel" Karen whispered. "They won't even notice you, if you don't want themto. Yes," she
answered Leas unasked question. "Y ou must stay-like it or not, whether you can seeany useinit or not.
I'm not quite sure mysdaf why Jemmy called this Gathering, but how gppropriate can you get-having us
meet in the schoolhouse? Believe it or not, thisisthe wherethat | got my education-and thisis
where-Well, teachers have been our undoing-or doing according to your viewpoint. Y ou know, adults
can fairly well keep themsdves to themsalves and not let anyone esein on their closdy guarded
secrets-but the kids" She laughed. "Poor cherubs-or maybe they're wiser. They pour out the most
persond things quite unsolicited to dmost any adult who will listen-and who's more gpt to listen than a
teacher? Ask one sometime how much shelearns of a child's background and everyday family activities
from just what is et drop quite unconscioudy. Kids are the key to any community-which fact has never
been more true than among us. That's why teachers have been so involved in the affairs of the People.
Remind me sometime when we have aminute to tell you about-well, Meodye, for instance. But now-"
The room suddenly arranged itself decoroudy and stilled itsalf expectantly and waited attentively.

Jemmy half sat on one corner of the teacher's desk in front of the Group, apiece of paper clutched in
one hand. All heads bowed. "We are met together in Thy Name,” Jemmy said. A sttling rustlefilled the
room and subsided. "Out of consideration for some of usthe proceedings here will bevocal. | know
some of the Group have wondered that we included al of you in the summons. The reasons are twofold.
One, to sharethisjoy with us-" A soft musical trill of delight curled around the room, followed by faint
laughter. "Francher!" Jemmy said.

"The other is because of the project we want to begin tonight. "In thelast few daysit has become
increasingly evident that we al have amost important decision to make. Whatever we decide there will
be good-bysto say. There will be partingsto endure. There will be changes.”

Sorrow was tangible in the room, and a soft minor scale mourned over each note as it moved up and
down, just short of tears. "The Old Ones have decided it would be wise to record our history to this
point. That'swhy al of you are here. Each one of you holds an important part of our story within you.
Each of you hasinfluenced indelibly the course of eventsfor our Groups. We want your stories. Not
reinterpretationsin the light of what you now know, but the origind premise, the origind groping, the
origina reaching-" There wasamurmur through theroom. "Yes," Jemmy answered. "Liveit over, exactly
the same-aching and dl.

"Now," he smoothed out his piece of paper, "chronologically
-Oh, firgt, where's Davey's recording gadget?'

"Gadget?' someone caled. "What's wrong with our own memories?”

"Nothing," Jemmy said, "but we want this record independent of any of us, to go with whoever goesand
stay with whoever stays. We share the generd memories, of course, but dl the little detailswel, anyway.
Davey's gadget.” It had arrived on the table unobtrusively, smal and undistinguished. "Now
chronologicaly-Karen, you'refirg-"



"Who, me?' Karen straightened up, surprised. "Well, yes" she answered herself, settling back, "1 guess|
"Cometo the desk," Jemmy said. "Be comfortable.”

Karen squeezed L ea's hand and whispered, "Make way for wonder!" and, after threading her way
through the rows of desks, sat behind the table.

" think I'll theme this beginning,” she said. "Weve remarked on the resemblance before, you know.

" 'Andthe Ark rested . . . upon the mountains of Ararat.' Ararat's more poetical than Baldy, anyway!
"And now," she smiled, "to establish Then again. Y our help, please?’

Leawatched Karen, fascinated against her will. She saw her face alter and become younger. She saw
her hair change its part and lengthen. Shefelt years ped back from Karen like thin tissue and she leaned
forward, listening as Karen's voice, higher and younger, began ...

ARARAT

WE'VE HAD trouble with teachersin Cougar Canyon. It'sjust an accommodation school anyway,
isolated and so unhandy to anything. There'sreally nothing to hold ateacher. But the way the People
bring forth their young, in quantities and with regularity, even our smal Group can usualy muster the nine
necessary for the county superintendent to arrange for the schooling for the year.

Of course I'm past school age, Canyon school age, and have been for years, but if the tally came up one
short inthefal I'd go back for a postgraduate course again. But now I'm working on a college level
because Father finished me off for my high-school diplomatwo summers ago. He's promised methat if |
do wdll thisyear I'll get to go Outside next year and get my training and degree so | can be the teacher
and we won't have to go Outside for one any more. Mogt of the kids would just as soon skip school as
not, but the Old Ones don't hold with ignorance and the Old Ones have the last say around here.

Father isthe head of the school board. That'show | get in on lots of school thingsthe other kids don't.
This summer when he wrote to the county seat that we'd have more than our nine again thisfal and
would they find ateacher for us, he got back aletter saying they had exhausted their supply of teachers
who hadn't heard of Cougar Canyon and we'd have to dig up our own teacher thisyear. That "'dig up"
sounded like adirty crack to me since we have the graves of four past teachersin the far corner of our
cemetery. They sent us such old teachers, the homeless, the tottering, who were trying to piece out the
end of their liveswith ayear here and ayear there in jobs no one el se wanted because there's no
adequate pension system in the state and most teachers seem to diein harness. And their oldness and
their tottering were not sufficient in the Canyon where there are gpt to be shocks for
Outsders-unintentional asmost of them are.

We haven't done so badly the last few years, though. The Old Ones say we're getting adjusted, though
some of the nonconformists say that the Crossing thinned our blood. It might be either or both or the
teachers are just getting tougher. The last two managed to last until just before the year ended. Father
took them in asfar as Kerry Canyon and ambulances took them onin. But they were dl right after a
whilein the sanatorium and they're doing okay now. Before them, though, we usudly had four teachersa
yedr.

Anyway Father wrote to ateachers agency on the coast, and after severa letters each way hefindly
found ateacher.

Hetold us about it at the supper table.

"'She'srather young,” he said, reaching for atoothpick and tipping his chair back onitshind legs.

Mother gave Jethro another helping of pie and picked up her own fork again. "Y outh isno crime,” she
sad, "andit'll be a pleasant change for the children.”

"Y es, though it seems ashame." Father prodded at a back tooth and Mother frowned at him. | wasn't
aureif it wasfor picking histeeth or for what he said. | knew he meant it seemed a shameto get aplace
like Cougar Canyon so early in acareer. It isn't that we're mean or cruel, you understand. It's only that
they're Outsders and we sometimes forget-especialy the kids.

" She doesn't have to come," Mother said. " She could say no."



"Wdll, now-" Father tipped his chair forward. " Jethro, no more pie. Y ou go on out and help Kiah bring
inthe wood. Karen, you and Lizbeth get started on the dishes. Hop toit, kids."

And we hopped, too. Kids do to fathersin the Canyon, though | understand they don't always Outside.
It annoyed me because | knew Father wanted us out of the way so he could talk adult talk to Mother, so
| told Lizbeth I'd clear the table and then worked as dowly as| could, and as quietly, listening hard.

"She couldn't get any other job," Father said. "The agency told methey had placed her twicein the last
two years and she didn't finish the year either place.”

"Wdl," Mother said, pinching in her mouth and frowning.

"If she'sthat bad why on earth did you hire her for the Canyon?

"We have achoice?' Father laughed. Then he sobered. "No, it wasn't for incompetency. Shewasa
good teacher. Theway shetdlsit they just fired her out of aclear sky. She asked for recommendations
and one place wrote, 'Miss Carmody isavery competent teacher but we dare not recommend her for a
teaching pogtion.' "

" 'Dare not'?" Mother asked.

"'Darenot,' " Father said; "The agency assured me that they had investigated thoroughly and couldn't
find any valid reasonsfor the dismissals, but she can't seem to find another job anywhere on the coast.
She wrote me that she wanted to try another state.”

"Do you suppose she's disfigured or deformed?’ Mother suggested.

"Not from the neck up!" Father laughed. He took an envelope from his pocket. "Here's her application
picture

By thistime1'd got the table cleared and | leaned over Father's shoulder.

"Geel" | said. Father looked back at me, raising one eyebrow. | knew then that he had known al aong
that | wasligening.

| flushed but stood my ground, knowing | was being granted admission to adult affairs, if only by the
back door.

The girl in the picturewas lovely. She couldn't have been many years older than | and she wastwice
as pretty.

She had short dark hair curled dl over her head and apparently that porel ess creamy skin which seemsto
have an inner light of its own. She had atentative ook about her asthough her dark eyebrows were
horizontal question marks. There was adroop to the corners of her mouth-not much, just enough to
make you wonder why, and want to comfort her.

"Shelll ftir the Canyon for sure,” Father said.

"l don't know" Mother frowned thoughtfully. "What will the Old Ones say to amarriagegble
Outgder in the Canyon?'

"Adonday Veeah!" Father muttered. "That never occurred to me. None of our other teachers was ever
of an ageto worry about."

""What would happen?’ | asked. "I mean if one of the Group married an Outsider?'

"Impossible” Father said, so like the Old Onesthat | could see why his name was approved in Meeting
last spring.

"Why, theré's even our Jemmy," Mother worried. "Already he's saying helll haveto sart trying to find
another Group. None of the girls here pleases him. Supposing this Outsider-how old is she?'

Father unfolded the application. "Twenty-three. Just three years out of college.”

"Jemmy's twenty-four.” Mother pinched her mouth together. "Father, I'm afraid you'll have to cancel the
contract. If anything happened-well, you waited overlong to become an Old Oneto my way of thinking
and it'd be a shame to have something go wrong your first year."

"] can't cancel the contract. She's on her way here. School starts next Monday.” Father ruffled hishair
forward as he does when he's disturbed. "We're probably making a something of anothing,”" he said
hopefully.

"WEell, | only hope we don't have any trouble with this Outsider.”

"Or shewith us," Father grinned. "Where are my cigarettes?’

"On the bookcase," Mother said, getting up and folding the tablecl oth together to hold the crumbs.



Father sngpped hisfingers and the cigarettes drifted in from the front room.
Mother went on out to the kitchen. The tablecloth shook itself over the wastebasket and then followed
her.

Father drove to Kerry Canyon Sunday night to pick up our new teacher. She was supposed to have
arrived Saturday afternoon but she didn't make bus connections at the county sest. The road ends at
Kerry Canyon. | mean for Outsiders. There's not much of the look of awell-traveled road very far out
our way from Kerry Canyon, whichisjust aswell. Tourists leave us aone. Of course we don't have
much trouble getting our carsto and fro, but that's why everything dead-ends at Kerry Canyon and we
haveto do al our own fetching and carrying-1 mean the road being in the condition it is.

All the kids a our house wanted to stay up to see the new teacher, so Mother let them, but by seven
thirty the youngest ones began to drop off and by nine there was only Jethro and Kiah, Lizbeth and
Jemmy and me. Father should have been home long before and M other was restless and uneasy. But at
nine fifteen we heard the car coughing and sneezing up the draw. Mother'swide rlieved smilewas
reflected on dl our faces.

"Of course!l" shecried. "l forgot. He has an Outsider in the car. He had to use the road and it'sterrible
across Jackass Flat."

| felt Miss Carmody before she camein the door. Already | wastingling al over from anticipation, but
suddenly | felt her, so plainly that | knew with afeding of fear and pridethat | was of my grandmother,
that soon | would be bearing the burden and blessing of her Gift-the Gift that developsinto free accessto
any mind, one of the People or an Outsder, willing or not. And besides the access, the ability to counsdl
and help, to straighten tangled minds and snarled emotions.

And then Miss Carmody stood in the doorway, blinking alittle againgt the light, muffled to the chin
againg the brisk fal air. A bright scarf hid her hair, but her skin was that luminous matte-cream it had
looked. Shewas amiling alittle but scared, too. | shut my eyesand-I went in, just likethat. It wasthefirst
time | had ever sorted anybody Shewas dl fluttery with tiredness and strangeness, and therewas a
guestion deep inside her that had the wornness of repetition, but | couldn't caich what it was. And under
the uncertainty there was a sweetness and dearness and such a bewildered sorrow that | felt my eyes
dampen. Then | looked at her again (sorting takes such alittle time) as Father introduced her. | heard a
gasp beside me and suddenly | went into Jemmy's mind with a stunning rush.

Jemmy and | have been close dl our lives and we don't aways need wordsto talk with each other, but
thiswasthefirst time | had ever gonein likethisand I knew he didn't know what had happened. | felt
embarrassed and ashamed to know his emotion so starkly. | closed him out as quickly as possible, but
not before | knew that now Jemmy would never hunt for another Group; Old Ones or no Old Ones, he
hed found hislove.

All thistook lesstime than it takes to say how-do-you-do and shake hands. Mother descended with
criesand drew Miss Carmody and Father out to the kitchen for coffee, and Jemmy swatted Jethro and
made him carry the luggage instead of snapping it to Miss Carmody's room. After al we didn't want to
lose our teacher before she even saw the school house.

| waited until everyone was bedded down. Miss Carmody in her cold cold bed, the rest of us of course
with our sheets set for warmth-how | pity Outsiders! Then | went to Mother.

She met mein the dark hall and we clung together as she comforted me.

"Oh, Mother," | whispered, "I sorted Miss Carmody tonight. I'm afraid.”

Mother held metight again. "I wondered. It's a great responsbility. Y ou have to be so wiseand
clear-thinking. Y our grandmother carried the Gift with graciousness and honor. "You are of her. You
candoit.”

"But, Mother! To bean Old One!”

Mother laughed. "Y ou have years of training ahead of you before you'll be an Old One. Councilor to the
soul isaweighty job."

"Do | havetotdl?' | pleaded. "I don't want anyone to know yet. | don't want to be set apart.”

"I'll tell the Oldest. No one else need know." She hugged me again and | went back, comforted, to bed.



| lay in the darkness and let my mind clear, not even knowing how | knew how to. Like the gentle
teachings of quiet fingers| felt the family about me. | felt warm and comfortable as though | were cupped
in the hollow palm of aloving hand. Someday | would belong to the Group as | now belonged to the
family. Belong to others? With an odd fedling of panic | shut the family out. | wanted to be done-to
belong just to me and no one dse. | didn't want the Gift.

| dept after awhile.

Miss Carmody left for the schoolhouse an hour before we did. She wanted to get things Sarted alittle
before school-time, her late arrival making it kind of rough on her. Kiah, Jethro, Lizbeth and | walked
down the lane to the Armisters to pick up their three kids. The sky was so blue you could taste it, awiny
falish taste of harvest fidds and fdling leaves. Wewere dl feding full of bubbly enthusiasm for the
beginning of school. We were lighthearted and light-footed, too, as we kicked along through the
cottonwood leaves paving the lane with gold. In fact Jethro fdt too light-footed, and the third time |
hauled him down and made him walk on the ground | cuffed him good. He was till sniffling when we got
to Armisters.

"She'spretty!" Lizbeth called before the kids got out to the gate, al agog and eager for news of the new
teacher.

"She'syoung,” Kiah added, elbowing himsdlf ahead of Lizbeth.

"She'slittler'n me,” Jethro sniffed, and we dl laughed because he'sfive six aready evenif heisn't twelve
yet.

Debrah and Rachel Armigter linked arms with Lizbeth and scuffled down the lane, heads together,
absorbing the details of teacher's hair, dress, nail polish, luggage and night clothes, though goodness
knows how Lizbeth found out about dl that.

Jethro and Kiah annexed Jeddy and they climbed up on therail fence that paralesthe lane, and walked
thetop rail. Jethro took atentative step or two above therail, caught my eye and stepped back in a
hurry. He knows aswell as any child in the Canyon that akid his age has ho businesslifting dong apublic
road.

We detoured at the Mesa Road to pick up the Kroginold boys. More than once Father has sighed over
the Kroginolds.

Y ou see, when the Crossing was made the People got separated in that last wild moment when air was
screaming past and the heat was building up so darmingly. The members of our Group left their ship just
seconds before it crashed so devastatingly into the box canyon behind Old Baldy and literally splashed
and drove itsdlf into the canyon walls, sarting afire that stripped the hills bare for miles. After the People
gathered themsdves together from the life dips, and founded Cougar Canyon they discovered that the
aloy the ship was made of was ametal much wanted here. Our Group has lived on mining the box
canyon ever since, though there's something complicated about marketing the stuff. It has to be shipped
out of the country and shipped in again because everyone knowsthat it isn't found in thisregion.

Anyway our Group at Cougar Canyon is probably the largest of the People, but we are reasonably sure
that at least one Group and maybe two survived dong with us. Grandmother in her time sensed two
Groups but could never locate them exactly, and, since our object isto go unnoticed in thisnew life, no
real effort has ever been made to find them. Father can remember just alittle of the Crossing, but some
of the Old Ones are blind and crippled from the heat and the terrible effort they put forth to save the
othersfrom burning up likefdling sars.

But getting back, Father often mourned that of al the People who could have made up our Group we
had to get the Kroginolds. They're rebels and were even before the Crossing. It'stheir kidswho have
been so rough on our teachers. Therest of us usualy behave fairly decently and remember that we have
to be careful around Outsiders.

Derek and Jake Kroginold werewrestling in apile of leaves by the front gate when we got there. They
didn't even hear us coming, so | leaned over and whacked the nearest rear end, and they turned ina
flurry of leaves and grinned up a mefor al the world like pictures of Pan in the mythology book a home.
"What kinda old bat we got thistime?' Derek asked as he scrabbled in the leavesfor hislunch box.



"She'snot an old bat,” | retorted, madder than need be because Derek annoys me so. " She's young and
beautiful "

"Yeah, I'1 bet!" Jake emptied the leaves from his cap onto thetrio of squeding girls.

"Sheisso!l" Kiah retorted. "The nicest teacher we ever had.”

"Shewon't teach me nothing!" Derek yelled, lifting to the top of the cottonwood tree at the turnoff.
"Well, if shewon't | will," | muttered, and reaching for ahandful of sun | platted the twishers so quickly
that Derek fdl likearock. Heydled like acatamount, thinking held get killed for sure, but | stopped
him about afoot from the ground and then let go. Wdll, the stopping and the thump to the ground pretty
well jarred thewind out of him, but he yelled:

"I'll tell the Old Ones!  You aint supposed to platt twishers!™
"Tell the Old Ones," | snapped, kicking on down theleafy road. "I'll be there and tell them why. And
then, old smarty pants, what will be your excusefor lifting?”

And then | was ashamed. | was showing off asbad asa Kroginold, but they make me so mad!

Our last stop before school was at the Clarinades. My heart dways squeezed when | thought of the
Clarinadetwins. They just started school this year, two years behind the average Canyon kid. Mrs.
Kroginold used to say that the two of them, Suseand Jerry, divided onebrain between them
before they were born. That's unkind and untrue-thoroughly a Kroginold remark-but it istrue that by
Canyon standards the twins were retarded. They lacked so many of the attributes of the People. Father
sad it might be adelayed effect of the Crossing that they would grow out of, or it might be advance
notice of what our children will be like here-what is ahead for the People. It makes me shiver,
wondering.

Susie and Jerry were waiting, clinging to each other'shands asthey aways were. They were shy and
withdrawn, but both were radiant because of starting school. Jerry, who did amost al thetalking for the
two of them, answered our greetingswith ashy hello.

Then Suse surprised usal by exclaming, "We're going to school!™

"lsn't it wonderful ?' | replied, gathering her cold little hand into mine. "And you're going to have the
prettiest teacher we ever had.”

But Susie had retired into blushing confusion and didn't say another word al the way to school.

| wasworried about Jake and Derek. They were walking apart from us, whispering, looking over at us
and laughing. They were cooking up some kind of mischief for Miss Carmody. And more than anything |
wanted her to stay. | found right then that there would be years ahead of me before | became an Old
One. | tried to go into Derek and Jake to find out what was cooking, but try as| might | couldn't get past
the sihilance of their snickers and the hard flat brightness of their eyes.

We were turning off the road into the school yard when Jemmy, who should have been up a the mine
long since, suddenly stepped out of the bushesin front of us, his hands behind him. He glared at Jake and
Derek and then at the rest of the children.

"Y ou kids mind your manners when you get to school," he snapped, scowling. "And you Kroginolds-just
try anything funny and I'll lift you to Old Baldy and platt the twishers on you. Thisis one teecher were
going to keep."

Susie and Jarry clung together in speechlessterror. The Kroginolds turned red and pushed out
belligerent jaws. Therest of usjust stared at a Jemmy, who never raised his voice and never pushed his
weight around.

"l mean it, Jake and Derek. Y ou try getting out of line and the Old Oneswill find afew answersthey've
been looking for-especidly about the bell in Kerry Canyon.”

The Kroginolds exchanged looks of dismay and the girls sucked in breaths of astonishment. One of the
most rigoroudy enforced rules of the Group concerns showing off outside the community. If Derek and
Jake had been involved in ringing that bell dl night last Fourth of July-well!

"Now you kids, scoot!" Jemmy jerked his head toward the schoolhouse, and the terrified twins scudded
down the leaf-strewn path like apair of bright leaves themselves, followed by the rest of the children,
with the Kroginolds looking sullenly back over their shoulders and muittering.

Jemmy ducked his head and scowled, "It'stime they got civilized anyway. Theré's no senseto our losing



teechersdl thetime”

"No," | said noncommittaly.

"Theresno point in scaring her to death.” Jemmy was intent on the leaves he was kicking with one foot.

"No," | agreed, suppressing my smile.

Then Jemmy smiled ruefully in amusement a himsdf. "I should waste words with you? Here." He took
his hands from behind him and thrust abouquet of burning-bright autumn leavesinto my ams. "They're
from you to her. Something pretty for thefirst day.”

"Oh, Jemmy!" | cried through the scarlet and crimson and gold. "They're beautiful. Y ou've been up on
Bddy thismorning."

"That'sright. But she won't know where they came from." And he was gone.

| hurried to catch up with the children before they got to the door. Suddenly overcome with shyness,
they were milling around the porch steps, each trying to hide behind the others.

"Oh, for goodness' sakes!" | whispered to our kids. ""Y ou ate bregkfast with her this morning. She won't
bite. Goonin."

But | found myself shouldered to the front and leading the subdued group into the schoolroom. While |
was giving the bouquet of leavesto Miss Carmody the others with the ease of established habit did into
their usua seats, leaving only the twins, stricken and white, standing aone.

Miss Carmody, dropping the leaveson her desk, knelt quickly beside them, pried ahand of each
gently freefrom ther frenzied clutching and held themin hers.

"I'm so glad you cameto school,” she said in her warm rich voice. "I need afirgt grade to make the
school work out right and | have a seat that must have been built on purpose for twins."

And she led them over to the side of the room, close enough to the old potbellied stove for Outside
comfort later and near enough to the window to see out. There, in dusted glory, stood one of the old
double desksthat the Group must have inherited from some ghost town out in the hills. There were two
wooden boxes for footstools for small dangling feet and, spouting like aflame from the old inkwell hole, a
Spray of vivid red leaves-matchmates to those Jemmy had given me.

The twins did into the desk, never |loosening hands, and stared up at Miss Carmody, wide-eyed. She
smiled back at them and, leaning forward, poked her fingertip into the deep dimple in each round chin.

"Buried smiles," she said, and the two scared faceslighted up briefly with wavery smiles. Then Miss
Carmody turned to therest of us.

| never did hear her introductory words. | was too busy mulling over the spray of leaves and how
she came to know theidentical routine, words and all, that the twins mother used to make them smile,
and how on earth she knew about the old desksin the shed. But by the time we rose to salute the flag
and sing our morning song | had it figured out. Father must have briefed her on the way home last night.
The twinswere an ever-present concern of thewhole Group, and wewereal especialy anxious to
have their first year asuccessful one. Also, Father knew the smile routine and where the old desks were
stored. Asfor the spray of leaves, well, some did grow thislow on the mountain and frost istricky at
leaf-turning time.

So school was launched and went aong smoothly. Miss Carmody was a good teacher and even the
Kroginolds found their gudiesinteresting.

They hadn't tried any tricks since Jemmy had threatened them. That i, except that silly ded with the
chalk. Miss Carmody was explaining something on the board and was groping sidewaysfor the chak to
add to the lesson. Jake ddliberately lifted the chalk every time she almost had it. | wasjust ready to do
something about it when Miss Carmody snapped her fingers with annoyance and grasped the chalk
firmly. Jake caught my eye about then and shrank about Six inchesin girth and height. | didn't tell Jemmy,
but Jeke'sfear that | might kept him straight for along time,

The twinswereredly blossoming. They laughed and played with the rest of the kids, and Jerry even went
off occasionaly with the other boys at noontime, coming back as disheveled and wet asthe others after a
dam-building session in the creek.

Miss Carmody fitted so well into the community and was so well liked by uskidsthat it began to look
likewed findly keep ateacher dl year. Already she had withstood some of the shocks that had sent our



other teachers screaming. For instance...

Thefirst time Susie got arobin-redbreast sticker on her bookmark for reading a whole page-six
lines-perfectly, shelifted al the way back to her seet, literally walking about four inchesintheair. | held
my breath until she sat down and was caressing the glossy sticker with onefinger, then | sneaked a
cautiouslook at Miss Carmody. She was Sitting very erect, her hands clutching both ends of her desk as
though in the act of rising, alook of incredulous surprise on her face. Then she relaxed, shook her head
and smiled, and busied herself with some papers.

| let my bresth out cautioudy. The last teacher but two went into hysterics when one of the girls
absentmindedly lifted back to her seat because her sore foot hurt. | had hoped Miss Carmody was
tougher, and apparently she was.

That same week, one noon hour, Jethro came pelting up to the schoolhouse where Vaancy-that's her
first nameand | cal her by it when we are aone; after all shesonly four years older than 1-was helping
mewith that gruesome tests and measurements | was taking by extension from teachers college.

"Hey, Karen!" he yelled through the window. " Can you come out aminute?’

"Why?" | yelled back, annoyed &t the interruption just when | wastrying to figure what was normal
about anormal grade curve.

"Theres need,” Jethro yelled.

| put down my book. "I'm sorry, Vaancy. I'll go seewhat's eating him."

"Should | come, too?" she asked. "'If something'swrong-"

"It's probably just somesilly thing," | said, edging out fast.

When one of the People says, "Theré's need,” that means Group business.

"Adonday Veeah!" | muttered at Jethro as we rattled down the steep rocky path to the creek. "What are
you trying to do? Get usdl in trouble? What's the matter?*

"Look," Jethro said, and therewere the boys standing around an alarmed but proud Jerry, and above
their heads, poised inthe air over ahaf-built rock dam, was a huge boulder.

""Who lifted that?' | gasped.

"1 did," Jerry volunteered, blushing crimson.

| turned on Jethro. "Well, why didn't you platt the twishersonit? Y ou didn't have to come running-"

"Onthat?" Jethro squesked. "Y ou know very well we're not allowed to lift anything that big, let done
plait it. Besdes," shamefaced, "I can't remember that dern girl stuff.”

"Oh, Jethro! Y ou're so stupid sometimes!” | turned to Jerry. "How on earth did you ever lift anything that
big?'

He squirmed. "I watched Daddy at the mine once.”

"Doeshelet you lift a home?' | asked severely.

"I don't know." Jerry squashed mud with one shoe, hanging hisheead. "I never lifted anything before.”

"Well, you know better. Y ou kids aren't dlowed to lift anything an Outsider your age can't handle aone.
And not even that if you can't platt it afterward."

"I know it." Jerry was il torn between embarrassment and pride.

"Wdll, remember it." And taking ahandful of sun| platted the twishers and set the boulder back on the
hillsde whereit belonged.

Platting does come easier to the girls-sunshine platting, that is. Of course only the Old Ones do the
sun-and-rain one, and only the very Oldest of them dl would dare the moonlight-and-dark, which can
move mountains. But that was sill no excuse for Jethro to forget and run therisk of having Vaency see
what she musin't see.

It wasn't until | was dmost back to the schoolhouse that it dawned on me. Jerry had lifted! Kids hisage
usudly lift play stuff dmaost from the time they walk. That doesn't need platting becauseit'sjust a matter
of afew inches and afew seconds, so gravity manages the return. But Jerry and Susie never had.

They werefinally beginning to catch up. Maybe it wasjust the Crossing that dowed them down-and
maybe only the Clarinades. In my ddlight | forgot and lifted to the school porch without benefit of the
seps. But Vaancy was putting up pictures on the high old-fashioned molding just below the ceiling, so no
harm was done. She flushed from her efforts and asked me to bring the step stool so she could finish



them. | brought it and steadied it for her-and then nearly let her fal as| stared. How had she hung those
first four pictures beforel got there?

The weeather was unnaturdly dry al fal. We didn't mind it much because rain with an Outsider around is
awfully messy. We haveto let oursalves get wet. But when November came and went and Christmas
was almost upon us and there was practicaly no rain and no snow at dl, we al began to get worried.
The creek dropped to atrickle and then to scattered puddles and then went dry. Finaly the Old Ones
had to spend an evening at the Group reservoir doing something about our dwindling water supply. They
wanted to get rid of Vaancy for the evening, just in case, so Jemmy volunteered to take her to Kerry to
the show. | was till awake when they got home long after midnight. Since | began to develop the Gift |
have had long periods of restlessness when it seems | have no apartness but am of every personinthe
Group. Thetraining | should start soon will help me shut out the others except when | want them. The
only thing isthat we don't know who isto train me. Since Grandmother died there has been no Sorter in
our Group, and because of the Crossing we have no books or records to help.

Anyway | was awake and leaning on my window sill in the darkness. They stopped on the porch-Jemmy
isbunking at the mine during his stint there. | didn't have to guess or use a Gift to read the pantomime
before me. | closed my eyes and my mind astheir shadows merged. Under their strong emotion | could
have had free accessto their minds, but | had been watching them dl fal. | knew in aspecia way what
passed between them, and | knew that Vaancy often went to bed in tears and that Jemmy spent too
many lonely hours on the crag that juts out over the canyon from high on Old Bady, asthough he were
trying to make his heart asinaccessible to Outsdersasthe cragis. | knew what he felt, but oddly enough
| had never been able to sort VVaancy sincethat first night. There was something very un-Outsiderish and
aso very un-Groupish about her mind and | couldn't figure what.

| heard the front door open and close and Vaancy's light steps fading down the hall and then | felt
Jemmy calling me outside. | put my coat on over my robe and shivered down the hal. He was waiting by
the porch steps, hisface till and unhappy in the faint moonlight.

"Shewon't haveme" he said flatly.

"Oh, Jemmy! Y ou asked her-"

"Yes. Shesadno."

"I'm so sorry.” | huddled down on the top step to cover my cold ankles. "But, Jemmy-"

"Yes, | know" heretorted savagely. " She's an Outsider. | have no business even to want her. Well, if
sheédd have me | wouldn't hesitate aminute. This purity-of-the-Group dedl is-"

"Isfineand right,” | said softly, "aslong asit doesn't touch you persondly? But think for aminute,
Jemmy. Would you be ableto live alife asan Outsder? Just think of the million and one restraints that
you would have to impose on yourself-and for the rest of your life, too, or lose her after all.

Maybe it's better to accept 'no’ now than to try to build something and ruin it completely later. And if
there should be children-" | paused. "Could there be children, Jemmy?'

| heard him draw a sharp bresath.

"Wedon't know," | went on. "We haven't had the occasion to find out. Do you want Vaancy to be part
of thefirs experiment?"

Jemmy dapped his hat vicioudy down on histhigh, then he laughed.

"Y ou have the Gift," he said, though | had never told him.

"Haveyou any idea, sster mine, how little you will be liked when you become an Old One?!

"Grandmother waswell liked," | answered placidly. Then | cried, "Don't you set me apart, darn you,
Jemmy. Ian't it enough to know that among a different people | am different? Don't you desert me now!"
| wasamogt in tears,

Jemmy dropped to the step beside me and thumped my shoulder in hisold way. "Pull up your socks,
Karen. We have to do what we haveto do. | wasjust taking my mad out on you. What aworld!" He
sighed heavily.

| huddled deeper in my coat, cold of soul.

"But the other oneisgone,” | whispered. "The Home."



And we sat there sharing the poignant sorrow that is a constant undercurrent among the People, even
those of uswho never actually saw the Home. Father saysit's because of a sort of racial memory.
"But she didn't say no because she doesn't love me," Jemmy went on at |ast. "' She doeslove me. She
told mes0."

"Thenwhy not?' Ashissgter | couldn't imagine anyone turning Jemmy down.

Jemmy laughed-a short unhappy laugh. "Because sheis different.”

"She's different?’

"That'swhat she said, asthough it was pulled out of her. 'l can't marry,’ shesaid. 'I'm different!” That's
pretty good, isn't it, coming from an Outsider!"”

"She doesn't know we're the People. She must fed that sheis different from everyone. | wonder why?!
"l don't know. There's something about her, though. A kind of shield or wall that keeps us apart. I've
never met anything likeit in an Outsider or in one of the People ether. Sometimesit'slike meshing with

one of usand then bang! | smash the daylights out of me againgt that sonewall.”

"Yes, | know, I'vefdtit, too."

We listened to the silent past-midnight world and then Jemmy stood.

"Wéll, g'night, Karen. Be seeing you."

| stood up, too. "Good night, Jemmy." | watched him gtart off in the late moonlight. He turned at the
gate, hisface hidden in the shadows.

"But I'm not giving up,”" hesaid quietly. "Vdancy ismy love”

The next day was hushed and warm, unusually so for December in our hills. Therewas akind of

ominous gtillness among the trees, and, threading thinly against the milky sky, the dender smokes of little
brush fires pointed out the dryness of the whole country. If you looked closely you could see piling
behind OId Baldy an odd bank of clouds, so nearly the color of the sky that it was hardly discernible, but
puffy and summer- thunderheady.

All of uswererestlessin school, the kids reacting to the weether, Vaancy pale and unhappy after last
night. I was bruisng my mind againgt the blank wal in hers, trying to find someway | could help her.

Finally the thousand and one little annoyances were climaxed by Jerry and Susie scuffling until Susewas
pushed out of the desk onto an open box of wet water colors that Debrafor heaven only knows what
reason had |eft on the floor by her desk. Susie shrieked and Debra sputtered and Jerry started ahigh silly
giggle of embarrassment and delight. VVaency, without looking, reached for something to rep for order
with and knocked down the old cracked vase full of drooping wildflowers and three-day-old water. The
vase broke and flooded her desk with the foul-smelling deluge, ruining the monthly report she had dmost
ready to send in to the county school superintendent.

For a stricken moment there wasn't asound in the room, then Vaancy burst into haf-hysterica laughter
and the whole room rocked with her. We dl ralied around doing what we could to clean up Susie'sand
Vaancy's desks, and then Vaency declared aholiday and decided that it would be the perfect timeto go
up-canyon to the dopes of Baldy and gather what greenery we could find to decorate our schoolroom
for the holidays.

Weadll take our lunchesto school, so we gathered them up and took along a square tarp the boys had
brought to help build the dam in the creek. Now that the creek was dry they couldn't useit, and it'd come
in handy to St on at lunchtime and would serve to carry our greenery homein, too, stretcher fashion.

Released from the schoolroom, we were adl loud and jubilant and | nearly kinked my neck trying to keep
al thekidsin sght a onceto nip in the bud any thoughtlesslifting or other Group activity. The kidswere
al sowild, they might forget.

We went on up-canyon past the kids dam and climbed the bare dry waterfals that stair-step up to the
mesa. On the mesawe spread the tarp and pooled our lunchesto make it more picnicky. A sudden hush
from across the tarp caught my attention. Debra, Rachel and Lizbeth were staring horrified at Suse's
lunch. Shewas calmly dumping out a half dozen koomatka beside her sandwiches.

Koomatka are almost the only plants that lasted through the Crossing. | think four koomatka survived in
someone's personal effects. They were planted and cared for as tenderly as babies, and now every



household in the Group has akoomatka plant growing in some quiet spot out of casud sight. Their fruitis
eaten not so much for nourishment as Earth knows nourishment but as alast remembrance of al other
amilar delightsthat died with the Home. We always save koomatka for specid occasions. Suse must
have sneaked some out when her mother wasn't looking. And there they were-across the table from an
Outsder!

Before | could snap them to me or say anything Vaancy turned, too, and caught sight of the softly
glowing bluey green pile. Her eyes widened and one hand went out. She started to say something and
then she dropped her eyes quickly and drew her hand back. She clasped her handstightly together, and
the girls, eyesintent on her, scrambled the koomatka back into the sack and Lizbeth silently comforted
Susie, who had just redlized what she had done. She was on the verge of tears at having betrayed the
people to an Outsider.

Just then Kiah and Derek rolled across the picnic table fighting over a cupcake. By the time we salvaged
our lunch from under them and they had scraped the last of the chocolate frosting off their T-shirts, the
koomatka incident seemed closed. And yet aswe lay back resting alittle to settle our ssomachs, staring
up a the smothery low-hanging cloudsthat had grown from the milky morning sky, | suddenly found
mysdlf trying to decide about Vaancy's ook when she had seen the fruit. Surdly it couldn't have been
recognition!

At theend of our brief Sestawe carefully buried the remains of our lunch-the hill was much too dry to
think of burning it-and started on again. After awhile the dope got steeper and the stubborn tangle of
manzanitatore at our clothes and scratched our legs and grabbed at the rolled-up tarp until we al looked
longingly at thefreear aboveit. If Vaancy hadn't been with uswe could have lifted over the worst and
saved dl thistrouble. But we blew and panted for awhile and then struggled on.

After an hour or so we worked out onto arocky knoll that leaned againgt the dope of Bady and made a
tiny idand in the sea.of manzanita. We dl stretched out gratefully on the crumbling granite outcropping,
listening to our heart beats dowing.

Then Jethro sat up and sniffed. Vadancy and | derted. A sudden puff of wind from thelittle Sde canyon
brought the acrid pungency of burning brush to us. Jethro scrambled aong the narrow ridge to the dope
of Baldy and worked hisway around out of sight into the canyon. He came scrambling back, haf lifting,
half running.

"Awful!" he panted. "It'sawful! Thewhole canyon ahead ison fire and it's coming thisway fast!"
Vaancy gathered ustogether with aglance.

"Why didn't we see the smoke?" she asked tensely. "There wasn't any smoke when we |eft the
schoolhouse.”

"Can't seethisdope from school,” he said. "Fire could burn over adozen dopes and we'd hardly seethe
smoke. Thissdeof Bady isarim fencing in an avful mess of canyons.”

"What'll we do?" Lizbeth quavered, hugging Susieto her.

Another gust of wind and smoke set us all to coughing, and through my streaming tears| saw along
lapping tongue of fire reach around the canyon wall.

Vaancy and | looked at each other. | couldn't sort her mind, but mine was a panic, beeting itsalf against
the fire and then againgt the terrible tangle of manzanitadl around us. Bruisng againg the possibility of
lifting out of danger, then againgt the fact that none of the kids was capable of sustained progressive
sdf-lifting for more than aminute or o, and how could we leave Vdancy? | hid my facein my handsto
shut out the acres and acres of tinder-dry manzanitathat would blaze like atorch at the first touch of fire,
If only it would rain! Y ou can't st fire to wet manzanita, but after these long months of drought-!

| heard the younger children scream and looked up to see Vaancy staring at me with an intensity that
frightened me even as | saw fire standing bright and terrible behind her at the mouth of the canyon.

Jake, yedling hoarsdly, broke from the group and lifted ayard or two over the manzanita before he
tangled hisfeet and fell helplessinto the ugly angled branches.

"Get under thetarp!" Vaancy's voice was awhiplash. "All of you get under thetarp!”

"It won't do any good," Kiah bellowed. "I1t'll burn like paper!"

"Get-under-the-tarp!” Vaancy's spaced icy words drove us to unfolding the tarp and spreading it to



creep under. Hoping even at this awful moment that Vaancy wouldn't see me, | lifted over to Jake and
yanked him back to hisfeet. | couldn't lift with him, so | pushed and prodded and half carried him back
through the heavy surge of black smoke to the tarp and shoved him under. Vaancy was standing, back
to thefire, so changed and alien that | shut my eyes againgt her and started to crawl in with the other kids.

And then she began to speak. Therolling terrible thunder of her voice shook my bonesand | swallowed
ascream. A surge of fear swept through our huddled group and shoved me back out from under the
tarp.

Till I diel'll never forget Vadancy standing there tense and taler than life againgt the rolling convulsive
clouds of smoke, both her hands outstretched, fingers wide apart as the measured terror of her voice
went on and on in words that plagued me because | should have known them and didn't. As| watched |
felt anicy cold gather, apardyzing unearthly cold that froze the tears on my tensdy upturned face.

And then lightning legped from finger to finger of her lifted hands. And lightning answered in the clouds
above her. With atoss of her hands she threw the cold, the lightning, the sullen shifting smoke upward,
and theroar of theracing fire was drowned in ahissng roar of down-drenching rain.

| knelt there in the deluge, looking for an eternal second into her drained despairing hopeless eyes before
| caught her just in time to keep her head from banging on the granite as she pitched forward, inert.

Then as| sat there cradling her head in my lap, shaking with cold and fear, with the terrified wailing of
the kids behind me, | heard Father shout and saw him and Jemmy and Darcy Clarinadein the old
pickup, lifting over the steaming streaming manzanita, over the trackless mountainside through the rainto
us. Father lowered the truck until one of the wheels brushed abranch and spun lazily; then the three of
them lifted dl of us up to the dear familiarity of that beat-up old jaopy.

Jemmy received Vaancy'slimp body into hisarms and crouched in back, huddling her in hisarms, for
the moment hogtile to the whole world that had brought hislove to such a pass.

Wekids clung to Father in an ecstasy of relief. He hugged us al tight to him; then he raised my face.

"Why did it rain?' he asked sternly, every inch an Old One while the cold downpour dripped off the
ends of my hair and he stood dry ingde his shied.

"l don't know," | sobbed, blinking my streaming eyes againgt his sernness. "Vaancy did it-with
lightning-it was cold-she talked-" Then | broke down completely, plumping down on the rough floor
boards and, in spite of my age, howling right along with the other kids.

It was adlent solemn group that gathered in the schoolhouse that evening. | sat at my desk with my
hands folded stiffly in front of me, half scared of my own People. Thiswasthefirs officia meeting of the
Old OnesI'd ever attended. They al sat in desks, too, except the Oldest who sat in Vaancy's chair.
Valancy sat stony-faced in the twins desk, but her nervous fingers shredded one Kleenex after another
asshewaited.

The Oldest rapped the side of the desk with his cane and turned his sightless eyes from one to another of
us

"Weredl here" hesaid, "toinquire-"

"Oh, gtopit!" Vaency jumped up from her seat. "Can't you fire me without al thisrigmarole? I'm used to
it. Just say goand I'll go!" She stood trembling.

"Sit down, Miss Carmody,” said the Oldest. And Vaancy sat down meekly.

"Where were you born?' the Oldest asked quietly.

"What doesit matter?' Vaancy flared. Then resignedly,

"It'sinmy application. VigaMar, Cdifornia"

"And your parents?’

"l don't know."

Therewasadtir in the room.

"Why not?"

"Oh, thisis S0 unnecessary!" Vaency cried. "But if you have to know, both my parents were foundlings.
They were found wandering in the streets after abig exploson and firein VisaMar. An old couple who
lost everything in thefire took them in. When they grew up, they married. | wasborn. They died. Can |



go now?"'

A murmur swept the room.

"Why did you leave your other jobs?' Father asked.

Before Vdancy could answer the door was flung open and Jemmy stalked defiantly in.

"Gol" the Oldest said.

"Please," Jemmy said, deflating suddenly. "Let me stay. It concerns me, too.”

The Oldest fingered his cane and then nodded. Jemmy half smiled with relief and sat down in aback
Sedt.

"'Goon," the Oldest One said to Vaancy.

"All right then," Vaancy said. "'l lost my first job because I-well-1 guessyou'd cdl it levitated tofix a
broken blind in my room. It was stuck and | just-went up-in the air until | unstuck it. The principa saw
me. He couldn't believeit and it scared him so he fired me." She paused expectantly.

The Old Oneslooked at one another, and my silly confused mind began to add up columnsthat only my
lack of common sense had kept from giving totalsto long ago.

"And the other one?' The Oldest leaned his cheek on his doubled up hand as he bent forward.
Vaancy was taken aback and she flushed in confusion.

"Well," shesaid hesitantly, "I caled my booksto me-I mean they were on my desk-"

"We know what you mean," the Oldest said.

"Y ou know!" Vaency looked dazed.

The Oldest stood up.

"Vadancy Carmody, open your mind!"

Vaancy stared a him and then burst into tears.

"l can't, | can'," she sobbed. "It's been too long. | can't let anyonein. I'm different. I'm alone. Can't you
understand? They dl died. I'm dien!”

"You aredien no longer," the Oldest said. "Y ou are home now, Vaancy." He motioned to me. "Karen,
gointoher."

So| did. At firgt thewall was Hill there; then with asoundless cry, haf anguish and hdf joy, thewall
went down and | waswith Valancy. | saw al the secretsthat had cankered in her since her parents
died-the parents who were of the People.

They had been reared by the old couple who were not only of the People but had been the Oldest of the
whole Crossing.

| tasted with her the hidden frightening things-the need for living as an Outsider, the terrible need for
concedling al her differences and suppressing al the extra Gifts of the People, the ever-present fear of
betraying hersdf and the awful lostness that came when she thought she wasthe last of the People.

And then suddenly she camein to me and my mind was flooded with afar grester presence than | had
ever before experienced.

My eyesflew open and | saw dl of the Old Ones staring at Vdancy. Even the Oldest had hisface
turned to her, wonder written aswidely on his scarred face as on the others.

He bowed his head and made the Sign. "The logt Persuasions and Designs,” he murmured. " She has
themal."

And then | knew that Vaancy, Vaancy who had wrapped hersdf so tightly againgt the world to which
any thoughtless act might betray her that she had lived with usal thistime without our knowing about her
or her knowing about us, was one of us. Not only one of us but such a one as had not been since
Grandmother died, and even beyond that. My incoherent thoughts cleared to one.

Now | would have someone to train me. Now | could become a Sorter, but only second to her.

| turned to share my wonder with Jemmy. He was looking at Vaancy as the People must have looked at
the Homein the last hour. Then he turned to the door.

Before| could draw abreath Vaancy was gone from me and from the Old Ones and Jemmy was
turning to her outstretched hands.

Then | bolted for the outdoors and rushed like one possessed down the lane, lifting and running until |
staggered up our porch steps and collgpsed against Mother, who had heard me coming.



"Oh, Mother! She'sone of usl She's Jemmy'slovel She'swonderful!™ And | burst into noisy sobsin the
warm comfort of Mother'sarms.

So now | don't have to go Outside to become a teacher. We have a permanent one. But I'm going
anyway. | want to be as much like Vaancy as| can and she has her degree. Besides| can usethe
discipline of living Outsde for ayear.

| have so much to learn and so much training to go through, but Vaancy will aways be therewith me. |
won't be set apart aone because of the Gift.

Maybe | shouldn't mention it, but one reason | want to hurry my training isthat we're going to try to
locate the other People. None of the boys here please me.

IT Was asthough slver curtains were shimmering back across some magic picture, warm with
remembered ddight. Leatook adeep breath and, with a realization as sudden asthe bursting of a
bubble, became aware that she had completely forgotten herself and her troublesfor thefirst timein
months and months. And it felt good-oh, so good-so smooth, so amilingly relaxing. "'If only," she thought
wigfully. "1f only!" And then shivered under the bare echoless thunk as things-as-they-are thudded
againg the blessed shelter Karen had loaned her. Her hands tightened bitterly.

Someone laughed softly into the silence. "Have you found him yet, Karen? Y ou started looking long
enough ago-"

"Not solong," Karen smiled, ill entangled in the memories she had rdlived. "And | have got my degree
now. Oh, | had forgotten so much-the wonder-the terror-" She dreamed a moment longer, then shook
her head and laughed.

"There, Jemmy, | seen my duty and | doneit. Whose hat little hands hold the next installment?!

Jemmy smoothed out his crumpled paper. "Well, Peter's next, | guess. Unless Bethie wantsto-"

"Oh no, oh no!" Bethie's soft voice protested. " Peter, Peter can do it better-he was the one-|
mean-Peter!”

Everyone laughed. "Okay, Bethie, okay!" Jemmy said.

"Cool down. Peter it will be. Well, Peter, you have until tomorrow evening to get organized. | think after
the excitement of the day, one-well-ingtalment will be enough.”

The crowd stood up and swirled and moved. The soft murmur of their voices and laughter washed over
Lealike awarm ocean.

"Lea" It was Karen. "Here's Jemmy and Vaancy. They want to meet you."

Leadtruggled to her feet, feding impaled by their interested eyes. She felt wel come enwrapping her-a
welcome far beyond any words. She felt apang catch painfully somewhere in her chest, and to her
bewilderment tears began to wash down her cheeks. She turned her head aside and groped for a
handkerchief. Someone tucked a huge white oneinto her hands and someone's shoulder was strong and
steady for amoment and someone's arms were deft and sure asthey lifted her and bore her, blind with
sobless weeping, away from the school house.

L ater-oh, much later-she suddenly sat up in her bed. Karen wasthere instantly, noiselesdy.

"Karen, was that supposed to be rea ?'

"Was what supposed to be red?

"That gory you told. It wasn't true, wasit?'

"But of course. Every word of it."

"But it can't bel" Leacried. "People from space! Magic people! It can't betrue.”

"Why don't you want it to be true?"

"'Because-because! 1t doesn't fit. There's nothing outside of what is-I mean, you go around the world
and come back to where you started from. Everything ends back where it started from. There are
boundaries beyond which-" Leagroped for words. "Anything outside the boundsisn't true!™



"Who defines the boundaries?""

"Why, they'rejust there. Y ou get trapped in them when you're born. ™Y ou have to bear them till you
die"

"Who sold you into davery?* Karen asked wonderingly.

"Or did you volunteer? | agree with you that everything comes back to where it tarted, but where did
everything sart?'

"No!" Leashrieked, clenching her fists over her eyes and writhing back on her pillow. "Not back to that
muck and chaos and mindless seething!”

The blackness rolled and flared and roared its ins dious whimper-the crowded emptiness, the
incinerating cold-the impossbility of dl posshilities ....

"Lea, Lea" Karen'svoice cut softly but authoritatively through the tangled horror. "Lea, deep now.
Seep now, knowing that everything started with the Presence and dl things can return joyfully to their

beginning.”

Leaate breskfast with Karen the next morning. The wind was blowing the short ruffled curtainsin and
out of theroom.

"No screens?’ Leaasked, carrying the armed truce with darkness as carefully as a cup of water, not to
brimit over.

"No, no screens,” Karen said. "We keep the bugs out another. way."

"A way that worksfor keeping bugsin, too," Leasmiled.

"| tried to leave yesterday."

"I know." Karen held adice of bread in her hand and watched it brown dowly and fragrantly. "That's
why | blocked the windows alittle more than usua. They aren't that way today.”

"You trust me?' Leaasked, fedling the secret dop of terror in the balanced cup.

"Thisian'tjal! Y esterday you were till clinging to the skirts of death. Today you can smile. Y esterday |
put the lye up on the top shelf. Today you can read the [abdl for yourself."

"Maybe I'milliterate,”" Leasaid somberly. Then she pushed her cup back. "I'd like to go outside today, if
it'sokay. It'sbeen along time sincel looked at the world."

"Don't go too far. Most of the going around hereis climbing-or lifting. We haven't many Outside-type
trails. Only don't go beyond the schoolhouse. Right now we'd rather you didn't-the flat beyond-" She
smiled softly. "Anyway there'slots of other placesto go.”

"Maybe I'll see some of the children,” Leasaid. "Davy or Lizbeth or Kiah."

Karen laughed. "It isn't very likely-not under the circumstances, and 'the children’ would be vastly
insulted if they heard you. They've grown up-at least they think they have. My story wasyears ago, Lea"

"Yearsago! | thought it just happened!”

"Oh, my gally, no! What made you think-?"

"Y ou remembered so completdy! Such little things. And the way Jemmy looked at Vadancy and Vaancy
ahim"

"The People have their specia memory. And Jemmy was only looking love at Vaancy. Love doesnt
die"

"Love doesn't-" Lea's mouth twisted. "Come, then, let us define love-" She stood up briskly. "I do want
towdk alittle-" She hedtated. "And maybe wade alittle? In real wet water, free-running-"

"Why, sure," Karen said. "The creek is running. Wade to your heart's content. Lunch will be herefor
you and I'll be back by supper. WEll go to the school together for Peter'singtallment.”

Lea came upon the pool, her bare feet bruised, her skirt hem dabbled with creek water, and her
stomach empty of the lunch she had forgotten.

The pool was wide and quiet. Water murmured into it a one end and chuckled out at the other. In
between the surface was like amirror. A yelow leaf fell dowly from a cottonwood tree and touched so
gently down on the water that the resultant rings ran asfine aswire out to the sandy edge. Leasighed,
gathered up her skirts and stepped cautioudy into the pool. The clean cold bite of the water caught her



breath, but she waded deeper. The water crept up to her knees and over them. She stood under the
cottonwood tree, waiting, waiting so quietly that the water closed smoothly around her legs and she could
fed itsflow only inthetiny crumblings of sand under her feet. She stood there until another lesf fell,
brushed her cheek, dipped down her shoulder and curved over her crumpled blouse, catching briefly in
the gathered-up folds of her skirt before it turned aleisurdly circle on the surface of the shining water.

Lea stared down at the leaf and the silver shadow behind it that was herself, then lifted her face to the
towering canyon walls around her. She hugged her ebowstightly to her sides and thought, "1 am
becoming an entity again. | have form and proportion. | have boundaries and limits. | should be ableto
learn how to manage afinite being. The burden of being anothing in infinite nothingness was too
much-too much-"

A restless tirring that could turn to panic swung Lea around and she started for shore. Asshe
clambered up the bank, hands encumbered by her skirt, she dipped and, flailing wildly for baance, fell
backward into the pool with aresounding splat. Dripping and gasping she scrambled wetly to agtting
position, her shoulders barely out of the water. She blinked the water out of her eyes and saw the man.
He had onefoot in the water, poised in the act of starting toward her. He was laughing. She spluttered
indignantly, and the water doshed up dmost to her chin.

"I might have drowned!" she cried, feding very slly and very wet.

"If you go on gitting there you can drown yet!" he caled.

"'High water comesin October.™
"At therate you're heping me out,” she answered. "I'll makeit! | can't get up without getting my head all
wet."

"But you're dready wet dl over," helaughed, wading toward her.

"That was accidental," she sputtered. "It's different, doing it on purpose!”

"Femalelogic!" He grabbed her hands and hoisted her to her feet, pushed her to shore and shoved her
up the bank.

Lealooked up into his smiling face and, smiling back, started to thank him. Suddenly hisface twisted all
out of focus-and retreated athousand miles away. Faintly, faintly from afar, she heard hisvoice and her
own gasping breath. Woodenly she turned away and started to grope away from him. Shefet him catch
her hand, and as she tugged away from him shefelt dl her being waver and dissolve and nothingnessrall
in, darker and darker.

"Karen!" she cried. "Karen! Karen!" And shelost herself.

"I won't go." Sheturned fretfully away from Karen's proffered hand. The bed was soft.

"Oh, yes, you will," Karen said. "You'll love Peter'singtalment. And Bethie! Y ou must hear about
Bethie"

"Oh, Karen, please don't make metry any more,” Lea pleaded.

"I can't bear the dipping back after-after-" She shook her head" mutely.

"You haven't even started to try yet,” Karen said, coally.

"Y ou've got to go tonight. It'slesson two for you, so you'll be ready to go on.”

"My clothes," Leagroped for an excuse. "They must beamess.”

"They are," Karen said, undisturbed. "Y ou're about Lizbeth's size. | brought you plenty. Choose."
"No." Leaturned away.

"Get up." Karen'svoice was still cool but Leagot up. She fumbled wordlesdy into the proffered clothes.
"Hmm!" Karen said. "You're taler than | thought. Y ou dump around so since you gave up.”
Leafdt adtir of indignation but stood still as Karen kndlt and tugged at the hem of the dress. The
materia stretched and stayed siretched, making the skirt amore seemly length for Lea

"There," Karen said, standing and settling the dress smoothly around Leaswaist by pinching afullness
into a pleat. Then, with astroke of her hand, she deepened the color of the materid.

"Not bad. It's your color. Come on now or welll be late."”

Leastubbornly refused to be interested in anything. She sat in her corner and concentrated on her



clasped hands, |etting the ebb and flow of talk and movement lap around her, not even looking.
Suddenly, after the quiet invocation, she felt apang of pure homes ckness-homesickness for strong hands
holding hers with the coolness of water moving between them. She threw back her heed, startled, just as
Jemmy said, "l yield the desk to you, Peter. It'syours, every decrepit splinter of it."

"Thanks," Peter said. "I hope the chair's comfortable. Thisll take awhile. I've decided to follow Karen's
lead and have atheme, too. It could well have been my question at dmost any timein those long years.
"'Isthere no balm in Gilead; isthere no physician there? Why then is not the hedlth of the daughter of my
people recovered? "

Inthe brief pause Lea snatched at athought that streaked through her mind. "I forgot al about the pond!
Who wasit? Who wasit?' But she found no answer as Peter began ...

GILEAD

| DON'T know when it wasthat | found out that our family was different from other families. Therewas
nothing to point it out. Welived in ahouse very like the other housesin Socorro. Our pasture lot doped
down just like the rest through arrowweed and mesguite trees to the sometime Rio Gordo that looped
around town. And on occasion our cow bawled just asloudly acrossthe river at the Jacobses bull asdl
the other cowsin all the other pasturelots. And | spent as many lazy days as any other boy in Socorro
lying on my back in the thin shade of the mesquites, chewing on the beans when work waswaiting
somewhere. It never occurred to meto wonder if we were different.

| suppose my fird redlization came soon after | Sarted to school and fdl in love-with the girl with the
longest pigtails and the widest gap in her front teeth of al the girlsin my room. | think she was seven to
my Sx.

My girl and I had wandered down behind the school woodshed, under the cottonwoods, to eat our
lunch together, ignoring the chanted " Peter's got agir-ul! Peter'sgot agir-ul!" and the whittling fingers that
shamed me for showing my love. We ate our sandwiches and pickles and then lay back, arms doubled
under our heads, and blinked at the bright sky while we tried to keep the crumbs from our cupcakes
from faling into our ears. | was so full of lunch, contentment and lovethat | suddenly felt | just had to do
something spectacular for my lady-love. | sat up, electrified by agreat ideaand by the knowledgethat |
could carry it out.

"Hey! Did you know that | can fly?" | scrambled to my feet, leaving my love stting gape-mouthed in the
grass.

"Y ou can't naither fly! Don't be crazy!"

"l cantoo fly!"

""Y ou can not neither!”

"l can so! You just watch!" And lifting my arms| swooped up to the roof of the shed. | leaned over the
edge and said, "Seethere?| can, too!"

"I'll tell teacher on you!" she gasped, wide-eyed, staring up a me. "Y ou ain't supposed to climb up on
the shed.”

"Oh, poof," | said, "I didn't climb. Come on, you fly up, too. Here, I'll help you."

And | did down the air to the ground. | put my arms around my love and lifted. She screamed and
wrenched away from me and fled shrieking back to the schoolhouse. Somewhat taken aback by her
desertion, | gathered up the remainsof my cake and hers and was perched comfortably on the
ridgepole of the shed, enjoying the last crumbs, when teacher arrived with haf the school trailing behind
her.

"Peter Merrill! How many times have you been told not to climb things at school ?*

| peered down at her, noting with interest that the spit curls on her cheeks had been jarred loose by her
hurry and agitation and one of them was straightening out, contrasting oddly with the rest of her shingled
bab.

"Hang ontight until Stanley getsthe ladder!"

"I can get down," | said, scrambling off the ridgepole. "It's easy.”

"Peter!" teacher shrieked. "Stay whereyou arel”



So | did, wondering at all thefuss.

By the time they got me down and teacher yanked me by one arm back up to the schoolhouse | was
bawling at the top of my voice, outraged and indignant because no one would believe me, even my girl
denying obstinately the evidence of her own eyes. Teacher, annoyed at my persistence, said over and
over, "Don't beslly, Peter. You can't fly. Nobody can fly. Where are your wings?'

"l don't need wings," | bellowed. "People don't need wings. | ain't abird!”

"Thenyou cant fly. Only thingswith wings can fly."

So | dternately cried and kicked the schoolhouse steps for the rest of the noon hour, and then | began to
worry for fear teacher would tattle to Dad. After al | had been on forbidden territory, no matter how |
got there.

Asit turned out she didn't tell Dad, but that night after | was put to bed | suddenly felt an al-gone feding
ingdeme.

Maybe | couldn't fly. Maybe teacher wasright. | sneaked out of bed and cautioudy flew up to the top of

the dresser and back. Then | pulled the covers up tight under my chin and whispered to mysdlf, "I can so

fly," and sighed heavily. Just another fun stuff that grownups didn't dlow, like having cake for breakfast or
driving the tractor or borrowing the cow for an Indian-pony-on-a-warpath.

And that was all of that incident except that when teacher met Mother and me at the Store that Saturday
sheruffled my hair and said, "How's my little bird?' Then she laughed and said to Mother, "He thinks he
canfly!"

| saw Mother's fingers tighten whitely on her purse, and shelooked down at me with al the laughter
gone from her eyes. | was overflooded with incredul ous surprise mixed with fear and dread that made me
want to cry, even though | knew it was Mother's emotions and not my own that | was feding.

Mostly Mother had laughing eyes. She was the laughingest mother in Socorro. She carried happiness
ingde her asif it were abouquet of flowers and she gave part of it to everyone she met. Most of the
other mothers seemed to have hardly enough to go around to their own families. And yet there were
other times, like a the store, when laughter fled and fear showed through-and an odd wariness. Other
times she made me think of acaged bird, pressing againgt the bars. Like one night | remember vividly.

Mother stood at the window in her ankle-length flannd nightgown, her long dark hair lifting softly in the
draft from the rattling window frames. A high wind was blowing in from a spectacular thunderstorm in the
Huachucas. | had been awakened by the rising crescendo and was huddled on the sofawondering if |
was scared or excited as the house shook with the constant thunder. Dad was sitting with the newspaper
inhislap.

Mother spoke softly, but her voice came clearly through the tumullt.

"Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be up therein the middle of the ssorm with clouds
under your feet and over your head and lightning lacing around you like hot golden rivers?”

Dad rattled his paper. " Sounds uncomfortable,”" he said.

But | sat there and hugged the words to mein wonder. | knew!

| remembered! " "And therain likeicy slver hair lashing acrossyour lifted face,' " | recited asthough it
were aloved lesson.

Mother whirled from the window and stared at me. Dad's eyes were on me, dark and troubled.

"How do you know?" he asked.

| ducked my head in confusion. "I don't know," | muttered.

Mother pressed her hands together, hard, her bowed head swinging the curtains of her hair forward over
her shadowy face. "*He knows because | know. | know because my mother knew. She knew because
our People used to-" Her voice broke. "Those were her words-"

She stopped and turned back to the window, leaning her arm against the frame, her face pressed to it,
likeachildintears.

"Oh, Bruce, I'm sorry!"

| stared, round-eyed in amazement, trying to keep tears from coming to my eyesas| fought against
Mother's desolation and sorrow.

Dad went to Mother and turned her gently into his arms. He looked over her head at me. "Better run on



back to bed, Peter. Theworst isover.”

| trailed off reluctantly, my mind filled with wonder. Just before | shut my door | stopped and listened.
"I've never said aword to him, honest." Mother's voice quivered. "Oh, Bruce, | try so hard, but
sometimes-oh sometimes”

"l know, Eve. And you've done awonderful job of it. | know it's hard on you, but we've talked it out so
many times. It'sthe only way, honey."

"Yes," Mother said. "It'sthe only way, but-oh, be my strength, Bruce! Bless the Power for giving me
you!"

| shut my door softly and huddled in the dark in the middle of my bed until | felt Mother's anguish
smooth out to loving warmness again. Then for no good reason | flew solemnly to the top of the dresser
and back, crawled into bed and relaxed. And remembered. Remembered the hot golden rivers, the
clouds over and under and the wild winds that buffeted like foam-frosted waves. But with al the sweet
remembering was the reminder, Y ou can't because you're only eight. You're only eight. You'l haveto
wait.

And then Bethie was born, dmost in time for my ninth birthday. | remember peeking over the edge of
the bassinet at the miracle of tiny fingers and spun-sugar hair. Bethie, my little Sster. Bethie, who was
whispered about and stared at when Mother let her go to school, though mostly she kept her home even
after shewas old enough. Because Bethie was different-too.

When Bethie was amonth old | smashed my finger in the bedroom door. | cried for aquarter of an
hour, but Bethie sobbed on and on until the last pain left my finger.

When Bethie was sx months old our little terrier, Glib, got caught in agopher trap. He dragged himsdif,
ye ping, back to the house dangling the trap. Bethie screamed until Glib fell adeep over his bandaged
paw.

Dad had acute appendicitis when Bethie was two, but it was Bethie who had to be given a sedative until
we could get Dad to the hospital.

One night Dad and Mother stood over Bethie as she dept restlessy under sedatives. Mr.
Tyree-next-door had been cutting wood and his ax dipped. Helost abig toe and apint or so of blood,
but as Doctor Dueff skidded to a stop on our street it wasinto our house that he rushed first and then to
Mr. Tyree-next-door who lay with hisfoot swathed and propped up on a chair, his hands pressed to his
earsto shut out Bethie's screams.

"What can we do, Eve?' Dad asked. "What does the doctor say?'

"Nothing. They can do nothing for her. He hopes she will outgrow it. He doesn't understand it. He
doesn't know that she-"

"What's the matter? What makes her like this?' Dad asked despairingly.

Mother winced. " She's a Sensitive. Among my Peopl e there were such-but not so young. Their
perception made it possible for them to help sufferers. Bethie has only hdf the Gift. She has no control.”

"Because of me?' Dad's voice was ragged.

Mother look at him with steady loving eyes. "Because of us, Bruce. It was the chance we took. We
pushed our luck after Peter."

So there we were, the two of us-different-but different in our differences. For meit was mostly fun, but
not for Bethie.

We had to be careful for Bethie. Shetried school at first, but skinned knees and rough rasding and
aching teeth and bumped heads and the janitor's Monday hangover sent her home exhausted and
shaking thefirst day, with hysteriahanging on the flick of an eyelash. So Bethie read for Mother and
learned her numbers and leaned wistfully over the gate as the other children went by.

It wasn't long after Bethie'sfirgt day in school that | found a practica usefor my difference. Dad sent me
out to the woodshed to stack a cord of mesquite that Delfino dumped into our back yard from hisold
wood wagon. | had adate to explore an old fluorspar mine with some other guys and bitterly resented
being sidetracked. | douched out to the woodpile and stood, hands in pockets, kicking the heavy rough
sove lengths. Findly | carried in one armload, grunting under the weight, and afterward sucking the



round of my thumb where the diding wood had peeled me. | hunkered down on my hedlsand stared as|
sucked. Suddenly something prickled ingde my brain. If | could fly why couldn't | make the wood fly?
And | knew | could! | leaned forward and flipped afinger under haf adozen sticks, concentrating as|
did so. They lifted into the air and hovered. | pushed them into the shed, guided them to where | wanted
them and distributed them like dealing a pack of cards. It didn't take me long to figure out the maximum
load, and | had al the wood stacked in awonderfully short time.

| whistled into the house for my flashlight. The mine was spooky and dark, and | wasthe only one of the
gang with aflashlight.

"| told you to stack thewood." Dad looked up from his milk records.

"l did," | sad, grinning.

"Cut the kidding," Dad grunted. "Y ou couldn't be done aready."
"I am, though,” | said triumphantly. "1 found anew way to doit. You see-" | stopped, frozen by Dad's
look.

"We don't need any new ways around here,” he said evenly.

"Go back out there until you've had time to stack the wood right!"

"It isstacked,” | protested. "And the kids are waiting for me!"

"I'm not arguing, son,” said Dad, white-faced. "Go back out to the shed.”

| went back out to the shed-past Mother, who had come in from the kitchen and whose hand half went
out to me. | sat in the shed fuming for along time, stubbornly set that | wouldn't leavetill Dad told meto.
Then | got to thinking. Dad wasn't usudly unreasonable like this. Maybe I'd done something wrong.
Maybe it was bad to stack wood like that. Maybe-my thoughts wavered as | remembered whispers|'d
overheard about Bethie. Maybe it-it was a crazy thing to do-an insane thing.

| huddled close upon mysdlf as| considered it. Crazy means not doing like other people. Crazy means
doing things ordinary people don't do. Maybe that's why Dad made such afuss. Maybe I'd done an
insanething! | stared at the ground, lost in bewilderment. What was different about our family? And for
thefirgt time | was able to isolate and recognize the feding | must have had for along time-the fedling of
being on the outside looking in-the fedling of apartness. With this recognition came awariness, aneed for
concea ment. If something was wrong no one else must know-I must not betray ...

Then Mother was standing beside me. "Dad says you may go now,-" she said, sitting down on my log.

"Peter-" Shelooked a me unhappily. "Dad's doing what isbest. All | can say is: remember that
whatever you do, wherever you live, different is dead. Y ou have to conform or-or die. But Peter, don't
be ashamed. Don't ever be ashamed!" Then swiftly her hands were on my shoulders and her lips brushed
my ear.

"Bedifferent!" shewhispered. "Be as different asyou can. But don't let anyone see-don't let anyone
know!" And she was gone up the back steps, into the kitchen.

As| grew further into adolescence | seemed to grow further and further away from kidsmy age. |
couldn't seem to get much of akick out of what they considered fun. So it wasthat with increasing
frequency in the yearsthat followed | took Mother's whispered advice, never asking for explanations |
knew she wouldn't give. The wood incident had opened up awhole vistaof posshilities-no telling wheat |
might be ableto do-so | got in the habit of going down to the foot of our pasture lot. There, screened by
the brush and greasewood, | tried al sorts of experiments, never knowing whether they would work or
not. | swested plenty over somethat didn't work-and some that did.

| found that | could snap my fingers and bring thingsto me, or send them short distances from me
without bothering to touch them as | had the wood. | roosted regularly in the tops of thetall
cottonwoods, swan-diving ecstatically down to the ground, warily, after | got too ecstatic once and
crash-landed on my nose and chin. By headaching concentration that |eft me dizzy, | even set asmall
campfire ablaze. Then blistered and charred both hands unmercifully by confidently scooping up the
crackling fire.

Then | guess| got careless about checking for onlookers because some nasty talk got started. Bub
Jacobs whispered around that | was "doing things' al alone down in the brush.



Hisdy grimace as he whispered made the "doing things' any nasty perversion the listeners imaginations
could conjure up, and the "done" damned me on the spot. | learned bitterly then what Mother had told
me. Different is dead-and one death is never enough. You dieand dieand die.

Then oneday | caught Bub cutting across the foot of our wood lot. He saw me coming and lit for tall
timber, dready smarting under what he knew held get if | caught him, | started full speed after him, then
plowed to astop. Why waste effort? If | could do it to thewood | could do it to ablockhead like Bub.

He let out a scream of pure terror as the ground dropped out from under him. His scream flatted and
drangled into sllence as he struggled in midair, convulsed with fear of faling and the terrible thing that was
happening to him. And | stood and laughed a him, feding mysdlf a giant towering above stupid dopes
like Bub.

Sharply, before he passed out, | felt histerror, and an echo of his scream rosein my throat. | dumped
down in thedirt, sick with sudden redization, knowing with aknowledge that went beyond ordinary
experience that | had done something terribly wrong, that | had prostituted whatever powers | possessed
by using themto terrorize unjustly.

| knelt and looked up at Bub, crumpled in the air, higher than my head, higher than my reach, and
swallowed painfully as| redlized that | had no idea how to get him down. He wasn't astick of wood to
be snapped to the ground. He wasn't me, to dive down through the air. | hadn't the remotest idea how to
get ahuman down.

Half dazed, | crawled over to ashaft of sunlight that dit the cottonwood branches overhead and felt it
rush through my fingerslike something to be lifted-and twisted-and fashioned and used! Used on Bub!
But how?How? I clenched my fist in theflood of light, my mind beating against another door that needed
only aword or look or gesture to open, but | couldn't say it, or look it, or makeit.

| stood up and took adeep breath. | jJumped, batting at Bub's heds that dangled allittle lower than the
rest of him. | missed. Again | jumped and thetip of onefinger flicked hished and he moved duggishly in
theair. Then | swiped the back of my hand across my sweaty forehead and laughed-laughed at my
Stupid sdf.

Cautioudy, because | hadn't done much hovering, mostly just up and down, | lifted myself up level with
Bub. | put my hands on him and pushed down hard. He didn't move.

| tugged him up and herose with me. | drifted dowly and deliberately away from him and pondered.
Then | got on the other side of him and pushed him toward the branches of the cottonwood. His head
was beginning to toss and hislips moved with returning consciousness. He drifted through the air like a
waterlogged stump, but he moved and | draped him carefully over abig limb near the top of thetree,
anchoring hisarms and legs as securdly as| could. By the time his eyes opened and he clutched
frenziedly for support | was standing down at the foot of thetree, yeling up a him.

"Hang on, Bub! I'll go get someoneto help you down!”

So for the next week or so people forgot me, and Bub squirmed under "Who treed you, feller?' and
"How'sthe wesather up there?' and "Get aladder, Bub, get aladder!”

Even with worrieslikethat it was mostly fun for me. Why couldnt it be like thet for Bethie? Why
couldn't I give her part of my fun and take part of her pain?

Then Dad died, swept out of life by our Rio Gordo as hetried to rescue afool Easterner who had
camped on the bone-dry white sands of the river bottom in cloudburst weather. Somehow it seemed
impossible to think of Mother by hersdlf. It had always been Mother and Dad. Not just two parents but
Mother-and-Dad, asingle entity. And now our thoughts must limp to Mother-and, M other-and. And
Mother-wdl, haf of her was gone.

After thefunera Mother and Bethieand | sat in our front room, looking at the floor. Bethie was
clenching her teeth againgt the stabbing pain of Mother'sfingernails gouging Mother's pams.

| unfolded the clenched hands gently and Bethie relaxed.

"Mother," | said softly, "I can take care of us. | have my part-time job at the plant. Don't worry. I'll take
careof us"

| knew what atrivia thing | was offering to her anguish, but | had to do something to break through to



her.

"Thank you, Peter,” Mother said, rousing a little. "1 know you will-" She bowed her head and
pressed both handsto her dry eyes with restrained desperation. "Oh, Peter, Peter! I'm enough of this
world now to find degth a despair and desolation instead of the solemnly sweet cadling it is. Help me, help
me!" Her breath labored in her throat and she groped blindly for my hand.

"If I can, Mother," | said, taking one hand as Bethie took the other. "Then help me remember.
Remember withme."

And behind my closed eyes | remembered. Unhampered flight through astarry night, aflight of a
thousand happy people like birdsin the sky, rushing to meet the dawn-the dawn of the Festiva. | could
smdl| the flowers that garlanded the women and fed the quiet exultation that went with the Festiva dawn.
Then the leader sounded the magnificent opening notes of the Festival song as he caught thefirst glimpse
of the risng sun over the heavily wooded hills. A thousand voicestook up the song. A thousand hands
liftedinthe Sign ...

| opened my eyesto find my own fingerslifted to trace asign | did not know. My own throat throbbed
to anote| had never sung. | took a deep breath and glanced over a Bethie. She met my eyes and shook
her head sadly. She hadn't seen. Mother sat quietly, eyes closed, her face cleared and calmed.

"What wasit, Mother?" | whispered.

"The Fedtival," she said softly. "'For an those who had been called during the year. For your father, Peter
and Bethie. We remembered it for your father.”

"Wherewasit?" | asked. "Wherein the world-?"

"Not in this" Mother's eyes flicked open. "It doesn't matter, Peter. Y ou are of thisworld. Thereisno
other for you.”

"Mother," Bethie's voice was ahesitant murmur, "what do you mean, ‘'remember'?"

Mother looked at her and tears swelled into her dry burned-out eyes.

"Oh, Bethie, Bethig, al the burdens and none of the blessings! I'm sorry, Bethie, I'm sorry.” And shefled
down the hdl to her room.

Bethie stood close against my side aswe looked after Mother.

"Peter," she murmured, "what did Mother mean, 'none of the blessings?"

"l don't know," | said.

"I'll bet it'sbecause | can't fly like you."

"Hy!" My dartled eyes went to hers. "How do you know?"

"'l know lots of things," she whispered. "But mostly | know we're different. Other people aren't like us.
Peter, what made us different?'

"Mother?" | whispered. "Mother?"

"l guess 0," Bethie murmured. "But how come?”’

Wefdl slent and then Bethie went to the window where the late sun haoed her silvery blond hair infire.
"l can do things, too," shewhispered. "Look."

Shereached out and took a handful of sun, the same sort of golden sun-dant that had flowed so heavily
through my fingers under the cottonwoods while Bub dangled above me. With flashing fingers she
fashioned she sun into an intricate glowing pattern. "But what'sit for?' she murmured, "except for pretty?"

"I know," | said, looking at my answer for lowering Bub. "I know, Bethie." And | took the pattern from
her. It strained  between my fingers and flowed into darkness.

The yearsthat followed were casua uneventful years. | finished high school, but college was out of the
question. | went to work in the plant that provided work for most of the employablesin Socorro.

Mother built up quite areputation as amidwife-avery necessary caling in acommunity which took
literdly the injunction to multiply and replenish the earth and which lay exactly seventy-five milesfroma
hospita, no matter which way you turned when you got to the highway.

Bethie wasin her teens and with Mother's help was learning to control her visible reactionsto the pain of
others, but | knew she gtill suffered as much as, if not more than, she had when shewas smaller. But she
was able to go to school most of the time now and was becoming fairly popular in spite of her quietness.



So dl inal wewere getting a ong quite comfortably and quite ordinarily except-well, | dwaysfdt as
though | were waiting for something to happen or for someone to come. And Bethie must have, too,
because she actualy watched and listened-especidly after aparticularly bad spell. And even Mother.
Sometimes as we sat on the porch in the long evenings she would cock her head and listen intently, her
rocking chair till. But when we asked what she heard sheld sigh and say, "Nothing. Just the night." And
her chair would rock again.

Of course| 4ill indulged my differences. Not with the whitefire of possible discovery that they had
kindled when | first began, but morelike the feeding of asmdl flamejust "for pretty.” | went farther
afield now for my "holidays," but Bethie went with me. She got abig kick out of our excursions,
especidly after | found that | could carry her when | flew, and most especidly after we found, by means
of aheart-stopping accident, that though she couldn't go up she could control her going down. After that
it was her pleasure to have me carry her up asfar as| could and she would come down, sometimes
taking an hour to make the descent, often weaving about her the intricate splendor of her sunshine
patterns.

It was arustling russet day in October when our world ended-again. "We talked and laughed over the
breskfast table, teasing Bethie about her date the night before. Color was high in her usualy pale cheeks,
and, with dl the laughter and brightnessthetingle of fall, everything just felt good.

But between one joke and another the laughter drained out of Bethi€'s face and the pinched set look
cameto her lips.

"Mother!" she whispered, and then she relaxed.

"Already?"' asked Mother, rising and finishing her coffee as| went to get her coat. "I had a hunch today
would be the day. Reenawould ride that jeep up Peppersauce Canyon this close to her time.”

| helped her on with her coat and hugged her tight.

"Bless-amama,” | said, "when are you going to retire and let someone e se snatch the fall and spring
crops of kids?"

"When | snatch agrandchild or so for mysdlf," she said, joking, but | felt her sadness. "Besides she's
going to name this one Peter-or Bethie, asthe case may be." Shereached for her little black bag and
looked at Bethie. "'No more yet?'

Bethie smiled. "'No," she murmured.

"Then I've got plenty of time. Peter, you'd better take Bethie for aholiday. Reenatakes her own sweset
time and being just across the road makesit bad on Bethie."

"Okay, Mother," | said. "We planned one anyway, but we hoped thistime you'd go with us."

Mother looked at me, hesitated and turned aside. "'1-I might sometime.”

"Mother! Redly?' Thiswasthefirgt hestation from Mother in dl the timeswed asked her.

"Well, you've asked me so many times and I've been wondering. Wondering if it'sfair to deny our
birthright. After dl theré's nothing wrong in being of the People.”

"What people, Mother?" | pressed, "Where are you from? Why can-?"

"Some other time, son,” Mother said. "Maybe soon. These last few months I've begun to sense-yes, it
wouldn't hurt you to know even if nothing could ever come of it; and perhaps soon something can come,
and you will haveto know. But no," she chided aswe clung to her. "There's no time now. Reenamight
fool us after all and produce before | get there. Y ou kids scoot, now!™

"We looked back as the pickup roared across the highway and headed for Mendigo's Peak. Mother
answered our wave and went in the gate of Keena'syard, where Ddlt, in spite of thisbeing their sixth,
was running like an anxious puppy dog from Mother to the porch and back again.

It wasaday of perfection for us. The relaxation of flight for me, the ddlight of hovering for Bethie, the
frosted glory of the burning-blue sky, the russet and gold of grasdands stretching for endless miles down
from the snow-flecked blue and gold Mendigo.

At lunchtime welolled in the pleasant warmth of our favorite baby box canyon that held the sun and shut
out thewind. After we ae we played our favorite game, Remembering. It began with my clearing my
mind so that it lay as quiet as ahidden pool of water, as receptive asthe pool to every pattern the



dightest breeze might Sart quivering acrossits surface.

Then the memories would come-strange un-Earthlike memories that were like those Mother and | had
had when Dad died. Bethie could not remember with me, but she seemed to catch the memories from me
amogt before the words could form in my mouth.

So thislast lovely "holiday" we remembered again our favorite. We waked the darkly gleaming waters
of amountain lake, curling our toesin the liquid coolness, loving the tilt and sway of the waves benegth
our feet, feding around us from shore and sky adear familiarity that was stronger than any Earth tieswe
had yet formed.

Before we knew it the long lazy afternoon had fled and we shivered in the sudden chill asthe sun
dropped westward, nearing the peaks of the Huachucas. We packed the remains of our picnic inthe
basket, and | turned to Bethie, to lift her and carry her back to the pickup.

Shewas amiling her soft little secret amile.

"L ook, Peter," she murmured. And flicking her fingers over her head she shook out a cloud of
snowflakes, gigantic whirling tumbling snowflakes that clung festher-soft to her pale hair and melted,
gligtening, across her warm cheeks and mischievous amile.

"Early winter, Peter!" shesaid.

"Early winter, punkin!" | cried and snatching her up, boosted her out of the little canyon and jumped over
her, clearing the boulders she had to scramble over. "For that you walk, young lady!"

But sheamost beat meto the car anyway. For onewho couldn't fly she was learning to run awfully light.
Twilight had fallen before we got back to the highway. We could see the headlights of the scurrying cars
that seldom even dowed down for Socorro. "So thisis Socorro, wasn't it?" was the way most traffic
went through.

We had topped the last rise before the highway when Bethie screamed. | amost lost control of the car
on the rutty road. She screamed again, awild tortured cry as she folded in on herself.

"Bethiel" | called, trying to get through to her. "What isit? Where isit? Where can | take you?”

But her third scream broke off short and she did limply to the floor. | wasterrified. She hadn't reacted
likethisin years. She had never fainted like this before. Could it be that Reenahadn't had her child yet?
That shewasin such agony-but even when Mrs. Allbeg had died in childbirth Bethie hadn't- lifted Bethie
to the seat and drove wildly homeward, praying that Mother would be...

Andthen | saw it. In front of our house. The big car skewed across the road. The knedling cluster of
people on the pavement.

Thenext thing | knew | was knedling, too, beside Dr. Dueff, clutching the edge of the blanket that
mercifully covered Mother from chinto toes. | lifted atrembling hand to the dark trickle of blood that
threaded crookedly down from her forehead.

"Mother," | whispered. "Mother!”

Her eydidsfluttered and shelooked up blindly. "Peter.” | could hardly hear her. " Peter, where's Bethie?"

"Shefainted. She'sinthecar," | faltered. "Oh, Mother!"

"Tdl the doctor to go to Bethie.”

"'But, Mother!" | cried. "Y ou-"

"l am not called yet. Go to Bethie."

Weknelt by her bedside, Bethie and |. The doctor was gone. There was no use trying to get Mother to
ahospitd. Just moving her indoors had started a dark oozing from the corner of her mouth. The
neighbors were al gone except Gramma Reuther who always came to troubled homes and had folded
the hands of the dead in Socorro from the founding of the town. She sat now in the front room holding
her worn Biblein quiet hands, after dl these years no longer needing to ook up the passages of comfort
and assurance.

The doctor had quieted the pain for Mother and had urged deep upon Bethie, not knowing how long the
easing would last, but Bethie wouldn't takeit.

Suddenly Mother's eyes were open.

"I married your father," she said clearly, asthough continuing a conversation. "We loved each other so,
and they were all dead-al my People. Of coursel told him first, and oh, Peter! He believed me! After all



that time of having to guard every word and every move | had someone to talk to-someone to believe
me. | told him al about the People and lifted mysdlf and then | lifted the car and turned it in mid-air above
the highway-just for fun. It pleased him alot but it made him thoughtful and later he said, 'Y ou know,
honey, your world and ourstook different turnsway back there. We turned to gadgets. Y ou turned to
the Power." "

Her eyes amiled. "He got so he knew when | was lonesome for the Home. Once he said, "Homesick,
honey? So am |. For what thisworld could have been. Or maybe-God willing-what it may become.”

"Y our father was the other half of me." Her eyes closed, and in the silence her bresth became audible, a
harsh straining sound. Bethie crouched with both hands pressed to her chest, her face dead white in the
shadows.

"We discussed it and discussed it," Mother cried. "But we had to decide as we did. We thought | was
thelast of the People. | had to forget the Home and be of Earth. Y ou children had to be of Earth, too,
even if-That'swhy he was so stern with you, Peter. Why he didn't want you to--experiment. He was
afraid you'd do too much around other people if you found out-" She stopped and lay panting. "Different
isdead," she whispered, and lay scarcely breathing for amoment.

"I knew the Home." Her voice was heavy with sorrow.

"l remember the Home. Not just because my People remembered it but because | saw it. | wasborn
there. It's gone now. Gone forever. Thereis no Home. Only aband of dust between the stars!" Her face
twisted with grief and Bethie echoed her cry of pain.

Then Mother's face cleared and her eyes opened. She half propped herself up in her bed.

"Y ou have the Home, too. Y ou and Bethie. Y ou will haveit dways. And your children after you.
Remember, Peter? Remember?"

Then her head tilted attentively and she gave alaughing. sob. "Oh, Peter! Oh, Bethie! Did you hear it?
I've been called! I've been caled!" Her hand lifted in the Sign and her lips moved tenderly.

"Mother!" | cried fearfully. "What do you mean? Lie down. Pleaseliedown!" | pressed her back against
thepillows.

"I've been cdled back to the Presence. My years are finished. My days are totaled.”

"But Mother,” | blubbered like achild, "what will we do without you?"

"Listen!" Mother whispered rapidly, one hand pressed to my hair. Y ou must find therest. Y ou must go
right away. They can help Bethie. They can help you, Peter. Aslong asyou are separated from them you
are not complete. | have felt them caling the last year or so, and now that | am on the way to the
Presence | can hear them clearer, and clearer.” She paused and held her breath. "Thereisa
canyon-north. The ship crashed there, after our life dips-here, Peter, give me your hand." She reached
urgently toward me and | cradled her hand in mine.

And | saw hdf the state spread out below me like a giant map. | saw the wrinkled folds of the
mountains, the deceptively smooth roll of the desert up to the jagged dopes. | saw the blur of timber
blunting the hillsand | saw the angular writhing of the narrow road through the passes. Then | felt asharp
pleasurable twinge, like the one you fed when seeing home after being away along time.

"Therel" Mother whispered as the panoramafaded. "1 wish | could have known before. It's been
lonely-"But you, Peter," she said strongly. "Y ou and Bethie must go to them.”

"Why should we, Mother?" | cried in desperation. "What are they to us or we to them that we should
leave Socorro and go among strangers?”

Mother pulled herself up in bed, her eyesintent on my face. She wavered amoment and then Bethie was
crouched behind her, steadying her back.

"They are not strangers,” she said clearly and dowly. "They are the People. "We shared the ship with
them during the Crossing. They were with uswhen we were out in the middle of emptinesswith only the
fading of stars behind and the brightening before to tdll us we were moving. They, with us, looked &t all
the bright frosting of stars across the blackness, wondering if on one of them we would find awelcome.

"Y ou are woven of their fabric. Even though your father was not of the People-"

Her voice died, her face changed. Bethie moved from in back of her and lowered her gently. Mother
clasped her hands and sighed.



"It'saloney business" she whispered. "No one can go with you. Even with them waiting it'slondly.”

In the sllence that followed we heard Gramma Reuther rocking quietly in the front room. Bethie sat on
the floor beside me, her cheeksflushed, her eyes wide with astrange dark awe.

"Peter, it didn't hurt. It didn't hurt at dll. It hedled!”

But we didn't go. How could we leave my job and our home and go off to-where? L ooking for-whom?
Because-why? It was mostly me, | guess, but | couldn't quite believe what Mother had told us. After dl
she hadn't said anything definite. We were probably reading meaning whereit didn't exist. Bethie returned
again and again to the puzzle of Mother and what she had meant, but we didn't go.

And Bethie got paer and thinner, and it was neetly ayeer later that | came hometo find her curled into
animpossibly tight ball on her bed, her eyestight shut, snatching at breath that came out again in sharp
moans.

| nearly went crazy before | at last got through to her and uncurled her enough to get hold of one of her
hands. Finally, though, she opened dull dazed eyes and |ooked past me.

"Likeadam, Peter," she gasped. "It dl comesin. It should-it should! | was born to-" | wiped the cold
swest from her forehead. "But it just piles up and piles up. It's supposed to go somewhere. I'm supposed
to do something! Peter Peter Peter!" She twisted on the bed, her distorted face pushing into the pillow.
"What does, Bethie?" | asked, turning her face to mine.

"What does?"

"Glib's foot and Dad's side and Mr. Tyree-next-door'stoe-" and her voice faded down through the
litany of years of agony.

"I'll go get Dr. Dueff," | said hopelesdy.

"No." Sheturned her face away. "Why build the dam higher? Let it break. Oh, soon soon!™
"Bethie, don't talk likethat,” | said, feding insgde me my terrible donenessthat only Bethie could fend off
now that Mother was gone. "Well find something-some way-"

"Mother could help,” she gasped. "A little. But she's gone. And now I'm picking up mental pain, too!
Reenas afraid she's got cancer. Oh, Peter Peter!" Her voice strained to awhisper. "Let medie! Help me
diel"

Both of uswere shocked to silence by her words. Help her die? | leaned againgt her hand. Go back into
the Presence with the weight of unfinished years dragging at our feet? For if shewent | went, too.

Then my eyesflew open and | stared at Bethie's hand. What Presence? Whose ethics and mores were
taking in my mind?

And so | had to decide. | talked Bethie into adeeping pill and sat by her even after shewas adeep. And
as| sat there dl the past years wound through my head. The way it must have been for Bethie dll thistime
and | hadn't let mysdlf know.

Just before dawn | woke Bethie. We packed and went. | |eft anote on the kitchen table for Dr. Dueff
saying only that we were going to look for help for Bethie and would he ask Reenato seeto the house.
And thanks.

| dowed the pickup over to the side of the junction and dammed the brakes on.

"Okay," | said hopelesdy. "Y ou choose which way thistime. Or shal wetossfor it? Heads straight up,
talls straight down!

| can't tell whereto go, Bethie. | had only that one little glimpse that Mother gave me of this country.
Theresamillion canyons and amillion sde roads. Wewere fools to leave Socorro. After al we have
nothing to go on but what Mother said. It might have been ddlirium.”

"No," Bethie murmured. "It can't be. It'sgot to bered."

"But, Bethie" | said, leaning my weary head on the steering whesd!, "you know how much | want it to be
true, not only for you but for mysdlf, too. But look. What do we have to assume if Mother was right?
Fird, that spacetravel ispossible-was possible nearly fifty years ago. Second, that Mother and her
People came here from another planet. Third, that we are, bluntly speaking, half-breeds, a cross between
Earth and heaven knows what world. Fourth, that there's a chance-in ten million-of our finding the other
People who came at the same time Mother did, presupposing that any of them survived the Crossing.



"Why, any one of these premises would brand us as crazy crackpotsto any normal person. No, we're
building too much on adream and a hope. Let's go back, Bethie. We've got just enough gas money dong
to makeit. Let'sgiveit up.”

"And go back to what?' Bethie asked, her face pinched. "No, Peter. Here."

| looked up as she handed me one of her sunlight patterns, a handful of brilliance that twisted briefly in
my fingers before it flickered out.

"Isthat Earth?" she asked quietly. "How many of our friends can fly? How many-" she hesitated, "how
many can Remember?'

"Remember!” | said dowly, and then | whacked the steering whed with my fist. "Oh, Bethie, of al the
supid-! Why, itsBub dl over again!"

| kicked the pickup into life and turned on the first faint desert trail beyond the junction. | pulled off even
that suggestion of atrail and headed across the nearly naked desert toward a clump of ironwood,
mesquite and catclaw that marked a sand wash againgt the foothills. With the westering sun making
shadow lace through the thin foliage we made camp.

I lay on my back in the wash and looked deep into the arch of the desert sky. The trees made atypica
desert pattern of warmth and coolness on me, warm in the sun, cool in the shadow, as| let my mind clear
smoother, smoother, until the soft intake of Bethie's breath as she sat beside me sent abright ripple
acrossit.

And | remembered. But only Mother-and-Dad and the little campfire | had gathered up, and Glib with
the trap on hisfoot and Bethie curled, face to knees on the bed, and the thin crying sound of her labored
breath.

| blinked at the sky. | had to Remember. | just had to. | shut my eyes and concentrated and
concentrated, until | was exhausted. Nothing came now, not even ahint of memory. In despair | relaxed,
limp againgt the chilling sand. And dl at once unaccustomed gears shifted and dipped into placein my
mind and there | was, just as| had been, hovering over thelife-sized map.

Sowly and painfully | located Socorro and the thin thread that marked the Rio Gordo. | followed it and
logt it and followed it again, the finger of my attention pressing close. Then | located Vulcan Springs
Valley and traced its broad rolling to the upsweep of the desert, to the Sierra CobrenaMountains. It
was an eerie sensation to look down on the infinitesma groove that must be where | waslying now.
Then | hand-spanned my thinking around our camp spot. Nothing. | probed farther north, and east, and
north again. | drew adeep breath and exhaded it shakily. There it was. The Hometwinge. The call of
familiarity.

| read it off to Bethie. The high thrust of amountain that pushed up baldly past itstimber, the huge
tallings dump across the range from the mountain. The casud wreathing of smoke from what must bea
logging town, &l forming Sides of adender triangle. Somewherein this areawas the place.

| opened my eyesto find Bethiein tears.

"Why, Bethiel" | said. "What'swrong? Aren't you glad-?"

Bethie tried to smile but her lips quivered. She hid her face in the crook of her elbow and whispered. "
saw, too! Oh, Peter, thistime | saw, too!"

We got out the road map and by the fading afternoon light we tried to trand ate our rememberings. As
nearly aswe could figure out we should head for aplace way off the highway caled Kerry Canyon. It
was gpparently the only inhabited spot anywhere near the big bald mountain. | looked at the little black
dot in thekink in the third-rate road and wondered if it would turn out to be aperiod to al our hopes or
the point for the beginning of new livesfor thetwo of us. Life and sanity for Bethie, and for me. .. Ina
sudden spasm of emotion | crumpled the map in my hand. | felt blindly that in &l my life | had never
known anyone but Mother and Dad and Bethie. That | was aghost walking the world. If only | could see
even one other person that fdt like our kind! Just to know that Bethie and | weren't al done with our
unearthly heritage!

| smoothed out the map and folded it again. Night was on us and the wind was cold. We shivered aswe
scurried around looking for wood for our campfire.



Kerry Canyon was one business street, two service stations, two saloons, two stores, two churches and
ahandful of housesflung a random over the hillsides that doped down to an areathat looked too small
to accommodate the road. A creek which was now thinned to an intermittent trickle that loitered along,
waited for thefdl rainsto begin. A sudden speckling across our windshield suggested it hadn't long to
wait.

Werattled over the old bridge and haf through the town. The road swung up sharply over arusty
sngle-linerailroad and turned | eft, shying away from the bluff that was hollowed just enough to
accommodate one of the service stations.

We pulled into the tation. The uniformed attendant came alongside.

"Wejust want someinformation,” | said, conscious of the thinness of my billfold. We had picked up our
last tankful of gas before plunging into the maze of canyons between the main highway and here. Our
stopping place would have to be soon whether we found the People or not.

"Surel Sure! Glad to oblige." The attendant pushed his cap back from hisforehead. "How can | help
you?"

| hesitated, trying to gather my thoughts and words-and some of the hope that had jolted out of me since
we had |eft the junction. "We're trying to locate some-friends-of ours. We weretold they lived out the
other sde of here, out by Baldy. Isthere anyone-?"

"Friends of them people?' he asked in astonishment. "Wdll, say, now, that'sinteresting! You'rethefirst |
ever had come asking after them.”

| felt Bethies arm trembling against mine. Then there was something beyond Kerry Canyon!

"How come? What's wrong with them?”

"Why, nothing, Mac, nothing. Matter of fact they're dern nice people. Trade herealot. Comeinto
church and the dances."

"Dances?" | glanced around the steep doping hills.

"'Sure. We ain't as dead as we look,” the attendant grinned.

"Come Saturday night were quite atown. Lots of ranches around these hills. Course, not much out
Cougar Canyon way. That'swhere your friendslive, didn't you say?'

"Yegh. Out by Bady."

"Well, nobody dselivesout that way." He hesitated. "Hey, thereé's something I'd like to ask.”

"Sure. Likewhat?'

"Well, them people pretty much keep themsalves to themselves, | don't mean they're stuck-up or
anything, but-well, I've dwayswondered. Where they from? One of them overrun countriesin Europe?
They'reforeigners, ain't they? And seems like most of what Europe exports any moreis DP's. Arethem
people some?"

"Well, yes, you might cal them that. Why?"

"Well, they talk just as good as anybody and it must have been awar along time ago because they've
been around since my Dad'stime, but they just-fed different.” He caught his upper lip between histeeth
reflectively. "Good different. Red nice different.” He grinned again. "Wouldn't mind shining up to some of
them gals mysdf. Don't get no encouragement, though.

"Anyway, keep on thisroad. It's easy. No other road going that way. Jackass Flat will begt the tar outa
your tires, but you'll probably makeit, lessn comes up aheavy rain. Then you'll skate over half the
county and most likely end up in aditch. Slickest mud in the world. Colder'n hell-beg pardon, lady-out
there on the flat when the wind starts blowing. Better bundle up.”

"Thanks, fdla" | sad. "Thanksalot. Think well makeit before dark?"

"Oh, sure. "Tain't so awful far but the road'slousy. Oughtamakeit in two-three hours, lessn like | said,
comesup aheavy ran."

We knew when we hit Jackass Flat. It was like dropping off the edge. If we had thought the road to
Kerry Canyon was bad we revised our opinions, but fast. In thefirst place it was choose your own ruts.
Then the tracks were deep sunk in heavy clay generoudy mixed with sharp splintery shale and rocks as
big asyour two fists that were like agigantic gravel asfar aswe could see acrossthe lifel ess expanse of
theflat.



But to make it worse, the ruts | chose kept ending abruptly as though the cars that had made them had
either backed away from the job or jJumped over. Jumped over! | drove, in and out of ruts, so wrapped
up insurmisesthat | hardly noticed the tough going until acry from Bethie aroused me.

"Stop the car!" she cried. "Oh, Peter! Stop the car!™

| braked so fast that the pickup swerved wildly, mounted the side of arut, lurched and settled
sckeningly down on the back tirewhich sghed itsdlf flatly into the risng wind.

"What on earth!" | yelped, as near to being mad at Bethie as|'d ever beenin my life. "What was that
for?'

Bethie, white-faced, was emerging from the army blanket she had huddled in against the cold. "It just
cameto me. Peter, supposing they don't want us?"

"Don't want us? What do you mean?' | growled, wondering if that lace doily | caled my sparetire
would be worth the trouble of putting it on.

"We never thought. It didn't even occur to us. Peter, we-we don't belong. We won't be like them. We're
partly of Earth-as much aswe are of wherever else. Supposing they reject us? Supposing they think
we're undesirable-?' Bethie turned her face away. "Maybe we don't belong anywhere, Peter, not
anywherea dl."

| felt achill sweep over me that was not of the weather. We had assumed so blithely that we would be
welcome. But how did we know? Maybe they wouldn't want us. We weren't of the People. We weren't
of Earth. Maybe we didn't belong-not anywhere.

"Surethey'll want us," | forced out heartily. Then my eyeswavered away from Bethi€sand | said
defengvey, "Mother said they would help us. She said we were woven of the same fabric-"

"But maybe the warp will only accept genuine woof. Mother couldn't know. There weren't
any-haf-breeds-when she was separated from them. Maybe our Earth blood will mark us-"

"There's nothing wrong with Earth blood,” | said defiantly.

"Besides, like you said, what would there be for you if we went back?"

She pressed her clenched fists against her cheeks, her eyeswide and vacant. "Maybe," she muttered,
"'maybeif I'd just go on and go completdy insaneit wouldn't hurt so terribly much. It might even fed

"Bethiel" my voicejerked her physicaly. "Cut out that talk right now! Were going on. The only way we
can judge the People is by Mother. She would never rgect us or any otherslike us. And that fellow back
there said they were good people.”

| opened the door. "Y ou better try to get some kinks out of your legswhilel changethetire. By the
looks of the sky welll be doing some skating before we get to Cougar Canyon.”

But for al my brave wordsit wasn't just for thetirethat | knelt beside the car, and it wasn't only the
sound of the lug wrench that the wind carried up into the darkening sky.

| squinted through the streaming windshield, trying to make out the road through the downpour that
fought our windshield wiper to astandstill. What few glimpses | caught of the road showed a deceptively
smooth-looking chocolateriver, but we dternately shook like a giant maraca, pushed out sheets of water
like a speedboat, or dithered aimlesdy and terrifyingly across sudden mud flatsthat often left us yards off
the road. Then wed creep cautioudy back until the soggy squelch of our tirestold uswe werein the
flooded ruts again.

Then all a onceit wasn't there. Theroad, | mean. It stretched afew yards ahead of us and then just
flowed over the edge, into the rain, into nothingness.

"It couldn't go there," Bethie murmured increduloudly. "It can't just drop off like that."

"Wel, I'm certainly not dropping off with it, sight unseen,” | said, huddling deeper into my army blanket.
My jacket was packed in back and | hadn't bothered to dig it out. | hunched my shouldersto bring the
blanket up over my head. "I'm going to teke alook first."

| did out into the solid wall of rain that hissed and splashed around me on the flooded flat. | was soaked
to the knees and mud-coated to the shins before | dithered to the drop-off. Thetrail-call that a
road?-tipped over the edge of the canyon and turned abruptly to theright, then lost itself dong a



shrub-grown ledge that doped downward even asit paraleed the rim of the canyon. If | could get the
pickup over the rim and onto thetrail it wouldn't be so bad. But-I peered over the drop-off at the turn.
The bottom was lost in shadows and rain. | shuddered.

Then quickly, before | could lose my nerve, | squelched back to the car.

"Pray, Bethie. Herewe go."

Therewasthe suck and dosh of our turning tires, the awful moment when we hung on the brink. Then
the turn. And therewe were, poised over nothing, with our rear end dewing outward.

The sudden tongue-hiting jolt aswe finaly landed, right Sde up, pointing the right way on the narrow
trail, jarred the cold sweat on my face so it rolled down with therain.

| pulled over at thefirst wide spot in the road and stopped the car. We sat in the silence, listening to the
rain. | felt asthough something infinitely precious were lying just before me. Bethie's hand crept into mine
and | knew shewasfeding it, too. But suddenly Bethie's hand was snatched from mine and she was
pounding with both fists againgt my shoulder in most un-Bethie-like violence.

"l can't stand it, Peter!" she cried hoarsely, emotion choking her voice. "Let's go back before we find out
any more. If they should send us away! Oh, Peter! Let's go before they find us! Then well still have our
dream. We can pretend that someday we'll come back. We can never dream again, never hope again!™
She hid her facein her hands. "'I'll manage somehow. I'd rather go away, hoping, than run the risk of
being rgected by them."

"Not me," | said, starting the motor. "We have as much chance of awelcome aswe do of being kicked
out. And if they can help you-say, what's the matter with you today? I'm supposed to be the doubting
one, remember? Y ou're the mustard seed of thisoutfit!" | grinned at her, but my heart sank at the drawn
white misery of her face. She dmost managed asmile.

Thetrall led steadily downward, lapping back on itself asit worked back and forth along the canyon
wall, sometimes steep, sometimesamost level. The farther we went the more rested | fdlt, asthough |
were shutting doors behind or opening them before me.

Then came one of the casua miracles of mountain country. The clouds suddenly opened and the late sun
broke through. There, dmost frighteningly, a huge mountain pushed out of the featureless gray distance.
In the flooding light the towering dopes seemed to move, stepping closer to us aswe watched. Theran
gl fel, but now in glittering silver-beaded curtains, and one vivid end of arainbow splashed color
recklessly over trees and rocks and a corner of the sky.

| didn't watch the road. | watched the splendor and glory spread out around us. So when, at Bethie's
scream, | snatched back to my driving al | took down into the roaring splintering darkness was the
thought of Bethie and the sight of the other car, danting down from the bobbing top branches of atree,
seconds before it plowed into us broadside, ayard above the road.

| thought | was dead. | was afraid to open my eyes because | could fed therain making little puddles
over my closed lids. And then | breathed. | wasdive, dl right. A knife jabbed itself up and down the left
sde of my chest and twisted itsdlf vicioudy with each reluctant breath | drew.

Then | heard avoice.

"Thank the Power they aren't hurt too badly. But, oh, Vaancy! What will Father say?' The voice was
young and scared.

"Y ou've known him longer than | have," another girl-voice answered. "Y ou should have someidea"

"l never had awreck before, not even when | was driving instead of lifting.”

"I have a hunch that you'll be grounded for quite aspell,” the second voice replied. "'But that isn't what's
worrying me, Karen. Why didn't we know they were coming? We always can sense Outsiders. We
should have known-"

"Q. E. D. then," said the Karen-voice.

"Q.E.D."?

"Yes. If we didn't sense them, then they're not Outsiders-" There was the sound of a caught breath and
then, "Oh, what | said, Vaancy! Y ou don't suppose!” | felt amovement close to me and heard the soft
sound of breathing. "Can it redlly be two more of us? Oh, Vaancy, they must be second



generation-they're about our age. How did they find us? Which of our Lost Ones were their parents?”

Vaancy sounded amused. "Those are questions they're certainly in no condition to answer right now,
Karen. We'd better figure out what to do. Look, thegirl iscoming to."

| was snapped out of my detached eavesdropping by amoan beside me. | started to sit up. "Bethie-" |
began, and al the knives twisted through my lungs. Bethie's scream followed my gasp.

My eyeswere open now, but good, and my leg was an agonized burning ache down at the far end of my
consciousness. | gritted my teeth but Bethie moaned again.

"Help her, help her!" | pleaded to the two fuzzy figuresleaning over usas| tried to hold my bregth to
stop the jabbing.

"But she'shardly hurt,” Karen cried. "A bump on her head. Some cuts.”

With an effort | focused on aluminous clear face-Vaancy's-whose deep eyes bent close above me. |
licked therain from my lipsand blurted foolishly, "Y oure not even wet in dl thisrain!" A look of
congternation swept over her face. There was a pause as she looked a me intently and then said, "Their
shields aren't activated, Karen. We'd better extend ours.”

"Okay, Vadancy." And the annoying sibilant wetness of the rain stopped.

"How'sthegirl?'

"It must be shock or maybe internal-"

| garted to turn to see, but Bethie's sobbing cry pushed meflat again.

"Help her," | gasped, grabbing wildly in my memory for Mother'swords. "She's a-a Sengitivel”

"A Sengtive?' The two exchanged looks. " Then why doesn't she-?" Vdancy sarted to say something,
then turned swiftly. | crooked my arm over my eyesasl| listened.

"Honey-Bethie-hear me!" The voice waswarm but authoritative. "1'm going to help you. I'll show you
how, Bethie."

Therewasasilence. A warm hand clasped mine and Karen squatted close beside me.

"She's sorting her," she whispered. "Going into her mind. To teach her contral. It's so smple. How could
it happen that she doesn't know-?"

| heard a soft wondering "Oh!" from Bethie, followed by a bresthless " Oh, thank you, Vaancy, thank
you!"

| heaved mysdlf up onto my elbow, fire streaking me from head to foot, and peered over a Bethie. She
was looking at me, and her quiet face was happier than smiles could ever make it. We stared for the
gpace of two rdlieved tears, then she said softly, "Tell them now, Peter. We can't go any farther until you
tdl them.”

| lay back again, blinking at the sky where the scattered raindrops were il falling, though none of them
reached us. Karen's hand was warm on mine and | felt ashiver of reluctance. If they sent usaway . . .!
But then they couldn't take back what they had given to Bethie, even if-1 shut my eyesand blurted it out
asbluntly aspossible.

"We aren't of the People-not entirely. Father was not of the People. We're half-breeds.”

Therewas agartled slence.

"Y ou mean your mother married an Outsider?' Vaancy's voice wasfilled with astonishment. “That you
and Bethieare-?

"Yesshedid and yeswe are!" | retorted. "And Dad was the best-" My belligerence ran thinly out across
the sharp edge of my pain. "They're both dead now. Mother sent usto you."

"But Bethieisa Sengtive-" Vaancy's voice was thoughtful

"Yes, and | can fly and makethingstrave intheair and I've even madefire. But Dad-" | hid my face and
let it twist with the increasing agony.

"Then we can!" | couldn't read the emotion in Vaancy's voice. "Then the People and Outsders-but it's
unbelievable that you-" Her voice died.

In the slence that followed, Bethi€'s voice came fearful and tremulous, " Are you going to send us away?"
My heart twisted to the ache in her voice.

"Send you away! Oh, my people, my people! Of course not! Asif there were any question.” Vaancy's
arm went tightly around Bethie, and Karen's hand closed warmly on mine. The tension that had been a



hard twisted knot inside me dissolved, and Bethie and | were home.

Then Vaancy became very brisk.

"Bethie, what'swrong with Peter?"

Bethie was astonished. "How did you know his name?' Then she smiled. "Of course. When you were
sorting me!l" Shetouched melightly dong my sides, dong my legs. "Four of hisribsare hurt. Hisleft legis
broken. That's about al. Shdll | control him?”

"Yes" Vdancy sad. "I'll hep."

And the pain was gone, put to deep under the persuasive warmth that came to me as Bethie and
Vaancy came softly into my mind.

"Good," Vadancy sad. "We're pleased to welcome a Sendtive. Karen and | know alittle of their function
because we are Sorters. But we have no full-fledged Sensitive in our Group now."

Sheturned to me. "Y ou said you know the inanimate lift?"

"l don't know," | said. "l don't know the wordsfor lots of things."

"You'll haveto relax completely. We don't usudly useit on people. But if you let go al over we can
manage.”

They wrapped mewarmly in our blankets and lightly, ahand under my shoulders and under my hedls,
lifted me carrying-high and sped with me through the trees, Bethietrailing from Vaancy's free hand.

Before we reached the yard the door flew open and warm yellow light spilled out into the dusk. The girls
paused on the porch and shifted me to the waiting touch of two men. In the wordless pause before the
babble of question and explanation | felt Bethie beside me draw a degp wondering breath and merge like
araindrop in ariver into the People around us.

But even asthe lightswent out for me again, and | felt mysdlf dide down into comfort and hunger-fed
bel ongingness, somewhere deep indgde of me was a core of something that couldn't quite-no, wouldn't
quite dissolve-wouldn't yet yield itself completely to the People.

1

LEA SLIPPED soundlesdy toward the door almost before Peter's last words were said. Shewas
halfway up the steep road that led up the canyon before she heard the sound of Karen coming behind
her. Lifting and running, Karen caught up with her.

"Leal" shecdled, reaching for her arm.

With atwist of her shoulder Leaevaded Karen and wordlesdly, breathlessy ran on up the road.

"Leal" Karen grabbed both her shoulders and stopped her bodily. "Where on earth are you going!”

"Let mego!" Leashouted. "Sneak! Peeping Tom! Let mego!" Shetried to wrench out of Karen's
hands.

"Lea, whatever you'rethinking it isn't so."

"Whatever I'm thinking!" Lea's eyes blazed. "Don't know what I'm thinking? Haven't you done enough
scrabbling around in al the muck and mess-?' Her fingernails dented Karen's hands. "L et me go!™

"Why do you care, Lea?' Karen's cold voice jabbed mercilessy. "Why should you care? What
difference doesit maketo you} You left lifealong time ago.”

"Death-" Leachoked; feding the dusty bitterness of the word she had thought so often and seldom said.
"Degth isat least private-no one nosing around-"

"Can you be so sure?' It was Karen's quiet voice. "Anyway, believe me, Lea, | haven't gonein to you
even once. Of course could if | wanted to and | will if | haveto, but | never would without your
knowledge-if not your consent. All I've learned of you has been from the most open outer part of your
mind. Y our inner mind is sacredly your own. The People are taught reverence for individud privacy.
Whatever powerswe have are for hedling, not for hurting. We have heglth and life for you if you'll accept
it. You see, thereisbam in Gilead! Don't refuse it, Lea"

Lea's hands drooped heavily. The tension went out of her body dowly.

"I heard you last night," she said, puzzled. "I heard your story and it didn't even occur to me that you
could-1 mean, it just wasn't real and | had no idea" She let Karen turn her back down the road. "But
then when | heard Peter-1 don't know-he seemed more true. Y ou don't expect mento goin for fairy



tales" She clutched suddenly a Karen. "Oh, Karen, what shal | do? I'm so mixed up that | can't-"

"Wadl, the smplest and most immediate thing isto come on back. We have time to hear another report
and they're waiting for us. Melodyeis next. She saw the People from quite another angle.”

Back in the schoolroom Leafitted hersdf salf-conscioudy into her corner again, though no one seemed
to notice her. Everyone was busy rdliving or commenting on the days of Peter and Bethie. Thetalking
died as Melodye Amerson took her place at the desk.

"Vaancy'sheping me," she smiled. "We chose the theme together, too. Remember-?

" 'Behold, | am at apoint to die and what profit shall this birthright do to me? And he sold his birthright
for bread and pottage.’ "I couldn't do the recalling aone, either. So now, if you don't mind, therell bea
dight pause while we congtruct our network."

Sherelaxed visbly and Lea could fed the receptive quietness spread as though the whole room were
becoming mirror-placid like the pool in the creek, and then Meodye began to spesk ...

POTTAGE

YOU GET tired of teaching after awhile. Well, maybe not of teaching itsdlf, becauseit'sinsdious and
remainsatug in the blood for all of your life, but there comes aday when you look down at the paper
you're grading or listen to an answer you're giving achild and you get aboinnng! feding. And each
reverberation of the boing isayear inyour life, another set of children through your hands, another best
in monotony, and it's frightening. The value of the work you're doing doesn't enter into it at that moment
and the monotony is bitter onyour tongue.

Sometimes you can assuage that feding by conscioudy savoring those precious days of pseudofreedom
between the time you receive your contract for the next year and the moment you sign it. Because you
can escape at that moment, but somehow-you don't.

But | did, one spring. | quit teaching. | didn't Sgn up again. | went chasing after-after what? Maybe
excitement-maybe a dream of wonder-maybe a new bright wonderful world that just must be somewhere
else because it isn't here-and-now. Maybe a place to begin again so I'd never end up at the same
frightening emotiond dead end. So | quit.

But by late August the emptinessinsde me was bigger than boredom, bigger than monotony, bigger than
lusting after freedom. It was amogt terror to be next door to September and not care that in afew weeks
school starts-tomorrow school starts-first day of school. So, almost at the last minute, | went to the
placement bureau. Of course it wastoo lateto try to return to my other school, and besides, the mold of
theyearsthere ftill chafed in too many places.

"Well," the placement director said as he shuffled his end-of-the-season cards, past Algebraand Home
Ec and PE and High-School English, "theré's dways Bendo." He thumbed out a battered-looking
three-by-five. "Therés dways Bendo."

And | took hisemphasis and look for what they were intended and sighed.

"'Bendo?'

"Small school. One room. Mining town, or used to be. Ghost town now." He sighed wearily and let
down his professional hair. "Ghost people, too. Can't keep ateacher there more than ayear. Low
pay-fair housing-at someone's home. No community activities-no socid life. No city withinfifty or so
miles. No movies. No nothing but children to be taught. Ten of them thisyear. All grades.”

"Soundslikethetown | grew upin,” | said. "Except we had two rooms and lots of community activities."

"I've been to Bendo." The director leaned back in his chair, hands behind his head. "Sick community.
Unhappy people. No interest in anything. Only reason they have a school is becauseit'sthe law.
Law-abiding anyway. Not enough interest in anything to bresk alaw, | guess.”

"I'll takeit," | said quickly before | could think beyond the fedling that this sounded about as far back as
| could goto get agood running start at thingsagain.

Heglanced & mequizzicdly. "If you'rethinking of lighting atorch of high reform to set Bendo afirewith
enthusiasm, forget it. I've seen plenty of king-sized torchesfizzle out there.”



"I have no torch,” | said. "Frankly I'm fed to the teeth with bouncing bright enthusiasm and huge PTA's
and activities until they come out your ears. They usualy turn out to be the most monotonous kind of
monotony. Bendo will beares.”

"It will that," the director said, leaning over his cards again.

"Saul Diemusisthe presdent of the board. If you don't have a car the only way to get to Bendo isby
bus-it runs once aweek."

| stepped out into the August sunshine after theinterview and sagged alittle under its savage pressure,
amost hearing hiss asthe refrigerated coolness of the placement bureau evaporated from my skin.

| walked over to the quad and sat down on one of the stone benches I'd never had time to use, those
years ago when | had been astudent here. | looked up at my old dorm window and, for amoment, felt a
wild homesickness-not only for years that were gone and hopes that had died and dreams that had had
grim awakenings, but for aspecid magic | had found in that room. It was a magic-atrue magic-that
opened such vistasto methat for awhile anything seemed possible, anything feasible-if not for me right
now, then for others, someday. Even now, after the dilution of time, | couldn't quite believe that magic,
and even now, asthen, | wanted fiercely to believeit. If only it could be so! If only it could be so!

| sighed and stood up. | suppose everyone has a magic moment somewherein hislife and, like me, can't
believe that anyone else could have the same-but mine was different! No one e se could have had the
same experience! | laughed at myself. Enough of the past and of dreaming. Bendo waited. | had thingsto
do.

| watched therolling clouds of red-yellow dust billow away from the jolting bus, and cupped my hands
over my faceto get abreath of clean air. The grit between my teeth and the smothering sft of dust across
my clothes was familiar enough to me, but | hoped by the time we reached Bendo we would have l€eft this
dust plain behind and comeinto alittle more vegetation. | shifted wearily on the angular sest, wondering if
it had ever been designed for anyone's comfort, and caught myself as asudden braking of the bus flung
me forward.

We sat and waited for the dust of our going to catch up with us, while the last-but-me passenger, a
withered old Indian, dowly gathered up his gunny-sack bundles and his battered saddle and edged his
Levied velveteen-bloused self up the ailde and out to the blesk roadside.

Weroared away, leaving him a desolate figure in awide desolation. | wondered where he was headed.
How many weary milesto hishogan in what hidden wash or miniature greennessin dl thiswilderness.

Then we headed straight as adie for the towering redness of the bare mountains that lined the horizon.
Peering ahead | could seetheroad, ruler straight, disappearing into the distance. | sighed and shifted
again and let the roar of the motor and the weariness of my bones [ull meinto a stupor on the border
between deep and waking.

A changein the motor roar brought me back to the jouncing bus. We jerked to a stop again. | looked
out the window through the settling clouds of dust and wondered who we could be picking up out herein
the middle of nowhere. Then aclot of dust dissolved and | saw
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in descending size on the front of the leaning, weather-beaten building propped between two crumbling
smoke-blackened stone ruins. After so much flatness it was amost a shock to see the bare tumbled
boulders crowding down to the roadside and humping their lichen-stained shoulders againgt the sky.
"Bendo," the bus driver said, unfolding hislanky legs and hunching out of the bus. "End of the line-end of
civilization-end of everything!" He grinned and the dusty mask of hisface brokeinto engaging smile

patterns.



"Smadl, isn'tit?" | grinned back.

"Ustabe bigger. Not that it helps now. Roaring mining town years ago." As he spoke | could pick out
disntegrating buildings dotting the rocky hillsdes and tumbling into the steep washes.

"My dad can remember it when hewas akid. That was |ong enough ago that there was still ariver for
the town to bein the bend 0"

"Isthat whereit got its name?"

"Some say yes, some say no. Might have been afeller named Bendo." The driver grunted as he unlashed
my luggage from the bus roof and swung it to the ground.

"Oh, hi!" said thedriver.

| swung around to see who was there. The man wastdl, well built, good-looking-and old. Older than his
face-older than years could have made him because he was redlly young, not much older than I. Hisface
was astern unhappy stillness, his hands stiff on the brim of his Stetson ashe held it waist high.

In that brief pause before his"Miss Amerson?' | fdlt the same feding coming from him that you can feet
around some highly religious person who knows God only as astern implacable vengeful deity, impatient
of worthless man, waiting only for an unguarded moment to strike him down in hissin. | wondered who
or what his God was that prisoned him so cruelly. Then | was answering, "Y es, how do you do?' And he
touched my hand briefly with a"Saul Diemus’ and turned to the problem of my two large suitcases and
my record player.

| followed Mr. Diemus shuffling feet Slently, since he seemed to have dight inclination for talk. | hadn't
expected a reception committee, but kids must have changed alot sincel was one, otherwise curiosity
about teacher would have lured out at least a couple of them for apreview look. But the silent two of us
walked on for ahdf block or so from the highway and the post office and rounded the rocky corner of a
hill. I looked across the dry creek bed and up the one winding street that was residential Bendo. | paused
on the splintery old bridge and took agood look. I'd never see Bendo like this again. Familiarity would
blur some outlines and sharpen others, and I'd never again seeit, free from the knowledge of who lived
behind which blank front door.

The houses were scattered haphazardly over the hillsdes and erratic flights of rough stone stepsled
down from each to the road that paralleled the bone-dry creek bed. The houses were not shacks but
they were unpainted and weethered until they blended into the background amost perfectly. Each front
yard had things growing init, but such subdued blossoming and unobtrusive planting that they could easily
have been only accidenta massings of natura vegetation.

Such apassion for anonymity...

"Theschool-" | had missed the swift thrust of hishand.

"Where?' Nothing | could see spoke school to me.

"Around the bend." Thistime| followed hisindication and suddenly, out of the featurelessness of the
place, | saw abell tower barely topping the hill beyond the town, with the fine pencil stroke of aflagpole
to one sde. Mr. Diemus pulled himsdlf together to make the effort.

"The school'sin the prettiest place around here. Theré's aspring and trees, and-" He ran out of words
and looked at me as though trying to conjure up something else I'd like to hear.

"I'm board president,” he said abruptly. "Y ou'll have ten children from first grade to second-year high
schoal. Y ou're the bossin your school. Whatever you do isyour business. Any discipline you find
desirable-use. We don't pamper our children. Teach them what you have to. Don't bother the parents
with reasons and explanations. The school isyours.”

"And you'd just as soon do away with it and me, too,” | smiled a him.

Helooked startled. "The law says school them." He started across the bridge. " So school them.”

| followed meekly, wondering wryly what would happen if | asked Mr. Diemuswhy he hated himself
and theworld he wasin and even-oh, breathe it softly-the children | wasto "schoal.”

"You'll stay a my place," he said. "We have an extraroom."

| was uneasily conscious of the wide gap of silence that followed his pronouncement, but couldn't think
of athing tofill. it. | shifted my smdl case from one hand to the other and kept my eyes on the rocky path
that protested with shifting stones and voca gravel every step wetook. It seemed to methat Mr. Diemus



was trying to make dl the noise he could with his shuffling feet. But, in spite of the amplified echo from
the hills around us, no door opened, no face pressed to awindow. It was adistinct relief to hear
suddenly the happy unthinking rusty singing of hens asthey scratched in the coarse dust.

| hunched up in the darkness of my narrow bed trying to comfort my uneasy stomach. It wasn't that the
food had been bad-it had been quite adequate-but such adingy meal! Gloom seemed to festoon itself
from the ceiling and unhappiness sat dmogt visbly at thetable,

| tried to tell mysdlf that it was my own travel weariness that danted my thoughts, but | looked around
the table and saw the hopel ess endurance furrowed into the adult faces and beginning faintly but
unmistakably on those of the children. There were two children there. A girl, Sarah (fourth grade, a a
guess), and an adolescent boy, Maitt (seventh?)-too silent, too well mannered, too controlled, avoiding
much too pointedly looking at the empty chair between them.

My food went down in lumps and quarreled fiercely with the coffee that arrived in square-feding gulps.
Even yet-long difficult hours after the medl-the food till wouldn't lie down to be digested.

Tomorrow | could dip into the pattern of school, familiar no matter where school was, since teaching
kidsisteaching kids no matter where. Maybe then | could convince my stomach that al waswell, and
then maybe even gart to thaw those frozen unnatura children. Of course they well might belittle demons
away from home-which isvery often the case. Anyway | fdt, thankfully, the familiar September thrill of
new beginnings.

| shifted in bed again, then stiffening my neck, lifted my ears clear of my pillow.

It was awhisper, the intermittent hissng | had been hearing. Someone was whispering in the next room
tomine. | sat up and listened unashamedly. | knew Sarah's room was next to mine, but who wastalking
with her? At first | could get only half words and then either my ears sharpened or the voices became
louder.

"... and did you hear her laugh? Right out loud at the table!" The quick whisper became alow voice.
"Her eyescrinkled in the corners and she laughed.”

"Our other teachers laughed, too." The uncertainly deep voice must be Matt.

"Yes," Sarah whispered. "But not for long. Oh, Matt! What's wrong with us? Peoplein our books have
fun. They laugh and run and jump and do dl kinds of fun stuff and nobody-" Sarah faltered, "no onecals
itevil."

"Those are only stories," Matt said. "Not red life."

"l don't believeit!" Sarah cried. "When | get big I'm going away from Bendo. I'm going to see-"

"Away from Bendo!" Mait's voice broke in roughly. "Away from the Group?"

| lost Sarah'sreply. | flt asthough | had missed an expected step. As | wrestled with my breath the
sghts and sounds and smells of my old dorm room crowded back upon me. Then | caught mysdlf. It was
probably only aturn of phrase. This futile desolate unhappiness couldn't possibly be related in any way to
that magic ...

"Whereis Dorcas?' Sarah asked, as though she knew the answer aready.

"Punished." Mait's voice was hard and unchildlike. " She jumped.”

"Jumped!" Sarah was shocked.

"Over the edge of the porch. Clear down to the path. Father saw her. | think she let him see her on
purpose." His voice was defiant. " Someday when | get older I'm going to jump, too-all | want to-even
over the house. Right in front of Father.”

"Oh, Matt!" The cry was horrified and admiring. "Y ou wouldn't! Y ou couldn't. Not so far, not right in
front of Father!"

"l would s0," Matt retorted. "1 could so, because I-" Hiswords cut off sharply. " Sarah,” he went on,
"can you figure any way, any way, that jumping could be evil? It doesn't hurt anyone. It isn't ugly. There
int any law-"

"Whereis Dorcas?' Sarah'svoice was amogt inaudible. "In the hidey hole again?' She wasdmost
answering Matt's question instead of asking one of her own.

"Yes" Matt said. "In the dark with only bread to eat. So she can learn what a hunted animal fedlslike.



Ananimd that is different, that other animals hate and hunt.” His bitter voice put quotes around the
words.

"You see" Sarah whispered. "Y ou see?'

Inthe silencefollowing | heard the quiet closing of adoor and the dight vibration of the floor as Matt
passed my room. | eased back onto my pillow. | lay back, staring toward the ceiling. What dark thing
was herein this house? In this community? Frightened children whispering in the dark. Rebellious children
in hidey holeslearing how hunted animasfed. And aGroup... ? No it couldn't be. It was just the recent
reminder of being on campus again that made me even consider that this darkness might in some way be
the reverse of the golden coin Karen had shown me.

My heart dmost failed me when | saw the school. It was one of those monstrosities that went up around
the turn of the century. This one had been built for aboom town, but now al the upper windows were
boarded up and obvioudy long out of use. The lower floor was blank, too, except for two rooms-though
with the handful of children quietly standing around the door it was apparent that only one room was
needed. And not only was the building deserted, the yard was swept clean from side to side, innocent of
grass or trees-or playground equipment. There was a deep grove just beyond the school, though, and the
glint of water down canyon.

"No swings?' | asked the three children who were escorting me. "No dides? No seesaws?"

"No!" Sarah's voice was unhappily surprised. Mait scowled at her warningly.

"No," hesaid, "we don't swing or dide-nor seeasaw!" He grinned up at mefaintly.

"What ashame!" | said. "Did they dl wear out? Can't the school afford new ones?"

"We don't swing or dide or seesaw.” The grin was dead.

"Wedon't believeinit."

There's nothing quite so flat and incontestable asthat last statement. I've heard it as an excuse for
practicaly every type of omission, but, S0 help me, never applied to playground equipment. | couldn't
think of areply any moreintdligent than "Oh," so | didn't say anything.

All week long | fdlt asif | were wading through knee-deep Jdllo or trying to lift aking-sized festher bed
up over my head. | used up every devicel ever thought of to rouse the class to enthusiasm-about
anything, anything! They were polite and submissive and did what was asked of them, but joylesdy,
goatheticaly, enduringly.

Findly, just before dismissa time on Friday, | leaned in desperation across my desk.

"Don't you likeanything?' | pleaded. "Isn't anything fun?'

Dorcas Diemus mouth opened into the tense silence. | saw Mait kick quickly, warningly, againgt the leg
of the desk. Her mouth closed.

"I think school isfun,” | said. "I think we can enjoy al kinds of things. | want to enjoy teaching but | can't
unlessyou enjoy learning.”

"Welearn," Dorcas said quickly. "We aren't stupid.”

"You learn,” | acknowledged. "You aren't stupid. But don't any of you like school ?*

" like school," Martha piped up, my first grade. "l think it'sfun!”

"Thank you, Martha," | said. "And therest of you-" | glared at them in mock anger, "you're going to
havefunif | haveto best it into you!"

To my dismay they shrank down apprehensively in their seats and exchanged troubled glances. But
before | could hastily explain myself Mait laughed and Dorcasjoined him. And | beamed fatuoudly to
hear the hesitant rusty laughter spread across the room, but | saw ten-year-old Esther's hands shake as
she wiped tears from her eyes. Tears-of laughter?

That night | twisted in the darkness of my room, almost too tired to deep, worrying and wondering.
Wheat had blighted these people? They had health, they had beauty-the curve of Marthas cheek against
the window was a song, the lift of Dorcas eyebrows was breathless grace. They were fed-adequately,
clothed-adequately, housed-adequately, but nothing like they could have been. I'd seen more joy and
delight and enthusiasm from little campground kids who dept in cardboard shacks and washed-if they



ever did-in canals and ate whatever edible came their way, but grinned, even when impetigo or cold
sores bled acrosstheir grins.

But these lifdlesskids! My prayersweretroubled and | dept restlessly.

A month or so later things had improved alittle bit, but not much. At least there was more relaxationin
the classroom. And | found that they had no degp-rooted convictions against plants, so we had things
growing on the deep window sills-stuff we transplanted from the spring and from among the trees. And
we had jars of minnows from the creek and one drowsy horned toad that roused in hisbox of dirt only to
flick up the ants brought for his dinner. And we sang, loudly and enthusiastically, but, miracle of miracles,
without even one monotonein the whole room. But we didn't sing "Up, Up in the Sky" or "How Do Y ou
Liketo Go UpinaSwing?' My solos of such songswere received with embarrassed blushes and
lowered eyes!

There had been one dust-up between us, though-this matter of shuffling everywhere they walked.

"Fick up your feet, for goodness sake," | said irritably one morning when the shoosh, shoosh, shoosh of
their coming and going finaly got my skin off. " Surely they're not so heavy you can't lift them.”

Timmy, who happened to be the trigger thistime, nibbled unhappily at onefinger. "I cant," he
whispered. "Not supposed to.™

"Not supposed to?' | forgot momentarily how warily 1'd been going with these frightened mice of
children. "Why not? Surely there's no reason in the world why you can't walk quietly.”

Maitt looked unhappily over at Miriam, the sophomore who was our entire high school She looked
asde, biting her lower lip, troubled. Then she turned back and said, "It is customary in Bendo."

"To shuffledong?' | wasforgetting any manners| hed. "Whatever for?'

"That's the way we do in Bendo." Therewas no anger in her defense, only resignation.

"Perhaps that's the way you do at home. But here at school let's pick our feet up. It makestoo much
disturbance otherwise."

"But it'sbad-" Esther began.

Matt's hand shushed her in ahurry.

"Mr. Diemus said what we did at school was my business,” | told them. "He said not to bother your
parents with our problems. One of our problemsistoo much noise when others are trying to work. At
least in our schoolroom let'slift our feet and walk quietly.”

The children considered the suggestion solemnly and turned to Matt and Miriam for guidance. They both
nodded and we went back to work. For the next few minutes, from the corner of my eyes, | saw with
amazement al the unnecessary trips back and forth across the room, with high-lifted feet, with grinsand
sde glances that marked such trips as high adventure-as a ddightfully daring thing to do! The whole dedl
had me bewildered. Thinking back | redlized that not only the children of Bendo scuffled but dl the adults
did, too-as though they were afraid to |ose contact with the earth, asthough . . . | shook my head and
went on with thelesson.

Before noon, though, the endless shoosh, shoosh, shoosh of feet began again. Habit was too much for
the children. So | slently filed the sound under "Uncurable, Endurable,” and let the matter drop.

| sighed as| watched the children leave at lunchtime. It seemed to me that with the unprecedented
luxury of awhole hour for lunch they'd dl go home. The bell tower was visible from nearly every housein
town. But ingtead they dl brought tight little paper sackswith dull crumbly sandwiches and unimaginative
agoplesinthem. And silently with their dull scuffly steps they disappeared into the thicket of trees around
the spring.

"Everything isdulled around here" | thought. ""Even the sunlight isblunted asit floodsthe hillsand
canyons. Thereisno mirth, no laughter. No high jinks or cutting up. No preadolescent silliness. No
adolescent foolishness. Just quiet children, enduring.”

| don't usualy snoop but | began wondering if perhaps the kids were different when they were avay
from me-and from their parents. So when | got back at twelve thirty from an adequate but uninspired
lunch at Diemuses house | kept on walking past the schoolhouse and quietly down into the grove,
moving cautioudy through the scanty undergrowth until I could lean over alichened boulder and look
down on the children.



Some were lying around on the short till grass, hands under their heads, blinking up at the brightness of
the sky between the leaves. Esther and little Marthawere hunting out fillaree seed pods and counting the
tines of the pitchforks and rakes and harrows they resembled. | smiled, remembering how | used to do
the samething.

"I dreamed last night." Dorcas thrust the statement defiantly into the drowsy silence. "I dreamed about
theHome"

My sudden astonished movement was covered by Martha's horrified "Oh, Dorcas!"

"What's wrong with the Home?' Dorcas cried, her cheeks scarlet. "There wasaHome! Therewas!
Therewas Why shouldn't we talk about it?!

| listened avidly. This couldn't be just coincidence-a Group and now the Home. There must be some
connection ... | pressed closer against the rough rock.

"Butit'sbad!" Esther cried. "Y oull be punished! We can't talk about the Home!"

"Why not?" Joel asked as though it had just occurred to him, as things do just occur to you when you're
thirteen. He sat up dowly. "Why can't we?"'

Therewas ashort tense silence.

"I've dreamed, too," Maitt said. "I've dreamed of the Home-and it's good, it's good!"

"Who hasn't dreamed?’ Miriam asked. "We dl have, haven't we? Even our parents. | can tell by
Mother's eyes when she has."

"Did you ever ask how come we aren't supposed to talk about it?" Jod asked. "1 mean and ever get any
answer except that it's bad.”

" think it has something to do with along time ago,” Matt said. " Something about when the Group first
camne-"

"l don't think it'sjust dreams," Miriam declared, "because | don't haveto be adeep. | think it's
remembering.”

"Remembering?’ asked Dorcas. "How can we remember something we never knew?"

"l don't know," Miriam admitted, "but I'll betitis."

"l remember,” volunteered Talitha, who never volunteered anything.

"Hush!" whispered Abieg, the second-grade next-to-youngest who always whispered.

"I remember," Talithawent on stubbornly. "1 remember adress that wastoo little so the mother just
dretched the skirt till it was long enough and it stayed stretched. ‘Nen she pulled thewaist out big enough
and thelittlegirl putit on and flew away.”

"Hoh!" Timmy scoffed. "I remember better than that." Hisface stilled and his eyes widened. "The ship
was so tal it was like amountain and the people went in the high high door and they didn't have aladder.
‘Nen there were gars, big burning ones-not squinchy little oneslike ours.”

"It went too fast!" That was Abie! Talking eagerly! "When the air came it made the ship hot and the little
baby died before dl thelittle boats eft the ship." He scrunched down suddenly, leaning againgt Tditha
and whimpering.

"You see!” Miriam lifted her chin triumphantly. "Weve al dreamed-I mean remembered!”

"l guess0," said Matt. "'l remember. It'slifting, Talitha, not flying. Y ou go and go ashigh asyou like, as
far asyou want to and don't ever have to touch the ground-at al! At dl!" He pounded hisfist into the
gravelly red soil beside him.

"And you can dancein theair, too," Miriam sghed. "Freer than abird, lighter than-"

Esther scrambled to her feet, white-faced and panic-stricken.

"Stop! Stop! It'sevil! It'sbad! I'1 tell Father! We can't dream-or lift-or dance! It's bad, it's bad! Y ou'll
dieforit! Youll dieforit!"

Jodl jumped to hisfeet and grabbed Esther'sarm.

"Canwedie any deader?"' he cried, shaking her brutally.

"You cal thisbeing dive?' He hunched down gpprehensively and shambled afew scuffling steps across
the dlearing.

| fled blindly back to schoal, trying to wink away my tears without admitting | was crying, crying for



these poor kids who were groping so hopelesdy for something they knew they should have. Why wasit
so rigoroudy denied them? Surdly, if they were what | thought them . . . And they could be! They could
be!

| grabbed the bell rope and pulled hard. Reluctantly the bell moved and tolled.

One o'clock, it clanged. One o'clock!

| watched the children returning with dow uneager shuffling steps.

That night | started aletter:

"Dear Karen, "Yep, 'sme after al these years. And, oh, Karen! I've found some more! Some more of
the People! Remember how much you wished you knew if any other Groups bes des yours had survived
the Crossing? How youworried about them and wanted to find them if they had? Wdll, I've found a
whole Group! But it'sasick unhappy group. Y our heart would break to see them. If you could come and
dart them on theright path again..."
| put my pen down. | looked at thelines| had written and then crumpled the paper dowly. Thiswas my
Group. | had found them. Sure, I'd tell Karen-but later. Later, after-well, after | had tried to Sart them on
the right path-at least the children.

After dl | knew alittle of their potentidities. Hadn't Karen briefed mein those unguarded magical hours
inthe old dorm, drawn to me as| wasto her by some mutua sympathy that seemed stronger than the
usua roommete attachment, telling me things no Outsider had aright to hear? And if, when | findly told
her and turned the Group over to her, if it could be ajoyous gift, then | could fed that | had repaid her a
little for the wonder world she had opened for me.

"Yes," | thought ruefully, "and theré's nothing like alarge portion of ignorance to give one alarge portion
of confidence." Bur | did want to try-desperately. Maybe if | could break prison for someone el se, then
perhaps my own bars. . . | dropped the paper in the wastebasket.

But it was several weeks before | could bring mysdlf to do anything to let the children know | knew
about them. It was such an impossible Stuation, even if it wastrue-and if it wasn't what kind of lunacy
would they suspect me of?

When | findly set my teeth and swore a swear to mysdlf that 1'd do something definite my hands shook
and my breath was aflutter in my dry throat.

"Today-" | said with an effort, "today is Friday." Which gem of wisdom the children received with
charitable sllence.

"Weve been working hard dl week, so let's have fun today." This stirred the children-haf with pleasure,
half with apprehension. They, poor kids, found my "fun" much harder than any kind of work | could give
them. But some of them were acquiring ataste for it. Martha had even learned to skip!

"First, monitors pass the composition paper.” Esther and Abie scuffled hurriedly around with the paper,
and the pencil sharpener got athorough workout. At least these kids didn't differ from othersin their
pleasurein grinding their pencils away & the dightest excuse.

"Now," | gulped, "were going to write." Which obvious asininity was passed over with forbearance,
though Miriam looked at me wonderingly before she bent her head and let her hair shadow her face.
"Today | want you al to write about the same thing. Here is our subject.”

Gratefully | turned my back on the children's waiting eyes and printed dowly:

| REMEMBER THE HOME

| heard the sudden intake of breath that worked itself downward from Miriam to Tditha and then the
rapid whisper that informed Abie and Martha. | heard Esther's muffled cry and | turned dowly around
and leaned against the desk.

"There are so many beautiful things to remember about the Home," | said into the strained silence. "So
many wonderful things. And even the sad memories are better than forgetting, because the Home was
good. Tell mewhat you remember about the Home."



"We can't!" Jod and Matt were on their feet amultaneoudy.

"Why can't we?' Dorcas cried. "Why can't we?"'

"It'sbad!" Esther cried. "It'sevil!"

"It an't ether!” Abieghrilled, astonishingly. "It aint either!”

"We shouldn't." Miriam's trembling hands brushed her heavy" hair upward. "It's forbidden.”

"Sitdown,” | said gently. "Theday | arrived at Bendo Mr. Diemustold me to teach you what | had to
teach you. | have to teach you that remembering the Homeisgood.”

"Then why don't the grownups think so?' Matt asked dowly. "They tell usnot to talk about it. We
shouldn't disobey our parents.”

"I know," | admitted. "And | would never ask you children to go againgt your parents wishes, unless|
felt that it is very important. If you'd rather they didn't know about it at first, keep it as our secret. Mr.
Diemustold me not to bother them with explanations or reasons. I'll make it right with your parents when
thetime comes.”" | paused to swalow and blink away avison of meleaving town in acloud of dugt,
barely ahead of aposse of irate parents. "'Now, everyone, busy,” | said briskly. "'I Remember the
Home.™

There was amoment heavy with decision and | held my breath, wondering which way the balance would
dip. And then-surely it must have been because they wanted so to speak and affirm the wonder of what
had been that they capitulated so easily. Heads bent and pencils scurried. And Martha sat, her head
bowed on her desk with sorrow.

"] don't know enough words," she mourned. "How do you write 'toolas?*

And Abielaborioudy erased a hole through his paper and ticked his pencil again.

"Why don't you and Abie make some pictures?’ | suggested. "Make alittle story with pictures and we
can staple them together like areal book."

| looked over the sllent busy group and let mysdlf relax, feding weskness flood into my knees. |
scrubbed the dampness from my pamswith Kleenex and sat back in my chair. Sowly | became
conscious of anew atmosphere in my classroom. Anintolerable strain was gone, an unconscious holding
back of the children, awariness, awatchfulness, aguilty feding of desiring what was forbidden.

A prayer of thanksgiving began to well up insde me. It changed hadtily to apleafor mercy as| beganto
visuaize what might happen to me when the parents found out what | was doing. How long must this
containment and denia have gone on? This concealment and this carefully nourished fear? From what
Karen had told me it must be well over fifty years-long enough to mark indelibly three generations.

And here | waswith my finelittle hatchet trying to st alittleworld afirel On which very mixed metaphor
| stiffened my weak knees and got up from my chair. | walked unnoticed up and down the aides,
stepping aside as Jod went blindly to the shelf for more paper, leaning over Miriam to marve that she
had taken out her Crayolas and part of her writing waswith colors, part with pencil-and the colors spoke
to something in methat the pencil couldn't reach, though I'd never seen the forms the colors took.

The children had gone home, happy and excited, chattering and laughing, until they reached the edge of
the school grounds. There, smiles died and laughter stopped and faces and feet grew heavy again. All but
Esther's. Hers had never been light. | sighed and turned to the papers. Here was Abi€'slittle book. |
thumbed through it and drew a deep bresth and went back through it dowly again.

A second grader drawing this? Six pages-six finished adult-looking pages. Crayolas achieving effects|'d
never seen before-picturesthat told astory loudly and clearly.

Stars blazing in ablack sky, with the dender needle of a ship, like amote in the darkness.

The vasty green cloud-shrouded arc of earth against the blackness. A pink tinge of beginning friction
aong the ship'sbely. | put my finger to the glow. | could dmost fed the hest.

Inside the ship, suffering and pain, heroic striving, crumpled bodies and seared faces. A baby dead inits
mother'sarms. Then aswarm of tinier needles erupting from the womb of the ship. And the last shriek of
incandescence as the ship volatilized againgt the thickening drag of theair. | leaned my head on my hands
and dlosed my eyes. All this, dl thisin the memory of an eight-year-old? All. thisin thefedingsof an
elght-year-old? Because Abie knew-he knew how thisfelt. He knew the heat and strivings and the dying



and fleeing. No wonder Abie whispered and leaned. Racid memory wastruly atwo-sided coin.

| felt apang of misgivings. Maybe | waswrong to let him remember so vividly. Maybe | shouldn't have
lethim...

| turned to Martha's papers. They were delicate, amost spidery drawings of some fuzzy little animal
(toolas?) that apparently built a hanging hammocky nest and gathered fruit in ahuge leaf basket and
had abird for afriend. A truly out-of-this-world bird. Much of her story escaped me because first
graders-if anyone at al-produce symbolic art and, since her frame of reference and mine were so
different, therewas much that | couldn't interpret. But her whole booklet was joyous and light.

And now, the stories...

| lifted my head and blinked into the twilight. | had finished al the papers except Esther's. It was her
cramped writing, swvimming in darkness, that made me redlize that the day was gone and that | was
shivering in a shadowy room with the fire in the ol d-fashioned hester gone ouit.

Sowly | shuffled the papersinto my desk drawer, hesitated and took out Esther's. | would finish at
home. | shrugged into my coat and wandered home, my thoughts intent on the papers | had read. And
suddenly | wanted to cry-to cry for the wonders that had been and were no more. For the heritage of
attainment and achievement these children had but couldn't use. For the dream-come-true of what they
were capable of doing but weren't permitted to do. For the homesick yearning thet filled every line they
had written-these unhappy exiles, three generations removed from any physical knowledge of the Home.

| stopped on the bridge and leaned againgt therailing in the haf dark. Suddenly | felt awelling
homesickness. That was what the world should be like-what it could be likeif only-if only...

But my tearsfor the Home were as hidden as the emotions of Mrs. Diemus when she looked up
uncurioudy as | came through the kitchen door.

"Good evening," she said. "I've kept your supper warm.”

"Thank you." | shivered convulsively. "It isgetting cold.”

| sat on the edge of my bed that night, |etting the memory of the kids papers wash over me, trying to fill
in around the bits and snippets that they had told of the Home. And then | began to wonder. All of them
who wrote about the actua Home had been so happy with their memories. From Timmy and his" Shinny
ship ashigh asamontin and faster than two jets," and Dorcas wandering tenses as though yesterday and
today were one: "The flowerswerelike lights. At night it isn't dark becas they shine so bright and when
the moon came up the breeos sing and the music was o you can seeit likerain faling around only
happyer”; up to Miriam'swistful "On Gathering Day there was a big party. Everybody came dressed in
beautiful clotheswith flahmen inthe girls hair. Hahmen are flowers but they're good to eat. And if agirl
felt her heart sing for aboy they ate aflahmen together and started two-ing.”

Then, if dl these memories were so happy, why the rigid suppression of them by grownups? Why the
pall of unhappiness over everyone? Y ou can't mourn forever for awrecked ship. Why ahidey holefor
disobedient children? Why the misery and frustration when, if they could do half of what | didn't fully
understand from Joel and Matt's highly technica papers, they could make Bendo an Eden?

| reached for Esther's paper. | had put it on the bottom on purpose. | dreaded reading it. She had sat
with her head buried on her arms on her desk most of the time the others were writing busily. At widely
separated intervals she bad scribbled aline or two as though she were doing something shameful. She, of
al the children, had seemed to find no relief in her remembering.

| smoothed the paper on my lap.

"l remember," she had written. "We were thursty. There was water in the creek we were hiding in the
grass. We could not drink. They would shoot us. Three days the sun was hot. She screamed for water
and ran to the creek. They shot. The water got red.”

Blistered spots marked the tears on the paper.

"They found ababy under abush. The man hit it with the wood part of hisgun. He hit it and hit it and hit
it. | hit scorpinslike that.

"They caught usand put usin apen. They built afiredl around us. Fly ‘they said' fly and save yourselfs.



Weflew becauseit hurt. They shot us.

"Mongter ‘they yelled' evil monsters. People can't fly. People can't move things. People are the same.
You aren't people. Diediedie.”

Then blackly, traced and retraced until the paper split:

"If anyone finds out we are not of earth we will die.

"Keep your feet on the ground.”

Bleakly | laid the paper aside. So there was the answer, putting Karen's bits and snippets together with
these. The shipwrecked ones finding savages onthe desertidand. A remnant surviving by learning
caution, suppression and deniad Another generation that pinned the evil label on the Hometo insure
continued immunity for their children, and now, ageneration that questioned and wondered-and rebel led.

| turned off thelight and dowly got into bed. | lay there staring into the darkness, holding the picture
Esther had evoked. Findly | relaxed. "God help her," | sighed. "God help usadll.”

Another week was nearly over. We cleaned the room up quickly, for once anticipating the fun time
ingtead of dreading it. | smiled to hear the happy racket al around me, and felt my own spirits surge
upward in response to the lightheartedness of the children. The difference that one afternoon had madein
them! Now they were beginning to fed like children to me. They were beginning to accept me. |
swallowed with an effort. How soon would they ask, "How come? How come you knew?' There they
sat, al nine of them-nine, because Esther was my first absence in the year-bright-eyed and expectant.

"Can we write again?' Sarah asked. "I can remember lots more.”

"No," | said. "Not today." Smiles died and there was a protesting wiggle through the room. "Today we
aregoing to do. Jod." | looked at him and tightened my jaws. "Joel, give me the dictionary.” He began to
get up. "Without leaving your seet!"

"But I-I" Jodl broke the shocked silence. "'l can't!”

"Yesyou can," | prayed. "Yes, you can. Give methe dictionary. Here, on my desk."

Jodl turned and stared at the big old dictionary that spilled pages 1965 to 1998 out of its cracked old
binding. Then hesaid, "Miriam?" in ahigh tight voice. But she shook her head and shrank back in her
seqt, her eyes big and dark in her white face.

"You can." Miriam's voice was hardly more than a bregth.

"It'sjust bigger-"

Jodl clutched the edge of his desk and swesat started out on his forehead. There was a stir of movement
on the bookshelf. Then, as though shot from agun, pages 1965 to 1998 whisked to my desk and fell
fluttering. Our laughter cut through the blank amazement and we laughed till tears came.

"That'sa-doing it, Joe!" Matt shouted. " That's showing them your muscles!”

"Well, it'sabeginning.” Jod grinned weakly. "Youdoit, brother, if you think it'sso easy.”

So Matt sweated and strained and Jodl joined with him, but they only managed to scrape the book to
theedgeof the shelf whereit teetered dangeroudly.

Then Abiewaved hishand timidly. "I can, teacher.”

| beamed that my silent one had spoken and at the same time frowned at the loving laughter of the big
kids.

"Okay, Abie," | encouraged. "Y ou show them how to do it."

And the dictionary siwung off the shelf and glided un-hastily to my desk, whereit came slently to rest.
Everyone sareda Abie andhe squirmed. "Thelittle ships," he defended. "That'sthe way they

moved them out of the big ship. Just likethat."

Jodl and Matt turned their eyesto someinner concentration and then exchanged exasperated |ooks.

"Why, sure," Matt said.

"Why, sure" And thedictionary swung back to the shdlf.

"Hey!" Timmy protested. "It'smy turn!”

"That poor dictionary,” | said. "It'stoo old for dl this bouncing around. Just put the loose pages back on
the shelf."

And hedid.



Everyone sighed and looked at me expectantly.

"Miriam?" She clasped her hands convulsively. Y ou come tome" | said, feding achill cregp acrossmy
diff shoulders. "Lift to me, Miriam.”

Without taking her eyes from me she dipped out of her seat and stood inthe aide. Her skirts swayed a
litleasher feet lifted fromthefloor. Sowly at first and then more quickly she cameto me, soundiesdy,
through theair, until in alittle flurried rush her asamswent around me and she gasped into my shoulder. |
put her aside, trembling. | groped for my handkerchief. | said shakily, "Miriam, help therest. I'll be back
inaminute.”

And | stumbled into the room next door. Huddled down in the dust and debris of the catchall storeroom
it had become, | screamed soundlesdy into my muffling hands. And screamed and screamed! Because
after al-after al!

And then suddenly, with asurge of pure panic, | heard a sound-the sound of footsteps, many footsteps,
approaching the schoolhouse. | jumped for the door and wrenched it open just in timeto see the outside
door open. There was Mr. Diemus and, Esther and Esther's father, Mr. Jonso.

In one of those flashes of clarity that engrave your mindina split second | saw my whole classroom.

Jodl and Matt were chinning themsel ves on nonexistent bars, their heads brushing the high calling asthey
grunted upward. Abie was swinging in aswing that wasn't there, arcing across the corner of the room,
just missing the stovepipe from the old stove, as he chanted., "Up inaswing, up inaswing!" Thiswasn't
thefirgt timethey had tried their wingsl Miriam was knedling in acircle with the other girlsand they were
al coaxing their books up to hover unsupported above the floor, while Immy vroomm-vroomed two
paper jet planes through intricate maneuversin and out the rows of desks.

My soul curdled in meas| met Mr. Diemus eyes. Esther gave achoked cry as she saw what the
children were doing, and the girls stricken faces turned to the intruders. Matt and Joel crumpled to the
floor and scrambled to their feet. But Abie, absorbed in hiswonderful new accomplishment, siwung on,
al unconscious of what was happening until Tdithafrantically screamed, "Abiel™

Startled, he jerked around and saw the forbidding group at the door. With a disappointed cry, as though
aloved toy had been snatched from him, he stopped there in midair, hisfists clenched. And then,
realizing, he screamed, aterrified panic-stricken cry, and danted sharply upward, trying to escape, and
ran full tilt into the corner of the high old map case, sdeswiping it with his head, and, reding backward,
fdl!

| tried to catch him. | did! | did! But | caught only one small hand as he plunged down onto the old
wood-burning heater beneath him. And the crack of his skull against the ornate edge of the cast-iron lid
wasloud in the silence.

| straightened the crumpled little body carefully, not daring to touch the quiet little head. Mr. Diemus and
| looked at each other aswe knelt on opposite sides of the child. Hislips opened, but | plunged before
he could get started.

"If hedies™ | bit my words off vicioudy, "you killed him!"

His mouth opened again, mainly from astonishment. "1-" he began.

"Bargingin on my classoom!” | raged. "Interrupting classwork! Frightening my children! It'sdl your
fault, your fault! 1 couldn't bear the burden of guilt done. | just had to have someone share it with me.
But thefiredied and | smoothed Abie's hand, trembling.

"Please cdl adoctor. He might be dying.”

"Nearest oneisin TorturaPass," Mr. Diemus said. "Sixty miles by road.™

"Cross country?' | asked.

"Two mountain ranges and an dkali plateau.”

"Then-then-" Abie's hand was so ill in mine.

"Theresadoctor a the Tumble A Ranch,” Jod said faintly. "He'staking a vacation.”

"Go get him." I held Jod with my eyes. "Go asfast asyou know how!"

Jodl gulped miserably. "Okay."

"They'll probably have horsesto come back on,” | said. "Don't be too obvious."

"Okay," and he ran out the door. We heard the thud of his running feet until he was hafway acrossthe



schoolyard, then silence. Faintly, seconds later, creek gravel crunched below the hill. | could only guess
a what he was doing-that he couldn't lift dl the way and was going in jumps whose length was beyond dl
reasonable measuring.

The children had gone home, quietly, anxiously. And after the doctor arrived we had improvised a

gtretcher and carried Abie to the Peterses home. | walked along close beside him watching his pinched
little face, my hand touching his chest occasiondly just to be sure he was il breathing.

And now-the waiting...

| looked at my watch again. A minute past the last time | looked. Sixty seconds by the hands, but hours
and hours by anxiety.

"Hell bedl right,” | whigpered, mosily to comfort mysdlf.

"The doctor will know what to do.”

Mr. Diemusturned his dark empty eyesto me. "Why did you do it?" he asked. "We dmost had it
stamped out. We were amost free.”

"Free of what?' | took adeep breath. "Why did you do it? Why did you deny your children their
inheritance?'

"Itisn't your concern-"

"Anything that hampers my children ismy concern. Anything that turns children into cregping frightened
miceiswrong. Maybe | went at the whole dedl the wrong way, but you told me to teach them what | had
to-and | did."

" Disobedience, rebellion, flouting authority-"

"They obeyed me," | retorted. "They accepted my authority!" Then | softened. "I can't blame them,” |
confessed. "They weretroubled. They told meit was wrong-that they had been taught it waswrong. |
argued them into it. But oh, Mr. Diemus! It took so little argument, such atiny breach in the dam to loose
the flood. They never even questioned my knowledge-any more than you have, Mr. Diemus! All
this-thiswonder was begting againgt their minds, fighting to be set free. The rebdlion wastherelong
before| came. | didn't incite them to something new. I'll bet there's not a one, except maybe Esther, who
hasn't practiced and practiced, furtively and ashamed, the things | permitted-demanded that they do for
me.

"It wasn't fair-not fair at al-to hold them back.”

"You don't understand.” Mr. Diemus facewasstony. "You havent dl the facts"

"I have enough,” | replied. "So you have afrightened memory of an unfortunate period in your history.
But what people doesn't have such amemory in larger or lesser degree? That you and your children have
it more vividly should have helped, not hindered. Y ou should have been able to figure out way's of
adjusting. But leave that for the moment. Take the other Sde of the picture. What possible thing could al
this suppression and denia yield you more precious than what you gave up?"

"It'sthe only way," Mr. Diemus said. "We are unacceptable to Earth but we have to stay. We haveto
conform-"

"'Of course you had to conform,” | cried. "Anyone has to when they change societies. At least enough to
get them by until others can adjust to them. But to crawl in ahole and pull it in after you! Why, the other
Group-"

"Other Group!" Mr. Diemus whitened, his eyeswidening.

"Other Group? There areothers? There areothers?' He leaned tensdly forward in his chair. "Where?
Where?' And hisvoice broke shrilly on the last word. He closed his eyes and his mouth trembled as he
fought for control The bedroom door opened. Dr. Curtis came out, his shoulders weary.

He looked from Mr. Diemusto me and back. "*He should bein a hospita. There's a depressed fracture
and | don't know what al else. Probably extensive braininvolvement. We need X rays and-and-" He
rubbed his hand dowly over hisweary young face. "Frankly, I'm not experienced to handle caseslike
this. We need specidids. If you can scare up some kind of trangportation that won't jostle-" He shook
his head, seeing the kind of country that lay between us and anyplace, and went back into the bedroom.
"He'sdying," Mr. Diemus said. "Whether you'reright or we'reright, he'sdying.”



"Wait! Wait!" | said, catching at the tag end of asudden idea. "Let methink." Urgently | willed mysdlf
back through the yearsto the old dorm room. Intently | listened and listened and remembered.
"Haveyou a-aSorter in this Group?' | asked, fumbling for unfamiliar terms.
"No," said Mr. Diemus. "One who could have been, but isn't."”
"Or any Communicator? Anyone who can send or receive?’
"No," Mr. Diemus said, swesat starting on his forehead. "One who could have been, but-"
"See?" | accused. " See what you've traded for-for what?
Who are the could-but-can'ts? Who are they?'
"l am," Mr. Diemus said, the words a bitternessin hismouth. "And my wife."

| stared at him, wondering confusedly. How far did training decide? What could we do with what we
hed?

"Look," | said quickly. "Thereis another Group. And they-they have al the persuasions and designs.
Karen's been trying to find you-to find any of the People. She told me-oh, Lord, it's been years ago, |
hopeit's still so-every evening they send out calsfor the People. If we can catch it-if you can catch the
cal and answer it they can help.

I know they can. Faster than cars, faster than planes, more surely than specialists"

"But if the doctor finds out-" Mr. Diemus wavered fearfully.

| stood up abruptly. "'Good night, Mr. Diemus," | said, turning to the door. "L et me know when Abie
dies”

His cold hand shook on my arm.

"Can't you see!" he cried. "I've been taught, too-longer and stronger than the children! We never even
dared think of rebellion! Help me, help mel™
"Get your wife," | said. "Get her and Abie's mother and father. Bring them down to the grove. We can't
do anything herein the house. It'stoo heavy with denid."
| hurried on ahead and sank on my kneesin the evening shadows among the trees.

"I don't know what I'm doing,” | cried into the bend of my arm. "I have anideabut | don't know! Help
ud Guideud"

| opened my eyesto thearriva of thefour.

"Wetold him we were going out to pray,” said Mr. Diemus.

Andweadl did.

Then Mr. Diemus began the call | worded for him, silently, but with such intensity that sweat Sarted
again on hisface. Karen, Karen, come to the People, come to the People. And the other three sat
around him, bolstering his effort, supporting his cry. | watched their tense faces, my own twigtingin
sympathy, and time was |lost aswe |abored.

Then dowly his bresthing calmed and hisface relaxed and | felt agtirring as though something brushed
past my mind. Mrs. Diemus whispered, "He remembers now. He'sfound the way."

And asthelast spark of sun caught micahighlights on the hilltop above us Mr. Diemus stretched his
hands out dowly and said withinfiniterelief, "Therethey are.”

| looked around startled, half expecting to see Karen coming through the trees. But Mr. Diemus spoke
agan.

"Karen, we need help. One of our Group is dying. We have a doctor, an Outsider, but he hasn't the
equipment or the know-how to help. What shall we do?"

In the pause that followed | became dowly conscious of anew feding. | couldn't tell you exactly what it
was-akind of unfolding-an opening-a relaxation. The ugly tight defensvenessthat was so
characterigtic of the grownups of Bendo was dipping away.

"Yes, Vdancy," said Mr. Diemus. "He'sin abad way. We can't help because-" His voice fatered and
hiswords died. | felt aresurgence of fear and unhappiness as his communication went beyond words
and then ebbed back to speech again.

"WEeIl expect you then. "Y ou know the way."

| could seethe pale blur of hisfacein the dusk under the trees as he turned back to us.

"They're coming,” he said, wonderingly. "Karen and Vadancy. They're so pleased to find us-" His



voice broke.

"We're not alone-"

And | turned away as the two couples merged in the darkness. | had pushed them somewhere way
beyond me.

It was alondly lonely walk back to the house for me-aone.

They dropped down through the haf darkness-four of them. For afleeting second | wondered at mysdlf
that | could stand there matter-of-factly watching four adults dant camly down out of the sky. Not a
hair ruffled, not astain of travel on them, knowing that only a short time before they had been hundreds
of miles away-not even aware that Bendo existed.

But dl strangeness was swept awvay as Karen hugged me ddightedly.

"Oh, Mdodye," shecried, "itisyou! He said it was, but | wasn't sure! Oh, it's so good to see you again!
Who oweswho aletter?"

Shelaughed and turned to the smiling three. "Vaancy, the Old One of our Group.” Vadancy's radiant
face proved the Old One didn't mean age. "Bethie, our Sengitive.” The dender fair-haired young girl
ducked her head shyly. "And my brother Jemmy. Vaancy's hiswife."

"ThisisMr. and Mrs. Diemus," | said. "And Mr. and Mrs. Peters, Abie's parents. It's Abie, you know.
My second grade.” | was suddenly overwhelmed by how long ago and far away school felt. How far I'd
gone from my accustomed pattern!

"What shal we do about the doctor?' | asked. "Will he have to know?'

"Yes" said Vaancy. "We can help him but we can't do the actuad work. Can wetrust him?"

| hesitated, remembering the few scanty glimpses|i'd had of him. "1-" | began.

"Pardon me," Karen said. "I wanted to savetime. | went in to you. We know now what you know of
him. Well trugt Dr. Curtis"

| felt an eerie creeping up my spine. To have my thoughts taken so casually! Even to the doctor's name!

Bethie stirred restlesdy and looked at Vaancy. "Hell bein convulsions soon. Wed better hurry.”

"Y ou're sure you have the knowledge?' Vadancy asked.

"Yes," Bethiemurmured. "If | can make the doctor see-if he'swilling to follow.”

"Follow what?'

The heavy tones of the doctor's voice startled us al as he stepped out on the porch.

| stood aghast at the impossibility of the task ahead of us and looked at Karen and Vaancy to see how
they would make the doctor understand. They said nothing. They just looked a him. Therewasa
breathless pause. The doctor's startled face caught the glint of light from the open door as he turned to
Vaancy. He rubbed his hand across his face in bewilderment and, after amoment, turned to me.

"Do you hear her?

"No," | admitted. "Sheisn't talking to me."

"Do you know these people?’

"Oh, yes!" | cried, wishing passionately it weretrue. "Oh, yes™

"And believethem?'

“Implictly.”

"But she says that Bethie-who's Bethie?' He glanced around.

"Sheis" Karen said, nodding at Bethie,

"Sheis?' Dr. Curtislooked intently at the shy lovely face. He shook his head wonderingly and turned
back to me.

"Anyway thisone, Vaancy, says Bethie can sense every condition in the child's body and that she will be
abletotell al theinjuries, their location and extent without X rays Without equipment!”

"Yes" | sad. "If they say 0."

"Y ouwould bewilling to risk achildslife-?"

"Yes. They know. They redlly do." And | swallowed hard to keep down the fist of doubt that clenched
inmy chest.

"Y ou believe they can see through flesh and bone?!

"Maybe not see,”" | said, wondering at my own words. "But know with aknowledge that is sure and



complete.” | glanced, sartled, at Karen. Her nod was very smdl but it told me where my words came
from.

"Areyou willing to trust these people?' The doctor turned to Abi€'s parents.

"They're our People," Mr. Peters said with quiet pride.

"I'd operate on him myself with apickax if they said so."

"Of all the screwball deals-!" The doctor's hand rubbed across hisface again. "I know | needed this
vacation, but thisisridiculous!”

Weadll listened to the silence of the night and-at least I-to the drumming of anxious pulsesuntil Dr. Curtis
sighed heavily.

"Okay, Vdancy. | don't believe aword of it. At least | wouldn't if | werein my right mind, but you've got
the terminology down pat asif you knew something-Wdll, I'll doiit. It'seither that or let him die. And God
have mercy on our sould”

| couldn't bear the thought of shutting myself in with my own dark fears, so | walked back toward the
school, hugging myself in my inadequate coat againgt the sudden sharp chill of the night. | wandered
down to the grove, praying wordlessly, and on up to the school. But | couldn't go in. | shuddered away
from the blank glint of the windows and turned back to the grove. There wasn't any moretime or
direction or light or anything familiar, only a confused cloud of anxiety and afind icy wearinessthat drove
me back to Abie's house.
| sumbled into the kitchen, my giff hands fumbling at the doorknob. | huddled in achair, gratefully
leaning over the hot wood stove that flicked the semidarkness of the big homey room with warm red
light, trying to coax somefeding back into my fingers.

| drowsed as the warmth began to penetrate, and then the door was flung open and dammed shut. The
doctor leaned back againgt it, his hand till clutching the knob.

"Do you know what they did?" he cried, not o much to me asto himsdlf. "What they made me do? Oh,
Lord!" He staggered over to the stove, ssumbling over my feet. He collapsed by my chair, rocking his
head between his hands. "They made me operate on hisbrain! Repair it. Trace circuits and rebuild them.
Y ou can't do that! It can't be done! Brain cells damaged can't be repaired. No one can restore circuits
that are destroyed! It can't bedone. But | didit! | did it!"

| knelt beside him and tried to comfort him in the circle of my arms.

"There, there, there," | soothed.

Heclung like aterrified child. "No anesthetics!" he cried.

"She kept him adeep. And no bleeding when | went through the scalp! They stopped it. And the
impossiblethings| did with the few insruments | have with me! And the brain starting to mend right
before my eyesl Nothing wasright!"

"'But nothing waswrong,” | murmured. "Abiewill bedl right, won't he?"

"How do | know?" he shouted suddenly, pushing away from me. "I don't know anything about athing
likethis. I put hisbrain back together and he's ill breathing, but how do | know!"

"There, there," | soothed. "It's over now."

"It1l never be over!" With an effort he calmed himsalf, and we helped each other up from the floor. Y ou
cantforget athing likethisin alifetime.”

""We can give you forgetting,” Vaancy said softly from the door. "If you want to forget. We can send
you back to the Tumble A with no memory of tonight except a pleasant visit to Bendo.”

"You can?' He turned speculative eyestoward her. Y ou can,” he amended hiswords to a statement.
"'Do you want to forget?' Vaancy asked.

"Of course not,” he snapped. Then, "I'm sorry. It'sjust that | don't often work miraclesin the wilderness.
Butif | did it once, maybe-"

"Then you understand what you did?" Vaancy asked, smiling.

"Well, no, but if I could-if you would-There must be some way-"

"Yes" Vdancy sad, "but you'd have to have a Sengtive working with you, and Bethieisit asfar as
Senstivesgo right now.”



"Y ou mean it'struewhat | saw-what you told me about the-the Home? Y ou're extraterrestrial s?'

"Yes" Vdancy sghed. "'At least our grandparentswere." Then she amiled. "But were learning where
we can fit into thisworld. Someday-someday welll be able-" She changed the subject abruptly.

"You redize, of course, Dr. Curtis, that wed rather you wouldn't discuss Bendo or us with anyone else.
We would rather be just people to Outsiders.”

Helaughed shortly, "Would | be believed if | did?!

"Maybe no, maybe s0," Vaancy said. "Maybe only enough to start people nosing around. And that
would be too much. We have abad situation here and it will take along timeto erase-" Her voice
dipped into silence, and | knew she had dropped into thoughtsto brief him on theloca problem. How
long isathought? How fast can you think of hell-and heaven? It was that long before the doctor blinked
and drew a shaky breath.

"Yes'" hesad. "A longtime.”

"If you like," Vaancy said, "1 can block your ability to talk of us."

"Nothing doing!" the doctor snapped. "I can manage my own censorship, thanks.”

Vaancy flushed. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to be condescending.”

"Y ou werent," the doctor said. "I'm just on the prod tonight. It has been aday, and that's for sure!™
"Hasn't it, though?" | smiled and then, astonished, rubbed my cheeks because tears had begun to spill
down my face. | laughed, embarrassed, and couldn't stop. My laughter turned suddenly to sobsand |
was bitterly ashamed to hear mysdf wailing like achild. I clung to Vaancy's strong hands until | suddenly
did into awarm welcome darkness that had no thinking or fearing or need for believing in anything
outrageous, but only in deep.

It wasamagic year and it fled on impossibly fast wings, the holidaysflicking past like telephone poles
by a railroad. Christmas was especialy magica because my angels actually flew and the glory actualy
shone round about because their robes had hems woven of sunlight-1 watched the girls weave them. And
Rudol ph the red-nosed reindeer, complete with cardboard antlers that wouldn't Stay straight, really took
off and circled the room. And as our Mary and Joseph leaned raptly over the manger, their faces solemn
and intent on the miracle, | felt suddenly that they were redlly seeing, redly knedling beside the manger in
Bethlehem.

Anyway the monthsfled, and the blossoming of Bendo was beautiful to see. There was laughter and
frolicking and even the houses grew subtly into color. Green things crept out where only rocks had been
before, and atiny tentative stream of water had begun to flow down the creek again. They explained to
me that they had to take it dow because people might wonder if the creek filled overnight! Even the
rough steps up to the houses were being overgrown because they were so seldom used, and | was
becoming accustomed to seeing my pupils coming to schoal like abevy of bright birds, playing tag in the
treetops. | was surprised at mysdlf for adjusting so easly to dl the incredible things done around me by
the People, and | was pleased that they accepted me so completely. But | dways felt apang when the
children escorted me home-with me, they had to walk.

But all things have to end, and one May afternoon | sat staring into my top desk drawer, the last to be
cleaned out, wondering what to do with the accumulation of usdlessthingsinit. But | wasn't redly seeing
the contents of the drawer, | was concentrating on the great weary emptinessthat pressed my shoulders
down and weighted my mind. "It'snot fair," | muttered aloud and illogicaly, "to show me heaven and then
snaich it away."

"That's about what happened to M oses, too, you know."

My surprised start spilled an assortment of paper clips and thumbtacks from the battered box | had just
picked up.

"Well, forevermore!” | said, righting the box. "Dr. Curtisl Whet are you doing here?’

"Returning to the scene of my crime," he smiled, coming through the open door. " Can't keep my mind off
Abie. Can't believe he recovered from al that-shdl we call it repair work? | have to check him every
time I'm anywhere near this part of the country-and | still can't believeit.”

"But hehas."



"He hasfor sure! | had to fish him down from atreetop to look him over-" The doctor shuddered
dramaticaly and laughed. ""To see him hurtling down from the top of that tree curdied my blood! But
theréshardly even avisible scar left.”

"I know," | said, jabbing my finger as| started to gather up the tacks. "'l looked last night. I'm leaving
tomorrow, you know." | kept my eyes resolutely down to thejob at hand. "'l havethislast straightening
uptodo.”

"It'shard, isn't it?" he said, and we both knew he wasn't talking about straightening up.

"Yes" | said soberly. "Awfully hard. Earth gets heavier every day.”

"l find it so lately, too. But at least you have the satisfaction of knowing that you-"

| moved uncomfortably and laughed.

"Well, they do say: thoseascan, do; those ascan't, teach.”

"Umm," the doctor said noncommittally, but | could fed hiseyeson my averted faceand | swiveled
away from groping for a better box to put the clipsin.

"Going to summer school ?' His voice came from near the windows.

"No," | sniffed cautioudy. "No, | sworewhen | got my Master'sthat | was through with education-at
least the kind that's come-every-day-and-learn-something.”

"Hmm!" There was amusement in the doctor's voice. "Too bad. I'm going to schoal this summer.
Thought you might like to go there, too,"

"Where?' | asked bewildered, findly looking a him.

"Cougar Canyon summer schoal,” hesmiled. "Mogt exclusve.”

"Cougar Canyon! Why that's where Karen-"

"Exactly,” he said. "That's where the other Group is established. | just came from there. Karen and
Vaancy want us both to come. Do you object to being an experiment?

"Why, no-I cried, and then, cautioudly, "What kind of an experiment?' Visons of brains being carved
up swam through my mind.

The doctor laughed. "Nothing as gruesome as you're imagining, probably.” Then he sobered and sat on
the edge of my desk. "1've been to Cougar Canyon a couple of times, trying to figure out some way to
get Bethie to help mewhen | come up against a casethat's apuzzler. Vaancy and Karenwant to try a
period of training with Outsiders-" he grimaced wryly, "-that's us-to see how much of what they are can
be tranamitted by training. Y ou know Bethieishalf Outsider. Only her mother was of the People.”

Hewaswatching meintently.

"Yes" | sad absently, my mind whirling, "Karentold me."

"W, do you want to try it? Do you want to go?"

"Do | want to go!" | cried, scrambling the clipsinto a rubber-band box. "How soon do we leave? Half
an hour? Ten minutes? Did you leave the motor running?”

"Woops, woops!" The doctor took me by both arms and |ooked soberly into my eyes.

"We can't set our hopestoo high," he said quietly. "It may be that for such knowledge we aren't
teachable-"

| looked soberly back at him, my heart crying in fear that it might be so.

"Look," | said dowly. "If you had ahunger, agrest big gnawing-insde hunger and no money and you
saw abakery shop window, which would you do? Turn your back on it? Or would you press your nose
as close asyou could againsgt the glassand let at least your eyesfeast? | know what I'd do.”

| reached for my swester.

"And, you know, you never can tell. The shop door might open a crack, maybe-someday-"

v
"I'D LIKE to tak with her aminute,” Leasaid to Karen as the chattering group broke up. "May 17"

"Why, sure," Karen said. "Melodye, have you aminute?’
"Oh, Karen!" Meodye threaded the rows back to L ea's corner.



"That waswonderful! It wasjust likeliving it for thefirst time again, only underneeth | knew what was
coming next. But even so my blood ran cold when Abie-" She shuddered.

"Bro-ther! Wasthat ever aday!"

"Médodye," Karen said, "thisis Lea. She wantsto talk with you."

"Hi, fdlow dien," Meodye smiled. "I've been wanting to meet you."

"Doyou believe-" Leahestated. "Wasthat redly true?'

"Of courseit was," Mdodye said. "I can show you my scars-mentd, that is-from trying to learn to lift."
Then shelaughed. "Don't fed funny about doubting it. | still have my 3 A.M-seswhen | can't believeit
myself." She sobered. "But it istrue. The People are the People.”

"And even if you're not of the People," Leafaltered, "could they-could they help anyway?| don't mean
anything broken. | mean, nothing visble-" She was suddenly covered with a sense of shame and betrayal
asthough caught hanging out ablack line of snsin the morning sun. Sheturned her face awvay.

"They can hep." Mdodye touched L ea's shoulder gently.

"And, Lea, they never judge. They mend where mending is needed and leave the judgment to God.”
And she was gone.

"Maybe," Leamourned, "if | had snned some enormous sins| could have something big to forgive
mysdf so | could art over, but al these niggling nibbling little nothingnesses-"

"All these niggling little, nibbling little nothingnesses that compounded themsalvesinto such agreat
despair,” Karen said.

"And what is despair but a separation from the Presence-"

"Then the People do believe that thereis-?"

"Our Home may be gone," Karen said firmly, "and al of usexilesif you want to look at it that way, but
there's no galaxy wide enough to separate us from the Presence.”

Later that night Leasat up in bed. "Karen?"'

"Yes?' Karen'svoice cameingantly from the darkness though Lea knew she was down the hall.

"Areyou gill shidding mefrom-from whatever it was?'

"No," Karen said. "I released you thismorning.”

"That'swhat | thought." Leadrew a quavering breath.

"Right now it'sal gone away, asthough it had never been, but I'm still nowhere and going nowhere. Just
waiting. And if | wait long enough it'll come back again, that | know. Karen, what can | do to-not to be
where | am now when it comes back?"

"You're beginning to work at it now," Karen said. "And if it does come back we're hereto help. It will
never be so impenetrable again.”

"How could it be?' Leamurmured. "How could | have gone through anything as black asthat and
survived-or ever do it again?'

Lealay back with asigh. Then, deepily, "Karen?

"y e
"Who was that down at the pool ?*

"Don't you know?" Karen's voice smiled. "Have you looked around at al?"

"What good would it do? | can't remember what he looked like. It's been so long since I've noticed
anything-and then the blackness-But he brought me back to the house, didn't he? Y ou must have seen
him-"

"Must 17" Karen teased. "Maybe we could arrange to have him carry you again. "Arms remember when
eyesforget.'"

""There's something wrong with that quotation,” Leasaid drowsly, "'But I'll skip it for now."

It seemed to Leathat she had just dipped under the edge of deep when she heard Karen.

"What!" Karen cried. "Right now? Not tomorrow?"'

"Karen!" Leacdled, groping in the darkness for the light switch. "What's the matter?"

"The matter!" Karen laughed and shot through the window, turning and tumbling ecstaticdly in midair.
"Nothing's the matter! Oh, Lea, come and be joyful!" She grabbed L ea's hands and pulled her up from



the bed.

"Not Karen! No!" Leacried as her bare feet curled themsalves avay from the empty air that seemed to
lick at them.

"Put me down!" Terror sharpened her voice.

"Oh, I'm sorry!" Karen said, releasing her to plump gently down on her bed. She hersdlf flashed again
across the room and back in afroth of nightgowny ruffles. "Oh, bejoyful! Be joyful unto the Lord!™

"What isit!" Leacried, suddenly afraid, afraid of anything that might change things asthey were. The
vast emptiness began to cave away insde her. The blackness was a cloud the size of aman's hand on the
far horizon.

"It'sVaancy!" Karen cried, shooting away back through the window. "1 have to get dressed! The baby's
herel"

"The baby!" Leawas bewildered. "What baby?'

"Isthere any other baby?' Karen's voice floated back, muffled. "'Vaancy and Jemmy's. It'shere! I'man
aunt! Oh, dear, now I'm well on the way to becoming an ancestress. | thought they would never get
around toit. It'sagirl! At least Jemmy says hethinksit'sagirl. He's so excited that it could be both, or
even tripletsl Well, as soon as Vaancy gets back-" She walked back through the door, brushing her hair
briskly.

"What hospitd did shegoto?' Leaasked. "Ian't this pretty isolated-"

"Hospital? Oh, none, of course. She'sat home.”

"But you said when she gets back-"

"Yes. It'safar solemn journey to bring back anew life from the Presence. It takesawhile."

"But | didn't even notice!” Leacried. "Vaancy wastheretonight and | don't remember-"

"But then you haven't been noticing much of anything for along time," Karen said gently.

"But anything as obvious asthat!" Lea protested.

"Fact remains, the baby's here and it's Vaancy's-with alittle co-operation from Jemmy-and shedidn't
carry it around in aknitting bag!

"Okay, Jemmy, I'm coming. Hold the fort!" She flashed, feet free of the floor, out the door, her hairbrush
hovering forlornly, forgotten, in midair, until it finaly drifted dowly out the door to the hall.

Leahuddlied on the tumbled bed. A baby. A new life. "I had forgotten,” she thought. "Birth and death
have still been going on. Theworld isstill out there, wagging along asusudl. | thought it had stopped. It
had stopped for me. | lost winter. | lost spring. It must be summer now. Just think! Just think! There are
people who found al my black daysfull of joyful anticipation-bright jewels dipping off the thread of time!
And I've been going around and around like a donkey dragging aweight around a stake, winding myself
tighter and tighter-" She straightened suddenly on the bed, spread-eagling out of her tight huddle. The
darkness poured like aheavy flood in through the door-down from the ceiling-up from the floor.

"Karen!" she cried, feding hersdf caught up to be crammed back into the boundaryless nothingness of
hersdf again.

"Nol!" she gritted through her teeth. "Not thistime!" She turned face down on the bed, clutching the
pillow tightly with both hands. " Give me srength! Give me strength!" With an effort, dmost physicd, she
turned her thoughts. "The baby-a new baby-crying. Do babies of the People cry? They must, having to
leave the Presence for Earth. The baby-tiny fists clenched tightly, eyes clenched tightly shut. All powder
and flannd and tiny curling feet. | can hold her. Tomorrow | can hold her. And fed the continuity of
life-the eternal coming of God into the world. Rockabye baby. Sleep, baby, deep. Thy Father watches
His sheep. A new baby-tiny red fingersto curl around my finger. A baby-Vaancy's baby-"

And by the time dawn arrived Leawas deeping, her face smoothing out from the agony of the black
night. Therewas amogt triumph upon it.

That evening Karen and Lea walked through the gathering twilight to the schoolhouse. The softly crisp
evening air was S0 clear and quiet that voices and far laughter echoed around them.

"Wait, Lea." Karen was waving to someone. "Here comes Santhy. She'sjust learning to lift. Bet her
mother doesn't know shels il out." She laughed softly.

Leawatched with wonder asthetiny five-year-old approached them in short abrupt little arcs, her brief



skirtsflattening and flaring as she lifted and landed.

"She'susing more energy lifting than if shewaked," Karen said softly, "but she's so proud of herself.
Let'swait for her. Shewantsus.”

By now Lea could see the grave intent look on Santhy's face and could dmost hear thelittle grunts as
shetook off until shefinaly landed, Saggering, against Lea. Lea steadied her, dropping down beside her,
holding her gently inthe circle of her dms.

"YoureLeg," Santhy said, smiling shyly.

"Yes'" Leasad. "How did you know?'

"Oh, wedl know you. Y ou're our new God-bless every night.”

"Oh." Leawas taken aback.

"1 brought you something,” Santhy said, her hand clenched in abulging little pocket. "I saved it from our
'joicing party for the new baby. | don't careif you're an Outsider. | saw you wading in the creek and
you're pretty." She pulled her hand out of her pocket and deposited on Leas pam a softly glowing
bluey-green object. "It'sakoomatka,” she whispered. "Don't let Mama seeit. | was Sposed to et it but
| had two-" She spread her arms and lifted up right past Lea's nose.

"A koomatka," Leasaid, getting up and holding out her hand wonderingly, the glow from it degpening in
the dusk.

"Yes" Karen said. "Sheredly shouldn't have. It's forbidden to show to Outsiders, you know."

"Must | giveit back?' Leaasked wigtfully. "Can't | keep it evenif | don't belong?'

Karen looked at her soberly for amoment, then she smiled.

"You can keep it, or et it, though you probably won't likeit. It tastes like music sounds, you know. But
you may haveit-evenif you don't belong.”

L eals hand closed softly around the koomatka as the two turned toward the schoolhouse. " Speaking of
belonging-" Karen said, "it's Ditas turn tonight. She knows plenty about belonging and not belonging.”

" wondered about tonight. | mean not waiting for Vaancy-" Leashielded her eyes againgt the bright
open door as they mounted the steps.

"Oh, shewouldn't missit,” Karen said. "Shelll lisen in from home.”

They werethe last to arrive. Invocation over, Ditawas adready in the chair behind the desk, her hands
folded primly infront of her. "Vdancy," shesad, "weredl here now. Areyou ready?'

"Oh, yes" Leacould fed Vaancy's answer. "Our Baby's adeep now,"

The group laughed &t the capitalsin Vaancy's voice.

"You didn't invent babies," Ditalaughed.

"Hah!" Jemmy's voice answvered triumphantly. "Thisonewedid!™

Lealooked around the laughing group. "They're happy!" she thought. "In aworld like thisthey're happy
anyway! What do they have as atouchstone?' She studied the group as Dita began, and under the first
flow of Ditalswords she thought, "Maybe thisisthe answer. Maybe thisis the touchstone. When any
one of them cries out the others hear-and listen. Not just with their ears but with their hearts. No matter
who cries out-someone listens-"

"My theme," Ditasaid soberly, "isvery brief-but oh, the heartbregk iniit. 1t's"And your children shal
wander inthewilderness.' " Her clasped hands tightened on each other.

"I was wandering that day..."

WILDERNESS

"WELL, HOW do you expect Bruce to concentrate on spelling when he's so worried about his
daddy?' | thumbed through my second graders' art papers, hoping to find one lift out of the prosaic.

" 'Worried about his daddy'?' Mrs. Kanz looked up from her spelling, tests. "What makes you think he's
worried about him?"'



"Why, he's practically sick for fear he won't come home thistime.” | turned the paper upside down and
looked again.

"| thought you knew everything about everyone,” | teased.

"You've briefed mered good in these last three weeks. | fed like aresident instead of anewcomer.” |
sghed and righted the paper. It was ill atree with Sx applesonit.

"But | certainly didn't know Stell and Mark were having trouble.” Mrs. Kanz was chagrined.

"They had an awful fight the night before heleft,” | said. "Nearly scared the waddin' out of Bruce."

"How do you know?' Mrs. Kanz's eyes were suddenly sharp. "Y ou haven't met Stell yet and Bruce
hasn't said aword al week except yesand no."

| let my breath out dowly. "Oh, no!" | thought. "Not aready! Not aready!"

"Oh, alittle bird told me," | said lightly, busying mysdf with my papersto hide the smadl tremble of my
hands.

"Littlebird, toosh! Y ou probably heard it from Marie, though how she-"

"Could be," | said, "could be." | bundled up my papers hurriedly. "Oops! Recessisamost over. Gotta
get downdtairs before the thundering herd arrives.”

The sound of the old worn steps was hollow under my hurried feet, but not nearly so hollow asthe
feding in my somech.

Only three weeks and | had almost betrayed mysdlf aready. Why couldn't | remember! Besides, the
child wasn't evenin my room. | had no business knowing anything about him. Just because he had leaned
so quietly, so long, over hisliterature book last Monday-and | had only looked alittle ....

At thefoot of the stairs | was engulfed wai st-deep in children siweeping in from the playground.
Gratefully | let mysdlf be siwept with them into the classroom.

That afternoon | leaned with my back againgt the window sill and looked over my quiet class. Wdll, quiet
in so far asmoving around the room was concerned, but each child humming audibly or inaudibly with
the untiring dynamos of the young-the mostly inarticul ate thought patterns of happy children. All but
Lucine, my twelve-year-old first grader, who hummed briefly to a stimulus and then clicked off, hummed
again and clicked off. There was ashort somewhere, and her flat empty eyes showed it.

| sighed and turned my back on the room, wandering my eyes up the steepness of Black Mesaasiit
towered above the schoal, trying to lose mysdf from apprehension, trying to forget why | had run
away-nearly five hundred miles-trying to forget those things that tugged at my sanity, things that could
tear meloose from redity and set me adrift .... Adrift? Oh, glory! Set mefree! Set mefree! | hooked
my pointer fingers through the old wire grating that protected the bottom of the window and tugged
sharply. 01d nails grated and old wire gave, and | sneezed through the dry acid bite of ancient dust.

| sat down a my desk and rummeaged for aKleenex and snoozed again, trying to ignore, but knowing
too well, the heavy nudge and tug insde me. That tiny near betraya had cracked my tight protective shell.
All that | had packed away s0 resolutely was shouldering and elbowing itsway . . .

| swept my children out of spelling into numbers so fast that L ucine poised precarioudy on the edge of
tears until she clicked on again and murkily perceived where we had gone.

"Now, look, Petie," | said, trying again to find away through his stubborn block against number words,
"thisisthe picture of two, but thisisthe name of two ...

After the school buses were gone | scrambled and did down the steep dope of the hill below the gaunt
old schoolhouse and walked the railroad ties back toward the hotel-boarding house where | stayed. Eyes
intent on my feet but brightly conscious of therails on either Sde, | counted my way through the clot of
old buildings that was town, and out the other side. If | could keep something on my mind | could keep
ghosts out of my thoughts.

| stopped briefly at the hotdl to leave my things and then pursued the singlerail line on down thelittle
valey, over the shaky old trestle that was never used any more, and left it at the railings dump and started
up the hill, enjoying fiercely the necessary lunge and pull, tug and climb, that stretched my muscles,
quickened my heartbeat and pumped my breath up hard against the top of my throat.

Panting | grabbed a manzanita bush and pulled myself up the last steep dope. | perched mysdlf, kneesto
chest, on the crumbly outcropping of shale at the base of the huge brick chimney, arms embracing my



legs, my cheek pressed to my knees. | sat with closed eyes, |etting the | ate-afternoon sun soak into me.
"If only thiscould bedl," | thought wigtfully. "If only there were nothing but Sitting in the sun, soaking up
warmth. Just being, without questions.” And for along blissful time| et that be all.

But | couldn't put it off any longer. | felt the first dow trickling through the crack in my armor. | counted
trees, | counted telephone poles, | said timestables until | found myself thinking Six times nineis ninety-six
and, then | gave up and let the floodgates open wide.

"It'sdwayslikethis" one of me cried to therest of me. ™Y ou promised! Y ou promised and now you're
givingin agan-after dl thistimel"

"l could promise not to breathe, too,” | retorted.

"But thisisinsanity-you know it it Anyone knowsit igl"

"Insane or nat, itsme!" | screamed silently. "It'sme! It'sme!™

"Stop your arguing,” another of me said. "Thisistoo serious for bickering. Weve got problems.”

| took adry manzanitatwig and cleared atiny space on the gravelly ground, scratching up an old square
nail and atiny bit of sun-purpled glassas| did so. Shifting the twig to my other hand | picked up the nail
and rubbed the dirt off with my thumb. It was pitted with rust but till strong and heavy. | wondered what
it had held together back in those days, and if the hand that last held it was dust now, and if whoever it
was had had burdens....

| cast the twig from me with controlled violence and, rocking myself forward, | made a straight mark on
the cleared ground with the nail. Thiswas adrearily familiar inventory, and | had taken it so many times
before, trying to smplify this complicated problem of mine, that | fell automaticaly into the same old
paitern.

Item one. Was| redlly insane-or going insane-or on the way to going insane? It must be so. Other
people didn't see sounds. Nor taste colors. Nor fed the pulsing of other people's emationslikeliving
things. Nor find the weight of flesh so like agalling strait jacket. Nor more than haf believe that the
burden was lay-downable short of death.

"But then," | defended, "I'm il functioning in society and | don't drool or foam at the mouth. | don't act
very crazy, and aslong as| guard my tongue | don't sound crazy.”

| pondered the item awhile, then scribbled out the mark.

"l guessI'm il sane-so far.”

Item two. "Then what'swrong with me? Do | just let my imagination run away with. me?" | jabbed holes
al around my second heavy mark. No, it was something more, something beyond just imagination,
something beyond-what?

| crossed that marking with another to make an X.

"What than | do about it then? Shall | fight it out like | did before? Shdl | deny and deny and deny until-"
| felt acold grue, remembering the blind panic that had finally sent me running until | had ended up a
Kruper, and al the laughter went out of me, clear to the bottom of my soul.

| crosshatched the two marks out of existence and hid my eyes against my knees again and waited for
the sick up-gushing of gpprehension to foam into despair over my head. Alwaysit cameto this. Did |
want to do anything about it? Should | stop it al with an act of will? Could | stop it dl by an act of will?
Did | want to stop it?

| scrambled to my feet and scurried around the huge stack, looking for the entrance. My feet cried, No
no! onthediding gravel. Every panting breath cried, No no! as| dipped and dithered around the steep
hill. I ducked into the shadowy interior of the huge chimney and pressed mysdlf against the blackened
crumbling bricks, every tense muscle shouting, No no! And in the wind-shuddery silencel cried, "No!™
and heard it echo up through the blackness above me. | could almost see the word shoot up through the
paedliptica disk of the sky at the top of the stack.

"Because | could!" | shrieked defiantly indde me. "'If | weren't afraid | could follow that word right on up
and erupt into the sky like a Roman candle and never, never, never fed the weight of the world again!™

But the heavy drag of reason grabbed my knees and elbows and rubbed my nose forcibly into
things-as-they-redly-are, and | sobbed impotently against the roughness of the curving wall. The sting of
salty wetness across my cheek shocked me out of rebellion.



Crying?Walling againg adirty old smelter wall because of adream? Fine goings on for aresponsible
pedagogue!

| scrubbed at my cheeks with a Kleenex and smiled at the grime that came off. 1'd best get back to the
hotel and get my face washed before eating the inevitable garlicky supper I'd smelled on my way out.

| stumbled out into the red flood of sunset and down the thread of apath | had ignored when coming up.
| hurried down into the duskiness of the cottonwood thicket along the creek at the bottom of the hill.
Here, where no eyes could see, no tongues could clack at such undignified behavior, | brokeinto arun, a
blind headlong run, pretending that | could run away-just away! Maybe with salty enough tears and fast
enough running | could buy adreamless night.

| rounded the turn where the pinky-gray granite boulder indented the path-and reeled under a sudden
blow. I had run full tilt into someone. Quicker than | could focus my eyes| was grabbed and set on my
feet. Before | could see past ablur of tearsfrom my smarting nose | was aonein the dusk.

| mopped my nose tenderly. "Well," | said doud, "that's one way to knock the nonsense out of me."
Then immediately began to wonder if it wasasgn of unbaanceto talk aoud to yourself.

| looked back uphill when | came out of the shadow of the trees. The smelter stack was dark against the
sky, massive above the remnants of the works. It was beautiful in astark way, and | paused to enjoy it
briefly. Suddenly there was another darkness up there. Someone had rounded the stack and stood
dlhouetted againg the lighter horizon.

| wondered if the sound of my sorrow was still echoing up the stack, and then | turned shamefaced
away. Whoever it was up there had more sense than to listen for the sounds of old sorrows.

That night, in spite of my outburst of the afternoon, | barely dipped under the thin skin of deep and, for
endless ages, clutched hopelesdy for something to pull me down into complete forgetfulness. Then
despairingly | felt the familiar tug and pull and, hopeesdy, eagerly, dipped headlong into my dream that |
had managed to suppress for so long.

There are no words-there are no words anywhere for my dream. Only thewelling of delight, the
sretching of my soul, the boundless freedom, the warm belongingness. And | held the dearness closeto
me-oh, so closeto me!-knowing that awakening must come ...

And it did, smashing me down, forcing meinto flesh, binding me leadenly to the earth, squeezing out the
delight, cramping my soul back into finiteness, snapping bars across my sky and stranding mein thethin
watery glow of morning so alone again that the effort of opening my eyeswas dmaost too much to be
borne.

Lying rigidly under the press of the covers| gathered up al the tatters of my dream and packed them
tightly into ahard little knot way back of my consciousness. "Stay there. Stay there,” | pleaded. "Oh, stay
therel”

Forcing myself to breskfast | came warily into the dining room at the hotel. Asthe only female-type
woman guest in the hotel | was somewhat disconcerted to walk into the place when it wasfull and to
have every hand pause and every jaw ill itself until | found my way to the only empty seet, and then to
hear the concerted return to eating, as though on cue. But | was|ater this morning, and the place was
nearly empty.

"How wasthe old stack?" Half of Marie's mouth grinned as she pushed a plate of hotcakes under my
noseand let go of it six inches abovethetable. | controlled my wince asit crashed to thetable, but |
couldn't completely ignore the sooty thumbprint etched in the grease on the rim. Marie took the ftiffly
filthy rag she had hanging as usual from her apron pocket, and smeared the print around until | at least
couldn't see the whorls and ridges any more.

"It wasinteresting,” | said, not bothering to wonder how she knew I'd been there. "Kruper must have
been quite atown when the smelter was going full blast.”

"Long'sl've been hereit'sbeen dyin'," Mariesaid. "Been here  thirty-five years next February and | ain't
never been up to the stack. | ain't lost nothing up there!”

She laughed soundlessly but gudtily. | held my breath until the garlic went by. "But | hear theré's some
girlsthat's gone up there and lost-"

"Mariel" Old Charlie bellowed from across the table. "' Cut out the chatter and bring me some grub. If



teacher wants to climb up that da-dang stack leave her be. Maybe she likesit!™

"Crazy way to wastetime," Marie muttered, teetering out to the kitchen, baancing her gross body on
impossibly spindly legs.

"Don't mind her,” Old Charlie bellowed. "Only thing shethinksisfun is beer. Why, lots of peopleliketo
go look at worthless suff like that. Take-well-take Lowmanigh here. He was up there only yesterday-"

"Yegterday?' My lifted brows underlined my question as| looked acrossthetable. It was one of the
fellows | hadn't noticed before. His name had probably been thrown at me with the rest of them by Old
Charlie on my first night there, but | had logt al the names except Old Charlie and Severeid Swanson,
which was the name attached to awavery fragile-looking Mexicano, with no English at al, who seemed
to subsst mostly on garlic and vino and who aways blinked four timeswhen | smiled at him.

"Yes" Lowmanigh looked across the table at me, no smile softening hissingle word. My heart caught as
| saw across his cheek the familiar pale quietness of chill-of-soul. | knew the look well. It had been on
my own face that morning before | had made my truce with the day.

He must have read something in my eyes, because hisface shuttered itself quickly into anoncommittal
expression and, with avisible effort, he added, "I watched the sunset from there.”

"Oh?" My hand went thoughtfully to my nose.

"Sunsets" Marie was back with the semiliquid she cdled coffee. "More crazy stuff. Why waste good
time?'

"What do you spend your timeon?' Lowmanigh's voice was very soft.

Maries mind legped like agtartled bird. "Waiting to die!" it cried.

"Beer," shesaid doud, hdf of her face samiling. "Four beers equa one sunset.” She dropped the
coffegpot on the table and went back to the kitchen, leaving a clean sharp, dmost visible pain behind her
as she wernt.

"Y ou two oughta get together,” Old Charlie boomed. "Liking the samethingslike you do. Low here
knows more junk heaps and rubbish dumps than anybody e sein the county. He collects ghost towns.”

"I like ghost towns" | said to Charlie, trying tofill avast conversationa vacancy. "l have quitea
collection of them mysdif."

"See, Low!" he boomed. "Here's your chance to squire a pretty schoolmarm around. Together you two
oughta he ableto collect up astorm!” He choked on his pleasantry and hislast gulp of coffee and l€ft the
room, whooping loudly into a blue bandanna
Wewere dl aonein the big dining room. The early-morning sun skidded across the polished hardwood
floor, stumbled againgt the battered kitchen chairs, careened into the huge ornate mirror above the buffet
and sprayed brightly from it over the cracked oilcloth table covering on the enormous oak table.

The slence grew and grew until | put my fork down, afraid to click it against my plate any more. | sat for
half aminute, suspended in astonishment, feeling the deep throbbing of a pulsethat dowly welled up into
amogt audibility, questioning, "Together? Together? Together?' The beat broke on the sharp edge of a
wave of desolation, and | ssumbled blindly out of the room.

"No!" | breathed as| leaned against the newel post at the bottom of the stairs. "Not involuntarily! Not so
ealy inthe day!"

With an effort | pulled myself together. " Cut out this cotton-pickin' nonsensa!” | told mysdlf. "You're
enough to drive anybody crazy!"

Resolutely | started up the steps, only to pause, foot suspended, halfway up. "That wasn't my
desolation," | cried silently. "It washidl"

"How odd," | thought when | wakened at two o'clock in the morning, remembering the desolation.

"How odd!" | thought when | wakened at three, remembering the pulsing " Together?"

"How very odd," | thought when | wakened at seven and did heavy-eyed out of bed-having forgotten
completely what Lowmanigh looked like, but holding wonderingly inmy consciousnessa
better-than-three-dimensional memory of him.

School kept me busy dl the next week, busy enough that the old familiar ache was buried dmost deep
enough to be forgotten. The smoothness of the week was unruffled until Friday, when the week's



restlessness erupted on the playground twice. Thefirst time | had to go out and ped Esperanza off
Joseph and pry her fingersout of hishair so he could get his snub nose up out of the gravel. Esperanza
had none of her Uncle Severeid's fragility and waveriness as she defiantly dapped the dust from her
heavy dark braid.

"'He calsme Mexican!" she cried. "So what? I'm Mexican. I'm proud to be Mexican. | hit him some
moreif he calsme Mexican like abad word again. I'm proud to be-"

"Of courseyou're proud,” | said, helping her dust hersdlf off.

"God made us dl. What do different names matter?'

"Joseph!™ | sartled him by swinging around to him suddenly. "Areyou agirl?'

"Huh?' He blinked blankly with dusty lashes, then, indignantly: "Course not! I'm aboy!"

"Joseph's aboy! Joseph'saboy!” | taunted. Then | laughed.

"See how dlly that sounds? We are what we are. How silly to tease about something like that. Both of
you go wash the dirt off." | spatted both of them off toward the schoolhouse and sighed as | watched
them go.

The second time the cdm was interrupted when the ancient malicious chanting sound of teasing pulled
me out on the playground again.

"Lu-cineiscrazy! Lu-cineiscrazy! Lu-cineiscrazy!"

The dancing taunting group circled twelve-year-old L ucine where she stood backed against the one
drooping treethat still survived on our playground. Her eyeswere flat and shallow above her gaping
mouth, but smoky flames were beginning to flicker in the shalowness and her muscles weretightening.

"Lucing" | cried, fear winging my feet. "Lucine!"

| sent me ahead of mysdlf and caught at the ponderous murderous massiveness of her mind. Barely |
dowed her until | could get to her.

"Stopit!" | shrieked at the children. "Get away, quick!"

My voice pierced through the mob-mind, and the group dissolved into frightened individuds. | caught
both of Lucine's hands and for atense moment had them secure. Then she bellowed, apeculiarly
animalike bellow, and with oneflip of her arm sent meflying.

Inawild flurry | was swept up dmost bodily, it seemed, into theirrationa delirium of her anger and
bewilderment. | waslost in the mazes of unreasoning thoughts and frightening dead ends, and to thisday |
can't remember what happened physically.

When the red tide ebbed and the bleak gray click-off period came | was hunched againgt the old tree
with Lucine's heed on my |ap, her mouth lax and wet against my hand, her flooding quiet tears staining my
skirt, the length of her body very young and very tired.

Her lipsmoved.

"Ain't crazy."

"No," | said, smoothing her ruffled hair, wondering at the angry oozing scratch on the hack of my hand.
"No, Lucine. | know."

"He does, t0o," Lucine muttered. "He makesit dmost straight but it bends again.”

"Oh?" | said soothingly, hunching my shoulder to cover its bareness with my torn blouse deeve. ""Who
does?'

Her head tensed under my hand, and her withdrawal was as tangible as the throb of arabbit trying to
escgpe redricting hands. "He said don't tell.”

| let the pressure of my hand soothe her and | looked down at her ravaged face. "Meg," | thought. "Me
with the outsde peded off. I'm crippled ingde in my way as surdly assheisin hers, only my crippling
passesfor normal. | wish | could click off sometimes and not dream of living without alimp-sweet
impossble dream.”

There was along moist intake of breath, and Lucine sat up. Shelooked at me with her flat incurious
eyes.

"Your faceisdirty,” shesaid. ""Teachersdon't got dirty faces."

"That'sright." | got up siffly, shifting the zipper of my skirt: around to the Sde whereit belonged. "I'd
better go wash. Here comes Mrs. Kanz."



Acrossthe play field the classeswerelined up to go back insde. The usua scuffling horseplay was going
on, but no one even bothered to glance our way. If they only knew, | thought, how close some of them
had been to desth . . .

"l been bad," Lucinewhimpered. "I gotin afight again.”

"Lucine, you bad girl!" Mrs. Kanz cried as soon as she got within earshot. ™Y ou've been fighting again.
Y ou go right in the office and St there the rest of the day. Shame on you!™

And Lucine blubbered off toward the school building.

Mrs. Kanz looked me over. "Well," shelaughed apologeticaly, "I should have warned you about her.
Just leave her done when she getsin arage. Don't try to stop her.”

"But she was going to kill someone!” | cried, tasting again the blood lugt, feding the grate of broken
bones.

"She'stoo dow. The kids aways keep out of her way."

"But someday-"

Mrs. Kanz shrugged. "If she gets dangerous shelll have to be put away.”

"But why do you let the children tease her?' | protested, feding a spasmodic gush of anger.
Shelooked at me sharply. ™'l don't 'let.’ Kids are dways cruel to anyone who's different. Haven't you
discovered that yet?'

"Yes, | have" | whispered. "Oh, yes, yes!" And huddlied into mysdf against the creeping cold of
memoary.

"Itisn't good but it happens,” she said. "Y ou can't make everything right. Y ou haveto get calluses
ometimes™”

| brushed some of the dust off my clothes. "Yes" | sighed.

"Cdluses comein handy. But | till think something should be donefor her.”

"Don't say so out loud,” Mrs. Kanz warned. "Her mother has almost beat her own brains out trying to
find some way to help her. These things happen in the best of families. Therés no help for them.”
"Thenwhois-?" | choked on my suppressed words, beatedly remembering Lucine's withdrawa.
"Who iswho?" asked Mrs. Kanz over her shoulder as we went back to the schoolhouse.

"Who isgoing to teke care of her dl her life?" | asked lamely.

"Well! Talk about borrowing trouble!" Mrs. Kanz laughed.

"Just forget about the wholething. It'sal in aday'swork. It's a shame your pretty blouse had to get
ruined, though.”

| wasthinking of Lucinewhile| wastaking off my torn blouse at home after schoal. | squinted tightly
Sdeways, trying to glimpse the point of my shoulder to seeif it looked as bruised asit felt, when my door
was flung open and dammed shut and Lowmanigh was leaning againgt it, breathing heavily.

"Wel!" | did quickly into my clean shirt and buttoned it up briskly. "1 didn't hear you knock. Would you
liketo go out and try it over again?'

"Did Lucine get hurt?' He pushed hishair back from his damp forehead. "Wasit abad spell? 1 thought |
hed it controlled-"

"If you want to talk about Lucine," | said out of my surprise, "I'll be out on the porch in aminute. Do
you mind waiting out there? My ears are still burning from Mari€'slecture to me on 'proper decorum for
afemdeinthisherehotd.'"

"Oh." He looked around blankly. "Oh, sure-sure.”

My door was easing shut before | knew he was gone. | tucked my shirttail in and ran my comb through
my hair.

"Lowmanigh and Lucine?' | thought blankly. "What gives? Mr. Kanz must be dipping. This she hasn't
mentioned.” | put the comb down dowly. "Oh. 'He makesit dmost straight but it bends again.' But how
can that be?'

Low was perched on therailing of the sagging balcony porch that ran around two sides of the second
story of the hotel He didn't turn around as | creaked across the floor toward the dusty dilapidated wicker
seitle and chair that congtituted the porch furniture,



"Who are you?" Hisvoice was choked. "What are you doing here?"

Foreboding ran athin cold finger across the back of my neck. "Wewereintroduced,” | said thinly. "I'm
PerditaVerig, the new teacher, remember?

He swung around abruptly. "Stop talking on top,” he said. "I'm listening undernesth. ™Y ou know aswell
as| do that you can't run away-But how do you know? Who are you?'

"You stopit!" | cried. "Y ou have no business listening underneeth. Who are you?”

We stood there stiffly glaring a each other until with asimultaneous sigh we relaxed and sat down on the
shaky wickerware. | clagped my hands loosaly on my lap and fdlt the tight hard knot inside me begin to
melt and untie until finaly I wasturning to Low and holding out my hand only to meet his as he reached
for mine. Some one of me cried, "My kind? My kind?' But another of me pushed the panic button.

"No," | cried, taking my hand back abruptly and standing up. "No!"

"No." Low'svoice was soft and gentle. "It's no betrayal .

| swallowed hard and concentrated on watching Severeid Swanson tacking from one side of the road to
the other on hisway hometo the hotel for hisgarlic, histwo vino bottles doing very littleto maintain his
balance.

"Lucing" | sad. "Lucineand you."

"Wasit bad?' Hisvoice was dl on top now, and my bones stopped throbbing to that other wave length.

"About par for the course according to Mrs. Kanz," | said shalowly. "l just tried to stop abuzz saw."

"Wasit bad!" his voice spread clear across the band.

"Stay out!" | cried. " Stay out!"

But he wasin there with me and | was Lucine and hewas | and we held the red-and-black horror in our
naked hands and stared it down. Together we ebbed back through the empty grayness until he was
Lucineand | was| and | saw meinside Lucine and blushed for her passionately grateful love of me.
Embarrassed, | suddenly found away to shut him out and blinked at the drafty loneliness.

"...and gtay out!" | cried.

"That'sright!" | jumped at Marie'sindignant wheeze. "'l seen him go in your room without knocking and
Shut the Door!" Her voice was capitalized horror. Y ou done right chasing him out and giving him What
For!"

My inner laughter did the barrier open a crack to meet his amusement.

"Yes, Marie," | said soberly. ™Y ouwarned me and | remembered.”

"Well, now, good!" Haf of Mari€'sface smirked, gratified.

"l knew you was agood girl. And, Low, I'm plumb ashamed of you. | thought you was a cut above these
gaw-danged muckers around here and here you go wolfing around in broad daylight!" She tripped off
down the creaky hdl, her voicefloating back up the lovely curved stairway. "'1n broad daylight! Supper'll
be ready intwo jerks of adead lamb'stail Git washed."

Low and | laughed together and went to "git washed.”

| paused over adouble handful of cold water | had scooped up from my huge chinawashbowl, and
watched it dl trickle back as| glowed warmly with the redlization that thiswasthefirs timein
uncountable agesthat | had laughed underneath. | looked long on my wavery reflection in the weter.
"And not done," one of me cried, erupting into astonishment, "not aone!™

The next morning | fled twenty-five milesinto town and Stayed a ahotel that had running water, right in
the house, and even aprivate bath! And reveled in the unaccustomed luxury, soaking Kruper out of
me-at least dl of it except the glitter bits of loveliness or funniness or niceness that remained on theriffles
of my soul after the dugt, dirt, inconvenience and ugliness duiced away.

| waslying there drowsing Sunday afternoon, postponing until the last possible moment the gathering of
mysdlf together for the bus trip back to Kruper. Then sudden, subtly, between one breath and the next, |
was back into full wary armor, my attention twanged taut like atightened wireand | sat up tiffly.
Someone was here in the hotel. Had Low come into town? Was he here? | got up and finished dressing
hedtily.

| sat quietly on the edge of the bed, conscious of the deep ebb and flow of something. Finally | went



down to the lobby. | stopped on the last step. Whatever it had been, it was gone. The lobby was just an
ordinary lobby. Low was nowhere among the saf-conscioudy ranch-style furnishings. But as| started
toward the window to see again the lovely drop of the wooded canyon beyond the patio he walked in.
"Were you hereaminute ago?" | asked him without preliminaries.

"No. Why?'

"| thought-" | broke off. Then gears shifted subtly back to the commonplace and | said, "Wdl! What are
you doing here?"

"Old Charlie said you were in town and that | might aswell pick you up and save you the bustrip hack."
Heamiled fantly.

"Marie wasn't quite sure | could be trusted after showing my true colors Friday, but shefindly told me
you were here at this hotel.”

"But | didn't know mysdf where| was going to stay when | left Kruper!"

Low grinned engagingly. "My! Y ou are new around here, aren't you? Are you ready to go?"

"l hope you're not in ahurry to get back to Kruper." Low shifted gears deftly aswe nosed down to
Lynx Hill bridge and then abruptly headed on up Lynx Hill a aperilousangle. "l have astop to make."

| could fed hiswary attention on mein spite of hisabsorption in the road.

"No," | said, sghing inwardly, visudizing long hourswaiting while he leaned, over thetop fencerall
exchanging long silences and succinct remarks with some mining acquaintance.

“I'minno hurry, just so I'm at school by ninein the morning.”

"Fine." Hisvoice was amused, and, embarrassed, | tested again the barrier in my mind. It was till intact.
""Matter of fact,” hewent on, "thiswill be one for your collection, too."

"My collection?" | echoed blankly.

"Y our ghost-town collection. I'm driving over to Machron, or whereit used to be. It'sup in alittle box
canyon above Bear FHat. It might bethat it-" Anintricate spot in the road-one smdl stone and atiny pine
branch-broke his sentence.

"Might bewhat?' | asked, ddliberately holding onto the words he was trying to drop.

"Might beinteresting to explore.” Aware amusement curved his mouth dightly.

"I'd liketo find an unbroken piece of sun glass,” | said. "l have one old beautiful purple tumbler. It'sin
pretty good condition except thet it has a piece out of therim.”

"I'll show you my collection sometime,” Low said. Y oull droal for sure.”

"How come you like ghost towns? What draws you to them? History? Treasure? Morbid curiosity?"

"Treasure-history-morbid curiosity-" He tasted the words dowly and approved each with anod of his
head. "I guessdl three. I'm questing.”

"Quedting?"

"Questing." Thetone of his voice ended the conversation. With an effort | detached mysdlf from my
completdy illogica up-gush of anger at being shut out, and lost mysdlf in the wooded wonder of the
hillsdesthat finally narrowed the road until it was barely wide enough for the car to scrape through.

Findly Low spun the whed and, fanning sand out from our tires, came to astop under ahuge
black-walnut tree.

"Got your walking shoeson? Thisfar and no farther for whedls."

Haf an hour later we topped out on asmall plateau above the rocky pass where our feet had did and
dithered on boulders grooved by high-whedled ore wagons of half acentury ago. The town had spread
itsdlf initsbusest days, up the dopes of the hills and aong the dry creeksthat spread fingerlike up from
the smdll plateau. Concrete stepsled abortively up to crumbled foundations, and sagging gates stood
fenceless before shrub-shattered concrete walks.

There were afew buildings that were nearly intact, just stubbornly resisting dissolution. | had wandered
up onefaint street and down another before | redlized that Low wasn't wandering with me. Knowing the
solitary ways of ghost-town devotees, | made no effort to locate him, but only wondered idly what he
was questing for-carefully refraining from wondering again who he was and why he and | spoke together
undernesth aswe did. But even unspoken the wonder was burning deep under my superficid scratching



among the junk hegps of this vanished town.

| found awhite button with only three holesin it and the top of adoll's head with one eye still mdtingly
blue, and scrabbled, bare-handed, with delight when | thought 1'd found awhole sun-purpled sugar
bowl-only to find it was just ahandle and haf acurve held inthe silt.

| was muttering over abroken fingernall when asudden soundless cry crushed into me and left me
gasping with the unexpected force. | sumbled down the bank and ran clattering down the rock-strewn
road. | found Low down by the old town dump, cradling something precioudy in the bend of hisarm.

Helifted hiseyesblindly to me.

"Maybe-!I" he cried. "This might be some of it. It was never apart of thistown'slife. Look! Look at the
shaping of it! Look at the flow of lines" Hishands drank in the smooth beauty of the metal fragment.
"And if thisispart of it, it might not be far from herethat-" He broke off abruptly, histhumb stilling on the
underside of the object. He turned it over and looked closaly.. Something died tragicaly as helooked. "
'Generd Electric,' " hesaid tondesdy. " 'Madein the USA." " The piece of metad dropped from his
stricken hands as be sagged to the ground. Hisfist pounded on the gravelly silt. "Dead end! Dead end!
Dead-"

| caught his handsin mine and brushed the gravel off, pressing Kleenex to the ooze of blood below his
littlefinger.

"What have you lost?' | asked softly.

"Mysdf," hewhispered. "I'mlost and | can't find my way back."

Hetook no notice of our getting up and my leading him to the fragment of awall that kept astunted
elderberry from fdling into the canyon. We sat down and for awhile tossed on the ocean of his
desolation as | thought dimly, "Too. Logt, too. Both of us." Then | helped him channel into speech,
though | don't know whether it wasvocd or not.

"l was 0 littlethen,” he said. "I was only three, | guess. How long can you live on athree-year-old's
memories? Mom told me al they knew but | could remember more. There was awreck-a head-on
collison the other sde of Chuckawalla. My people werekilled. The car tried to fly just before they hit. |
remember Father lifted it up, trying to clear the other car, and Mother grabbed a handful of sun and
platted me out of danger, but the crash came and | could only hear Mother's cry 'Don't forget! Go back
to the Canyon,’ and Father's'Remember! Remember the Home!" and they were gone, even their bodies,
inthefirethat followed. Their bodies and every identification. Mom and Dad took mein and raised me
like their own, but I've got to go back. I've got to go back to the Canyon. | belong there."

"What Canyon?' | asked.

"What Canyon?"' he asked dully. "The Canyon where the People live now-my People. The Canyon
wherethey located after the starship crashed. The starship I've been questing for, praying | might find
somelittle piece of it to point me the way to the Canyon. At least to the part of the stateit'sin. The
Canyon | went to deep in before | woke at the crash. The Canyon | can't find because | have no
memory of the road there.

"But you know!" hewent on. "Y ou surely must know! Y ou aren't like the others. Y ou're one of us. You
must be!”

| shrank down into myself.

"I'm nobody," | said. "I'm not one of anybody. My Mom and dad can tell me my grandparents and
great-grandparents and great-great-grandparents, and they used to dl the time, trying to figure out why
they were burdened with such achild, until I got smart enough to get 'norma’ "Y ou think you're lost! At
least you know what you're lost from. Y ou could get un-lost. But | can't. | haven't ever been un-logt!™
"But you can talk underneath.” He blinked before my violence. "Y ou showed me Lucine-"

"Yes" | said recklessly. "And look at thig"

A rock up on the hillside suddenly spurted to life. It plowed down the dope, sending grave flying, and
smashed itself to powder against aboulder at the base.

"And | never tried this before, but look!"

| stepped up onto the crumbling wall and walked away from Low, straight on out over the canyon,
fedling Earth fall away beneeth my feet, feding the soft cradling sweep of the wind, the upness and



outness and unrestrainedness | cried out, lifting my arms, reaching ecstatically for the hem of my dream of
freedom. One minute, one minute more and | could dide out of mysdlf and never, never, never...

And then...

Low caught me just before | speared myself on the gaunt stubby pines below usin the canyon. He lifted
me, struggling and protesting, back up through the fragile emptiness of air, back to the stunted elderberry
tree.

"But | did! | did!" | sobbed againgt him. "1 didn't just fal. For awhilel redly did!"

"For awhileyou redly did, Dita," he murmured asto achild. "Asgood as| could do mysdlf. So you do
have some of the Persuasions. Where did you get them if you aren't one of us?"

My sobs cut off without an after-echo, though my tears continued. | looked deep into Low's eyes,
fighting againgt the anger that burned at this persistent returning to the wary hurting placeinsde me. He
looked steadily back until my tears stopped and | findly managed aghost of agmile. "I don't know what
aPersuasonis, but | probably got it the same place you got that tilt to your eyebrows.”

He reddened and stepped back from me.

"Weld better start back. It's not smart to get night-caught on these back roads.”

We darted back aong thetrall
"Of courseyoull fill in the vacanciesfor me aswe go back," | said, barely catching mysdf asmy feet
dithered on adick hump of granite. | felt hisimmediate protest. "Y ou've got to,” | said, pausing to shake
the gravel out of one shoe. ™Y ou can't expect meto ignore today, especidly since I've found someone as
crazy asl am."

"Y ou won't believe--" He dodged a huge buckbrush that crowded the narrow road.

"I've had to believe things about mysdlf dl these yearsthat | couldn't believe,” | said, "and it'seasier to
believe things about other people.”

So we drove through the magic of an early twilight that degpened into a star-brilliant night, and |
watched the flick of the stars through the overarching trees dong the road and listened to Low's story.
He stripped it down to its bare bones, but undernegth, the bones burned likefirein thetelling.

"We came from some other world," he said, wistful pride at belonging showing in his"we." "The Home
was destroyed. We looked for arefuge and found this earth. Our ships crashed or burned before they
could land. But some of us escaped in life dips. My grandparents were with the original Group that
gathered at the Canyon. But we were al there, too, because our memories are joined continuoudy back
into the Bright Beginning. That'swhy | know about my People. Only | can't remember where the Canyon
is, because | was adeep the onetime we left it, and Mother and Father couldn't tell mein that split
second before the crash.

"I've got to find the Canyon again. | can't go on living forever limping." He didn't notice my start at his
echoing of that thought of minewhen | waswith Lucine. ™| can't achieve any statureat dl until | am with
my People.

"I don't even know the name of the Canyon, but | do remember that our ship crashed in the hillsand I'm
aways hoping that someday I'll find some evidence of it in one of these old ghost towns. It was before
the turn of the century that we came, and somewhere, somewhere, there must be some evidence of the
ship dill inexigence.”

Hiswas awdl-grooved story, too, worn into commonplace by repetition as mine had been-londy
aching repetition to himsdlf. | wondered for amoment, in the face of his unhappiness, why | should fed a
stirring of pleased comfort, but then | realized that it was because between us there was no need for
murmurs of sympathy or tritelittle social sayings or even explanations. The surface words were the least
of our communication.

"You aren't surprised?’ He sounded amost disappointed.

"That you are an out-worlder?' | asked. | smiled. "Wéll, I've never met one beforeand | find it
interesting. | only wish | could have dreamed up afantasy like that to explain meto me. It's quite aswitch
onthe old "l must be adopted because I'm so different.’ But-"

| stiffened as Low's surge of rage caught me offguard.



"Fantasy! | am adopted. | remember! | thought you'd know. | thought since you surely must be one of us
that you'd be-"

"I'm not one of you!" | flared. "Whatever 'you' are. I'm of Earth-so much so that it's awonder the dust
doesn't puff out of my mouth when | speak-but at least | don't try to kid mysdlf that I'm normal by any
standard, Earth-type or otherwise."

For a hostile minute we were braced stonily against each other. My teeth ached as the muscles on my
jaws knotted. Then Low sighed and reaching out afinger he traced the line of my face from brow to chin
to brow again.

"Think your way," he said. ™Y ou've probably been through enough bad times to make anyone want to
forget. Maybe someday you'll remember that you are one of us and then-"

"Maybe, maybe, maybe!" | said through my weary shaken breath. "But | can't any more. I1t'stoo much
for oneday.” | dammed al the doors| could reach and shoved my everyday sdf up to the front. Aswe
started off | reopened one door far enough to ask, "What's this between you and Lucine? Areyou a
friend of the family or something that you're working with her?"

"I know the family casudly," Low said. "They don't know about Lucine and me. She caught my
imagination once last year when | was passing the school. The kidswere pestering her. | never felt such
heartbroken bewilderment in al my life. Poor little Earth kid. She'sathree-year-old in atwelve-year-old
"Four-year-old,” | murmured. "Or amost five. She'slearning alittle.”

"Four or five," Low said. "It must be awful to be trapped in a body-"

"Yes," | ghed. "To be shut in the prison of yourself."

Tangibly | fdt again thewarm running of hisfinger around my face, softly, comfortingly, though he made
no move toward me. | turned away from him in the dusk to hide the sudden tears that came.

It was |ate when we got home. There were till lightsin the bars and a house or two when we pulled into
Kruper, but the hotel was dark, and in the pause after the car stopped | could hear the faint creaking of
the sagging front gate asit swung in the wind. We got out of the car quietly, whispering under the spdll of
the silence, and tiptoed up to the gate. As usua the scraggly rosebush that drooped from the fence
snagged my hair as | went through, and as Low helped free me we got Started giggling. | suppose neither
of us had felt young and foolish for so long, and we had both unburdened oursalves of bitter tensions, and
found tacit approval of us as the world refused to accept us and as we most wanted to be; and, each
having at least glimpsed akindred soul, well, we suddenly bubbled over. We stood beneath the upstairs
porch and tried to muffle our giggles.

"People will think were crazy if they hear us carrying on likethis," | choked.

"I've got newsfor you," said Low, closeto my ear. "We are crazy. And | dare you to proveit.”

"Hoh! Asthough it needed any proof!"

"| dareyou." Hislaughter tickled my cheek.

"How?' | breathed defiantly.

"Let'snot go up the stairs," he hissed. "L et'slift through the air. Why waste the energy when we can-?"

He held out his hand to me. Suddenly sober | took it and we stepped back to the gate and stood hand in
hand, looking up.

"Ready?" hewhispered, and | felt him tug me upward.

| lifted into the ar after him, holding dl my possible fear dlenched in my other hand.

And the rosebush reached up and snagged my hair.

"Wat!" | whispered, laughter trembling again. "I'm caught.”

""Earth-bound!" he chuckled as he tugged at the clinging strands.

"Smile when you say that, podner,” | returned, feding my heart melt with pleasurethat | had arrived a a
point where | could joke about such a bitterness-and trying to ignore the fact that my feet were treading
nothing but air. My hair freed, helifted me up to him. I think our lips only brushed, but we overshot the
porch and had to come back down to land on it. Low steadied me as we stepped across the railing.
"Wedidit," he whispered.

"Yes," | breathed. "Wedid."



Then we both froze. Someone was coming into the yard. Someone who stumbled and wavered and
smashed glassily againgt the gatepost.

"Ay! Ay! Madre mial" Severeid Swanson fdll to hisknees beside the smashed bottle, "Ay, virgen
purismal”

"Did he seeus?' | whispered on an indrawn bregth.

"| doubt it." Hiswords were warm aong my cheek. "He hasn't seen anything outside himself for years.”

"Watch out for the chair." We groped through the darkness into the upper hall. A feeblefifteen-watt bulb
glimmered on the steady drip of water splashing down into the sagging sink from the worn faucets that
blinked yelow through the worn chrome. By virtue of these two leaky outlets we had bathing facilitieson
the second floor.

Our good nights were subvocal and quick.

| wasin my nightgown and robe, Sitting on the edge of my bed, brushing my hair, when | heard a shuffle
and amutter outside my door. | checked the latch to be sure it was fastened and brushed on. There was
athud and amuffled rapping and my doorknob turned.

"Teesher!" It was acautious voice. "Teesher!"

"Who on earth!" | thought and went to the door. "Yes?' | leaned against the pedling pand.

"Lat-me-een." The words were |abored and spaced.

"What do you want?'

"To tak weeth you, teesher.”

Filled with astonished wonder | opened the door. There was Severeid Swanson swaying in the hal! But
they had told me he had no English .... Heleaned precarioudy forward, hisface glowing in thelight,
yearsyounger than I'd ever seen him.

"My bottleis broken. Y ou have done e<t. It is not good to fly without the wings. Los angeles santos, g,
pero not the loversto fly to kiss. It makes me drop my bottle. On the ground is spilled al the dreams.”

He swayed backward and wiped the earnest sweat from hisforehead. "It isnot good. | tell you this
because you have light in the face Y ou are good to my Esperanza. Y ou have dreamsthat are not in the
bottle. Y ou have smiles and not laughing for the lost ones. But you must not fly. It is not good. My bottle
isbroken.”

"I'm sorry," | said through my astonishment. "I'll buy you another."

"No," Severeid said. "Lagt timethey tell methis, too, but | cannot drink it because of the wondering.
Last time, likebirds, al, al in the sky-over the hills-the kind ones. The ones who aso have no laughter
for thelog.”

"Last time?" | grabbed his swaying arm and pulled him into the room, shutting the door, excitement
tingling dong theingdes of my dbows. "Where? When? Who wasflying?'

He blinked owlishly a me, thetip of histongue moistening hisdry lips.

"Itisnot good to fly without wings," he repested.

"Yes, yes, | know. Where did you see the others fly without wings? | must find them-1 must!”

"Likebirds" he said, swaying. "Over the hills"

"Please,” | said, groping wildly for whet little Spanish | possessed.

"l work there along time. | don't see them no more. | drink some more. Chinee Joe give me new bottle.”

"Por favor, senor,” | cried, "dondé-dondé-?

All thelight went out of hisface. His mouth dackened. Dead eyes peered from under lowered lids.

"No comprendo.” He looked around, dazed. "Buenas noches, senorita.” He backed out of the door and
closed it softly behind him.

"But-!I" | cried to the door. "But please!”

Then | huddled on my bed and hugged thisincredible piece of information to me.

"Otherd" | thought. "Flying over the hilld All, dl inthe sky! Maybe, oh maybe one of them was a the
hotdl in town. Maybe they're not too far away. If only weknew . .. !"

Then | felt the sudden yawning of aterrifying chasm. If it wastrue, if Severeid had redlly seen others
lifting like birds over the hills, then Low was right-there were others! There must be a Canyon, astarship,
aHome. But where did that leave me? 1 shrank away from the possibilities. | turned and buried my face



inmy pillow. But Mother and Dad! And Granpa Josh and Gramma Malvina and Great-granpa Beneday
and-I clutched a the memories of dl the family stories|'d heard. Crossing the ocean in Seerage. Starting
anew land. Why, my ancestors were as solid asarock wall back of me, asfar back as-as Adam,
amogt. | leaned againg the certainty and cried out to fedl the stone wall waver and become acurtain
dirring inthe winds of doubt.

"No, no!" | sobbed, and for thefirst timein my lifel cried for my mother, feding as bereft asthough she
hed died.

Then | suddenly sat up in bed. "It might not be so!" | cried. "He'sjust adrunken wino. No telling what he
might conjure out of hishbottle. It might not be so!"

"But it might," one of mewhispered mdicioudy. "It might !"

The daysthat followed were mostly uneventful. | had topped out onto a placid plateau in my battle with
mysdalf, perhaps because | had something new to occupy my mind or perhapsit wasjust adack place
snce any emotion hasto rest sometime.

However, the wonder of finding Low was dow to ebb. | could sense his " Good morning” with my first
step down the stairs each day, and occasionally roused in the darknessto his silent "Good night.”

Once after supper Marie planted hersdf solidly in front of meas| roseto leave. Silently she pointed at
my plate where | bad apparently made mud pies of my food. | flushed.

"No good?' she asked, crossing her wrists over the grossness of her ssomach and teetering periloudy
backward.

"It'sfine, Marie," | managed. "I'm just not hungry.” And | escaped through the garlicky cloud of her
indignant exhalation and the underneath amusement of Low. How could | tell her that Low had been
showing me adouble rainbow he had seen that afternoon and that | had been so engrossed in the taste of
the colors and the miracle of being able to receive them from him that | had forgotten to egt?

Low and | spent much time together, getting acquainted, but during most of it we were ostensibly sitting
with the others on the porch in the twilight, listening to the old mining and cattle stories that were the
well-worn coins that dipped from hand to hand wherever the citizens of Kruper gathered together. A
good story never wore out, S0 after awhile it was an easy matter to follow the familiar repetitions and ill
be a one together in the group.

"Don't you think you need alittle more practicein lifting?* Low's silent question was athin clarity behind
due rumble of voices.

"Lifting?" | stirred in my chair, not quite so adept as he a carrying two threads smultaneoudy; "Hying,"
he said with exaggerated patience. "Like you did over the canyon and up to the porch.”

"Oh." Ecstasy and terror puddled together indde me. Then | felt mysdlf raxing in the strong warmth of
Low'sarmsinstead of fighting them as| had when he had caught me over the canyon.

"Oh, I don't know," | answered, quickly shutting him out asmuch as| could. "I think | can do it okay."

"A little more practice won't hurt." There was laughter in hisreply. "But you'd better wait until I'm
around-just in case.”

"Oh?' | asked. "'Look." | lifted in the darkness until | sat gently about Six inches above my chair. "So!"

Something prodded me gently and | started to drift across the porch. Hastily | dropped back, just barely
landing on the forward edge of my chair, my hedlsthudding audibly on the floor. The current story broke
off in mid-episode and everyone looked at me.

"Mosguitos," | improvised. "I'm dlergic to them.”

"That'snot fair!" | sputtered silently to Low. "Y ou cheat!"

"All'sfair-" he answered, then shut hastily as he remembered the rest of the quotation.

"Hmm!" | thought. "Hmm! And thisiswar?" And felt pleased al out of proportion the rest of the evening.

Then there was the Saturday when the sky was S0 tangily blue and the clouds so puffily light that | just
couldn't stay indoors scrubbing clothes and sewing on buttons and trying to decide whether to repair my
nail polish or takeit dl off and start from scratch again. | scrambled into my saddle shoes and denim
skirt, turned back the deeves of my plaid shirt, tied the deeves of my sweater around my waist and
headed for the hills. Thiswas the day to follow the town water pipe up to the spring that fed it and seeif



all the gruesome stories I'd heard about its condition were true.

| paused, panting, atop the last steep ledge above the town and looked back at the tumbled group of
weathered houses that made up this side of Kruper. Beyond therailroad track there was enough flatland
to make room for the four new houses that had been built when the Golden Turkey Mine reopened. They
sat in aneat row, bright astoy blocks againgt the tawny red of the hillside.

I brushed my hair back from my hot forehead and turned my back on Kruper. | could see sections of
the town water pipe scattered at haphazard intervals up among the hills-in some places stilted up on
timbersto cross from onerise to another, in other places following the jagged contour of the dopes. A
few minutes and sectionslater | was amusing mysdlf trying to stop with my hands the spray of water from
one of the numerous holesin one section of the rusty old pipe and counting the hand-whittled wooden
plugs that stopped up others. It looked amiracle that any water at al got down to town. | was so
engrossed that | unconscioudy put my hand up to my face when awarm finger began to trace. . .

"Low!" | whirled on him. "What are you doing up here?

He did down from aboulder above the line.

"Johnny's feding porely today. He wanted me to check to seeif any of the plugs had fallen out.”

We both laughed as we looked up-line and traced the pipe by the white gush of spray and the vigorous
greennessthat utilized the spilling water.

"I'll bet he has at least athousand plugs hammered in,” Low said.

"Why on earth doesn't he get some new pipe?”’

"Family heirlooms" Low said, whittling vigoroudy. "It'sonly because hesfeding so porely that he even
entertains the thought of letting me plug hisline. All the rest of the plugs are family affairs. About three
generaions worth.”

He hammered the plug into the largest of the holes and stepped back, reaming the water from hisface
whereit had squirted him.

"Come on up. I'll show you the spring.”

We st in the damp coolness of the thicket of treesthat screened the cave where the spring churned and
gurgled, blue and white and pale green before it lost itsdlf in the battered old pipes. We were Sitting on
opposite sides of the pipe, resting ourselves in the consciousness of each other, when an at once, for a
precious minute, we flowed together like codescing streams of water, so completely one that the
following rebound to separateness came as a shock. Such sweetness without even touching one
another... ?

Anyway we both turned hastily away from thisfrightening new emotion, and, finding no words handy,
Low brought me down aflower from the ledge above us, nipping adrooping lesf off it asit passed him.

"Thanks" | said, smdling of it and sneezing vigoroudy. "I wish | could do that."

"Well, you can! Y ou lifted that rock at Macron and you can lift yourself."

"Yes, mysdf." | shivered at the recollection. "But not the rock. | could only moveit.”

"Try that one over there." Low lobbed a pebble toward asmall daty blue rock lying on the damp sand.
Obligingly it plowed asmall furrow up to Low'sfeet.

"Liftit," hesad.

"l can't. | told you | can't lift anything clear off the ground. | can just moveit." | did one of Low'sfeet to
onesde.

Startled, he pulled it back.

"But you haveto be ableto lift, Dita. Y ou're one of-"

"l amnot!" | threw the flower I'd been twiddling with down violently into the pring and saw it sucked
into the pipe. Someone downstream was going to be surprised at the sink or else one of the thousands of
fountains between here and town was going to blossom.

"But dl you haveto do is-is" Low groped for words.

"Yes?' | leaned forward eagerly. Maybe | could learn ...

"Wdl, just lift!"

"Twirtle!" | said, disgppointed. "Anyway can you do this? Look." | reached in my pocket and pulled out
two bobby pinsand three fingernailsfull of pocket fluff. "Have you got adime?



"Sure." Hefished it out and brought it to me. | handed it back. "Glow it," | said.

"Glow it?'Y ou mean blow it?' Heturned it over in his hand.

"No, glow it. Go on. It'seasy. All you haveto doisglow it. Any meta will do but silver works better.”
"Never heard of it," he said, frowning suspicioudy.

"Youmust have," | cried, "if you are part of me. If we're linked back to the Bright Beginning you must
remember!”

Low turned the dime dowly. "It'sajoke to you. Something to laugh at."

"A joke!" | moved closer to him and looked up into hisface. "Haven't | been looking for an answer long

enough?
Wouldn't | belong if | could? Would my heart break and bleed every time | haveto say noiif | could

mend it by saying yes?If | could only hold out my handsand say, 'l belong .. ."" | turned away from
him, blinking. "Here," | sniffed.
"Givemethedime.”

| took it from his quiet fingers and, sitting down again, spun it quickly in the pam of my hand. It caught
light immediately, glowing stronger until | ditted my eyesto look &t it and finally had to dlosemy fingers
around itscool pulsing.

"Here" | hedd my hand out to Low, my bones shining pinkly through. "It'sglowed."

"Light," he bresthed, taking the dime wonderingly. "Cold light! How long can you hold it?'

"l don't haveto hold it. It1l glow until | dampit.”

"How long?'

"How long doesiit take meta to turn to dust?' | shrugged.

"l don't know. Do your People know how to glow?"

"No." Hiseyes dtilled on my face. "I have no memory of it."

"So | don't belong.” | tried to say it lightly above the wrenching of my heart. "It amost looks like we're
smultaneous, but we aren't. Y ou came oneway. | camet'other.” "Not evento him!" | cried inside. "'l
can't even belong to him!" | drew a deep breath and put emotion to one side.

"Look," | said. "Neither of usfitsapattern. Y ou deviate and | deviate and you're satisfied with your
explanation of why you are what you are. | haven't found my explanation yet. Can't we let it go at that?'

Low grabbed my shoulders, the dime arching down into the spring. He shook mewith atight controlled
shakingthat was hardly larger than atrembling of histensed hands. "1 tell you, Dita, I'm not making up
stories! | belong and you belong and all your denying won't changeit. We are the same-"

We stared stubbornly at each other for along moment, then the tenseness ran out of hisfingersand he
let them dide down my armsto my hands. We turned away from the spring and sarted silently, hand in
hand, down thetrail. | looked back and saw the glow of the dime and damped it.

"No," | said to mysdlf. "It isn't so0. I'd know it if it were true. We aren't the same. But what am | then?
What am 17" And | sumbled alittle wearily on the narrow path.

During thistime everything at school was placid, and Pete had findly decided that "two" could have a
name and a picture, and learned his number wordsto ten in one day, And Lucine-symbol to Low and me
of our own imprisonment-with our help was blossoming under the delight of reading her second
pre-primer.

But | remember the last quiet day. | sat at my desk checking the tenth letter I'd received in answer to my
inquiries concerning a possible Chinee Joe and sadly chaking up another "no.” So far | had been ableto
conced from Low the amazing episode of Severeid Swanson. | wanted to give him back his Canyon
mysdlf, if it existed. | wanted it to be my gift to him-and to my own shaken sdif. Most of dl | wanted to
be able to know at least one thing for sure, even if that one thing proved mewrong or even parted Low
and me. Just one solid surety in the whole business would be acomfort and a starting place for ustruly to
et together.

| wished frequently that | could take hold of Severeid bodily and shake more information out of him, but
he had disappeared-waked off from hisjob without even drawing hislast check. No one knew where he



had gone. Thelast Kruper had seen of him was early the next morning after he had spoken with me. He
had been standing, dack-kneed and wavering, abottle in each hand, at the crossroads-not even
bothering to thumb aride, just waiting blankly for someone to stop for him-and apparently someone had.

| asked Esperanzaabout him, and she twisted her thick shining braid around her hand twice and tugged
ait.

"He'sawino,” she said digpassionately. "They ain't smart. Maybe he got losted,” Her eyes brightened.
"Last year he got losted and the cops picked him up in E1 Paso. He brang me some perfume when he
came back. Maybe he went to E1 Paso again. It was pretty perfume.” She started down the sairs. "Helll
be back," she called, "unless he's dead in aditch somewhere.”
| shook my head and smiled ruefully. And sheldd fight like awildcat if anyone else taked about Severeid
likethat ...

| sighed at the recollection and went back to my disappointing letter. Suddenly | frowned and moved
uneasly in my chair. What waswrong? | felt acutely uncomfortable. Quickly | checked me over
physicaly. Then my eyes scanned the room. Petie was being jet planes while he drew pictures of them,
and the soft skoosh! skoosh! skoosh! of the take-offs was about the only on-top sound in the room. |
checked undernesth and the placid droning hum was as usud. | had gone back on top when | suddenly
dived back again. There was a sharp stinging buzz like an angry bee-amalicious angry buzz! Who wasit?
| met Lucine's smoldering eyesand | knew.

| almost gasped under the sudden flood of hate-filled anger. And when | tried to reach her, down under,
| was rebuffed-not knowingly but as though there had never been a contact between us. | wiped my
trembling hands against my skirt, trying to clean them of what | had read.

The recess bell came so shatteringly that | jumped convulsively and shared the children'slaughter over it.
Assoon as| could | hurried to Mrs. Kanz's room.

"Lucines going to have another spell,” | said without preface.

"What makes you think so?' Mrs. Kanz marked "46 1/2 %" on the top of aliterature paper.

"l don't think so, | know s0. And thistime she won't be too dow. Someone will get hurt if we don't do
something.”

Mrs. Kanz laid down her pencil and folded her arms on the desk top, her lipstightening. "Y ou've been
brooding too much over Lucine," she said, none too pleased. "If you're getting to the point where you
think you can predict her behavior, you're pretty far gone. People are going to be talking about your
being queer pretty soon. Why don't you just forget about her and concentrate on-on-well, on Low? He's
more fun than sheisanyway, I'll bet."

"Held know," | cried. "Hed tell you, too! He knows more about L ucine than anyone thinks.”

"S0o I've heard." There was anasty purr to her voice that | didn't know it possessed. "They've been seen
together out in the hills. Well, it'sonly her mind that's retarded. Remember, she's over twelve now, and
some men-"

| dapped theflat of my hand down on the desk top with a sharp crack. | could fed my eyesblazing, and
she dodged back as though from ablow. She pressed the back of one hand defensively against her
cheek.

"|-" she gagped, "l wasonly kidding!"

| bresthed deeply to hold my rage down. "Are you going to do anything about Lucine?' My voice was
very soft.

"What can | do? What isthereto do?'

"Skipit," | sad bitterly. "Jdust kipit.”

| tried dl afternoon to reach Lucine, but she sat lumpish and unheeding-on top. Underneath violence
and hatred were seething like lava, and once, without gpparent provocation, she leaned acrosstheaide
and pinched Petiesarm until he cried.

Shewas sitting in isolation with her face to thewal when thelast bell rang.

"Y ou may go now, Lucine" | said to the sullen stranger who had replaced the child | knew. | put my
hand on her shoulder. She dipped out of my touch with one fluid quick motion. | caught aglimpse of her
profile as she left. Thejaw muscles were knotted and the cords in her neck were tensed.



| hurried home and waited, almost wild from worry, for Low to get off shift. | paced the worn Oriental
rug in the living room, circling the potbellied cast-iron hegter. | peered ! adozen times through the lace
curtains, squinting through the dirty cracked window panes. | beat my fist softly into my pam as| paced,
and | felt physical pain when the phone on the wall suddenly shrilled,

| snatched down the receiver,

"Yed" | cried. "Hello!™

"Marie. | want Marie." Thevoice wasfar and crackling,

"Youtdl Mariel gottatak to her."

| called Marie and left her to her conversation and went out on the porch. Back and forth, back and
forth | paced, Mari€'s voice swelling and fading as | passed.

"...wdl, | expected it alongtimeago. A crazy girl like that-"

"Lucinel" | shouted and rushed indoors. "What happened?*

"Lucine?" Mariefrowned from theteephone. "'What's Lucine gotta do with it? Marson's daughter ran
off last night with the hoistman at the Golden Turkey. Hesfifty if hesaday and she'sjust turned sixteen.”

She turned back to the phone. "Y ah, yah, yah?' Her eyes gleamed avidly.

| just got back to the door in time to see the car stop at the gate. | grabbed my coat and was down the
steps as the car door swung open.

"Lucine?' | gasped.

"Yes." The sheriff opened the back door for me, his deputy goggle-eyed with the swiftness of events.
"Whereisshe?'

"l don't know," | said. "What happened?’

"She got mad on the way home.” The car spurted away from the hotel. " She picked Petie up by the
heels and bashed him against aboulder. She chased the other kids away with rocks and went back and
dtarted to work on Petie. HE's il dive, but Doc lost count of the stitches and they're transfusing like
crazy. Mrs. Kanz saysyou likely know where sheis."

"No." | shut my eyesand swalowed. "But well find her. Get Low firg."

The shift buswasjust pulling in at the service station. Low was out of it and into the sheriff's car beforea
word could be spoken. | saw my anxiety mirrored on his face before we clasped hands.

For the next two hours we drove the roads around Kruper. We went to all the places we thought Lucine
might have run to, but nowhere, nowherein al the scrub-covered foothills or the pine-pointed mountains,
could | senseLucine.

"Well take one more sweep-through Poland Canyon. Thenif it's no dice well hafta get a posse and
Claude's hounds." The sheriff gunned for the steep rise a the canyon entrance.

"Beats me how akid could get so gone so fast.”

"Y ou haven't seen her redly run,” Low said. " She never can when she's around other people. She'sjust
alittle dower than aplane and she can run meinto the ground any time. Shejust shifts her breathing into
overdrive and takes off. She could beat Claude's hounds without trying, if it ever cameto arun-down."
"Stop!" | grabbed the back of the seat. " Stop the car!”

The car had brakes. We untangled oursalves and got out.

"Over there," | said. "She's over there somewhere.” We stared at the brush-matted hillsde across the
canyon.

"Gaw-dang!" the sheriff moaned. "Not in Cleo I1! That there hell hole's been nothing but ajinx snce they
sunk the first shaft. Water and gas and cave-in sand, every gaw-dang thing in the calendar. I've lugged
my share of dead men out of there-me and my dad before me. What makes you think she'sin there,
Teacher?'Y uh see something?'

"I know she's somewhere over there,” | evaded. "Maybe not in the mine but shé'sthere.”

"Let'sget looking," the sheriff Sghed. "I'd give apretty to know how you saw her clear from the other
gdeof the car." He edged out of the car and lifted a shotgun after him.

"A gun?"' | gasped. "'For Lucine?"

"You didn't see Petie, did you?' hesad. "l did. | go anima hunting with guns."

"No!" | cried. "Shélll comefor us.”



"Might be," he spat reflectively. "Or maybe not.”

We crossed the road and plunged into the canyon before the climb.

"Areyou sure, Dita?" Low whigpered. "l don't reach her at al. Only some predator-"

"That'sLucine" | choked. "That's Lucine."

| felt Low'srecail. "That-that animal ?'

"That anima. Did we do it? Maybe we should have |eft her done.”

"l don't know." | ached with hisdistress. "God help me, | don't know."

ShewasinCleolll.

Over our tense silence we could hear the rattling of rocks insde as she moved. | was amost physicaly
sck.

"Lucine," | called into the darkness of the drift. "Lucine, come on out. It'stimeto go home."

A figt-szed rock sent meredling, and | nursed my bruised shoulder with my hand.

"Lucine!" Low's voice was commanding and spread all over the band. An inarticulate snarl answered
him.

"Wel?' The sheriff looked &t us.

"She's completely crazy,” Low said. "We can't reach her at dl."

"Gaw-dang," the sheriff said. "How we gonnaget her out?"

No one had an answer, and we stood around awkwardly while the |ate-afternoon sun hummed against
our backs and puddled softly in the mine entrance. There was a sudden flurry of rocks that rattled all
about us, thudding on the bare ground and crackling in the brush-then alow guttura wail that hurt my
bones and whitened the sheriff'sface.

"I'm gonnashoot,” he said, thinly. "I'm gonnashoot it daid" He hefted the shotgun and shuffled hisfeet.

"No!" | cried. ™A child! A littlegirl!"

Hiseyesturned to me and his mouth twisted.

"That?" he asked and spat.

His deputy tugged at his deeve and took him to one side and muittered rapidly. | looked uneasily at Low.
Hewas groping for Lucine, his eyes closed, hisface tense.

The two men set about gathering up asupply of small-sized rocks. They stacked them ready-to-hand
near the mine entrance. Then, taking S multaneous deep bregths, they started a steady bombardment into
the drift. For awhile there was an answering shower from the mine, then an outraged squall that faded as
Lucine retrested farther into the darkness.

"Gotter!" The two men redoubled their efforts, stepping closer to the entrance, and Low's hand on my
arm stopped me from following.

"Therésadrop-off in there," hesaid. "They'retrying to drive her into it. | dropped arock in it once and
never heard it land.”

"Itsmurder!" | cried, jerking away, grabbing the sheriff'sarm. "Stop it!"

"Y ou can't get her any other way," the sheriff grunted, his muscles rippling under my restraining hand.
"Better her dead than Petie and dl therest of us. She'sfixing to kill."

"I'll get her," | cried, dropping to my knees and hiding my facein my hands. "I'll get her. Givemea
minute." | concentrated as| had never concentrated before. | sent mysalf stumbling out of meinto the
darkness of the mine, into aheavier degper uglier darkness, and | struggled with the darknessin Lucine
until | fet it surging uncontrollably into my own mind. Stubbornly | perssted, trying to flick afingernail of
reason under the edge of thisangry unreason to let alittle sanity in. Low reached mejust before the flood
engulfed me. He reached me and held me until | could shudder mysdf back from hell.

Suddenly there was arumble from ingde the hill-a cracking crash and ayellow billow of dust from the
entrance.

There was an animal howl that cut off sharply and then ascream of pure pain and terror-a child's
terrified cry, ahorrified awakening in the darkness, acry for help-for light!

"It'sLucine!” | half sobbed. "She's back. What happened?”

"Cave-in!" the sheriff said, hisjawsworking. " Shoring gone-rotted out years ago. Gotter for sure now, |
guess”



"Butit'sLucineagain,” Low said. "Weve got to get her out.”

"If that cave-in'swherel think itis," the sheriff said, "she'sagoner. Theresadretch in there that's just
glt. Finest ditheriest stuff you ever fdt. Comeslike aflood of weter. Drownsafédler indirt.” Hislips
tightened. "First dead man | ever saw | dragged out of aslt-down in here. | was sixteen, |
guess-skinniest feller in the batch, so they sent mein after they located the body and shored up a
meakeshift drift. Dragged him out feet first. Stubborn feller-sucked out of that silt like outamud.
Drownded in dirt. Well swest getting this body out, too.

"Well," he hitched up hisLevi's, "might aswell git on back to town and git acrew out here.”

"She'snot dead,” Low said. "She's dtill breathing. She's caught under something and can't get loose.™

The sheriff looked a him through narrowed eyes. "I've heard you're kindatetched," he said. " Soundsto
melike youre having aspell yoursdlf, talking like that.

"Wanta go back to town, maam?' His voice gentled. "Nothing you can do around here any more. She's
agoner.”

"No, sheisnt," | said. "She's ill dive. | can hear her."

"Gaw-dang!" the sheriff muttered. "Two of them. Well, al right then. Y ou two are deppytized to watch
the mine so it don't run away while I'm gone." Grinning sourly at his own wit, he left, taking the deputy
withhim.

We listened to the echoes of the engine until they died away in the quiet quiet upsurging of the forested
hillsall around us. We heard the smal wind in the brush and the far cry of someflying bird. We heard the
pounding of our own pulses and the frightened bewilderedness that was L ucine. And we heard the pain
that began to beet its brassy hammers through her body, and the sharp piercing stab of sheer agony
screaming up to the bright twanging climax that sngpped down into unconsciousness. And then both of us
were groping in the darkness of the tunndl. | sumbled and fell and felt aheavy flowing something spread
across my lap, weighting me down. Low was floundering ahead of me. "Go back," he warned. "Go back
or well both be caught!”

"No!" | cried, trying to scramble forward. "l can't leave you!"

"Go back," hesaid. "I'll find her and hold her until the men come. Y ou've got to help me hold the silt
back."

"I can't," | whimpered. "I don't know how!" | scooped at the heavinessin my lap.

"Yes, you do," he said down under. "Just look and see.”

| scrambled back the interminable distance | hadn't even been conscious of when going in, and crouched
just outside the mine entrance, my dirty hands pressed to my wet face. | looked deep, deep insde me,
down into adepth that suddenly became aheight. | lifted me, mind and soul, up, up, until | found anew
Persuasion, anew ability, and dowly, dowly, semmed the cregping dry tide inside the mine-dowly began
to part the black flood that had overswept Lucine so that only the arch of her arm kept her mouth and
nosefree of theinvading silt.

Low burrowed hisway into the mass, straining to reach Lucine before dl the air was gone.

We were together, working such awork that we weren't two people any more. We were one, but that
onewas amultitude, dl bound together in this tremendous outpouring of effort. Since we were each
other, we had no need for words as we worked in toward Lucine. We found a bent knee, atattered
hem, atwisted ankle-and the splintery edge of timber that pinned her down. | held the silt back while
Low burrowed to find her head. Carefully we cleared alarger space for her face. Carefully we worked
to free her body. Low finally held her limp shouldersin hisarms-and was gone! Gone completely,
between one breath and another.

"Low!" | screamed, scrambling to my feet at the tunndl's mouth, but the sound of my cry was drowned in
the smashing crash that shook the ground. | watched horrified as the hillside dimpled and subsided and
sank into slence after a handful of pebbles, dmost hidden in apuff of dugt, rattled to rest a my feet.

| screamed again and the sky spunin adizzy spiral rimmed with sharp pine tops, and suddenly
unaccountably Severeid Swanson was there joining the treetops and the sky and spinning with them as
he said, "Teesher! Teesher!"

Theworld steadied as though ahand had been put upon it. | scrambled to my feet.



"Severeid!" | cried. "They'rein there! Help me get them out! Help me!”

"Teesher," Severeid shrugged helplessly, "no comprendo. | bring aflying one. | go get him. Y ou say you
gottafind. I find him. What you do out here with tears?'

Before | was conscious of another person standing beside Severeid | felt another person in my mind.
Before | could bring my gasping into articulation the words were taken from me. Before| could movel
heard the rending of rocks, and turning | sank to my knees and watched, in terrified wonder, the whole of
the hillsdelift itself and arch away like afurrow of turned earth before aplowshare. | saw siltriselikea
yelow-red fountain above the furrow. | saw Low and Lucinerisewith the silt. | saw the hillside flow
back uponitsdf. | saw Low and Lucine lowered to the ground before me and saw dl thelight fading as|
fdl forward, my fingertips grazing the curve of Low's cheek just before | drank deeply of blackness.

The sun wasdl. Through the thin blanket | could fed the cushioning of the fine sand under my cheek. |
could hear the cold blowing overhead through the sighing trees, but where we were the warmth of the
late-fall sun was gathered between granite palms and poured down into our tiny pocket against the
mountain. Without moving | could reach Low and Vaancy and Jemmy. Without opening my eyes| could
see them around me, strengthening me. The moment grew too dear to hold. | rolled over and sat up.
"Tel meagain,”" | said. "How did Severeid ever find you the second time?"

| didn't mind the indulgent smile Vaancy and Jemmy exchanged. | didn't mind feding like achild-if they
were the measure of adults.

"Thefirgt time he ever saw us," Jemmy said, "was when he those to deep off hisvino around aboulder
from where we chose to picnic. He was so drunk, or so childlike, or both, that he wasn't amazed or
outraged by our lifting and tumbling al over the sky. He was intrigued and ddlighted. He thought he had
died and by-passed purgatory, and we had to restrain him to keep him from taking off after us. Of
course, before we let him go we blocked his memory of us so he couldn't talk of usto anyone except
others of the People." He smiled a me.

"That's why we got real shook when we found that he'd told you and that you're not of the People. At
least not of the Home. Y ou're the third blow to our provinciaism. Peter and Bethie were thefirgt, but at
least they were half of the People, but you-" hewaggled his head mournfully, "you just didn't track.”

"Yes" | shivered, remembering thelong years | hadn't tracked with anyone. "I just didn't track-" And |
relaxed under the triple reassurance that flooded in from Low and Jemmy and hiswife Vdancy.

"Well, when you told Severeid yon wanted to find us he stumbled as straight as awino string back to our
old picnic grounds. He must have huddled over that tiny fire of hisfor severd days before we found
him-parched with thirst and far past hislast memory of food." Jemmy drew along bregth.

"Wdll, when we found out that Severeid knew of what we thought were two more of us-we've been
in-gathering ever sincethe shipsfirs arrived-well! We dept him al the way back. He would have been
most unhappy with the speed and dtitude of that return trip, especially without a car or plane.

"l caught your struggle to save Lucine when we were gtill miles away, and, praise the Power, | got there
intime”

"Yes," | breathed; taking warmth from Low's hand to thaw my memory of that moment.

"That'sthe quickest | ever platted anything,” Jemmy said.

"And thefirg timel ever did it on ascalelikethat. | wasn't surethat the late sunlight, without the
moonlight, was strong enough, so | was openmouthed mysdlf at the way the mountain ripped open.” He
smiled weakly. "Maybeit'sjust aswell that we curb our practice of some of our Persuasions. It was
redly sheke-making!"

"That'sfor sure!™ | shivered. "I wonder what Severeid thought of the dedl ?*

""We gave Severeid forgetfulness of the whole mine episode,” Vaancy said. "But, as Jemmy would say,
the sheriff was congderably shook when he got back with the crew. His only articul ate pronouncement
was, '‘Gaw-dang! Cleo II'sfinaly gonel" "

"And Lucine?' | asked, savoring the answer | dready knew.



"And Lucineislearning,” Vaancy said. "'Bethie, our Senstive, found what waswrong and it is mended
now. Shell be norma very shortly.”

"And-me?" | breathed, hoping | knew.

"One of ug!" the three cried to me down under. "Earth born or not-one of ug!”

"But what aproblem!" Jemmy said. "We thought we had us dl catalogued. There were those of us
completely of the People and those who were half of the People and half of Earth like Bethie and Peter.
And then you came along. Not one bit of the People!”

"No," | said, comfortably leaning against my ancestral stone wall again. "Not one bit of the People.”

"Y ou look like confirmation of something we've been wondering about, though,” Vaancy said. "Perhaps
after dl thislong time of detour the people of Earth are beginning to reach the Persuasions, too. Weve
had hints of such developmentsbut in such little bits and snippetsin these research dedls. We had no
ideathat anyone was so far dlong the way. No telling how many othersthere are dl over the world
waiting to befound."

"Hiding, you mean,” | said. "Y ou don't go around asking to be found. Not after the first few reactions
you get. Oh, maybe inthefirst fine flush of discovery you hurry to share the wonder, but you learn
quickly enough to hide."

"But 0 likeud" Vaancy cried. "Two worlds and yet you're so likeus.”

"But she can't inanimate-lift," Low teased.

"And you can't glow," | retorted.

"And you can't sun-and-moonlight-platt,” Jemmy said.

"Nor you cloud-herd,” | said. ""And if you don't stop picking on meI'll do just that right now and snatch
that shower away from-from Morenci and drench you al!"

"And she could do it!" Vadancy laughed. "And we can't, so let'sleave her done.”

Weall fel slent, relaxing on the sun-warmed sand until Jemmy rolled over and opened one eye.

"Y ou know, Vaancy, Ditaand Low can communicate more fregly than you and I. With themiit's
sometimesamod involuntary.”

Vaancy rolled over, too. "Yes," she said. "And Dita can block me out, too. Only a Sorter is supposed to
be able to block a Sorter and she's not a Sorter.”

Jemmy waggled hishead. "Just like Earthlings! Always out of step. What a problem thisgd'sgoing to
el

"Yep," Low cut inunderneath. "A problem and ahdf, but | think I'l 1 keep her anyway." | could fed his
tender laughter.

| closed my eyes againgt the sun, feding it golden acrossmy lids.

"I'mun-log,” | thought increduloudy, aching with the sudden joy of it. "I'm redly un-logt!"

| took tight hold of the hem of my dream, knowing finally and surely that someday | would be ableto
wrap the whole fabric of it not just around me but around others who were lost and bewildered, too.
Someday we would al be what was only adream now.

Softly I drowsed, Low's hand warm upon my cheek-drowsed finaly, without dreading an awakening.
\Y,

"OH, BUT! Oh, but!" Leathought excitedly. "Maybe, maybe-!" Sheturned at the pressure of ahand on
her shoulder and met Me odye's understanding eyes.

"No," shesad, "were gill Outsiders. It'slike the color of your eyes. Y ou're either brown-eyed or you're
not. We're not the People. Welcome to my bakery window."

"Seemsto me you're fattening on just the sght and smell then." 1t was Dr. Curtis.

"Fattening!" Mdodyewailed. "'Oh, no! Not after dl my efforts-"

"Well, perhaps being nourished would be amore tactful way of saying it, aswell asbeing more nearly
exact. Y ou don't seem to be wasting away."

"Maybe," Mdodye said, sobering, "maybe it's because knowing there can be this kind of communication
between the People, and trying to reach it for mysdlf, | have made mysalf more receptiveto



communication from a source that knows no Outsiders-no East or West-no bond or free-"

"Hmm," Dr. Curtissaid. "There you have apoint for pondering.”

Karen and Lea separated from the happily chattering groups as they passed the house. The two girls
lingered, huddling in their jackets, until the sound of the other voices died in shadowy echoes
down-canyon. Lealifted her chin to asudden cool breeze.

"Karen, do you think I'll ever get straightened out?" she asked.

"If you're not too enamored of your difficulties,” Karen said, her hand on the doorknaob. "If you're not
too firmly set on remodeling 'nearer to your heart'sdesire’ We may think thisisa'sorry scheme of things
but we have to learn that our own judgment is neither completely valid nor the polestar for charting our
voyage. Too often we operate on the premise that what we think just hasto be the norm for al things.
Redly, youd find it most comforting to admit that you aren't running the universe-that you can't be
responsiblefor everything, that there arelots of things you can and must relinquish into other hands-"

"Tolet go-" Lealooked down at her clenched hands. "I've held them like this so much it'sawonder my
nails haven't grown through my palms.”

"Sneaky way to keep from having to use nail polish!" Karen laughed. "But come-to bed, to bed. Oh, Il
be so glad when | can take you over the hill!" She opened the door and went in, tugging at her jacket. "'l
just acheto talk it over with you, good old Outsider-type talking. | acquired quite ataste for it that year |
spent Outside-" Her voice faded down the hal. Lealooked up at the brilliant stars that punctuated the
near horizon.

"The stars come down," she thought, "down to the hills and the darkness. The darknesslifts up to the
hills and the stars. And here on the porch isame-sized empty place trying to Become. It'sso hard to
reconcile darkness and the stars-but what €l se are we but an attempt at reconciliation?’

Night came again. It seemed to Leathat time was like afan. The evenings were the carefully carved,
tangible bones of the fan that held their identity firmly. The days folded themselves meekly away between
the nights-days containing patterns only in that they were bounded on each side by evenings-folded days
scribbled on unintdligibly. She held hersdlf carefully away from any attempt to read the scrawling
scribbles. If they meant anything she didn't want to know it. Only so long as she could keep from reading
meaningsinto anything or trying to relate one thing to another-only that long could she maintain the
precarious peace of the folded days and active evenings.

She sttled down amost gladly into the desk that had become pleasantly familiar. "It'srather like
drugging myself on moviesor booksor TV," she thought. "I bring my mind empty to the Gatherings, let
the stories flow through and take my mind empty home again.” Home? Home? Shefdt thefist clenchin
her chest and twist sharply, but she stubbornly concentrated on the lights that swung from the celling. Her
attention sharpened on them. "Those aren't ectric lights," she whispered to Karen. "Nor Coleman
lanterns. What arethey?"

"Lights," Karen smiled. "They cost adime apiece. A dime and Dita. She glowed them for us. I've been
practicing like mad and | dmost glowed onethe other day." She laughed ruefully.

"And she an Outsider! Oh, | tell you, Lea, you never know how much you use pride to keep yoursdlf
warm in this cold world until someonetearsaholein it and you shiver in the draft. Ditawasa
much-needed rip to alot of us, bless her pointed little ears!"

"Greetings." Dr. Curtisdid into his seat next to Lea. "Y oull like the story tonight," he nodded at Lea.

"Y ou share agreat ded with MissCaralle. | find it very interesting-the story, that iswell, and your
gmilarity, too. W, anyway, | find the story interesting because my own fine Italian hand-" He subsided
asMiss Carolle camedown the aide.

"Why, she'scrippled!" Leathought in amazement. "Or has been,” she amended. Then wondered what
there was about Miss Carolle that made her think of handicaps.

"Handicaps?' Leaflushed. "I share agreat deal with her?' She twisted the corner of her Kleenex. "Of
course," she admitted humbly, ducking her head. "Handicapped-crippled-" She caught her breath asthe
darkness swelled-ripping to get in-or out-or just ripping. Before the tiny beads of cold sweat had timeto
finish forming on her upper lip and at her hairline she fet Karen touch her with aheding strength.

"Thank you, my soothing syrup,” she thought wryly. "Don't be silly!" she heard Karen think sharply.



"Laugh at your Band-Aids after the scabs are off!"

Miss Carolle murmured into the sudden silence, "We are met together in Thy Name."
Lealet the world flow away from her.

"I have atheme song ingtead of just atheme," Miss Carolle said. "Ready?"

Music strummed softly, coming from nowhere and from

everywhere. Leafdt wrapped about by its soft fullness. Then aclear voice took up the melody, so softly,
S0 untrespassingly, that it seemed to Leathat the music itself had modulated to words, voicing some cry
of her own that had never found words before.

"By theriversof Babylon,

There we sat down and wept,

When we remembered Zion.

We hanged our harps

Upon the willowsin the midst thereof.

For there they that carried us away captive
Required of usasong

And they that wasted us

Required of usmirth

Saying, 'Sing us one of the songs of Zion.'
How shdl we sing the Lord's song
Inastrange land?'

Leaclosed her eyes and felt weak tears dip from under the lids. She put her head down on her aramson
the desk top to hide her face. Her heart, torn by the anguish of the music, was sorefor al the captives
who had ever been, of whatever captivity, but most especidly for those who drove themselvesinto exile,
who locked themselvesinto themselves and lost the key.

The crowd had become alistening person as Miss Carolle twisted her palms together, fingers spread
and tense for amoment and then began ...

CAPTIVITY

| SUPPOSE many lonely souls have sat at their windows many nights looking out into the flood of
moonlight, sad with a sadnessthat knows no comfort, a sadness underlined by abeauty that isinitself a
pleasant kind of sorrow-but very few ever have seen what | saw that night.

| leaned against the window frame, close enough to the inflooding light so that it washed across my bare
feet and the hem of my gown and splashed whitely against the foot of my bed, but picked up none of my
featuresto identify me as a person, separate from the night. | was enjoying hadtily, briefly, the magic of
the loveliness before the moon would lose itself behind the heavy grove of cottonwoods that lined the
creek below the curve of the back-yard garden. Thefirst cluster of leaves had patterned itsalf against the
edge of the moon when | saw him-the Francher kid. | felt amomentary surge of disappointment and
annoyance that this perfect beauty should be marred by any person at dl, et done the Francher kid, but
my annoyance passed as my interest sharpened.

What was he doing-haf black and haf white in the edge of the moonlight? In the higgledy-piggledy
haphazardness of the town Groman's Grocery sdled in a an angle to the back yard of the Somansons
house, where | boarded-not farther than twenty feet away. The tiny high-up windows under the eaves of
the store blinked in the full light. The Francher kid was standing, back to the moon, staring up &t the
windows. | leaned closer to watch. There was awaitingness about his shoulders, a prelude to movement,
abeginning of something. Then there he was-up at the windows, pushing softly against the panes, opening
adark rectangle against the white sde of the store. And then hewas gone. | blinked and looked again.
Store. Windows. One opened blankly. No Francher kid. Little windows. High up under the eaves. One



opened blankly. No Francher kid.

Then the blank opening had movement insdeit, and the Francher kid emerged with both hands full of
something and did down the moonlight to the ground outside.

"Now looky herel" | said to mysdf. "Hey! Lookit now!"

The Francher kid sat down on one end of atwelve-by-twelvethat lay haf in our garden and half behind
the store. Carefully and nestly he arranged his booty along the timber. Three Cokes, abox of candy
bars, and a huge harmonicathat had been in the store for years. He sat and studied the items, touching
each one with afingertip. Then he picked up a Coke and studied the cap on it. He opened the box of
candy and closed it again. He ran afinger down the harmonicaand then lifted it between the pointer
fingersof histwo hands. Holding it away from him in the moonlight he looked at it, his head swinging
dowly downitslength. And, as his head swung, faintly, faintly, | heard amusical scale run up, then down.
Careful note by careful note Singing softly but clearly in the quiet night.

The moon was burning holes through the cottonwood tops by now and the yard was dipping into
shadow. | heard notesriff rapidly up and cascade back down, glegfully, happily, and | saw the glint and
chromium glitter of the harmonica, dancing from shadow to light and back again, singing untouched
inthe air. Then the moon reached an opening in the trees and spotlighted the Francher kid dmost
violently. He was sitting on the plank, looking up & the harmonica, asmdl smile on hisusualy sullen face.
And the harmonica sang its quiet song to him as he watched it. His face shadowed suddenly as he looked
down at the thingslaid out on the plank. He gathered them up abruptly and walked up the moonlight to
thelittle window and did through, head first. Behind him, aone, unattended, the harmonica danced and
played, hovering and darting like adragonfly. Then the kid regppeared, diding head first out of the
window. He sat crossegged in the air beside the harmonica and watched and listened. The gay dance
dowed and changed. The harmonica cried softly in the moonlight, an aching asking cry asit spiraed up
and around until it did through the open window and logt its voice in the darkness. The window clicked
shut and the Francher kid thudded to the ground. He douched off through the shadows, his elbows
winging sharply backward as he jammed hisfistsin his pockets.

| let go of the curtain where my clenched fingers had cut four nail-sized holesthrough the. age-fragile
lace, and released abreath | couldn't remember holding. | stared at the empty plank and wet my lips. |
took adeep breath of the mountain air that was supposed to do me so much good, and turned away
from the window. For the thousandth time | muttered "I won't," and groped for the bed. For the
thousandth time | finally reached for my crutches and swung myself over to the edge of the bed. |
dragged the unresponsive haf of me up onto the bed, arranging myself for deep. | leaned against the
pillow and put my handsin back of my head, my elbows fanning out on either sde. | stared at the light
sguare that was the window until it wavered and rippled before my deepy eyes.

Still my mind was only nibbling at what had happened and showed no inclination to set itsteeth into any
sort of explanation. | awakened with agtart to find the moonlight gone, my arms adeep and my prayers
unsad.

Tucked in bed and ringed about with the familiar comfort of my prayers, | did away from awvarenessinto
deep, following the dance and gleam of aharmonicathat cried in the moonlight.

Morning sunlight did across the boardinghouse breakfast table, casting & pine shadows behind the spilled
corn flakesthat lay beyond the sugar bowl. | squinted againgt the brightness and felt aggrieved that
anything should be dive and active and s0-s0-hopeful so early in the morning. | leaned on my elbows
over my coffee cup and contemplated amood as black as the coffee.

"... Francher kid."

| rotated my head upward on the axis of my two supporting hands, my interest caught. "Last night,” | half
remembered, "last night-"

"l giveup." Anna Semper put athird spoonful of sugar in her coffee and stirred morosdy. "'Every child
has a something-1 mean there's some way to reach every child-al but the Francher kid. | can't reach him
a dl. If hed even be aggressive or actively mean or actively anything, maybe | could do something,
but he just ditsthere being avegetable. And then | get so spittin' mad when he findly does do something,
just enough to keep him from flunking, that | could bust agusset. | can't abide a child who can and



won't." She frowned darkly and added two more spoonfuls of sugar to her coffee.

"'I'd rather have an eager moron than awon't-do genius!" She tasted the coffee and grimaced. " Can't
even get adecent cup of coffeeto arm mefor my struggle with the little monster.”

| laughed. "Five spoonfuls of sugar would spoil dmost anything. And don't give up hope. Have you tried
music? Remember, '"Music hath charms-"

Annareddened to thetips of her ears. | couldn't tell if it was anger or embarrassment. "Music!” Her
spoon clished againgt her saucer sharply. She groped for words. "Thisisridiculous, but | have had to
send that Francher kid out of the room during music gppreciation.”

"Out of theroom? Why ever for? | thought he was avegetable.”

Annareddened ill further. "Heis" she said stubbornly, "but-" She fumbled with her spoon, then burst
forth, "But sometimes the record player won't work when he'sin the room.”

| put my cup down dowly. "Oh, come now! This coffeeisawfully strong, I'll admit, but it's not that
drong.”

"No, redly!" Annatwisted her spoon between her two hands. "When he'sin the room that darned player
goestoo fast or too dow or even backwards. | swear it. And onetime-" Annalooked around furtively
and lowered her voice, "onetimeit played awhole record and it wasn't even plugged in!"

"Y ou ought to patent that! That'd be areal money-maker.”

"Go on, laugh!™ Annagulped coffee again and grimaced.

"I'm beginning to believe in poltergei sts-you know, the kind that are supposed to work through or
because of adolescent kids. If you had that kid to deal with in class-"

"Yes." | fingered my cold toast. "'If only | did."

And for aminute | hated Annafiercely for the sympathy on her open face and for the studied
not-looking at my leaning crutches. She opened her mouth, closed it, then leaned acrossthe table.

"Polio?" she blurted, reddening.

"No," | said. "Car wreck."

"Oh." She hestated. "Wdl, maybe someday-"

"No," | said. "No." Denying the faint possibility that was just enough to keep me nagged out of
resignation.

"Oh," shesaid. "How long ago?"'

"How long?" For aminute | was suspended in wonder at the distortion of time. How long? Recent
enough to he ashock each time of immobility when | expected motion. Long enough ago that eternity
was between me and the last time | moved unthinkingly.

"Almost ayear,” | said, my memory aching to thistimelast year | could...

"Y ou were ateacher?' Annagave her watch aquick appraising look.

"Yes" | didn't automatically verify thetime. Theimmediacy of watches had died for me. Then | smiled.
"That'swhy | can sympathize with you about the Francher kid. I've had them before.”

"Therésdwaysone" Annasighed, getting up. "Well, it'stimefor my pilgrimage up the hill. I'll seeyou.”
And the swinging door to the hdl repeated her departure again and again with diminishing enthusiasm. |
struggled to my feet and swung mysdlf to the window.

"Hey!" | shouted. She turned at the gate, peering back as she rested her load of workbooks on the
gatepost.

.

"If he gives you too much trouble send him over here with anote for me. It take him off your handsfor
awhileat leest.”

"Hey, that'san idea. Thanks. That's swell! Straighten your halo!" And she waved an elbow a me as she
disappeared beyond the box elder outside the gate.

| didn't think shewould, but she did.

It was only acouple of dayslater that | looked up from my book at the creak of the old gate. The heavy
old gear that served asaweight to pull it shut thudded dully behind the Francher kid. He walked up the
porch steps under my close scrutiny with none of the hesitant embarrassment that most people would
fedl. He mounted the three steps and wordlesdy handed me an envelope. | openedit. It said:



"Dust off your halo! I've reached the!! stage. Wouldn't you like to keep him permanent-like?*

"Won't you sit down?" | gestured to the porch swing, wondering how | was going to handle this ded.

He looked at the swing and sank down on the top porch step.

"What's your name?"

Helooked a meincurioudy. "Francher." His voice was husky and unused-sounding.

"Isthat your first name?’

“That'smy name."

"What's your other name?"' | asked patiently, fdling into afirst-grade diadogue in spite of hisage.

"They put down Clement."

"Clement Francher. A good-sounding name, but what do they call you?'

His eyebrows danted subtly upward, and atiny bitter smilelifted the corners of his mouth.

"With their eyes-juvenile ddinquent, lazy trash, no-good off-scouring, potentia crimind, burden-"

| winced away from theicy mdice of hisvoice.

"But mostly they call me awhole sentence, like-"Well, what can you expect from a background like
that? "

His knuckles were white against hisfaded Levi's. Then as| watched them the color crept back and,
without visible relaxation, the tenson was gone. But his eyes were the eyes of aboy too big to cry and
too young for any other comfort.

"What isyour background?' | asked quietly, asthough | had the right to ask. He answered assmply as
though he owed me an answer.

"Wewere with the carniva. We went to dl the fairs around the country. Mother-" hiswords nearly died,
"Mother had a mind-reading act. She was good. She was better than anyone knew-better than she
wanted to be. It hurt and scared her sometimes to walk through peopl€'s minds. Sometimes she would
come back to thetrailer and cry and cry and take along long shower and wash hersdlf until her hands
were al water-soaked and her hair hung in dripping strings. They curled at the end. She couldn't get dl
the fear and hate and-and tired dirt off even that way. Only if she could find a Good to read, or adark
churchwith tal candles”

"And whereisshenow?' | asked, holding asmall warm picturein my mind of narrow fragile shoulders,
thin and defensaless under aflimsy moist robe, with one wet strand of hair dampening one shoulder of it.

"Gone." Hiseyeswere over my head but empty of the vison of the weatherworn siding of the house.
"Shedied. Threeyearsago. Thisisafoster home. To try to make adecent citizen of me."

Therewas no inflection in hiswords. They lay asflat as paper between usin our silence.

"Youlikemusic," | said, curling Annas note around my forefinger, remembering what | had seen the
other night.

"Yes" Hiseyeswere on the note. "'Miss Semper doesn't think so, though. | hate that scratchy
wrapped-up music.”

"Yousng?'

"No. | makemusc."

"Y ou mean you play an ingrument?'

Hefrowned alittleimpatiently. "No. I make music with insruments.”

"Oh," | sad. "Therésadifference?"

"Yes" Heturned his head away. | had disgppointed him or failed him in some way.

"Wait," | said. ™' want to show you something.”" | struggled to my feet. Oh, deftly and quickly enough
under the circumstances, | suppose, but it seemed an endless aching effort in front of the Francher kid's
eyes. But finaly | was up and swinging in through the front door. When | got back with my key chain the
kid was il staring at my empty chair, and | had to struggle back into it under his unwavering eyes.

"Can't you stand alone?" he asked, as though he had aright to.

"Vey little, very briefly," | answered, asthough | owed him an answer.

"Y ou don't walk without those braces."

"I can't walk without those braces. Here." | held out my key chain. There was acharm on it: aharmonica
with four notes, so smdll that | had never managed to blow one by itsaf. The four together made atiny



breathy chord, likeasmall hesitant wind.

He took the chain between hisfingers and swung the charm back and forth, his head bent so that the
sunlight flickered acrossits tousedness. The chain stilled. For along moment there wasn't asound. Then
clearly, sharply, came the musica notes, one after another. There was adight pause and then four notes
poured their separateness together to make a clear sweet chord.

"Youmakemusc," | said, barely audible.

"Yes." He gave me back my key chain and stood up. "'l guess she's cooled down now. I'll go on back.”

"Towork?'

"Towork." He smiled wryly. "For awhile anyway." He started down the walk.

"What if | tell?" | caled after him.

"l told once," he called back over hisshoulder. "Try it if you want to."

| sat for along time on the porch after he left. My fingers were closed over the harmonicaas | watched
the sun creep up my skirtsand into my lap. Findly | turned Annas envelope over. The sed was il
secure. The end was jagged where | had torn it. The paper was opaque. | blew atiny breathy chord on
the harmonica. Then | shivered as cold crept across my shoulders. The chill was chased away by atiny
hot wave of excitement. So his mother could walk through the minds of others. So he knew what wasin
asedled |etter-or had he got his knowledge from Anna before the letter? So he could make music with
harmonicas. So the Francher kid was. . . My hurried thoughts caught and came to afull stop. What was
the Francher kid?

After school that day Annatoiled up the four front steps and rested againgt the railing, haf sitting and half
leaning. "I'mtoo tired to St down," she said. "'I'm wound up like aclock and I'm going to strike something
pretty darned quick." She half laughed and grimaced alittle. "Probably my laundry. I'm fresh out of
clothes." She caught along ragged breeth. ™Y ou must have built afire under that Francher kid. He came
back and piled into his math book and did the whole week's ass gnments that he hadn't bothered with
before. Did them in less than an hour, too. Makes me mad, though-" She grimaced again and pressed her
hand to her chest. "Darn that chak dust anyway. Thanksamillion for your assst. | wish | were optimistic
enough to believeit would last." Sheleaned and breathed, her eyes closing with the effort. " Awful
shortage of air around here." Her hands fretted with her collar. " Anyway the Francher kid said you'd
ubdtitute for me until my pneumoniaisover." Shelaughed, alittle soundlesslaugh. "He doesn't know that
it'sjust chalk dust and that I'm never sick." She buried her facein her two hands and burst into tears. "I'm
not sick, am 1? It'sonly that darn Francher kid!"

Shewas il blaming him when Mrs. Somanson came out and led her into her bedroom and when the
doctor arrived to shake his head over her chest.

So that's how it wasthat the first-floor first grade was hastily moved upstairs and the junior high was
hastily moved downgtairs and | once more found myself facing the challenge of aclass, telling mysdlf that
the Francher kid needed no specia  knowledge to say that I'd subgtitute. After dl | like Anna, | wasthe
only subgtitute available, and besides, any dight-substitute's pay!-addition to the exchequer was most
welcome.

"Y ou can live on those monthly checks, but it's pleasant to have a couple of extracoinsto clink together.

By midmorning | knew alittle of what Annawas swesting over. The Francher kid's absolutely
dead-weight presence in the room was a drag on everything we did. Recitations paused, limped and
hated when they cameto him. Activities swirled around hisinactivity, creating distracting eddies. It
wasn't only anegative sort of nonparticipation on his part but an aggressively positive not-doingness. It
wasn't just ahindrance but an active opposition, without any overt action for any sort of proof of his
atitude. This, dong with my disgppointment in not having the same comfortable rapport with him that I'd
had before, and the bone-weariness of having to be vertica al day instead of collapsing horizontaly at
intervas, and the strain of getting back into harness, cold, with aroomful of teeners and subteeners, had
me worn down to anubbin by early afternoon.

So | fell back on the perennia refuge of harried teachers and opened adiscussion of "what | want to be
when | grow up." We had gone through the usua nurses and airplane hostesses and pilots and bridge
builders and the usua unexpected ballet dancer and CPA (and he still can't add six and nine!) until the



discussion frothed like a bresking wave againgt the Francher kid and stilled there.

Hewaslounging down in his seat, hisweight supported by the back of his neck and the remote end of
his spine. The class sighed collectively though inaudibly and waited for his contribution.

"And you, Clement?' | prompted, shifting vainly, trying to easethetaut cry of aching muscles.

"Anoutlaw," he said huskily, not bothering to straighten up.

"I'm going to keep alist and bregk every law thereis-and get away withit, too.”

"Whatever for?' | asked, trying to reassure the .sick pang indde me. "An outlaw isno use et al to
ociety.”

"Who wants to be of use?' he asked. "I'11 use society-and | cando it.”

"Perhaps,” | said, knowing full well it was so. "But that's not the way to happiness.”

"Who's happy? The bad are unhappy because they are bad. The good are unhappy because they're
afraid to be bad-"

"Clement,” | said gently, "I think you are-"

"l think he'scrazy,” said Rigo, hisblack eyesflashing. "Don't pay him no never mind, Miss Carolle. He's
ascrewbdl. Hesdl thetime saying crazy things."

| saw the heavy world globe on the top shelf of the bookcase behind Rigo shift and dide toward the
edge. | saw it lift clear of the shelf and | cried out, "Clement!" The whole class Sarted at the loud urgency
of my voice, the Francher kid included, and Rigo moved just far enough out of linethat thefaling globe
missed him and cracked itself gpart at hisfeet.

Someone screamed and several gasped and a babble of voices broke out. | caught the Francher kid's
eyes, and he flushed hotly and ducked his head. Then he straightened up proudly and defiantly returned
my look. He wet hisforefinger in his mouth and drew an invisbletaly mark in the air before him. | shook
my head a him, dowly, regretfully. What could | do with achild likethis?

Wéll, | had to do something, so | told him to stay in after school, though the kids wondered why. He
douched againgt the door, defiance in every awkward angle of hisbody and in the hooking of his thumbs
into hisfront pockets. | |et the parting noisesfade and dig, the last hurried clang of lunch pail, the last
flurry of feet, the last reverberant dam of the outside door. The Francher kid shifted severd times, easing
the tengon of hisshouldersashewaited. Finaly | said, "Sit down."

"No." Hisword wasflat and uncompromising. | looked at him, the gaunt young planes of hisface, the
unhappy mouth thinned to stubbornness, the eyesthat blinded themsealves with dogged defiance. | leaned
across the desk, my hands clasped, and wondered what | could say. Argument would do no good. A kid
of that age has an answer for everything.

"Weadl haveviolences" | said, tightening my hands, "but we can't dways let them out. Think what a
messthingswould beif wedid." | smiled wryly into hisunresponsveface. "if we gavein to every violent
impulse I'd probably have dapped you with an encyclopedia before now." His eydidsflicked, startled,
and helooked gtraight at mefor thefirst time.

"Sometimes we can just hold our bresth until the violence swirls away from us. Other timesit'stoo big
and it swdlsingde uslike abaloon until it chokes our lungs and aches our jaw hinges.” Hislidsflickered
down over hiswatching eyes. "But it can be put to use. Then'swhen we stir up a cake by hand or chop
wood or kick cans across the back yard or-" | faltered, "or run until our knees bend both ways from
tiredness”

Therewasasmdl slencewhile | held my breath until my violent rebellion against unresponsve knees
swirled away from me.

"There are bigger violences, | guess," | went on. "From them come assault and murder, vandalism and
war, but even those can be used. If you want to smash things there are worthless things that need to be
smashed and things that ought to be destroyed, tipped apart and ruined. But you have no way of
knowing what those things are, yet. Y ou must keep your violences smdl until you learn how to tell the
difference”

"l can smash.” Hisvoice wasthick.

"Yes" | sad. "But smash to build. ™Y ou have no right to hurt other people with your own hurt.”

"People!™ Theword was profanity.



| drew along breath. If he were younger... Y ou can met stiff rebellious arms and legs with warm
hugs or ahand acrossawind-ruffled head or along look that flickersinto a smile, but what can you do
with acreature that's neither adult nor child but puzzlingly both? | leaned forward.

"Francher,”" | said softly, "if your mother could walk through your mind now-"

He reddened, then paled. His mouth opened. He swallowed tightly. Then hejerked himsalf upright in the
doorway.

"Leave my mother dlone." Hisvoice was shaken and muffled. "Y ou leave her done. She'sdead.”

| listened to hisfootsteps and the crashing dam of the outside door. For some sudden reason | felt my
heart follow him down the hill to town. | sighed, dmost with exasperation. So thiswasto beaMy Child.
We teacher-types sometimes find them. They aren't our pets; often they aren't even in our classes. But
they are the children who move unasked into our hearts and make claims upon them over and above the
cal of duty. And thisMy Child | had to reach. Somehow | had to keep him from diding on over the
borderline to lawlessness as he so surely was doing-this My Child who, even more than the usua My
Child, was different.

| put my head down on the desk and | et weariness ripple up over me. After aminute | began to
straighten up my papers. | made the desk top tidy and took my purse out of the bottom drawer. |
struggled to my feet and glared at my crutches. Then | grinned weskly.

"Come, friends," | said. ""Leave us help one another depart.”

Annawas out for aweek. After shereturned | was surprised a my reluctanceto let go of the class. The
sniff of chalk dust wasin my nostrilsand | ached to be busy again. So | started hel ping out with the
school programs and teen-age dances, which led naturdly to the day my committee and | stood in the
town recreation hal and looked about us despairingly.

"How long have those decorations been up?' | craned my neck to get a better view of the wilderness of
sooty cobwebby crepe paper that clotted the whole of the high celling and the upper reaches of the walls
of the ramshackle old hall that leaned wearily against the back of the saloon. Twyla stopped chewing the
end of one of her heavy braids. "About four years, | guess. At least the newest. Pea-Green put it al up.”

"Pea-Green?'

"Y eah. He was a screwball. He used up every piece of crepe paper in town and used nailsto put the
stuff up-big nails. He's gone now. He got slicosis and went down to Hot Springs.”

"Well, nails or no nails we can't have aHaloween dance with that stuff up.”

"Going to missthe old junk. How we going to get it down?" Janniset asked.

"Pea-Green used an extension ladder he borrowed from a power crew that was stringing some wires up
to the Bluebdl Mine" Rigo said. "But well have to find some other way to get it down, now."

| felt aflick of something at my ebow. It might have been the Francher kid shifting from one foot to the
other, or it might have been just athought dipping by. | glanced sideways but caught only the lean line of
his cheek and the shaggy back of hisneck.

"l think | can get aladder.” Rigo snapped histhumbnail loudly with hiswhite front teeth. "It won't reach
clear up but it'll help.”

"We could take rakes and just drag it down,” Twylasuggested.

Weadll laughed until | sobered usdl with, "It might cometo that yet, bless the buttons of whoever
thought up twenty-foot ceilings. Well, tomorrow's Saturday. Everybody be here about nine and welll get
withit."

"Can't." The Francher kid cast anchor unequivocally, snapping al our willingness up short.

"Oh?" | shifted my crutches, and, asusud, his eyesfastened on them, dmost hypnoticaly. "That'stoo

"How come?' Rigo was belligerent. "I the rest of us can you oughta be able to. Ever'body's sposed to
do thistogether. Ever'body does the dirty work and ever'body has the fun. Y ou're nobody specid.

Y ou're on thiscommittee, aren't you?"

| restrained mysdf from a sudden impulse to clagp my hand over Rigo's mouth midway in his protest. |
didn't like the quietness of the Francher kid's hands, hut he only looked dantwise up a Rigo and said, "'l



got volunteered on thiscommittee. | didn't ask to. And to fix thisjoint up today. | gottawork
tomorrow."

"Work? Where?' Rigo frankly disbelieved.

"Sorting ore at the Absalom.”

Rigo snagpped histhumbnail again derisvely. "That penny-picking stuff? They pay peanuts.”

"Yes" And the Francher kid douched off around the corner of the building without aglance or a
good-by.

"Well, hédsworking!" Twylathoughtfully spit out astray hair and pointed the wet end of her braid with
her fingers.

"The Francher kid's doing something. | wonder how come?'

"Trying to figure that dopey dilldock out?" Janniset asked.

"Don't waste your time. | bet he'sjust goofing off."

"Youkidsrunon,” | said. "We can't do anything tonight. I'll lock up. See you in the morning.”

| waited ingde the dusty echoing hall until the sound of their going died down the rocky aley that edged
around the rim of the railroad cut and dissolved into the street of thetown. | still couldn't reconcile
myself to dowing their steps to match my uncertain feet. Maybe someday | would he able to accept
my braces as others accept glasses; but not yet-oh, not yet!

| left the hall and snapped the dime-store padiock shut. | struggled precarioudy dong through the diding
shale and loose rocks until suddenly one piece of shale shattered under the pressure of one of my
crutches and | stumbled off baance. | saw with shake-making clarity in the accel erated speed of the
moment that the only place my groping crutch could reach was the smooth curving of asmal boulder,
and, inthat sameingtant, | visudized myself sorawling helplesdy, hopdesdy, inthe clutter of thedley, a
useless nonfunctioning piece of humanity, adrag and ahindrance on everyone again. And then, at the last
possible ingtant, the smooth boulder did aside and my crutch caught and steadied on the solid damp
hollow beneath it. | caught my breath with relief and unclenched my spasmed hands alittle. Lucky!

Then dl a once there was the Francher kid at my ebow again, quietly waiting.

"Oh!" | hoped he hadn't seen me floundering in my awkwardness. "Hi! | thought you'd gone.”

"I redlly will beworking." Hisvoice had logt itsflatness. "I'm not making much but I'm saving to buy me
amuscd ingrument.”

"Well, good!" | said, smiling into the unusuaness of his straightforward look. "What kind of instrument?”

"l don't know. Something that will sing likethis"

And there on the rocky trail with the long light danting through the trees for late afternoon, | heard soft
tentative notes that stumbled at first and then began to sing: " Oh, Danny Boy, the pipes, the pipesare
cdling-" Each note of this, my favorite, waslike awhite flower opening insde mein ascending order like
seps-stepsthat | could climb fredy, lightly....

"What kind of ingtrument am | saving for?* The Francher kid's voice pulled me back down to earth.
"Youll haveto sttlefor less.” My voice shook alittle. "Thereisn't onelikethat."

"But I've heard it-" He was bewildered.

"Maybe you have. But was anyone playing it?'

"Why yes-no. | used to hear it from Mom. She thought it to me,"

"Where did your mom come from?' | asked impulsively.

"From terror and from panic places. From hunger and from hiding-to live midway between madness
and the dream-" Helooked at me, his mouth drooping alittle. " She promised me I'd understand
someday, but thisis someday and she's gone.”

"Yes" | sighed, remembering how once | had dreamed that someday 1'd run again. "But there are other
someday's ahead-for you."

"Yes" hesaid. "And time hasn't stopped for you either.” .And he was gone.

| looked after him. "Doggone!” | thought. "There| go again, talking to him as though he made sensal” |
poked the end of my crutch in the damp earth three times, making interlacing circles. Then with
quickened interest | poked the boulder that had rolled up out of the dight hollow before the crutch tip
hed landed there.



"Son-a-gun!" | cried aloud. "Well, son-a-gun!™

Next morning at five of nine the kids were waiting for me at the door to the hdl, huddled against the
October chill that the milky sun hadn't yet had time to disperse. Rigo had ashaky old ladder with two
broken rungs and splashes of old paint gumming it liberdly.

"That looks awfully rickety,” | said. "We don't want any blood spilled on our dancefloor. It's bad for the
wax."

Rigo grinned. "It1l hold me up,” hesaid. "l used it last night to pick apples. Y ou just haveto be kinda
careful.”

"Wadl, be so then,” | smiled, unlocking the door. "Better safe than-" My words fatered and died as|
gaped in at the open door. The others pushed in around me, round-eyed and momentarily silenced. My
firgt wild impression wasthat the celling had falenin.

"My gorsh!" Janniset gasped. "what hit this place?"

"Just look at it!" Twylashrilled. "Hey! Just look at it!" Welooked aswe scuffled forward. Every single
piece of paper was gone from the celling and walls. Every scrap of paper was on thefloor, intiny twisted
confetti-sized pieceslike atattered faded snowfal, al over thefloor. There must have been anincredible
amount of paper tangled in the decorations, because we waded wonderingly amost ankle-deep through
it.

"Looky here!" Rigo was staring at the front of the bandstand. Lined up neatly across the front stood all
the nailsthat had been pulled out of the decorations, each balanced precisdy onits head.

Twylafrowned and bit her lip. "It scaresme," she said.

"It doesn't fed right. It looks like somebody was mad or crazy-like they tore up the paper wishing they
was killing something. And then to put al those nails so-s0 even and careful, like they had been put down
gently-that looks madder than the paper.” Shereached over and swept her finger sideways, wincing as
though she expected ashock. A section of the nails toppled with faint pings on the bare boards of the
gtand. In asudden flurry Twylaswept dl the nailsover. "Therel" she said, wiping her finger on her dress.

"Now it'sdl crazy."

"Well," | said, "crazy or not, somebody's saved us alot of trouble. Rigo, we won't need your ladder. Get
the brooms and let's get this mess swept out.”

While they were gone for the brooms | picked up two nails and clicked them together in ametrical
cadence: "Oh, Danny Boy, the pipes, the pipes are caling-"

By noon we had the place scrubbed out and fairly glistening through its shabby paint. By evening we had
the crisp new orange-and-black decorations up, low down and with thumbtacks, and al sighed with tired
satisfaction at how good the place looked. Aswe locked up Twylasuddenly said inasmadl voice, "What
if it happens again before the dance Friday? All our work-"

"It won't," | promised. "It won't."

In spite of my hanging back and trying thelock a couple of times Twylawas till waiting when | turned
away from the door. She was examining the end of her braid carefully as she said, "It was him, wasn't
it?"

"Yes, | suppose so.”

"How did hedoit?'

"Y ou've known him longer than | have. How did hedo it?"

"Nobody knows the Francher kid," she said. Then softly, "Helooked at me once, redly looked at me.
Hée's funny-but not to laugh,” she hastened. "When helooks at meit-" her hand tightened on her braid
until her head tilted and she glanced up dantingly at me, "it mekesmusicin me.

"You know," she said quickly into the echo of her unorthodox words, "you're kindalike him. He makes
methink things and believe things | wouldn't ever by mysdf. Y ou make me say things| wouldn't ever by
myself no, that's not quite fight. Y ou let me say things | wouldn't dare to say to anyonedse.”

"Thank you," | said. "Thank you, Twyla"

| had forgotten the trembling glamor of ateen-age dance. | had forgotten the cautious stilted gait of high



hedls on loafer-type feet. | had forgotten how the look of maturity could be put on with atie and sport
jacket and how-how peopldike teen-agers could ook when divorced for awhile from Levi's and flannel
shirts. Jannisat could hardly contain himsdlf for his own splendor and turned not ahair of hisincredibly
polished head when | smiled my "Good evening, Mr. Janniset.” But in his pleased satisfaction at my
formality heforgot himsdf as he turned away and hoisted up his sharply creased trousers as though they
werehisold Levi's.

Rigo was stunning in his Latin handsomeness, and he and Angie so drowned in each other's dark eyes
that | could see why our Mexican youngsters usualy marry so young. And Angie! Wdll, shedidn't look
like any eighth grader-her strapless gown, her dangly earrings, her laughing flirtatious eyes-but taken out
of the context and custom and tradition she was bregath-takingly lovely. Of courseit was on her
"unsuitablefor her age” dress and jewelry and make-up that the long line of mothers and aunts and
grandmothers fixed disapproving eyes, but I'd be willing to bet that there were plenty who wished their
own children could look aslovely.

Inthissmall community the girls dways dressed up to the hilt at the least provocation, and the
Hallowe'en dance was usudly thefirgt event of the fall that could serve as an excuse. Crinolined skirts
belled like blossoms across the floor above the glitter of high hedls, but it was only amatter of afew
minutes before the shoes were kicked off, to toe in together forlornly under achair or dangle from some
motherly forefinger while unprotected toes braved the brogans of the boys.

Twyla was bright-checked and laughing, dance after dance, until thefirst intermisson. She and
Janniset brought me punch where | sat among the other spectators, then Janniset skidded off acrossthe
floor, balancing his paper cup precarioudy as he went to take another look at Marty, who at school was
only agirl but here, al dressed up, was dawn of woman-wonder for him. Twylagulped her punch hastily
and then licked the corners of her mouth.

"Heign't here" she said huskily.

"I'm sorry,” | said. "l wanted him to have fun with the rest of you. Maybe helll comeyet.”

"Maybe." Shetwisted her cup dowly, then hastily shoved it under the chair asit threatened to drip on
her dress.

"That'sabeautiful dress” | said. "'l love theway your petticoat shows red againgt the blue when you
whirl."

"Thank you." She smoothed the billowing of her skirt.

"| fed funny with deeves. None of the others have them. That'swhy he didn't come, | bet. Not having
any dress-up clothes like the others, | mean. Nothing but Levi's."

"Oh, that'sa shame. If | had known-"

"No. Mrs. McVey is supposed to buy his clothes. She gets money for them. All she doesissit around
and talk about how much she sacrificesto take care of the Francher kid and she doesn't take care of him
adl. It'sher fault-"

"Let'snot betoo critica of others. There may be circumstances we know nothing of-and besides-" |
nodded my head, "he's here now."

| could dmost see the leap of her heart under the close-fitting blue as she turned to look.

The Francher kid waslounging against the door, his face closed and impassive. | noted with aflame of
anger & Mrs. McVey that hewasdressed in his Levi's, faded dmost white from many washings, and a
flannd shirt, the plaid of which Was nearly indistinguishable except dong the seams. It wasn't fair to keep
him from being like the other kids even in thisminor way-or maybe especidly in thisway, because
clothes can't be hidden the way amind or soul can.

| tried to catch his eye and beckon him in, but he looked only at the bandstand where the band members
were preparing to resume playing. It wastragic that the Francher kid had only this handful of inexpertly
played instruments to feed his hunger on. He winced back into the darkness at their first blare, and | felt
Twylas tenseness as she turned to me.

"Hewon't comein," she haf shouted against the
take-a-mel ody-tear-it-to-pieces-stick-it-back-together-bleeding type of music that was going on.

| shook my head regretfully. "I guess not,” | mouthed and then was drawn into a half-audible, completely



incomprehensible conversation with Mrs. Frisney. It wasn't until the next dance started and shewas
towed away by Grampa Griggsthat | could turn back to Twyla. She was gone. | glanced around the
room. Nowhere the swirl of blue echoing the heavy brown-gold swing of her ponytail.

There was no reason for meto fed apprehensive. There were any number of places she might have gone
and quite legitimately, but | suddenly felt an overwhe ming need for fresh air and svung mysdlf past the
romping dancers and out into the gasping chill of the night. I huddled closer inside my jacket, wishing it
were on right instead of merely flung around my shoulders. But the air tasted clean and fresh. | don't
know what we'd been breathing in the dance hdl, but it wasn't air. By thetime I'd got the
whatever-it-was out of my lungs and filled them with the freshness of the night | found myself hafway
down the path over the edge of therailroad cut. There hadn't been atrain over the singletrack since
nineteen-aught-something, and just beyond it was a thicket of willows and cottonwoods and afew
scraggly pifion trees. As| moved into the shadow of thetrees| glanced up at the sky ablaze with a
skrillion gtarsthat dissolved into light near the lopsided moon and perforated the darker horizon with
brilliance. | was startled out of my absorption by the sound of movement and music. | took an uncertain
sep into the dark. A few yardsaway | saw theflick of skirts and started to cal out to Twyla. But instead
| rounded the brush in front of me and saw what she was intent upon.

The Francher kid was dancing-dancing al aonein the quiet night. No, not alone, because a column of
yelow leaves had swirled up from the ground around him and danced with him to ameody so exactly
like their movement that | couldn't be sure there was music. Fascinated, | watched the drift and sway, the
swirl and turn, the tretop-high rise and the hesitant drifting fall of the Francher kid and the autumn leaves.
But somehow | couldn't seethe kid as a separate Levied flannd-shirted entity. He and the leaves so
blended together that the sudden sharp definition of ahand or aturning head was startling. The kid was
just alarger leaf borne dong with the smdler in the chilly winds of fall. On afina minor glissade of the
music the Francher kid did to the ground.

He stood for amoment, head bent, crumbling acrisp leaf in hisfingers; then he turned swiftly defensive
to the rustle of movement. Twyla stepped out into the clearing. For amoment they stood looking at each
other without aword. Then Twylas voice came So softly | could barely hesr it.

"I would have danced with you.”

"With melikethis?' He gestured at hisclothes.

"Sure. It doesn't matter.”

"Infront of everyone?'

"If you wanted to. | wouldn't mind."

"Not there," he said. "It'stoo tight and hard.”

"Then here," she said, holding out her hands.

"Themusic-" But his hands were reaching for hers,

"Your music,” shesad.

"My mother'smusic,” he corrected.

And the music began, ahaunting lilting waltz-time melody. Aslightly astheleavesthat stirred at their feet
the two circled the clearing.

| havethe picture yet, but when | return to it my heart isemptied of adjectives because there are none
for such enchantment. The music quickened and swelled, softly, richly full-the lost music that amother
bequeathed to her child.

Twylawas so completely engrossed in the magic of the moment that I'm sure she didn't even know when
their feet no longer rustled in the fallen leaves. She couldn't have known when the treetops brushed their
shoes-when the long turning of the tune brought them back, spiraling down into the clearing. Her scarlet
petticoat caught on abranch asthey passed, and left abright shred to trail the wind, but even that did not
distract her.

Before my heart completely broke with wonder the music faded softly away and |eft the two standing on
the ragged grass. After abreathless pause Twylas hand went softly, wonderingly, to Francher's cheek.
Thekid turned hisface dowly and pressed his mouth to her palm. Then they turned and |eft each other,
without aword.



Twyla passed so close to methat her skirts brushed mine. | let her cross the tracks back to the dance
before | followed. | got therejust in time to catch the whisper on gpparently the second round, ... done
out there with the Francher kid!" and the gleefully maicious shock of ". . . and her petticoat istorn...”

It waslike pigsty muck clotting an Easter dress.

Annasad, "Hi!" and flung hersdlf into my one armchair. Asthe front leg collgpsed she caught hersdlf

with the dexterity of long practice, tilted the chair, reinserted the leg and then eased hersdlf back into its
dusty depths.

"From the vagaries of the small town good Lord deliver mel™ she moaned.

"What now?" | asked, shifting gears on my crochet hook as| finished another row of my rug.

"Y ou mean you haven't heard the latest scandal ?* Her eyeswidened in mock horror and her voice sank
conspiratorialy. "They were out there in the dark-alone-doing nobody knows what. Imagine!™ Her voice
shook with avid outrage. "With the Francher kid!

"Honestly!" Her voice returned to normd. ™Y ou'd think the Francher kid was|eprosy or something.
What ato-do about alittle nocturnal smooching. I'd give you odds that most of the other kids are being
shocked to ease their own consciences of the same kind of carryings-on. But just becauseit's the
Francher kid-"

"They werent done," | said casudly, holding atight rein on my indignation. "l wasthere."

"Y ou were?" Annas eyebrows bumped her crisp bangs. "Well, well. This complexions things
different. What did happen? Not," she hastened "that | credit these wild tales about, my golly, Twyla,
but what did happen?’

"They danced,” | said. "The Francher kid was ashamed of his clothes and wouldn't comein the hall. So
they danced down in the clearing.”

"Without music ?'

"The Francher kid-hummed,” | said, my eyesintent on my work.

Therewasabrief slence. "Wdl," Annasaid, "that'sinteresting, especiadly that vacant spot | fed in there.
But you were there?'

"Yes"

"And they just danced?’

"Yes" | gpologized mentally for making so pedestrian the magic | had seen. "And Twyla caught her
petticoat on abranch and it tore before she knew it."

"Hmmm." Annawas suddenly sober. "Y ou ought to take your rug up to the Sew-Sew Club.”

"But I-" | was bewildered.

"They're serving nice hegping portions of Twylas reputation for refreshments, and Mrs. McVey is
contributing the dessert-the unplumbed depravity of foster children.”

| stuffed my rug back into itsbag. "'Ismy face on?' | asked.

Wi, | got back to the Somansons that evening considerably wider of eyethan | had left it. Annatook
my things from me a the door.

"How didit go?'

"My gorsh!" | said, eesing mysdf into achair. "If they ever got started on me what would | have left?"
"Barebones," Annasaid promptly. "With plenty of tooth marks on them. Well, did you get them told?"
"Y es, but they didn't want to believe me. It wastoo tame.

And of course Mrs. McVey didn't like being pushed out on alimb about the Francher kid's clothes. Her
delicate hint about the high cost of clothes didn't impress Mrs. Holmes much, not with her six boys. |
guess I've got me an enemy for life. She got agood-sized look at herself through my eyes and she didn't
likeitat al, but I'll bet the Francher kid won't turned up Levied for adance again.”

"Heaven send helll never do anything worse," Annaintoned pioudly.

That'swhat | hoped fervently for awhile, but lightning hit Willow Creek anyway, a subtle dow
lightning-a calculated, coldly angry lightning. I held my bregth as report after report camein. The



Turbows old shed exploded without a sound on the stroke of nine o'clock Tuesday night and scattered
itsdlf like kindling wood over the whole barnyard. Of course the Turbows had talked for years of tearing
the shaky old thing down but-I1 began to wonder how you went about bailing ajuvenile out of the clink.

Then thelast sound timber on the old railroad bridge below the Thurmans house shuddered and
dissolved loudly into sawdust at eleven o'clock Tuesday night. Therails, deprived of their support,
trembled briefly, then curled tightly up into two absurd rosettes. The bridge being gone meant an hour's
brisk walk to town for the Thurmansinstead of afifteen-minute stroll. It also meant safety for the toddlers
too young to understand why the rotting timbers weren't awonderful kind of jungle gym.

Wednesday evening at five al the water in the Holmeses pond geysered up and crashed down again,
pureeing what few catfish were dtill lft in it and breaking a spillway over into the creek, thereby draining
the stagnant old mosquito-bearing spot with a conclusive durp. Asthe neighbors had nagged at the
Holmesesto do for years-but . . .

| was awestruck at thissmpleliterd trandation of my words and searched my memory with wary
apprehensiveness. | could almost have relaxed by now if | could have drawn aline through the last two
names on my mentd roll of the club.

But Thursday night there was acrash and aroar and | huddied in my bed praying awordless prayer
againg | didn't know what, and Friday morning | listened to the shrill wide-eyed recitals at the breskfast
table.

"... gncethedevil wasan imp and now thereitis. . ."

"...rightinthemiddle, big aslifeand twice asnaturd..."

"What is?' | asked, braving the battery of eyesthat pinned melike amoth in acovey of searchlights.

There was agtir around the table. Everyone was aching to spesk, but there's dways a certain rough
protocol to be observed, even in aboardinghouse.

Ol' Hank cleared histhroat, took a huge mouthful of coffee and doshed it thoughtfully and noisily around
his teeth before swalowing it.

"Bdance Rock," he choked, spraying hisvicinity findy, "came plumb unba anced last night. Came
acrashing down, bouncing like adang ping-pong ball an'nen it hopped over half a dozen fences an'nen
whammo! it lit on acouple of the Scudders pigs an'nen tore out a section of the Lelands stone fence and
now it's settin therein the middle of their dfdfafied asbig asahouse. Hell have ahelk of atime mowing
that field now." He durped largdly of his coffee.

"Strange things going on around here." Blue Nor's porchy eyebrows rose and felt portentoudy.
"Never heard of abaancerock fdling before. And dl them other funny things. The devil'swalking our
land sure enough!™

| 1eft on the wave of violent argument between proponents of the devil theory and the atom-bomb testing
theory asthe prime cause. Now | could draw another line through thelist. But what of the last name?
What of it?

That afternoon the Francher kid materidized on the bottom step at the boardinghouse, his eyes
intent on my braces. We sat therein silence for awhile, mostly | suppose because | could think of
nothing rationa to say. Findly | decided to beirrationdl.

"What about Mrs. McVey?'

He shrugged. "Shefeeds me."

"And what'swith the Scudders pigs?'

Color rose blotchily to his cheeks. "I goofed. | was aming for the fence and let it go too soon.”

"| told dl those ladies the truth Monday. They knew they had been wrong about you and Twyla. There
was no need-"

"No need!" Hiseyesflashed, and | blinked away from theimpact of hisstraight indignant glare. "They're
dernlucky | didn't smashthemdl flat."

"I know," | said hatily. "1 know how you fed, but | can't congratulate you on your restraint because
however little you did compared to what you might have done, it was still more than you had aright to
do. Especidly the pigsand thewadll."

"I didn't mean the pigs,” he muttered as he fingered a patch on hisknee. "Old man Scudder's a pretty



right guy.”

"Yes" | sad. "'So what are you going to do about it?

"I don't know. | could swipe some pigs from somewhere elsefor him, but | suppose that wouldn't fix

"No, it wouldn't. 'Y ou should buy-do you have any money?"

"Not for pigd" heflared. "All | haveiswhat I'm saving for my musical instrument and not one penny of
that'll ever go for pigdl”

"All right, al right," | said. "Y ou figure out something.”

He ducked hishead again, fingering the patch, and | watched the late sun run across the curve of his
cheek, thinking what an odd conversation thiswas.

"Francher,” | said, leaning forward impulsively, "do you ever wonder how come you can do the things
you do?"

Hiseyes were quick on my face. "Do you ever wonder why you can't do what you can't do?"

| flushed and shifted my crutches. "1 know why."

"No, you don't. Y ou only know when your 'can't' began. Y ou don't know the real why. Even your
doctorsdon't know al of it. Well, I don't know the why of my ‘cans.’ | don't even know the beginning of
them, only that sometimes| fed awave of something inside methat hollersto get out of adl the'can'ts
that are around me like you-can't-do-this, you-can't-do-that, and then | remember that | can.”

He flicked his fingers and my crutches stirred. They lifted and thudded softly down the steps and
then up again to lean back in their accustomed place.

"Crutches can't walk," the Francher kid said. ""But you-something besides your body musta got smashed
inthat wreck."

"Everything got smashed,” | said bitterly, the cold horror of that night and dl that followed choking my
chest. "Everything ended-everything.”

"Therearen't any endings,” the Francher kid said. "Only new beginnings. When you going to get
garted?' Then he douched away, his handsin his pockets, his head bent as he kicked arock aong the
path. Bleskly | watched him go, trying to keep dive my flame of anger a him.

Wéll, the Lelands wall had to be rebuilt and it was the Francher kid who got the job. He toiled mightily,
lifting the heavy stones and cracking his hands with the dehydrating effect of the mortar he used. Maybe
the fence wasn't as straight asit had been but it was repaired, and perhaps, | hoped, a stone had been set
strongly somewherein the Francher kid by this act of atonement. That he received pay for it didn't
detract too much from the act itself, especialy consdering the amount of pay and the fact that it al went
in on the other reparation.

The appearance of two strange pigs in the Scudders east field created quite astir, but the wonder of it
was dulled by al the odd events preceding it. Mr. Scudder made inquiries but nothing ever came of them
30 he kept the pigs, and | made no inquiries but relaxed for awhile about the Francher kid.

It was dong about thistimethat aDr. Curtis cameto town briefly. Well, "cameto town" isaeuphemism.
His car broke down on hisway up into the hills, and he had to accept our hospitdity until Bill Thurman
could get around to finding a necessary part. He stayed at Somansons in aroom opposite mine after
Mrs. Somanson had franticaly cleared it out, mostly by the smple expedient of shoving al the boxesand
crates and odds and ends to the end of the hall and draping atarp over them. Then she splashed water
across the barely settled dust and mopped out the resultant mud, put a brick under one corner of the
bed, made it up with two army-surplus mattresses, one sheet edged with crocheted |ace and one of
heavy unbleached mudin. She unearthed apillow that fluffed beautifully but sghed itsdlf to awafer-thin
odor of damp feathers at atouch, and topped the splendid whole with two hand-pieced hand-quilted
quilts and a chenille spread with a Technicolor peacock flamboyantly dominating it.

"There," she Sghed, using her gpron to dust the edge of the dresser where it showed dong the edge of
the dresser scarf, "'l guessthat'll hold him."

"I should hope s0," | smiled. "It's probably the quickest room he's ever had.”



"He'slucky to havethisat such short notice," she said, turning the ragrug over so the burned place
wouldn't show.

"If it wasn't that | had my eye on that new winter coat-"

Dr. Curtiswas avery relaxing comfortable sort of fellow, and it seemed so good to have someone to
talk to who cared to use words of more than two syllables. It wasn't that the people in Willow Creek
wereignorant, they just didn't usually care to discuss three-syllable matters. | guess, besidesthe
conversation, | was drawn to Dr. Curtis because he neither looked at my crutches nor not looked at
them. It was pleasant except for the twinge of here's-someone-who. has-never-known-me-without-them.

After supper that night we al sat around the massive oil burner in the front room and talked againgt the
monotone background of the radio turned low. Of course the late shake-making eventsin the areawere
brought up. Dr. Curtiswas most interested, especidly in therailsthat curled up into rosettes. Because he
was a doctor and a stranger the group expected an explanation of these goings-on from him, or at least
an educated guess.

"What do | think?' He leaned forward in the old rocker and rested hisarms on hisknees. "I think alot of
things happen that can't be explained by our usua thought patterns, and once we get accustomed to
certain patterns we find it very uncomfortable to break over into others. So maybeit'sjust aswell not to
want an explanation.”

"Hmmm." OI' Hank knocked the ashes out of his pipeinto his hand and looked around for the
wastebasket. "Neat way of saying you don't know ether. Think I'll remember that. It might comein
handy sometime. Wdll, gnight al.”

He glanced around hastily, dumped the ashesin the geranium pot and left, sucking on his empty pipe.

His departure was asignal for the othersto drift off to bed at the wise hour of ten, but | wasin no mood
for wisdom, not of the early-to-bed type anyway.

"Then thereisroominthislifefor inexplicables. | pleated my skirt between my fingers and straightened
it out again.

"It would be a poor lackluster sort of world if there weren't,” the doctor said. "I used to rule out anything
that | couldn't explain but | got cured of that good onetime.” He smiled reminiscently. "Sometimes | wish
| hadn't. As| said, it can be mighty uncomfortable.”

"Yes" | sadimpulsvey. "Like hearing impossble music and diding down moonbeams-" | felt my heart
snk at the sudden blankness of hisface. Oh, gee! Goofed again. He could talk glibly of inexplicables but
he didn't redly beieveinthem. "And crutchesthat walk by themsalves" | rushed on rashly, "and autumn
leavesthat dancein the windless clearing-" | grasped my crutches and started blindly for the door. "And
maybe someday if I'm agood girl and disbdieve enough I'll walk again-"

" 'And disbelieve enough'?* Hiswords followed me. "Don't you mean 'believe enough'?*

"Don't strain your pattern,” | called back. "It's 'disbeieve.™

Of course| fdt dlly the next morning at the bregkfast table, but Dr. Curtisdidn't refer to the

conversation so | didn't either. He was discussing renting ajeep for his hunting trip and leaving hiscar to
be fixed.

"Tdl Bill you'll be back aweek before you planto,” said O1' Hank. "Then your car will be ready when
you do get back.”

The Francher kid wasin the group of people who gathered to watch Bill transfer Dr. Curtis gear from
the car to thejeep. Asusud hewasalittle removed from the rest, lounging against atree. Dr. Curtis
findly came out, his.30-06 under one arm and his heavy hunting jacket under the other. Annaand |
leaned over our Side fence watching the whole procedure.
| saw the Francher kid straighten dowly, his hands leaving his pockets as he stared &t Dr. Curtis. One
hand went out tentatively and then fatered. Dr. Curtisinserted himself in the seet of the jegp and fumbled
at the knobs on the dashboard. "Which oné'stheradio?' he asked Bill

"Radio? Inthisjegp?’ Bill laughed.

"But themusic-" Dr. Curtis paused for asplit second, then turned on the ignition. "Have to make my
own, | guess," helaughed.



The jegp roared into life, and the small group scattered as he whedled it in reverse acrossthe yard. In
the pause as he shifted gears, he glanced sdeways at me and our eyes met. It was avery brief encounter,
but he asked questions and | answered with my unknowing and he exploded in akind of wonderment-al
in the moment between reverse and low.

We watched the dust boil up behind the jeep asit growled itsway down to the highway.

"Well," Annasaid, "ahunting we do go indeed!”

"Who's he?' The Francher kid's hands were tight on the top of the fence, ablind sort of ook on hisface.

"l don't know," | said. "HisnameisDr. Curtis."

"He's heard music before.™

"I should hope s0," Annasaid.

"That music?' | asked the Francher kid.

"Yes," henearly sobbed. "Yed"

"Hell heback," | said. "He hasto get hiscar.”

"Well," Annasighed. "The words are the words of English but the senseisthe sense of confusion.
Coffee, anybody?"

That afternoon the Francher kid joined me, wordlessly, as | struggled up the rise above the
boardinghouse for alittle wideness of horizon to counteract the day's shut-in-ness.

| would rather have walked aone, partly because of aneed for slence and partly because hejust
couldn't ever keep his-accusing?-eyes off my crutches. But he didn't trespass upon my attention as so
many people would have, so | didn't mind too much. | leaned, panting, againgt agray granite boulder and
let the fresh-from-distant-snow breeze lift my hair as| caught my breeth. Then | huddled down into my
coat, warming my ears. The Francher kid had ahandful of pebbles and was |obbing them at the scattered
rugy tin
cansthat dotted the hillside. After one pebble turned a square corner to hit acan he spoke.

"If he knows the name of the instrument, then-" Helost hiswords.

"What isthe name?' | asked, rubbing my nose where my coat collar had tickled it.

"It redly isn't aword. It's just two sounds it makes."

"Well, then, make me aword. 'Musicd ingrument' ismighty unmusica and unhandy.”

The Francher kid listened, hishead tilted, hislips moving.

"I suppose you could cdll it a 'rgppoor,’' " he said, softening thea. "But it isn't that.”

" 'Rappoor,’ " | said. "Of course you know by now we don't have any such instrument.” | wasintrigued
at having been drawn into another Francher-type conversation. | was developing quite ataste for them.
"It's probably just something your mother dreamed up for you.”

"And for that doctor?'

"Ummm." My menta whedls spun, tractionless. "What do you think?"

"1 dmost know that there are some more like Mother. Some who know ‘the madness and the dream,’
too."

"'Dr. Curtis?? | asked.

"No," he said dowly, rubbing his hand aong the boulder.

"No, | could fed afaraway, strange-to-me fedling with him. He's like you. He-he knows someone who
knows, but he doesn't know."

"Wadll, thanks. HE'sanice bird to be afeather of. Thenit'sal very smple. When he comes back you ask
him who he knows™"

"Yes" The Francher kid drew atremulous breath. ™'Y es!”

We eased down thehillsde, taking money and music. The Francher kid had enough saved up to buy a
good instrument of some kind-but what kind? He was immersed in tones and timbres and ranges and
keys and the possibility of sometime finding a something that would sound like arappoor.

We paused at the foot of the hill. Impulsively | spoke.

"Francher, why do you talk with me?" | wished the words back before | finished them. Words have a
ghastly way of shattering ddlicate Stuations and snapping tenuous bonds.

Helobbed a couple more stones against the bank and turned away, hands in his pockets. Hiswords



came back to me after | had given them up.
"Y ou don't hate me-yet."

| wasjarred. | suppose | had imagined al the people around the Francher kid were getting acquainted
with him as| was, but hiswords made me redlize differently. After that | caught at every conversation
that included the Francher kid, and derted at every mention of hisname. It shook meto find that to
practicaly everyone hewas dill juvenile delinquent, lazy trash, no-good off-scouring, potentia crimind,
burden. By some devious means it had been decided that he was responsible for al the odd happenings
intown. | asked anumber of people how thekid could possibly have doneit. The only answer | got was,
"The Francher kid can do anything-bad.”

Even Annadtill found him an unwel come burden in her classroom despite the fact that he wasfinaly
functioning on afairly acceptable level academically.

Here I'd been thinking-heaven knows why!-that he was establishing himself in the community.
Instead he was doing well to hold hisown. | reviewed to myself dl that had happened sincefirst | met
him, and found hardly athing that would be positive in the eyes of the genera public.

"Why," | thought to mysdlf, "I'm darned lucky he's kept out of the hands of thelaw!" And my stomach
knotted coldly at what might happen if the Francher kid ever did step over into out-and-out
lawvlessness. Thereé's something insdioudy sweet to the adolescent in flouting authority, and | wanted no
such gppetitefor any My Child of mine.

WEéll, the next few days after Dr. Curtisleft weretypica hunting-weather days. Minutes of sunshine
and shouting autumn colors-hours of cloud and rain and near snow and raw aching winds. Reports
came of heavy snow across Mingus Mountain, and Dogietown was snowed in for the winter, atrifle
earlier than usud. We watched our own firgt flakesidle down, then whip themsalvesto tears againg the
huddled houses. It looked as though al excitement and activity were about to be squeezed out of
Willow Springsby the drab grayness of winter.

Then the unexpected, which sometimes splashes our grayness with scarlet, happened. The big
dude-ranch school, the Half Circle Star, that occupied the choicest of the range land in our areg, invited
all the schoal kids out to amusica splurge. They had imported an orchestrathat played concerts as well
as being avery good dance band, and they planned a galaweekend with a concert Friday evening
followed by adance for the teeners Saturday night. The ranch students were usualy kept aloof from the
town kids, poor little tikes. They were mostly unwanted or maladjusted children whose parents could
afford to get rid of them with aflourish under the guise of giving them the advantage of growing up in
hedthful surroundings.

Of course the whole town was flung into atizzy. There were the children of millionaires out there and
famous people's kids, too, but about the only glimpse we ever got of them was as they swept grandly
through thetown in theranch gtation wagons. On such occasions we collectively blinked our eyes at
the chromium glitter, and sighed-though perhaps for different reasons. | sghed for thin unhappy faces
pressed to windows and sad eyes yearning back at houses where families lived who wanted their kids.
Anyway the consensus of opinion wasthat it would be worth suffering through a"music concert” to get
to go to adance with area orchestra, because only those who attended the concert were digible for the
dance.

There was much discussion and much heartburning over what to wear to the two so divergent affairs.
The boys were complacent after they found out that their one good outfit wasright for both. The girls
discussed endlesdy, and embarked upon awild lend-borrow spree when they found that fathers
postively refused to spend largely even for this so special occasion.

| was very pleased for the Francher kid. Now he'd have a chance to hear live music-a considerable cut
above what snarled in our staticky wave lengths from the available radio stations. Now maybe he'd hear
afaint echo of hisrappoor and in style, too, because Mrs. McVey had finally broken down and bought
him anew suit, aredly nice one by the local standards. | was as anxious as Twylato see how the
Francher kid would look in such splendor.

So it was with adistinct shock that | saw the kid at the concert, lounging, thumbsin pockets, against the



door of the room where the crowd gathered. His face was shut and dark, and his patched faded Levi's
made ablotch in the dimness of the room.

"Look!" Twylawhispered. "He'sin Levi's"

"How come?" | bregthed. "Where's his new suit?'

"I don't know. And those Levi's aren't even clean!" She hunched down in her segt, fedling the accusing
eyes of thewhole world searing her through the Francher kid.

The concert was splendid. Even our rockin'est rollers were caught up in the wonderful web of music.
Even | lost mysdf for long lovely momentsin the bright melodic trailsthat |led me out of the gray lanes of
familiarity. But | dso felt the bite of tears behind my eyes. Music is made to be moved to, and my
unresponsive feet wouldn't even tap atempo. | let the brasses and drums smash my rebellion into
bearable-szed pieces again and joined joyfully in the enthusiastic applause.

"Hey!" Rigo said behind me asthe departing stir of the crowd began. "1 didn't know anything could
sound like that. Man! Did you hear that horn! 1'd like to get me one of them things and blow it!"

"You'd sound like asick cow," Janniset said. "Them's hard to play."

Their discussion moved on down theaide.

"He'sgone." Twylasvoicewasabreathin my ear.

"Yes" | sad. "But well probably see him out at the bus.”

But we didn't. He wasn't at the bus. He hadn't come out on the bus. No one knew hove he got out to
the ranch or where he had gone.

Annaand Twylaand | piled into Annas car and headed back for Willow Creek, my heart thudding with
apprehension, my thoughts busy. When we pulled up a Somansons there was a car parked in front.

"TheMcVey!" Annaszzledinmy ear. "Ah hal Methinks | smdl trouble”

| didn't even have time to take my coat off in the smothery warmth of the front room before | was
confronted by the monumental violence of Mrs. McVey'swrath.

"Dresshim!" she hissed, her chin thrust out as she lunged forward in the chair. "'Dresshim so's helll fed
equd to the others!" Her handsflashed out, and | dodged ingtinctively and blinked as a bunch of white
rags fluttered to my feet. "His new shirt!" she half screamed. Another shower of tatters, dark onesthis
time. "Hisnew suit! Not apiecein it asbig asyour hand!" There was a spatter like muffled hail. "His
shoes!" Her voice caught on the edge of her violence, and she repeated raggedly, "His shoes!" Fear was
battling with anger now. "L ook at those pieces-as big as stamps-shoes!" Her voice broke. "Anybody
who can tear up shoes!”

She sank back in her chair, spent and bresthless, fishing for a crumpled Kleenex to wipe the spittle from
her chin. | eased into a chair after Anna hel ped me shrug out of my coat. Twylahuddled, frightened, near
the door, her eyes big with fascinated terror.

"Let him be likethe others™ McVey haf whispered. "That limb of Satan ever be like anyone decent?”’

"But why?' My voice sounded thin and high in the calm after the hurricane.

"For noreason a al," she gasped, pressing her hand to her panting ribs. "'l gave al them brand-new
clothesto him to try on, thinking he'd be pleased. Thinking-" her voice dipped to awhining tremulo,
"thinking he'd see bow | had his best interest at heart." She paused and sniffed lugubrioudy. No ready
sympathy for her poured into the hiatus so she went on, angrily aggrieved. "And he took them and went
into hisroom and came out with them like that!" Her finger jabbed at the pile of rags. "He-he threw them
a me! Y ou and your big ideas about him wanting to be like other kids!" Her lips curled avay from the
venomous spate of words. "He don't want to be like nobody 'cepting hisself. And he'sadevil!" Her voice
sank to awhisper and her breath drew in on the last word, her eyeswide.

"'But why did hedo it?' | asked. "He must have said something.”

Mrs. McVey folded her hands across her ample middle and pinched her lipstogether. "There are some
things alady don't repeet,” she said prissily, tossing her head.

"Oh, cutit out!" | was suddenly dreadfully weary of trying to be polite to the McVeys of thisworld.
"Stop tying on that kind of an act. Y ou could teach astevedore-" | bit my lips and swallowed hard. "I'm
sorry, Mrs. McVey, but thisisno timeto hold back. What did he say? What excuse did he give?'

"Hedidn't give any excuse," she snapped. "He just-just-" Her heavy cheeks mottled with color. "He



cdled names”

"Oh." Annaand | exchanged glances.

"But what on earth got into him?' | asked. "There must be some reason-"

"Wel," Annasguirmed alittle. "After dl what can you expect-?"

"From abackground like that?" | sngpped. "Wel, Anna, | certainly expected something different froma
background like yours!”

Annas face hardened and she gathered up her things. "'I've known him longer than you have," she said
quietly.

"Longer," | admitted, "but not better. Anna,” | pleaded, leaning toward her, "don't condemn him
unheard."

"Condemn?" Shelooked up brightly. "I didn't know hewasontrid."

"Oh, Anna." | sank back in my chair. "The poor kid's been on trid, presumed guilty of anything and
everything, ever snce he arrived in town, and you know it."

"I don't want to quarrel with you,"” Annasaid. "I'd better say good night."

The door clicked behind her. Mrs. McVey and | measured each other with our eyes. | had opened my
mouth to say something when | felt awhisper of amotion at my ebow. Twyla stood under the naked
flood of the overhead light, her hands clasped in front of her, her eyes shadowed by the droop of her
lashes as she narrowed her glance againgt the glare.

"What did you buy hisclotheswith?' Her voice was very quiet.

"None of your business, young lady,” Mrs. McV ey snapped, reddening.

"Thisisdmost the end of the month,” Twylasaid. "Y our check doesn't cometill thefirst. Wheredid you
get the money?'

"Wdl!" Mrs. McVey began to hoist her bulk out of the chair.

"| don't have to stay here and have a sassy snip like this"

Twyla swept in closer-so close that Mrs. McVey shrank back, her hands gripping the dusty overstuffed
armsof the chair.

"Y ou never have any of the check | eft after thefirst week,” Twylasaid. "And you bought apurple nylon
nightgown this month. It took aweek's pay-"

Mrs. McVey lunged forward again, her mouth agape with horrified outrage,

"Y ou took hismoney,” Twylasaid, her eyes stedly in her tight young face. "Y ou stole the money he was
saving!" Shewhirled away from the chair, her skirtsand hair flaring. " Someday-" she said with clenched
teeth, "someday I'll probably be old and fat and ugly, but heaven save me from being old and fat and ugly
and athief!”

"Twyla" | warned, truly afraid that Mrs. McVey would have astroke then and there.

"Well, sheisathief!" Twylacried. "The Francher kid has been working and saving dmost ayear to
buy-" she fatered, papably feding the thin ice of betraying a confidence, "to buy something. And he had
amost enough! And she must have gone snooping around-"

"Twyla" | had to stop her.

"It'strue! It'struel" Her hands clenched rebellioudly.

"Twyla" My voice was quiet but it slenced her.

"Good-by, Mrs. McVey," | said. "I'm sorry this happened.”

"Sorry!" she snorted, rearing up out of her chair. " Sour old maids with never achick or child of their own
gticking their noses into decent people's affairs—-" She waddled hastily to the door. She reached for the
doorknob, her eyes narrow and venomous over her shoulder. "1 got connections. I'll get even with you.”
The door shuddered asit emphasized her departure.

| let the McVey sweep out of my mind.

"Twyla," | took her cold handsin mine, "you'd better go on home. I've got to figure out how to find the
Francher kid."

The swift movement of her hands protested. "But | want-"

"I'm sorry, Twyla. | think it'd be better.”

"Okay." Her shoulders relaxed in acquiescence.



Just as sheleft, Mrs. Somanson bustled in. "Y' better come on out to the table and have a cup of
coffeg" shesad. | Sraightened weerily.

"That McVey! Sheld drivethe devil to drink," she said cheerfully. "Well, | guess people arelike that. I've
had more teachers over the years say that it wasn't the kids they minded but the parents.” She shooed me
through the door and went to the kitchen for the percolator. "Now | was always one to believe that the
teacher wasright-right or wrong-" Her voice faded out in along familiar story that proved just the
opposite of what sheld said, as| stared into my cup of coffee, wondering despairingly wherein al this
world | could find the Francher kid. After the episode of the gossip | had my fears. Still, oftentimes
people who react violently to comparatively minor troubles were seemingly unshaken by redlly serious
ones-asort of being at a lossfor a proportionate emotiona reaction.

But what would he do? Music-music-held planned to buy the meansfor music and had lost the
wherewitha. Now he had nothing to make music with. What would he do first? Revenge-or find his
music e sewhere? Run away? To where? Stedl the money? Stedl the music? Stedl!

| snapped to awareness, my abrupt movement dopping my cold coffee over into the saucer. Mrs.
Somanson was gone. The house was quiet with the twilight pause, the indefinable trangtiona phase from
day to night.

Thistimeit wouldn't be only aharmonical | groped for my crutches, my mind scrabbling for some means
of trangportation.

| was reaching for the doorknob when the door flew open and nearly bowled me over.

"Coffee! Coffee!" Dr. Curtis croaked, to my complete bewilderment. He staggered over, dl bundled in
his hunting outfit, his face ragged with whiskers, his clothes odorous of campfires and dl out-of-doors, to
the table and clutched the coffeepot. It was very obvioudy cold.

"Oh, well," he said in aconversationd tone. "l guess| can survive without coffee.”

"Survivewhat?' | asked.

Helooked a me amoment, smiling, then he said, "Wl if I'm going to say anything abouit it to anyoneit
might aswell be you, though | hope that 1've got sense enough not to go around babbling indiscriminately.
Of courseit might beadight visud hangover from this hunting trip-you should hunt with these friends of
mine sometime-but it kinda shook me."

"Shook you?"' | repeated stupidly, my mind racing around the idea of asking him for help in finding the
Francher kid.

"A somewhatly," he admitted. "After dl there | was, riding dong, minding my own business, snging,
lustily if not musicdly, 'A Life on the Ocean Waves, when there they were, marching sedately acrossthe
road."

"They?' Thisstory dragged in my impatient ears.

"The trombone and the big bass drum,” he explained.

"Thewhat!" | had the sensation of running unexpectedly into amad tangle of briars.

"The trombone and the big bass drum,” Dr. Curtis repested.

"Kegping perfect time and no doubt in perfect step, though you couldn't thump your feet convincingly six
feet off the ground. Supposing, of course, you were atrombone with feet, which thiswasn't.”

"Dr. Curtis," | grabbed a corner of his hunting coat. "Please, please? What happened? Tell me! I've got
to know."

Helooked a me and sobered. "Y ou are taking this serioudy, aren't you?' he said wonderingly.

| gulped and nodded.

"Wadll, it was about five miles above the Half Circle Star Ranch, where the heavy pine growth begins.
And so help me, atrombone and a bass drum marched in the air across the road, the bass drum marking
the time-though come to think of it, the drumsticksjust lay on top. | stopped the jeep and ran over to
where they had disappeared. | couldn't see anything in the heavy growth there, but | swear | heard afaint
Bronx cheer from the trombone. | have no doubt that the two of them were hiding behind atree,
snickering a me." He rubbed his hand across hisfuzzy chin. "Maybe I'd better drink that coffee, cold or



"Dr. Curtis," | said urgently, "can you help me? Without waiting for questions? Can you take me out
there? Right now?' | reached for my coat. Wordlessy he helped me on with it and opened the door for
me. The day was gone and the sky was a clear aqua around the horizon, shading into rose where the sun
had dropped behind the hills. It was only amatter of minutes before we were roaring up the hill to the
junction. | shouted over thejolting rattle.

"It'sthe Francher kid," | yelled. "I've got to find him and make him put them back before they find out.”

"Put who back where?' Dr. Curtis shouted into the sudden diminution of noise aswe topped therise,
much to the astonishment of Mrs. Frisney, who was pattering across the intersection with her black
umbrela protecting her from the early starshine.

"It'stoolong to explain,” | screamed as we accelerated down the highway. "But he must be stedling the
whole orchestra because Mrs. McVey bought him anew suit, and I've got to make him take them back
or they'll arrest him, then heaven help usal.”

"Y ou mean the Francher kid had that bass drum and trombone?’ heyelled.

"Yes!" My chest was aching from the tension of speech. "And probably al the rest.”

I caught myself with barked knuckles as Dr. Curtis braked to a sudden stop.

"Now look," hesaid, "let's get thisstraight. Y ou're talking wilder than | am. Do you mean to say that that
kid is swiping awhole orchestra?"

"Y es, don't ask me how. I don't know how, but he can do it-" | grabbed hisdeeve. "But he said you
knew! The day you left on your trip, | mean, be said you knew someone who would know. We were
waiting for you!"

"Wdl, I'll be blowed!" he said in dow wonder. "Wdl, dang me!" He ran his hand over hisface. "So now
itsmy turn!" He reached for theignition key. "Gangway, Jemmy!" he shouted.

"'Here| come with another! Y ours or mine, Jemmy? Y ours or mine?"

It was as though his outlandish words had tripped atrigger. Suddenly al this strangeness, this
out-of -stepness became a mad foolishness. Despairingly | wished I'd never seen Willow Creek or the
Francher kid or aharmonicathat danced aone or Twylas tilted side glance, or Dr. Curtis or the white
road dimming in the rapid coming of night. | huddied down in my coat, my eyes singing with weary
hopelesstears, and the only comfort | could find wasin visudizing myself twisting my hated bracesinto
rigid confetti and spattering the road withit.

| roused as Dr. Curtis braked the jeep to a stop.

"It was about there," he said, peering through the dusk.

"It's mighty deserted up here-the raw end of isolation. The kid's probably scared by now and plenty
willing to come home"

"Not the Francher kid," | said. "He's not the run-of-the-mill type kid."

"Oh, s0!" Dr. Curtissaid. "I'd forgotten.”

Thenthereit was. At first | thought it the evening wind in the pines, but it deepened and swelled and
grew into athunderous magnificent shaking chord-awhole orchestragiving tongue. Then, one by one, the
ingtruments soloed, running their scaes, displaying their intervas, parading their possibilities. Somewhere
between the strings and woodwinds | eased out of the jeep.

"You gtay here" | haf whispered. "I'll go find him. Y ou wait."

It was like walking through araingtorm, the notes spattering al around me, the shrill lightning of the
piccolos and the muttering thunder of the drums. There was no melody, only achild running gleefully
through a candy store, snatching greedily at everything, gathering ddlight by the handful and throwing it
away for the sheer pleasure of having enough to be able to throw it.

| struggled up the rise above the road, forgetting in my preoccupation to be wary of unfamiliar territory in
the half-dark. There they were, in the sand hollow beyond the rise-dll the instruments ranged in orderly
precise rows as though at arecita, each one wrapped in a sudden shadowy silence, broken only by the
shivery giggle of the cymbaswhich hadtily tilled themsdves againgt the sand.

"Who'sthere?' Hewas arigid figure, poised atop aboulder, ams haf lifted.

"Francher,” | sad.



"Oh." Hedid through the air to me. "I'm not hiding any more," be said. "I'm going to be me dl thetime
"Francher,” | said bluntly, "you're athief."

Hejerked in protest. "I'm not either-"

"If thisisbeing you, youre athief. Y ou stole these instruments.”

He groped for words, then burst out: "They stole my money! They stoledl my music.”

" 'They'?" | asked. "'Francher, you can't lump people together and call them ‘they.' Did | sted your
money? Or Twyla-or Mrs. Frisney-or Rigo?"’

"Maybe you didn't put your handsonit," the Francher kid said. "But you stood around and let McVey
takeit."

"That'saguilt humanity has shared snce the beginning. Standing around and |etting wrong things happen.
But even Mrs. McVey felt she was helping you. She didn't sit down and decide to rob you. Some people
have the ideathat children don't have any exclusive possessions but what they have belongsto the adults
who care for them. Mrs. McVey thinksthat way. Which is quite adifferent thing from deliberately
stedling from strangers. What about the owners of al these instruments? What have they doneto deserve
your ill will?'

"They're people,” he said stubbornly. "And I'm not going to be people any more." Sowly helifted
himsdf into the ar and turned himself upside down. "See" he said, hanging above the hillsde. "People
can't do thingslikethis”

"No," | said. "But apparently whatever kind of creature you have decided to be can't keep his shirttailsin
ether.”

Hadtily he scrabbled his shirt back over his hare midriff and righted himsalf. There was an awkward
slencein the shadowy hollow, then | asked:

"What are you going to do about the instruments?”

"Oh, they can have them back when I'm through with them-if they can find them,” he said
contemptuoudy. "1'm going to play them to piecestonight.” The trumpet jabbed brightly through the dusk
and theviolins shimmered asilver obbligato.

"And every downbeat will say ‘thief," | said. "And every rall of the drumswill growl ‘stolen.™

"l don't care, | don't carel" heamost yelled. " 'Thief' and 'stolen” are words for people and I'm not going
to be people any more, | told you!"

"What are you going to be?' | asked, leaning weerily againg atreetrunk. "An anima ?'

"No gr." He was having trouble deciding what to do with his hands. "I'm going to be more than just a
humen.”

"Wadl, for amore-than-human this kind of behavior doesn't show very many smarts. If you're going to be
more than human you have to be thoroughly ahuman first. If you're going to be better than a human you
have to be the best ahuman can be, first-then go on from there. Being entirdly differentisno way to
make a big impression on people. Y ou have to be able to outdo them at their own gamefirst and then go
beyond them. It won't matter to them that you can fly like abird unless you can walk straight like aman,
first. To most people different iswrong. Oh, they'd probably say, "My goodness! How-wonderful!" when
you firgt pulled somefancy trick, but-" | hesitated, wondering if | were being wise, "but they'd forget you
pretty quick, just asthey would any cheagp carnivd attraction.”

Hejerked a my words, hisfists clenched.

"You'reasbad astherest." Hiswords were tight and bitter.

"You think I'm just afreak-"

" think you're an unhappy person, because you're not sure who you are or what you are, but you'll have
amuch worsetime trying to make an identity for yourself if you tangle with the law."

"The law doesn't apply to me," he said coldly. "Because | know who | am-"

"Do you, Francher?' | asked softly. "Where did your mother come from? Why could she walk through
the minds of others? Who are you, Francher? Are you going to cut yoursdlf off from people before you
even try to find out just what wonders you are capable of ? Not these little Sdeshow dedls, but maybe
miraclesthat redlly count." | swallowed hard as| looked at his averted face, shadowy in the dusk. My



own face was congealing from the cold wind that had risen, but he didn't even shiver initsiciness, though
he had no jacket on. My lips moved tiffly.

"Both of us know you could get away with thislawlessness, but you know aswell as| do that if you take
thisfirst step you won't ever be able to untake it. And, how do we know, it might make it impossible for
you to be accepted by your own kind-if you'reright in saying there are others. Surely they're above
common theft. And Dr. Curtisis due back from his hunting trip. So close to knowing-maybe-"I didn't
know your mother, Francher, but | do know thisis not the dream she had for you. Thisis not why she
endured hunger and hiding, terror and panic places-"

| turned and stumbled away from him, making my way back to theroad. It was dark, horribly dark,
around me and in me as| wailed soundlesdy for thisMy Child. Somewhere before | got back Dr. Curtis
was helping me. He got me back into the jeep and pried my frozen fingers from my crutches and warmed
my hands between his broad-gloved palms.

"Heisn't of thisworld, you know," he said. "At least his parents or grandparents weren't. There are
otherslike him. I've been hunting with some of them. He doesn't know, evidently, nor did his mother, but
he can find his People. | wanted to tell you to help you persuade him-"

| started to reach for my crutches, peering through the dark, then | relaxed. "No," | said with tingling lips.
"It wouldn't be any good if he only responded to bribes. He has to decide now, with the scales weighted
agang him. He's got to push into hisnew world. He can't just didein limply. You kill achick if you help
it hatch.”

| dabbled dl the way home at tears for aMy Child, lost in awilderness| couldn't chart, bound in. a
captivity fromwhich | couldn't free him.

Dr. Curtis saw meto the door of my room. He lifted my averted face and wiped it.

"Dont worry," hesaid. "l promise you the Francher kid will be taken care of "

"Yes" | sad, closing my eyesagaing the nearness of his. "By the sheriff if they catch him. They!ll
discover the loss of the orchestraany minute now, if they haven't already.”

"Y ou made him think," he said. "He wouldn't have stood till for dl that if you hadn't.”

"Toolate" | said."A thought too late.”

Alonein my room | huddied on my bed, trying not to think of anything. | lay there until | was stiff with
the cold, then | crept into my warm woolly robe up to my chin. | sat in the darkness there by the window,
looking out at the lacy ghosts of the cottonwood trees, in the dim moonlight. How long would it be before
some kindly soul would come blundering in to regae me with the latest about the Francher kid?

| put my elbows on the window sill and leaned my face on my hands, the heels of my palms pressing
agang my eyes. "Oh, Francher My Child, My lonely lost Child-"

"I'm not logt.”
| lifted a startled face. The voice was s0 soft. Maybe | had imagined...

"No, I'm here." The Francher kid stepped out into the milky glow of the moon, moving with astrange
new strength and assurance, quite divorced from his usud teen-age gangling.

"Oh, Francher-" | couldn't let myself sob, but my voice caught on the last of his name.

"It'sokay," hesaid. "l took them al back."

My shoulders ached as the tension ran out of them.

"I didn't have timeto get them dl back inthe hal but | stacked them carefully on the front porch.” A
glimmer of asmile crossed hisface. "'l guessthey'll wonder how they got out there.”

"I'm so sorry about your money,” | said awkwardly.

Helooked at me soberly. "I can save again. I'll get it yet. Someday I'll have my music. It doesn't haveto
be now."

Suddenly awarm bubble seemed to be pressing up againgt my lungs. | felt excitement tingle clear out to
my fingertips. | leaned acrossthe sill. "Francher," | cried softly, "you have your music. Now. Remember
the harmonica? Remember when you danced with Twyla? Oh, Francher. All sound isisvibration.

"Y ou can vibrate the air without an instrument. Remember the chord you played with the orchestra? Play
it again, Francher!' Helooked at me blankly, and then it was asif a candle had been lighted behind his



face. "Yed" hecried. "Yed"

Softly-oh, softly-because miracles come that way, | heard the chord begin. It swelled richly, fully, softly,
until the whole back yard vibrated to it-awhole orchestra crying out in awhisper in the pale moonlight.

"But thetuned" he cried, taking thismiracle a one stride and legping beyond it. "I don't know any of the
tunesfor an orchestral”

"There are books," | said. "Whole books of scoresfor symphonies and operas and-"

"And when | know the instruments better!" Here was the eager dive voice of
the-Francher-kid-who-should-be. "Anything | hear-" The back yard ripped raucoudy to acouple of bars
of the latest rock 'n’ roll, then blossomed softly to an "Adoramus T€'" and skipped to "The Farmer in the
Ddl." "Then someday I'll make my own-" Tremuloudy aragppoor threaded through amelodic phrase and
dilled itsdf.

In the sllence that followed the Francher kid looked at me, not at my face but deep insde me
somewhere.

"MissCarolle!” | felt my eyestingleto tearsat hisvoice.

"Youvegivenmemy music!" | could hear him swdlow. "I want to give you something.” My hand moved
in protest, but he went on quickly, "Please come outside.”

"Likethis?I'minmy robe and dippers.”

"They're warm enough. Here, I'll help you through the window."

And before | knew it | was over the low sl and clinging dizzily to it from the outside.

"My braces" | said, loathing the words with ahorrible loathing. "My crutches.”

"No," the Francher kid said. " ou don't need them. Wak acrossthe yard, Miss Carolle, dl aone."

"I can't! | cried through my shock. "Oh, Francher, don't teese me!™

"Yes, you can. That'swhat I'm giving you. | can't mend you but | can give you that much. Walk."

| clung frantically to the sill. Then | saw again Francher and Twyla spiraing down from the tregtops,
Francher upside down in the air with his midriff showing, Francher bouncing Balance Rock from field to
fidd.

| let go of thetill. | took astep. And another, and another. | held my handsfar out from my tides.
Glorious freedom from clenched hands and aching elbows! Acrosstheyard | went, every step inthe
milky moonlight a paean of praise. | turned at the fence and looked back. The Francher kid was
crouched by thewindow in atight huddle of concentration. | lifted onto tiptoe and half skipped, haf ran
back to the window, fedling thewind of my going lift my hair back from my cheeks. Oh, it waslikea
drink after thirst! Likefood after famine! Like gates swinging open!

| fll forward and caught at the window till. And cried out inarticulately as| felt the old bonds clamp
down again, the old half-death seize hold of me. | crumpled to the ground beside the Francher kid. His
tormented eyes |ooked into mine, hisface pae and haggard. Hisforearm went up to wipe his
swesat-drenched face. "I'm sorry,” he panted. "That'sal | can do now."

My hands reached for him. There was a sudden movement, so quick and so closethat | drew my foot
back out of the way.

| looked up, startled. Dr. Curtis and a shadowy someone else were standing over us. But the surprise of
their being there was drowned in the sudden upsurge of wonderment.

"It moved!" | cried. "My foot moved. Look! Look! It moved!" And | concentrated on it again-hard,
hard! After laborious seconds my left big toe wiggled.

My hysterical laugh was haf ashout. "Onetoeis better than none!" | sobbed. "Isnt it, Dr, Curtis?
Doesn't that mean that someday-that maybe-?"

He had dropped to his knees and he gathered my frantic handsinto histwo big quiet ones.

"It might well be," he said. " Jemmy will help usfind out."

The other figure knelt beside Dr. Curtis. There was a curious waiting kind of silence, but it wasn't me he
was looking at. It wasn't my hands he reached for. It wasn't my voice that cried out softly.

But it was the Francher kid who suddenly launched himsdlf into the arms of the Stranger and began to
wall, thewild noisy crying of achild-a child who could be brave aslong as he was completely lost but
who had to dissolve into tears when rescue came.



The stranger looked over the Francher kid's head at Dr. Curtis. "Hesmine," he said. "But she'samost
one of yours."

It could Al have been adream, or amad explosion of imagination of some sort; but they don't come any
lessimaginative than Mrs. McVey, and | know she will never forget the Francher kid. She has another
fogter child now, aplacid plump little girl who lovesto st and listen to woman-talk-but the Francher kid
isinddiblein the McVey memory. Unborn generationswill probably hear of him and his shoes.

And Twyla-shewill carry hismagic to her grave, unless (and | know she sometimes hopes prayerfully)
Francher someday goes back for her.

Jemmy brought him to Cougar Canyon, and here they are helping him sort out al hismany giftsand
capabilities-some of which are unique to him-so that he will be able, finaly, to fit into his most effective
dot intheir scheme of things. They tell me that there are those of thisworld who are devel oping even now
in the footsteps of the People. That'swhat Jemmy meant when hetold Dr. Curtis| was dmost one of
his
And I amwalking. Dr. Curtis brought Bethie. She only touched me softly with her hands and read meto
Dr. Curtis. And | had to accept it then-that it was mostly mysdlf that stood in my own way. That my
doctor had been right: that time, patience and believing could make me whole again.

Themorel think about it the more think that those three words are the key to dmost everything.

Time, patience and believing-and the greatest of theseis believing.

Vi

LEA SAT inthedark of the bedroom and swung her feet over the edge of the bed. She groped for and
shrugged into robe and huddled it around her. She went softly to the window and sat down on the broad
sll. A lopsded moon rolled in the clouds above the hills, and dl the Canyon lay ebony and ivory under its
lights. Lea could see the haphazard dotting of houses that made up the community. All were dark except
for onefar window near the creek dliff.

Suddenly the whole scene seemed to take asharp turn, completely out of focus. The hills and canyons
became as strange as though she were looking at a moonscape or the hidden hills of Venus. Nothing
looked familiar; even the moon suddenly became aleering frightening thing that could come closer and
closer and closer. Leahid her facein the bend of her elbow and drew her knees up sharply to support
her shaking arms.

"What am | doing here?' she whispered. "What on earth am | doing here? | don't belong here. I've got
to get away. What have | to do with all these-these-creatures? | don't believe them! | don't believe
anything. It'smadness. I've gone mad somewhere along the way. Thismust be an asylum. All these
evenings-just pooling madnessesto seeif asanity will comeout of it!"

She shuddered and lifted her head dowly, reluctantly opening her eyes. Determinedly she stared at the
moon and the hills and the billowing clouds until they came back to familiarity. "A madness," she
whispered. "But such acomforting madness. If only | could stay here forever-" Wistful tears blurred the
moon. "If only, if only!

"Fool!" Leaburied her facefiercely on her kneesagain. "Make up your mind. Isthisor isn't thisinsanity?
Y ou can't haveit both ways-not a onetime." Then the wistful onewhispered, "If thisisinsanity-1'll take it
anyway. Whatever it isit makes awonderful kind of sensethat I've never been ableto find before. I'm
so tired of suspecting everything. Miss Carolle said the greatest was believing. I've got to believe,
whether I'm mistaken or not." She leaned her forehead againgt the cold glass of the window, her eyes
intent on thefar light. "I wonder what their wakefulnessis," she sighed.

She shivered away from the chin of the glass and rested her cheek on her knees again.

"Butitistime," shethought. "Timefor meto takeahand inmy drifting. That'sdl itis, my staying here.
Drifting in the warm waters of prebirth. Oh, it'slovely here. No worries about earning aliving. No
worries about what to do. No wondering which branch of the Y in the road to take. But it can't last." She



turned her face and looked up at the moon. "Nothing isforever,” she smiled wryly, "though unhappiness
comes pretty closetoit.

"How long can | expect Karen to take care of me?1'm no help to anyone. | have nothing to contribute.
I'm adrag on her whatever she does. And | can't-how can | ever get cured of anythingin such a
protected environment? I've got to go out and learn to look the world full in the face." Her mouth twisted.
"And even spit initseyeif necessary.”

"Oh, | can't, | cant," one of her wailed. "Pull the ground up over me and let me be quit of everything.”
"Shut up!" Leaanswered sternly. "'I'm running things now. Get dressed. We'releaving.”

She dressed hadtily in the darkness beyond the reach of the moonlight, tears flooding down her face. As
she bent over to dip her shoes on she crumpled against the bed and sobbed deegp wrenching sobsfor a
moment, then finished dressing. She put on her own freshly laundered clothes. She shrugged into her
coat-"nearly new"-and gathered up her purse.

"Money-" shethought. | have no money-

She dumped the purse on the bed. The few articles clinked on the bedspread. "I threw everything else
away before left-" able at last to remember having without darkness descending upon her, "and spent
my last dollar-" She opened her hillfold and spread it wide. "Not a cent.”

She tugged out the miscellany of cardsin the card compartment-little rectangles out of the past. "Why
didn't I throw these out, too? Usdless-" She started to cram them back blindly into the compartment, but
her fingers hesitated on a projecting corner. She pulled out athin navy-bluefolder.

"Well! | did forget! My traveler's checks-if there's anything left.” She unsnapped the folder and fingered
thethin crigp sheaf. "Enough,” she whispered. "Enough for running again-" She dumped everything back
into her purse, then she opened the top dresser drawer. A faint blue light touched the outline of her face.
She picked up the koomatka and turned it in her hand. She closed her fingers softly over it as shetore
the margin from amagazine on the dresser top. She scrawled on it, "Thank you," and weighted the scrap
of paper with the koomatka.

The shadows were s0 black, but she was afraid to walk in the light. She ssumbled down from the house

toward the road, not letting herself think of the miles and milesto be covered before reaching Kerry
Canyon or anywhere. She had just reached the road when she started convulsively and muffled acry
againg her clenched fists. Something was moving in the moonlight. She stood pardyzed in the shadow.

"Oh, hi!" came acheerful voice, and the figure turned to her. " Just getting ready to leave. Didn't know
anyonewasgoing in, thistrip. Y ou just about got left. Climbin-"

Wordlesdy Leaclimbed into the battered old pickup.

"Some old jdopy, isn't it?" The fdlow went on blithely, damming the door and hooking it shut with a
piece of baling wire. "l guessif you kegp anything long enoughit'l turn into an antique. Thisturned long
ago! That'sthe only reason | can think of for their keeping it.”

Leamade avague noise and clutched the side of the car grimly asit took off and raced down theroad a
yard above the white gravelly surface.

"I haven't noticed you around,” the driver said, "'but then there's more people here than ever in the history
of the Canyon with dl thisexcitement going on. It'smy firg visit. It's comforting somehow, knowing there
are o many of us, isntit?"

"Yes itis" Ledsvoicewasalittlerugty. "It'sawonderful feding.”

"Nuisance, though, having to make al our tripsin and out by night. They say that they used to be ableto
lift at least across Jackass Flat even in the daytime and then whed in the rest of theway. But it's getting
mighty close to dude season and we have to be more careful than during the winter. Trave at night.
Whed in from Widow's Peak. Lousy road, too. Takes twice aslong. Have you decided yet?'

"Decided?’ Leaglanced a him in the moonlight.

"Oh, I know | have no business asking,” he smiled, "but it'swhat everyone iswondering.” He sobered,
leaning hisarms on the steering whedl. "I've decided. Six times. Thought I'd findly decided for sure. Then
comes amoonlight night likethis-" Helooked out over the vast panorama of hillsand plainsand far
reaches-and sighed.



Therest of thetrip was made in silence. Lealaughed shakily at her own clutching terror asthe wheels
touched down with athud on the road near Widow's Peak. After that, conversation was impossible over
the jolting bumping bouncing progress of the truck.

They arrived at Kerry Canyon just as the sunlight washed across the moon. The driver unhooked the
door for her and let her out into the shivery dawn.

"Werein and out dmost every morning and evening,” he said. ™Y ou coming back tonight?*

"No." Leashivered and huddled into her coat. "Not tonight.”

"Don't betoo long," the driver smiled. "It can't be much longer, you know. If you get back when no
truck'sin, just cal Mmm. Karen's Receptor thisweek. Bethie next. Someoné€ll comein to get you.”

"Thank you," Leasaid. "Thanksalot." And sheturned blindly away from his good-by.

The diner next to the bus stop was smdl and stuffy, clumsy gtill with the weight of the night, not quite
awake in the bare drafty dawn. The cup of coffee was hot but hurried, and alittle weak. Lea sipped and
st it down, taring into its dark shaken depths.

"Evenif thisisall," shethought, "if I'm never to have any more of order and peace and sense of
direction-why, I've at least had a glimpse, and some people never get even that much.

| think | have the key now-the almost impossible key to my locked door. Time, patience and
believing-and the greatest of theseisbdlieving.”

After awhile she sipped again, not looking up, and found that the coffee had cooled.

"Hot it up for you?' A new waitress was behind the counter, briskly tying her gpron strings. "Busl| be
donginjud alitttewhile"

"Thank you." Leaheld out her cup, firmly putting away the vision of acup of coffeethat had steamed
gently far into the morning, waiting, patient.

Timeisaword-ashadow of anidea; but dways, dways, out of the whirlwind of events, the multiplicity
of human activities or the endless boredom of disnterest, thereisthe sky
-the sky with al its unchanging changeabl eness showing the variations of Now and the stability of
Forever. There are the stars, the square-set corners of our eternitiesthat whedl and turn and dwaysfind
their way back. There are the transent tumbled clouds, the windy wisps of mares tails, the crackling
mackerd skies and the romping ddightful tumult of the thunderstorms. And the moon-the moon that
dreams and setsto dreaming-that mends the world with its compassi onate light and makes everything
look asthough newnessisforever.

On such anight asthis...

Lealeaned on therailing and sighed into the moonlight. "Was it two such moons ago or only one that she
bad been on the bridge or fainting in the skies or receiving in the crisp mountain twilight love's gift of light
from a child? She had shattered the rigidness of her old time-pattern and had not yet confined hersdf ina
new one. Time had not yet paced itself into any sort of uniformity for her.

Tomorrow Grace would be hack from her appendectomy, back to her job at the Lodge, thejob Lea
had been fortunate enough to step right into. But now thislame little temporary refuge would be gone. It
meant another step into uncertainty. Leawould be free again, free from the clatter of the kitchen and
dining room, freeto go into the bondage of aimlessness again.

"Except that | have come alittle way out of my darknessinto atwilight zone. And if | take this next step
patiently and believingly-"

"It will lead you right back to the Canyon-" The laughing voice came softly.

Leawhirled with an inarticulate cry. Then she was clutching Karen and crying, "Oh, Karen! Karen!"

"Watch it! Watchit!" Karen laughed, her armstender around L ea's shaken shoulders. "Don't bruise the
body! Oh, Lea! It'sgood to see you again! Thisisa better suicide-type place than that bridge." Her
voice ran on, covering Lea's sruggle for self-possesson. "Want me to push you over here? Must be half
amile graight down. And into ariver, yet-ariver with water."

"Wet water," Leaquavered, releasing Karen and rubbing her arm across her wet cheeks. "And much
too cold for comfortable dying. Oh, Karen! | was such afool! Just because my eyeswere shut | thought
the sun had been turned off. Such af-fool" She gulped.

"Alwayslast year afool,” Karen said. "Which isn't too bad if this year we know it and aren't the same



kind of fool. When can you come back with me?"

"Back with you?' Leastared. "Y ou mean back to the Canyon?"

"Whereese?' Karen asked. "For onething you didnt finish dl theingtalments-"

"But surely by now-"

"Not quiteyet," Karen said. "Y ou haven't even missed one. The last one should be ready by the time we
get back. You see, just after you left-Well, you'll hear it al later. But I'm so sorry you left when you did. |
didn't get to take you over the hill-"

"But the hill'sstill there, isnt it?' Leasmiled. "The eternd hills-?"

"Yes" Karen sighed. "Thehill's il there but | could take anyone there now. Well, it can't be hel ped.
When can you leave?"

"Tomorrow Grace will be back," Leasaid. "l waslucky to get thisjob when | did. It helped tide me
over-"

"Astiding-over goesit's pretty good,” Karen agreed. "Buit it isn't abel onging-type thing for you."
Leashivered, suddenly cold in the soul, fearing achange of pattern. "It'l do."

"Nothing will do," Karen said sharply, "if it'sjust amake-do, atime-filler, adrifting. If you won' fill the
dot you were meant to you might aswell just St and count your fingers. Otherwise you just interfere with
everything."

"Oh, I'mwilling to try tofill my dot. It'sjust that I'm il in the uncomfortable process of trying to find out
what rating | am in whose category, and, evenif | don't like it much, I'm beginning to fed that | belong to
something and that I'm heading somewhere.”

"Widl, your most immediate somewhereisthe Canyon," Karen said. "I'll be by for you tomorrow
evening. You're not o far from us asthe Peoplefly! Y our luggage?!

Lealaughed. "I have atoothbrush now, and anightgown."

"Materidist!" Karen put out her forefinger and touched Legls cheek softly. "Thelight is coming back.
Thecandleisdight again.”

"Praised be the Power." The words came unlearned to Leaslips.

"The Presence be with you." Karen lifted to the porch railing, her back to the moon, her face in shadow.
Her hands were silvered with moonlight as she reached out to touch Lea's two shouldersin farewell.

Before moonrise the next night Lea stood on the dark porch hugging her small bundleto her, shivering
from excitement and the wind that strained icily through the pinion trees on the canyon'srim. The
featureless bank of gray clouds had spread and spread over the sky since sundown. Moonrise would be
aprivate thing for the upper side of the growing grayness. She started as the shadows above her stirred
and coagulated and became afigure.

"Oh, Karen," she cried softly, "I'm afraid. Can't | wait and go by bus? It's going to rain. Look-look!"
She held her hand out and felt the sting of the first few random drops.

"Karen sent me." The degp amused voice shook Leaback against therailing. " She said shewas afraid
your toothbrush and nightgown might have compounded themselves. For some reason or other she
seemsto have suddenly developed aCharley horsein her lifting muscles. Will | do?!

"But-but-" Leaclutched her bundletighter. "I can't lift! I'm afraid! | nearly died when Karen transported
me last time. Please let mewait and go by bus. It won't take much longer. Only overnight. | wasn't even
thinking when Karen told me last night." She squeezed her eyes shut. "'I'm going to cry,” she choked, "or
cuss, and | don't do either gracefully, so please go. I'm just too darn scared to go with you"

Shefdt him pry her bundle gently out of her spasmed fingers.

"It'snot dl that bad," he said matter-of-factly.

"Darnyou Peoplel” Leawanted to yell. "Don't you ever understand? Don't you ever sympathize?'

"Surewe understand.” The voice held laughter. " And we sympathize when sympathy isindicated, but we
don't dop all over everyonewho hasaqualm. Ever seealittle kid fal down? He aways|ooks around to
see whether or not he should cry. Well, you looked around. Y ou found out and you're not crying, are
you?"

"No, darnyou!" Lea hdf laughed. "But honestly | really am too scared-"



"Well-say, my nameis Deon in case you'd like to persondize your cussing. Anyway we have ways of

managing. | can deep you or opaque my persona shield so you can't see out-only you'd miss so much
either way. | should have brought the jaopy after dl.”

"Thejaopy?' Leaclutched therailing.

"Sure, you know thejaopy. They weren't planning to use it tonight.”

"if you werethinking I'd fed more securein that bucket of bolts" Lea hugged her arms abovethe
elbows. "I'd «ill be afraid.”

"Look." Deon lifted Lea's bundle briskly. "It'sgoing to rain in about half aminute. Were along way from
home. Karen's expecting you tonight and | promised her. So let's make astart of some kind, and if you
find it unbearable well try some other way. It's dark and you won't be able to see-"

A jab of lightning plunged from the top of the sky to the depth of the canyon below them, and thunder
shook the projecting porch like an explosion. Lea gasped and clutched Deon.

Hisarms closed around her as she buried her face againgt his shoulder, and she fdlt hisface pressed
agang her hair.

"I'm sorry," she shuddered, il clinging. "I'm scared of so many things.”

Wind whipped her skirts about her and gtilled. The tumultuous threshing of the trees quieted, and Leafelt
the tension drain out. She laughed alittle and started to lift her head. Deon pressed it back to his
shoulder.

"Tekeit easy," hesaid. "We're on our way."

"Oh!" Leagasped, clutching again. "Oh, no!"

"Oh, yes" Deon said. "Don't bother to look. Right now you couldn't see anything anyway. Werein the
clouds. But start getting used to the idea. Well be above them soon and the moon isfull. That you must
.y

Leafought her terror and dowly, dowly, it withdrew before afaint dawning wonder. "Oh!" she thought.
"Oh!" as Karen's forgotten words welled softly up out of memory-"arms remember when eyesforget.”
"Oh, my goodness!" And her eyesflew open only to wince shut again against the outpouring of the full
moon.

"Wasnt it-didn't you-?" she faltered, peering narrowly up into Dean's moon-whitened face.

"That'sjust what | was going to ask you," Deon smiled.

"Seemsto me| should have recognized you before this, but remember, thefirst time | ever saw you you
were neck-deep in water and stringy in the hair-one piece of it was plastered across your nose-and
Karen didn't even clue me!”

"But look now! Just look now!"

They had broken out of the shadows, and Lealooked below her at the serene tumble of clouds-the
beyond-words wonder of afield of clouds under the moon. It was a beauty that not only fed the eyes but
made al the senses yearn to encompass it and comprehend it. It sorrowed her not to be able to fill her
amswith it and hold it so tight that it would mdlt right into her own sdif.

Silently the two moved over acres and acres of the purity of curves, the ineffable delight of depth and
height and changing shadows-aworld, whole and complete in itsdlf, totally unrelated to the earth below in
the darkness.

Finaly Leawhispered, "Could | touch one? Could | actualy put my handsinto one of those clouds?’

"Why, sure," Deon said. "But, baby, it's cold out there. We have consderable dtitude to get over the
gorm. But if you like-"

"Oh, yes!" Leabreathed. "It would be like touching the hem of heaven!™

Not even feding the bite of cold when Deon opened the shield, Leareached out gently to touch the
welling flank of the cloud. It closed over her hands, bodiless, beautiful, asintangible aslight, as
insubstantial asadream, and, like adream, it dissolved through her fingers. As Deon closed the shield
agan, Leafound hersalf gasping and shivering. Shelooked at her hands and saw them glisten moigtly in
the moonlight. Shelooked up a Deon, turning in hisarms. " Share my cloud,” she said, and touched his
cheek softly.

It was hard to gauge time, moving above awonderland of clouds like that below them, but it didn't seem



very long before Deon's voice vibrated against Lea's cheek where it rested againgt his shoulder. "We're
going down now. Stand by for turbulence. Well probably get tossed around alittle.”

Leadtirred and smiled. "I must have dept. I'm only dreaming al this"

"Pleasant dreams?”

"Pleasant dreams.”

"Herewe go! Hang on!"

Leagasped asthey plunged down toward the whiteness. All the serenity and beauty was gone with the
snuffing out of the moon. Darkness and tumult were al around them. Wind grabbed them roughly and
tossed them raggedly through the clouds, up, impossibly fast, down, incredibly far, twisting and tumbling,
laced about by lightning, shaken by the blare of thunder, deafened-even though protected-by the myriad
dhrieking voices of thewind.

"It'sdeath!" Leathought franticaly. "Nothing can livel It's madness! It's chaos!™
And then, inthe middle of the terrifying tumult, she became conscious of warmth and shelter and, more
persondly, the awareness of someone-the nearness of another's bresthing, the strength of arms.

"This," shethought wistfully, "must be like that love Karen mentioned. Out there dl the storms of the
world. In here, strength, warmth and someone dse.”

A sudden down-draft flung them bodily out of the storm cloud, spinning them down to a staggering
landing in the depth of Cougar Canyon, findly scraping them to ahdt roughly againgt ayelow pine.
"Hoosh!" Deon leaned againgt the trunk and sagged. "Now I'm glad | didn't take the jalopy. That would
have unscrewed every bolt in it. Thunderstorms are violent!"

"l should say 0." Leadtirred inthecircle of hisarms. "But | wouldn't have missed it for the world. It'd
be better than cussing or crying any time! Such wonderful dam-banging!" She stepped away from him
and looked around.

"Where arewe?" She prodded with her foot at the edge of along indentation that ran darkly in the bright
flush of lightning acrosstheflat.

"Jugt over the hill from the schoolhouse.™
"Over thehill?' Lealooked around her in sartled interest.

"But thereés nothing here."

"How true." Deon kicked asmal clod into the darkness.

"Nothing here but me. And thistime last week I'd have sworn-Oh, well-"

"Y ou had meworried." The two jumped, startled at the sudden voice from the darkness above. "l
thought maybe you might have been dumped miles away or maybe that L eds toothbrush had dowed you
down. Everyoneswaiting.” Karen touched down on the flat beside them.

"Then it came?' Deon surged forward eagerly. "Did it work? What was-?"

Karen laughed. "Simmer down, Deon. It arrived. It works. The Old Ones have called the Gathering and
it'sdl ready to go except for three empty seatswe're not filling. Alley-ooop!”

And Leafound hersdf snatched into the air and over the hill beyond the flat before she could gasp or let
fear catch up with her. And she was red-cheeked and laughing, her hair sparkling with the first of a
sudden shower, when they landed on the school porch and let the sudden snarl of thunder and shout of
wind push them through the door. They threaded their way through the chattering groups and found
seats. Lealooked over at the corner where she usudly sat-almogt afraid she might see hersdlf till Sitting
there, hunched over the miserly counting of the coinsof her misery.

She felt wonder and ddlight flood out into her arms and legs, and could hardly contain awordless cry of
joy. She spread her fingers on both hands, reaching, reaching openhanded, for what might be ahead.
"Darknesswill come again,”" she admitted to hersdlf. "Thisisjust achink in my prison-a promise of what
ison the other sde of me. But, oh! how wonderful-how wonderful!™ She curled her fingers softly to hold
ahandful of the happiness and found it not strange that another hand closed warmly over hers. "These are
peoplewho will lisen when | cry. They will help mefind my answers. They will susain meinthelong
long way that | must grope back to find mysdf again. But I'm not done! Never doneagain!”

Shelet everything but the present moment shudder away on ahappy shaken sigh as she murmured with
the Group, "We are met together in Thy Name.”



No onewas at the desk. In the middle of it was the same small gadget, or one very likeit, that had
aways been there. Vaancy, tenderly burdened on one arm with the flannelly bundle of Our Baby, leaned
over and touched the gadget.

"l told you it would arrive okay." The voice came so lifdike that Leainvoluntarily searched the front of
the room for the absent speaker.

"And I'mto havethelast say, after dl.

"Wdll, | suppose you'd like atheme, just to round out thingsfor you-so hereit is.

"'For ye shall pass over Jordan to go in to possess the land which the Lord your God giveth you and ye
shall possessit and dwdll therein...." ™

JORDAN

| GUESS | wasthefirst to seeit-the bright form among the clouds above Bady. There seemed to be no
interva of wondering or questioning in my mind. | knew the moment | caught the metallic gleam-the
instant the curl-back of the clouds gave abrief glimpse of along deek curve. | knew and | gave a shout
of delight. Here it was! What more direct answer to aprayer could any fellow want? Just like that! My
release from rebdllion, the long-awaited answer to my protests againgt restrictions! There above mewas
release! | emptied my two hands of the gravel | had made of two smal rocks during thetime | had
brooded on my boulder, dusted my palms against my Levi's and lifted mysdf above the brush. | turned
toward home, the tops of the underbrush ticking off the distance against my trailing toes. But oddly | felt a
brief remote pang-amost of-regret?

As| neared the Canyon | heard the cry and saw one after another of the Group shoot upward toward
Bady. | forgot that momentary pang and shot upward with the rest of them. And my hands were among
thefirgt to fed the tingly hot-and-cold deekness of the ship that was cooling yet from the heat of entry
into the atmosphere. It was only a matter of minutes before the hands of the whole Group from the
Canyon bore the ship downward from the clouds to the haven of the pine flats beyond Cougar-bore it
rgoicing, Singing an amogt forgotten welcome song of the People.

Still tingling to the song | rushed to Oblas house, bringing, as dways, any new event to her, snce she
could cometo none.

"Oblal Oblal" | cried as| dammed in through her door.

"They've come! They've come! They're here! Someone from the New Home-Then | remembered, and |
went in to her mind. The excitement so filled my own mind that | didn't even haveto verbdize for her
before she caught the sight. Through my wordlessly sputtering delight | caught her faint chuckle.

"Bram, the ship couldn't have rainbows around it and be diamond-studded from end to end!"

| laughed, too, alittle abashed. "No, | guessnot,” | thought back at her. "But it should have ahalo oniit!"
Then for the next while | sat in the quiet room and relived every second of the event for Obla: the sights,
the sounds, the smells, thefed of everything, including a detailed description of the-haoless-ship. And
Obla, deaf, blind, voicdess, armless, legless, Oblawho would horrify most any outsder, lived thewhole
event with me, questioned me minutely, and finaly lifted her unheard voice with therest of usin the song
of welcome.

"Obla" I moved closer to her and looked down at the quiet scarred face, framed in the abundance of
dark vigorous hair.

"'Obla, it means the Home, the redl Home. And for you-"

"And for me-" Her lipstightened and her eyelidsflattened. Then the curtain of her hair swirled across her
face as she hid hersdlf from my eyes. "Perhagps akinder world to hide this hideous-"

"Not hideoud" | cried indignantly.

Her soft chuckletickled my mind. "Well, not, anyway,” she said. "Y ou'll have to admit that the explosion
didn't leave much of me-" Her hair flowed back from her face and spread across the pillow.

"The part of you that counts!” | exclaimed.



"On Earth you need aphysical container. Onethat functions. And just once | wish that-" Her mind
blanked before | could catch her wish. The glass of water lifted from the bedside stand and hovered at
her month. Shedrank briefly. The glassdid back toits place.

"'Soyou'redl afireto blast off?" her thought teased. "Back to civilization! Farewd to the rugged
frontier!"

"Yes | am,” | said defiantly. "Y on know how | fed. It'scrimind to waste liveslike ours. If we can't live
to capacity herelet'sgo Home!™

"Towhich Home?' she questioned. "The one we knew isgone. What isthe new onelike?"

"Wdl-" | hestated, "1 don't know. We haven't communicated yet. But it must be amost like the old
Home. At least it's probably inhabited by the People, our People.”

"Areyou so surewe're till the same People?' Obla persisted.

"Or that they are? Time and distance can change-"

"Of course werethe same,” | cried. "That's like asking if adog isadog in the Canyon just because he
was born in Socorro.”

"l had adog once," Oblasaid. "A long time ago. He thought he was people because hed never been
around other dogs. It took him six monthsto learn to bark. It came as quite ablow to him when he found
out hewasadog."

"'If you mean we've deteriorated since we came-"

"You chosethe dog, not |. Let's not quarrel. Besides | didn't say that we were the dog.”

"Y egh, but-"

"Y eah, but-" she echoed, amused, and | laughed.

"Darnyou, Obla, that's the way most of my argumentswith you end-yeah-but, yeah-but!”

"Why don't they come out?' | rapped impatiently against the vast seamless bulk, shadowy above mein
the night. "What'sthe delay?"

"You'rebeing achild, Bram," Jemmy sad. "They havetheir reasonsfor waiting. Remember thisisa
grange world to them. They must be sure-"

"Surel" | gestured impatiently. "Wevetold them the air's okay and there€'s no viruses waiting to snap
them off. Besides they have their persona shields. They don't even have to touch this earth if they don't
want to. Why don't they come out?"

"Bram." | recognized the tone of Jemmy'svoice.

"Oh, | know, | know," | said. "Impatience, impatience. Everything in its own good time. But now,
Jemmy, now that they're here, you and Vaancy will haveto givein. They'll make you seethat the thing
for us Peopleto do isto get out completely or else get in there with the Outsiders and clean up thismess
of aworld. With this new help we could do it easily. We could take over key positions-"

"No matter how many have come-and we don't know yet how many thereare,” Jemmy said, "this
‘taking over' isn't the way of the People. Things must grow. Y ou only graft in extreme cases. And destroy
practicaly never. But let'snot get involved in dl that again now. Vadancy-"

Vaancy danted down, the stars behind her, from above the ship. "Jemmy." Their hands brushed as her
feet reached the ground. There it was again. That wordless flame of joy, that completeness asthey met,
after along ten minutes separation. That made me impatient, too. | never fdt that kind of onenesswith
anyone.

| heard VVaancy'slittle [augh. "Oh, Bram," she said, "do you have to have your whole dinner in one gulp?
Can't you be content to wait for anything?'

"It might be agood ideafor you to do alittle concentrated thinking," Jemmy said. "They won't be coming
out until morning. Y ou stay here on guard tonight-"

"On guard againgt what?"' | asked.

"Agang impatience," Jemmy said, hisvoice taking on the Old One tone that expected obedience
without having to demand it. Amusement had crept back into hisvoice before his next sentence. "For the
good of your soul, Bram, and the contemplation of your sins, keep watch thiswhole night. | havea
couple of blanketsin the pickup.” He gestured, and the blankets drifted through the scrub oak. "There,



that'll hold you. till morning.”

| watched the two of them meet with the pickup truck above the thin trickle of the creek. Vaancy caled
back, "Thinking might help, Bram. Y ou should try it."

A dartled night bird flapped dismaly ahead of them for awhile, and then the darkness took them dll.

| soread the blankets on the sand by the ship, leaning against the smooth coolness of its outer skin,
marveling anew at its seamlessness, the unbroken flow aong itsfull length. Somewhere there had to be an
exit, but right now the evening light ran uninterrupted from glowing end to glowing end.

Who wasin there? How many werein there? A ship of thissize could carry hundreds. Their
communicator and ours had spoken briefly together, ours stumbling alittle with words we remembered of
the Home tongue that seemed to have changed or falen out of use, but no mention of numbers was made
before thefina thought: "We aretired. It'salong journey. Thanks be to the Power, the Presence and the
Name that we have found you. Wewill rest until morning.”

The drone of ahigh-flying turbo-jet above the Canyon caught my ear. | glanced quickly up; Our un-light
gill humped itself up over the betraying shine of the ship. | relaxed on the blankets, wondering-wondering

It was so long ago-back in my grandparents day-that it al happened. The Home, smashed to a handful
of glittering confetti-the People scattered to every compass point, looking for refuge. It wasdl in my
memory, the stream of remembrance that ties the People so strongly together. If | et myself | could suffer
the loss, the wandering, the tedium and terror of the search for anew world. | could live again the
shrieking incandescent entry into Earth's atmosphere, the heet, the vibration, the wrenching and
shattering. And | could share the bereavement, the tears, the blinding maiming agony of some of the
survivorswho madeit to Earth. And | could hide and dodge and run and die with al who suffered the
settlement period-trying to find the best way to fit in unnoticed among the people of Earth and yet not
lose our identity asthe People.

But thiswas dl the past-though sometimes | wonder if anything isever padt. It isthe future I'm impatient
for. Why, look at the area of international relations alone. Vaancy could Sit at shetable at the next
summit conference and read the truth behind al the closed wary sparring faces-truth naked and blinding
asthe glint of the moon on the edge of ameta door-opening-opening ...

| snatched mysdlf to awareness. Someone was leaving the ship. | lifted a couple of inches off the sand
and did dong quietly in the shadow. The figure came out, carefully, fearfully. The door svung shut and
the figure straightened. Cautious step followed cautious step; then, in a sudden flurry of movement, the
figure was running down the creek bed-fast! Fast! For about a hundred feet, and then it collapsed, face
down into the sand.

| streaked over and hovered. "Hi!" | said.

Convulsvely thefigure turned over and | waslooking down into her face. | caught her name-Sdlla.

"Areyou hurt?' | asked audibly.

"No," shethought. "No," she articulated with an effort. "I'm not used to-" she groped, "running.” She
sounded apologetic, not for being unused to running but for running. She sat up and | sat down. We
acquainted each other with our faces, and | liked very much what | saw. It was a sort of restatement of
Vaancy'sluminoudy pae skin and dark eyes and warm lovely mouth. She turned away and | caught the
fant glimmer of her persond shield.

"Youdont needit,” | said. "It'swarm and pleasant tonight.”

"But-" Again | caught the embarrassed apology.

"Oh, surely not dwayd" | protested. "What agrim dedl. Shields are only for emergencies!”

She hesitated amoment and then the glimmer died. | caught the faint fragrance of her and thought
ruefully that if | had a-fragrance?-it was probably compounded of barnyard, lumber mill and supper
hamburgers.

She drew adeep cautious breath. "Oh! Growing things! Life everywherel Weve been so long on the
way. Smdl it!"

Obligingly I did, but was conscious only of a crushed manzanita smell from benegth the ship.



Thisisakind of an aside, because | can't fop in my story at every turn and try to explain. Outsiders, |
suppose, have no pardld for theway Sallaand | got acquainted. Under dl the talk, under al the activity
and busy-nessin the times that followed, was a degp underflow of communication between us. | had felt
this same type of awareness before when our in-gathering brought new members of the Group to the
Canyon, but never quite so strongly aswith Sdla. It must have been more noticeabl e because we lacked
many of the common experiencesthat are shared by those who have occupied the same earth together
since birth. That must have beenit.

"I remember,” Sdlla said as she sfted sand through dender unused-looking hands, "when | was very
smal | went out intherain." She paused, asthough for areaction. "Without my shield,” she amplified.
Againthe pause. "l got wet!" she cried, determined, apparently, to shock me.

"Last week," | said, "l walked in therain and got so wet that my shoes squelched at every step and the
clean taste of rain wasin my mouth. It's one of my favorite pastimes. There's something so quiet about
rain. Even when thereés wind and thunder therésagtilinessabout it. | likeit."

Then, shaken by hearing myself say such thingsaoud, | sfted sand, too, alittle violently &t first.

She reached over with adender milky finger and touched my hand. "Brown," shesaid. Then, "Tan," as
she caught my thought.

"Thesun," | said. "We're out in the sun so much, unshielded, that it browns our skins or freckles them, or
burnsthe living daylight out of usif were not careful.”

"Then you il livein touch of Earth. At Home we seldom ever-" Her words faded and | caught a
capsuled fedling that might have been red cozy if you were borntoit, but...

"How come?' | asked. "What'swith your world that you haveto shield al thetime?' | fet apang for my
pictured Eden ...

"We don't haveto. At least not any more. When we arrived at the new Home we had to do a pretty
thorough renovating job. We-of course thiswas my grandparents-wanted it as nearly like the old Home
as possible. Weve done wonderfully well copying the vegetation and hills and valeys and streams, but-"
guilt tinged her words, "it's still a copy-nothing casud and-and thoughtless. By the time the new Home
was livable wed got into the habit of shielding. It wasjust what one did automaticaly. | don't believe
Mother has gone unshielded outside her own deep-roomin dl her life. Y ou just-don't-"

| sprawled my arm across the sand, feding it grit against my skin. Red cozy, but...

She sighed. "Onetime-1 was old enough to know better, they told me-one time | walked in the sun
unshielded. | got muddy and got my hands dirty and tore my dress." She brought out the untidy words
with an effort, asthough using extreme dang a avery prim gathering. "And | tangled my hair so
completely in atreethat | had to pull some of it out to get free." There was no bravado in her voice now.
Now she was sharing with me one of the most precious of her memories-one not quite socialy
acceptable among her own.

| touched her hand lightly, since | do not communicate too freely without contact, and saw her.

She was stedling out of the house before dawn-strange house, strange landscape, strange world-easing
the door shut, lifting quickly out into the grove below the house. Her flame of rebellion wasn't sirange to
me, though. | knew it too well myself. Then she dropped her shield. | gasped with her because | was
feding, asnewly asthough | werethe First in abrand-new Home, the movement of wind on my face, on
my arms. | was even conscious of it streaming liketiny rivers between my fingers. | felt the soil beneath
my hesitant feet, the soft packed clay, the outline of alesaf, the harsh stab of grave, the granular sandiness
of the water's edge. The splash of water against my legs was as sharp as a bite into lemon. And wetness!
| had no ideathat wetness was such anindividua fedling. | can't remember when first | waded in water,
or whether | ever felt wetnessto know conscioudy, "Thisiswetness.” The newness! It was like nothing
I'd felt before.

Then suddenly there was the smell of crushed manzanita again, and Sallas hand had moved from
beneath mine.

"Mother's questing for me," she whispered. " She has no idea I'm here. Sheéld have aquanic if she knew.
| must go before she gets no answer from my room."

"When areyou dl coming out?"



"Tomorrow, | think, Laam will haveto rest longer. He's our Motiver, you know. It was exhausting
bringing the ship into the atmosphere. More so than the whole rest of the trip. But the rest of us-"

"How many?" | whispered as she glided away from me and up the curve of the ship.

"Oh," shewhispered back, "theré's-" The door opened and she did inside and it closed.

"Dream swestly," | heard soundlesdy, then astonishingly, the touch of a soft cheek against one of my
cheeks, and the warm movement of lips against the other. | was startled and confused, though pleased,
until with alaugh | redlized that | had been caught between the mother's questing and Sallasreply.

"Dream swestly," | thought, and rolled mysdlf in my blankets.

Something wakened me in the empty hours before dawn. | lay there feding snatched out of deep likea
fish out of water, shivering in the interval between putting off degp and putting on avakeness.

"I'm supposed to think," | thought dully. "Concentrated thinking."

So | thought. | thought of my People, biding their time, biding their time, waiting, waiting, waking when
they could be flying. Think, think what we could do if we stopped waiting and redlly got going. Think of
Bethie, our Sensitive, inamedica center, reading the illnesses and allments to the doctors. No more
chance for patientsto hide behind imaginary illnesses. No wrong diagnoses, no delay in identification of
conditions. Of course there are only one Bethie and the few Sorters we have who could serve alittleless
effectively, but it would be abeginning.

Think of our Sorters, helping to straighten people out, able to search their degpest beings and pry the
scabs off ancient cankers and wounds and let hedling into the suffering intricacies of the mind.

Think of our ability to lift, to trangport, to communicate, to use Earth instead of submitting to it. Hadn't
Man been given dominion over Earth? Hadn't he forfeited it somewhere dong the way? Couldn't we help
point him back to the path again?

| twisted with this concentrated restatement of al my questions. Why couldn't thisall be so now, now!

But, "No," say the Old Ones. "Wait," says Jemmy. "Not now," saysVaancy.

"But look!" | wanted to yell. "They're headed for space! Trying to get there on a Pogo stick. Look at
Laam! He brought that ship to usfrom some far Homeand without lifting his hand, without gadgetsin his
comfortable motive-room. Take any of us. | mysef could lift our pickup high enough to need my shidd to
keep me breathing. I'll bet even | in one of those sedled high-flying planes could take it to the verge of
space, just this side of the escape rim. And any Motiver could take it over the rim and the hard part is
over. Of course, though al of us can lift we have only two Mativers, but it would be agtart!”

But, "No," say the Old Ones. "Wait," says Jemmy. "Not now," saysVaancy.

All right, so it would be doing violence to the scheme of things, grafting athird arm onto an organism
designed for two. So the Earth oneswill develop aong our line someday-look at Peter and Ditaand that
Francher kid and Bethie. So someday when it is earned they will haveit. So-let'sgo, then! Let'sfind
another Home. Let'stake to space and leave them their Earth. Let'slet them have their time-if they don't
dieof it first. Let'sleave. Let's get out of this crummy joint. Let's go somewhere where we can be
oursalves dl thetime, openly unashamed!

| pounded my fists on the blanket, then ruefully wiped the flecks of sand from my lips and tongue and
grunted alaugh a myself. | caught my breath, then relaxed.

"Okay, Davy," | said, "what are you doing out so early?'

"I haven't been to bed,” Davy said. drifting out of the shadows. "Dad said | could try my scriber tonight.
| just got it finished.”

"That thing?" | laughed up a him. "What could you scribe a night?

"Well-" Davy sat down in the air above my blanket, rubbing histhumbs on the tiny box he was holding.
"| thought it might be able to scribe dreams, but it won't. Not enough verbaizing in them. | checked my
whole family and used up haf my scribe tape. Gotta make some more today!"

"Nasty break,” | said. "Back to the drawing boards, boy."

"Oh, I don't know," Davy said. "I tried it on your dreams-" Heflipped up out of my casua swipeat him.
"But | couldn't get anything. So | ran achill down your spine-"

"Yourat," | said, too lazy to resent it very much. "That'swhy | woke up so hard and quick.”



"Yup," hesaid, drifting back over me. "So | tried it on you awake. More concentrated thought patterns.”

"Hey!" | sat up dowly. "Concentrated thought?"

"Takethislast part." Davy drifted up again. There was aquacking gabble. "Opel" he said. "Forgot the
dowdown. Thoughts are fast. Now-"

And clearly and minutely, the way avoice sometimes sounds from atelephone receiver, | heard mysdlf
ydling, "Let'sleave, let'sget out of thiscrummy joint-"

"Davy!" ! yelled, hunching mysdf upward, encumbered as | waswith blankets.

"Watchit! Watchit!" he cried, holding the scriber away from me aswe tumbled in the air. "Group
interest! | claim Group interest! With the ship here now-"

"Group interest, nothing!" | said as| findly got my hands on the scriber. Y ou're forgetting privacy of
thought-and the pendty for violation thereof." | caught hisflying thought and pushed theright areaon the
box to erase the record.

Dagnab!" said Davy, disgruntled. "My first invention and you erase my first recording oniit.”

"Nasty break!" | said. Then | tossed the box to him. "But say!" | reached up and pulled him down to me.
"Obla Think about Oblaand this screwy gadget!”

"Yeah!" Hisface lighted up, then blanked as he was snatched aong by the train of thought. "Y eah!
Obla-no audible voice
-" He had dready forgotten me before the trees received him.

It wasn't that | had been ashamed of my thoughts. It was only that they sounded so-so naked, made
audible. | stood there, my hands flattened againgt the beautiful ship and felt my conviction solidify. "Let's
go. Let'sleave. If thereisn't room for us on this ship we can build others. Let'sfind areal Home
somewhere. Either find one or build one.”

| think it was at that moment that | began to say good-by to Earth, almost subconscioudy beginning to
sever thetiesthat bound metoit. Like the dow out-fanning of alifting wing, the direction of my thoughts
turned skyward. | lifted my eyes.

"Thistimenext year," | thought, "1 won't be watching morning lighting up Old Baldy."

By midmorning the whole of the Group, including the whole Group from Bendo, which had been
notified, was waiting on the hillside near the ship. There was very little audible speech and not much
gaety. The ship brought back too much of the past, and the dark streams of memory were coursing
through the Group. | latched onto one stream and found only the shadows of the Crossing iniit. "But the
Home," | interjected, "the Home before!”

Just then aglitter againgt the bulk of the ship drew our attention. The door was opening. Therewasa
pause, and then there were the four of them, Sallaand her parents and another older fellow. The dight
glintings of their personal shields were securely about them, and, as they winced against the downpouring
sun, their shields thickened above their heads and took on adeep bluetint.

The Oldest, his blind face turned to the ship, spoke on a Group stream.

"Welcometo the Group." His thought was organ-toned and cordia "Thrice welcome among us. You are
thefirgt from the Home to follow usto Earth. We are eager for the news of our friends.”

There was a sudden babble of thoughts. "Is Annawith you? IsMark? |s Santhy? s Bediah?"

"Wait, wait-" The Father lifted hisarmsimploringly. "I cannot answer dl of you a once except by
saying-there are only the four of usin the ship.”

"Four!" The astonished thought dmost lifted an echo from Bady.

"Why, yes," answered-he gave us his name-Shua. "My family and | and our Motiver here, Laam.”

"Then dl therest-?" Severd of usdipped to our knees with the Sign trembling on our fingers.

"Ohno! No!" Shun was shocked. "No, wefared very well in our new Home. Almost dl your friends
await you eagerly. Asyou remember, ours was the group living adjacent to yours on the Home. Our
Group and two others reached our new Home. Why, we brought this ship empty so we could take you
dl Home!"

"Home?" For astunned moment the word hung amost visibly inthe air above us.

Then, "Home!" The cry rose and swelled and broke to audibility as the whole Group took to the sky as
one. It was such ajubilant ecstatic cry that it shook an echo sufficient to frighten apair of blue jaysfrom a



clump of pineson theflat.

"Why they must dl think theway | do!" | thought, astonished, as| joined in the upsurge and the jubilant
chorus of the wordless Homeward song. Then | flatted alittle as| wondered if any of them shared with
me the sudden pang | had felt before. | tucked it quickly away, deep enough o that only a Sorter would
be ableto find it, and quickly cradled the Francher kid in my lifting-he hadn't learned to go much beyond
the treetops yet, and the Group was leaving him behind ...

"Theresfour of them,” | thought breathlessy a Obla. "Only four. They brought the ship to take us
Home™"

Oblaturned her blind faceto me. "To take usal? Just like that?"

"Well, yes," | replied, frowning alittle. "I guessjudt like that-whatever that means.”

"After dl | suppose castaways are always eager for rescue,” Oblasaid. Then, gently mocking, "
suppose you're al packed?’

"I've been packed amost since | was born. Haven't | always been talking about getting out of this bind
that holds us back?'

"You have," Oblathought. "Exhaustively talked about it. Put your hand out the window, Bram. Take a
handful of sun.” I did, filling my pam with the tingling brightness. "Pour it out.” | tilted my hand and felt the
warm flow of escaping light. "No more Earth sun ever again,” she said. "Not ever!"

"Darnyou, Obla, cut it out!" ! cried.

"Y ou weren't so entirely sure yourself, were you? Even after adl your protestations. Even in spite of that
big warm wonder growing insdeyou.”

"Warm wonder?' Then | felt my face heat up. "Oh," | said awkwardly. "That's only naturd interestin a
granger-astranger from Home!" | felt excitement mounting. " Just think, Oblal From Home!"

"A granger from Home." Obla's thought was alittle sad.

"Listen to your words, Brain. A stranger from Home. Whenever have People been strangersto one
another?'

"Y ou're playing with words now. Let metd| you the whole thing-"

| have used Oblafor a sounding board ever since | can remember. | have no memory of her physicaly
complete. | became conscious of her only after her disaster and mine. The same explosion that maimed
her took my parents. They were trying to get some Outsiders out of a crashed plane and didn't quite
makeit. Some of my most grandiose schemes have echoed hollow and empty against the listening
receptiveness of Obla. And some of my shyest thoughts have grown to monumenta strength with her
uncritica acceptance of them. Somehow, when you hear your own idess, crisply cut for transmission,
they are stripped of anything extraneous and stand naked of pretensions, and then you can get adecent
perspective on them.

"Poor child,” shecut inwhen | told her of Salas hair being caught. "Poor child, to fed that painisa
privilege-"

"Better that than having pain away of lifel" | flashed. "Who should know better than you?"

"Perhaps, perhaps. Who isto say which is better-to hunger and be fed, or to be fed so continuoudy that
you never know hunger? Sometimes alittle fasting is good for the soul. Think of acold drink of water
after an afternoon inthe hayfield.”

| shivered at the ddlicious recollection. "Well, anyway . . ." and | finished the account for her. | was
amost out of the door before | suddenly redlized that | hadn't mentioned Davy at al! | went back and
told her. Before | was half through her face twisted and her hair swirled protectively over it. When |
finished | stood there awkwardly, not knowing exactly what to do. Then | caught afaint echo of her
thought. "A voiceagain...." | think alittle of my contempt for gadgets died at the moment. Anything thet
could pleasure Obla. . .

| thought | was troubled about whether we should go or stay, until the afternoon | found al the Blends
and In-gathereds stting together on the boulders above Cougar Creek. Ditawastrailing the water from
her bare toes, and dl the rest were concentrating on the falling of the drops as though there were some



answer in them. The Francher kid was making asharp crystd scae out of their faling. | came openly so
there was no thought of eavesdropping, but | don't think they were fully aware that | wasthere.

"But for me-" Ditadrew her knees up to her chest and clasped her wet feet in her hands, "for meit's
different. Y ou're Blends, or dl of the People. But I'm all of Earth. My roots are anchored in this old rock.
Think what it would mean to me to say good-by to my world. Think back to the Crossing-" A ripple of
discomfort moved through the Group. "Y ou see? And yet, to stay-to watch the People go, to know them
gone-" Shelad her cheek againgt her knees.

The quick comfort of the others enveloped her, and Low moved to the boulder beside her.

"It'd be asbad for usto leave," he said. "Sure, were of the People, but thisisthe only Home weve
known. | didn't grow up in aGroup. None of usdid. All of our roots are firmly set here, too. To leave-"

"What hasthe New Home to offer that we don't have here?" Peter started alittle whirlpool in the
shallow stream below.

"Well-" Low dtilled the whirlpool and spokeinto alengthening silence, "ask Bram. He'sdll afireto blast
off." Hegrinned over hisshoulder a me.

"The new Homeisour world," | said, drifting over to them, gathering my scattered thoughts. "Wewould
be among our own. No more concealment. No more trying to fit in where we don't fit. No more holding
back, holding back, when we could be doing so much.”

| could fed the surge and swirl of thoughts around me-each person digning himsdf to the vison of the
Home. Without any further word they al left the creek, absorbed in the problem. Asthey dowly
scattered there was not an echo of athought. Everyone was shutting himsalf up with his own reactions.

All the peace and tranquility of Cougar Canyon was gone. Oh, sure, the light still danted brightly through

thetrees at dawn, thewind il stirred the branches in the hot quiet afternoons and occasionaly whipped
up littlewhirlwinds to dance the dried leavesin a brief flurry of action, and the dender new moon was
cleanly bright in the evening sky-but it was al overlaid with abig question mark.

| couldn't settle to anything. Halfway through ripping aplank at the mill I'd think, "Why bother? Well be
gone soon." And then the spasm of acute pleasure and anticipation would somehow turn to the pain of
bereavement and I'd fed like clutching ahandful of sawdust and-well-sobbing into it.

And late a night, changing the headgates to irrigate another dfalfafield, 1'd kick the moss-dick wet
boards and think exultantly, "When we get there we won't have to go through this mumbo-jumbo. Well
rain the water where and when we want it!"

Then again, I'd liein the edge of the hot sun, my head in the shade of the cottonwoods, and fed the deep
soaking warmth to my very bone, smell the waiting dusty smell of the afternoon, fed deep wrapping itsalf
around my thoughts and hear the sudden creaking cries of the red-winged blackbirdsin thefar fields, and
suddenly know that | couldn't leaveit. Couldn't give up Earth for any thing or any place.

But there was Sdla. Showing her Earth was like nothing you could ever imagine. For instance it never
occurred to her that things could hurt her. Likethe day | found her hafway across Furnace Flat, huddled
under apinion pine, cradling her bare feet in her hands and rocking with pain.

"Where are your shoes?' It wasthefirgt thing | could think of as| hunched beside her.

"Shoes?' She caught the picture from me. "Oh, shoes. My-sandas-are a the ship. | wanted to fedl this
world. We shield so much at homethat | couldn't tell you athing about textures there. But the sand was
s0 good the firgt night, and water iswonderful, | thought this black glowing smoothness and
gplinteredness would be adifferent sort of texture.” She smiled ruefully. "It is. It's hot and-and-"

| supplied aword, "Hurty. | should think so. This shaleflat heats up like afurnace thistime of day. That's
why it'scaled Furnace FHat."

"| landed in the middle of it, running. | was so surprised that | didn't have sense enough to lift or shield.”

"Let mesee” | loosened her fingers and took one of her dender white feet in my hand. " Adonday
Veegh!" | whistled. Carefully | picked off afew |oose flakes of bloodstained shale.

"You've practicdly blistered your feet, too. Don't you know the sun can be viciousthistime of day?'

"I know now." Shetook her feet back and peered at the sole. "Look! There'sblood!"

"Yep. That's usua when you puncture your skin. Better come on back to the house and get those feet



taken care of ."

"Teken care of 7'

"Sure. Antiseptic for the germs, salvefor the burns. Y ou won't go hunting for aday or two. Not with
your feet, anyway."

"Can't wejust no-bi and transgraph? It's so much smpler.”

"Indubitably,” | said, lifting Stting as she did and straightening up in the air above the path. ™'If | knew
what you were talking about." We headed for the house.

"Well, & Homethe Heders"

"ThisisEarth,” | said. "We have no Hedersasyet. Only in so far as our Sensitive can help out those
who know about heding. It's mostly ado-it-yourself ded with us. And who knows, you might be dlergic
to usand sprout day lilies at every puncture. 1t'll probably worry your mother-"

"Mother-" There was a curious pause. "Mother is annoyed with me dready. She fedsthat I'm definitely
undene. Shewishes sheld left me Home. She'safraid I'll never be the same again.”

"Undene?’ | asked, because Sallahad sent out no clarification with the term.

"Yes'" shesad, and | caught a visudization until light finaly began to dawn.

"Well! We don't exactly eat peaswith our knives or wipe our noses on our deeves! We can be pretty
couth when we set our mindstoit.”

"I know, I know," she hastened to say, "but Mother-well, you know some mothers.”

"Yes, | know. But if you never walk or climb or swim or anything like that what do you do for fun?'

"It's not that we never do them. But seldom casualy and unthinkingly. We're supposed to outgrow the
need for childish activitieslike that. We're supposed to be capable of more intellectud pleasures.”

"Likewhat?' | held the branches aside for her to descend to the kitchen door, and nearly kinked my
shoulder trying to do that and open the door for her smultaneoudy. After severa fase starts and stops
and afedling of utter foolishness, like the one you get when you try to dodge past a person who triesto
dodge past you, we ended up at the kitchen table with Salla gasping at the smart of the Merthiolate.
"Likewhat?' | repeated.

"Hoosh! That's quite asensation.” She loosened her clutch on her ankles and relaxed under the soothing
salve | spread on her reddened fest.

"Wdl, Mother'sfavorite-and she doesit very well-is Anticipating. She likesroses."

"Sodol," | said, bewildered, "but | s8dom Anticipate in connection with them.”

Sdlalaughed. | liked to hear her laugh. It was more nearly amusica phrase than alaugh. The Francher
kid, thefirst time he heard it, made acomposition of it. Of course neither henor | liked it very much
when the other kidsin the Canyon, revved it up and used it for adance tune, but | must admit it had quite
abeat ... Well, anyway, Sdlalaughed.

"Y ou know, for two people using the same words we certainly comeout at different comprehensions.
No-what Mother likesis Anticipating arose. She chooses a bud that |ooks interesting-she knows al the
finer digtinctions-then she makes arose, synthetic, as nearly like the rea bud as she can. Then, for two or
three days, she seesif she can anticipate every movement of the opening of the real rose by opening her
synthetic smultaneoudly, or, if she'svery adept, just barely ahead of the other.” Shelaughed again. "It's
one of our family stories-the time she chose abud that did nothing for two days, then shivered to dust.
Somehow it had been sprayed with destro. Mother's never quite got over the humiliation.”

"Maybe I'm being undene," | said, "but | can't see spending two days watching arose bud.”

"And yet you spent awhole hour just looking at the Sky last evening. And four of you spent hours last
night receiving and displaying cards. Y ou got quite emotiona over it severd times.”

"Umm-well, yes. But that's different. A sunset like that, and the way Jemmy plays-" | caught the teasing
in her eyes and we laughed together. Laughter needs no interpreter, at least not our laughter.

Sdlatook so much pleasurein sampling our world thet, asisusud, | discovered things about our
neighborhood | hadn't known before. It was she who found the cave, became she was curious about the
tiny trickle of water high on the dope of Bady.

"Just agpring,” | told her aswe looked up at the dark streak that marked afold in the massive dliff.

"Just asoring,” shemocked. "Inthisland of little water isthere such athing asjust aspring?!



"It'snot worth anything,” | protested, following her up into the air. Y ou can't even drink fromiit."

"It could ease a heart hunger, though. The sight of wetnessin an arid land."

"It can't even splash,” | said aswe neared the streak.

"No," Sdlasaid, holding her forefinger to the end of the moisture. "But it can grow things" Lightly she
touched the minute green plantsthat clung to the rock wall and the dampness.

"Pretty,” | said perfunctorily. "But look at the view from here.”

Weturned around, pressing our backs to the sheer cliff, and looked out over the vast stretches of
red-to-purple-to-blue ranges of mountains, jutting fiercely naked or solidly forested or speckled with
growth asfar aswe could see. And lazily, far away, a shaft of smelter smoke rose and bent amost at
right angles as an upper current caught it and thinned it to haze. Below, fold after fold of the hills hugged
protectively to themsaves the tiny comings and goings and dwelling places of those who had lost
themselvesin the vastness,

"Andyet," Sadlaadmost whispered, "if you'relost in vast enough vastness you find yourself-a different
sdf, asdf that has only Being and the Presence to contemplate.”

"True," | said, breathing deeply of sun and pine and hot granite. "But not many reach that vastness. Most
of ussizeour little worlds to hold enough distractions to keep us from having to contemplate Being and
God."

There was amoment's deep silence as we let our own thoughts close the subject. Then Sdlalifted and |
started down.

"Hey!" | cdled. "That'sup!"

"I know it," shecadled. "And that'sdown! | sill haven't found the spring!™

So | lifted, too, grumbling at the stubbornness of women, and arrived even with Sdllajust as she perched
tentatively on asharp spur of rock on the edge of the vegetation-covered gash that was the beginning of
the 0ozing wetness. She looked straight down the dizzy thousands of feet below us.

"What beautiful downness" she said, pleasured.

"If youwere afraid of heights-"

Shelooked at me quickly. "Are some people? Redly?

"Some are. | read one, onetime. Would you careto try the texture of that?* And | created for her the
horrified frantic dying terror of an Outsider friend of mine who hardly dares |ook out of asecond-story
window.

"Oh, no!" She paed and clung to the scanty draping of vines and branches of the cleft. "No more! No
morel”

"I'm sorry. But it isadifferent sort of emation. | think of it every time | read-"neither height nor depth nor
any other creature.’ Height to my friend isa creature-a horrible hovering destroyer waiting to pounce on
him."

"It'stoo bad;' Sallasaid, "that he doesn't remember to go on to the next phrase, and learn to lose his
fear-"

By quick common consent we switched subjectsin midair.

"Thisisthesource," | said. "Satisfied?’

"No." She groped among the vines. "'l want to see atrickletrickle, and adrop drop from the beginning.”
She burrowed deeper.

Rolling my eyesto heaven for patience, | helped her hold back the vines. She reached for the next
layer-and suddenly wasn't there,

"Sdla" | scrabbled a thevines. "Sdlal™

"H-h-here," | caught her subvocal answer.

"Tak!" | said as| felt her thought melt out of my consciousness.

"l amtaking!" Her reply broke to audibility on thelast word. "And I'm sitting in some awfully cold wet
water. Do comein." | squirmed cautioudy through the narrow cleft into the darkness and stumbled to my
kneesinicy water dmost wai st-deep.

"It'sdark," Salawhispered, and her voice ran huskily around the place.

"Wait for your eyesto change,”" | whispered back, and, groping through the water, caught her hand and



clung toit. But even after a breathless sort of pause our eyes could not pick up enough light to see
by-only faint green shimmer where the cleft was.

"Had enough?' | asked. "Isthistrickly and drippy enough?’ I lifted our hands and the water duiced off
our elbows.

"l want to see," she protested.

"Matches are inoperative when they're wet. Hashlight have | none. Suggestions?”

"W, no. Y ou don't have any Glowersliving here, do you?"

"Since theword rings no bell, | guess not. But, say!" | dropped her hand and, rising to my knees,
fumbled for my pocket. "Ditataught me--or tried to after Vaancy told her how come--" | broke off,
immersed in the problem of trying to get ahand into and out of the pocket of skin-tight wet Levi's.

"I know I'm an Outlander,” Sdlasaid plaintively, "but | thought | had afairly comprehensive knowledge
of your language.”

"Ditdsthe Outsder that we found with Low. She's got some Designs and Persuasions none of us have.
There!" | grunted, and settled back in the water. "Now if | can remember.”

| held the thin dime between my fingers and shifted al those multiples of mental gearsthat are so
complicated until you work your way through their complexity to the underlying smplicity. | concentrated
my whole sdf on that little disc of metd. There was a sudden blinding spurt of light. Sdllacried out, and |
damped the light quickly to amore practical level.

"I didit!" I cried. "l glowed it firdgt thing, thistime! It took me haf an hour last timeto get a spark!”
Sdlawaslooking in wonder at thetiny globe of brilliancein my hand. "'And an Outsder can do that?"
"Cando!" | said, suddenly very proud of our Outsiders.

"And so0 can |, now! Thereyou are, maam," | twanged. "Y ore light, yore cave-look to yore little heart's
content.”

| don't supposeit was much as caves go. The floor was sand, pale, granular, amost sugarlike. The
pool-out of which we both dripped as soon as we sighted dry land-had no apparent source, but stayed
aways at the samelevd in spite of the dender flow that streaked the cliff. The roof was about twice my
height and the pool was no farther than that across. The walls curved protectively close around the water.
At firgt glance there was nothing specia about the cave. There weren't even any stalactites or
gdagmites-just the sand and the quiet pool shimmering alittlein the light of the glowed coin.

"WeI!" Sdlasighed happily as she pushed back her heavy hair with wet hands. "Thisiswhereit begins.”
"Yes" | closed my hand around the dime and watched the light spray between my fingers. "Wetly, |
might point out."

Sdlawas scrambling across the sand on dl fours.

"It's high enough to stand,” | said, following her.

"I'm being a cave creature,”" she smiled back over her shoulder. "Not a human surveying akingdom. It
looks different from down here."

"Okay, troglodyte. How doesit look down there?!

"Marveloud" Sdldsvoice was very soft; "Bring the light and look!"

Welay on our ssomachs and peered into the tiny tunnel, hardly afoot across, that Sallahad found. |
focused the light down the narrow passageway. The whole thing was alacy network of delicate crystals,
white, clear, rosy and pale green, so fragilethat | held my breath lest they break. The longer | looked the
more wonder | saw-miniature forests and snowflakeike laciness, flights of fairy steps, castles and spires,
flowers terraced up gentle hill sdes and branches of blossoms dmost dive enough to sway. An am's
length down the tunndl aquietly bright pool reflected the perfection around it to double the enchantment.
Sdlaand | looked at each other, our faces so close together that we were mirrored in each other's
eyes-eyesthat stated and reaffirmed: Ours-no one elsein dl the universe shares this spot with us.
Wordlessy we sat back on the sand. | don't know about Sdlla, but | was having alittle difficulty with my
breathing, because, for some odd reason, it seemed necessary to hold my breeth to shield from being as
eadly read asachild.

"Let'sleavethelight,” Sdlawhispered. "1t stay lighted without you, won't it?"



"Yegh. Indefinitely.”

"Leaveit by thelittle cave. Then wéll know it'sawayslighted and lovely."

We edged our way out of the cleft in the cliff and hovered there for aminute, laughing at our bedraggled
appearance. Then we headed for home and dry clothes.

"I wish Oblacould seethe cave," | said impulsvely. Then wished | hadn't because | caught Sdllas
immediate displeased protest.

"I mean," | said awkwardly, "she never getsto see-" | broke off. After al she wouldn't be ableto see
any better if shewerethere. | would have to be her eyes.

"Obla" Sdlawasn't vocaizing now. " She's very near to you.”

"She'samost my second self.”

"A rddive?'

"No. Only as souls are related.”

"| can fed her in your thoughts so often. And yet-have | ever met her?'

"No. She doesn't meet people.” | was holding in my mind the clean uncluttered strength of Obla; then
again | caught Sallas distressed protest and her feding of being excluded, before she shidded. Still |
hesitated. | didn't want to share. Oblawas more an expression of myself than a separate person. An
expression that was hidden and precious. | was afraid to share-afraid that it might be like touching a
finger to afragile chemicd fernin thelittle tunnd, that there wouldn't even be a ping before the perfection
shivered to a shapeless powder.

Two weeks after the ship arrived agenera Group meeting was called. We dl gathered on the flat
around the ship. It looked like afield day at firgt, with theflat filled with laughing lifting children playing tag
above the heads of the more sedate elders. The kids my age clustered at one side, tugged toward playing
tag, too, but restrained because after al you do outgrow some things-when people arelooking. | sat
there with them, fedling an emptiness beside me. Sallawas with her parents.

The Oldest was not there. He was at home struggling to contain his being in the broken body that was
becoming more and more adissolving prison. So Jemmy called usto attention.

"Long-drawn periods of indecision are not good,” he said without preliminary. "The ship has been here
two weeks. We have al faced our problem-to go or to stay. There are many of us who have not yet
cometo adecison. Thiswe must do soon. The ship will up aweek from today. To help us decide we
are now open to brief statements pro or con."

There was an odd tightening fedling as the whole Group flowed into a common thought stream and
became asngle unit instead of amass of individuals.

"I will go." It wasthe thought of the Oldest from his bed back in the Canyon. "The new Home hasthe
meansto help me, so that the years yet allotted to me may be nearly painless. Sncethe Crossng-" He
broke off, flashing an amused.

" Brief1"

"l will stay." It was the voice of one of the young girlsfrom Bendo. "We have only started to make
Bendo aplacefittolivein. | like beginnings. The new Home soundsfinished, tome.”

"l don't want to go away," avery young voice piped. "My radishes are just coming up and | haftawater
them all thetime. They'd dieif | left." Amusement tippled through the Group and relaxed us.

"I'll go." 1t was Matt, cdled back from Tech by the ship'sarriva. "In the Home my field of specidization
has developed far beyond what we have a Tech or anywhere else. But I'm coming back.”

"There can be no free and easy passage back and forth between the Home and Earth,” Jemmy warned,
"for anumber of very vaid reasons.

"I'll chanceit," Matt said. "I'll makeit back."

"I'm staying," the Francher kid said. "'Here on Earth were different with aplus. There we'd be different
with aminus. What we can do and do well won't be specid there. | don't want to go where I'd be
making ABC songs. | want my music to go on being big.”

"I'm going," Jake said, hisvoice mocking as usud. "1'm through horsing around. I'm going to become a
solid citizen. But | want to go infor-" His verbalization stopped, and al | could comprehend was an
angular sort of concept wound with time and space as with serpentine. | saw my own blankness on the



facesaround me and fdlt alittle less stupid. "See," Jake said. "That's what I've been having on the tip of
my mind for along time. Shuatells methey've got afair beginning onit there. I'll bewilling to ABC it for
awhilefor achance a something like that.”

| cleared my throat. Here was my chance to broadcast to the whole Group what | intended to do!
Apparently | wasthe only one seeing the Situation clearly enough. "I-"

It was as though I'd stepped into adense fog bank. | felt as though I'd gone blind and dumb at one
groke. | had afeding of being torn like a piece of paper. | logt dl my breath as| became vividly
conscious of my actua thoughts. | didn't want to go! | was snatched into amad whirlpool of thoughts at
thisredization. How could | stay after al 1'd said? How could | go and know Earth no more? How could
| stay and let Sallago? How could | go and leave Obla behind? Dimly | heard someone else's voice
finishing:

"... because Home or no Home, thisisHometo me!"

| closed my gaping wordless mouth and wet my dry lips. | could see again-see the Group dowly
dissolving-the Bendo Group gathering together under the trees, the rest drifting away from theflat. Low
leaned acrosstherock. "Smatter, feller?' he laughed. " Cat got your tongue? | expected ablast of
elogquence from you that'd push the whole Group up the gangplank.”

"Bram's bashful!" Ditateased. "He doesn't like to make his convictions known!"

| tried asort of smile. "Pity me, people,” | said. "Before you stands a creature shorn of convictions,
nekkid asajay bird in the cold winds of indecison.”

"Fresh out of long-johns," Peter said, sobering. "But there's plenty of sympeathy available.”

"Thanks," | said. "Noted and appreciated.”

| couldn't take my new doubt and indecision, the new tumult and pain to Obla-not when she was so
much apart of it, so | took them up into the hills. | perched like abrooding buzzard on the stone spur
outsdethe little cave, high above the Canyon. Wildly, until my throat ached and my voice croaked, |
ralled againg thisworld and its limitations. Hoarsely | whispered over al thelets and hindrances that
plagued us-that plagued me. And, infuriatingly, the world and dl its echoes placidly paced my every
argument with solid rebutta . | was hearing with both ears now, one for my own voice, onefor the
world'sreply. And my voice got fainter and fainter, and Earth's voice wasn't awhisper any more.
"Nothing istheway it should be!" | hoarsdly yelled my last weary assault at the evening sky.

"And never will be, short of eternity,” replied the streak of sunset crimson.

"But we could do so much more-"

"Whoever heard of bread made only of leaven?' replied thefirst evening star.

"We're being wasted,” | whispered.

"So isthe wheat when it's broadcast in thefield," answered the fringe of pines on the crest of afar hill.
"But Sdlawill go. Shelll be gone-"

And nothing answered-only thewind cried and a single piece of didodged gravel rattled down into the
darkness.

"Sdla" | cried. "Salawill begone! Answer that oneif you can!™ But the world was through with
answers. The wind became very busy humming through the dusk.

"Answer mel" | had only awhisper |€ft.

"I will." The voice was very soft but it shook melike ablast of lightning. "I can answer.” Sdlaeased
lightly down on the spur besde me. "Sdlais staying.”

"Sdlal" | could only clutch the rock and stare.

"Mother had aquanic when | told her,”" Salla smiled, easing the tight uncomfortable emotion. "1 told her |
needed a research paper to finish my Leve requirements and that thiswould be just perfect for it.

"She sad | wastoo young to know my own mind. | said finishing high in my Level would he quitea
feather in her cap-if you'll pardon the provincialism. And she said she didn't even know your parents.”
Sdlacolored, her eyeswavering.

"| told her there had been no word between us. That we were not Two-ing. Y et. Much.”

"It doesn't have to be now!" | cried, grabbing both her hands.

"Oh, Sallal Now we can afford to wait!" And | yanked her off the spur into the maddest wildest flight of



my life. Like acouple of crazy thingswe split and resplit the air above Bady, soaring and diving like
drunken lightning. But dl the time part: of uswas moving so far, so fast, another part of uswastaking
quietly together, planning, wondering, rejoicing, as serendly asif we were back in the cave again, seeing
each other in quiet reflective eyes. Finally darkness closed in entirely and we leaned exhausted against
each other, drifting dowly toward the canyon floor.

"Obla" | said, "let'sgotell Obla." There was no need to shield any part of my life from Salaany more.
In fact there was a need to make it a cohesive whole, complete with both Oblaand Sdla.

Oblaswindows were dark. That meant no onewas visiting her. Shewould be aone. | rapped lightly on
the door-my own particular rap.

"Bram? Comein!" | caught welcome from Obla

"l brought Sdlla" | said. "Let meturnthelight on." | stepped in.

"Wat-"

But smultaneoudy with her cry | flipped the light switch.

"Sdla" | darted, "thisis"

Sdlascreamed and threw her arm across her eyes; a sudden overflooding of horrified revulsion choked
the room, and Oblawas fluttering in the far upper corner of the room-hiding-hiding hersalf behind the
agonized swirl of her hair, her broken body in the twisting of her white gown, pressing itsdf to thewalls,
struggling for escape, her sartled physica and menta anguish moaning dmost audibly around us.

| grabbed Sallaand yanked her out of the room, snapping the light off aswe went. | dragged her out to
the edge of the yard where the canyon walls shot upward. | flung her againgt the sandstonewall. She
turned and hid her face againgt the rock, sobbing. | grabbed her shoulders and shook her.

""How could you!" | gritted between my teeth, outraged anger thickening my words. "Isthat the kind of
people the Home is turning out now? Counting arms and legs and eyes more than the person?' Her
tumbling hair whipped acrossmy chin. "Permitting rgjection and disgust for any living soul? Aren't you
taught even common kindness and compassion?’ | wanted to hit her-to hit anything solid to protest this
unthinkable thing that had been done to Obla, this unhed able wounding.

Sdllasnatched hersdlf out of my grasp and hovered just out of reach, wet eyes glaring angrily down at
me

"It'syour fault, too!" she snapped, tears flowing. "1'd have died rather than do athing like that to Oblaor
anyone dseif | had known! Y ou didn't tell me. Y ou never visualized her that way-only strength and
beauty and wholenesd™

"Why not!" | shot back angrily, lifting-level with her. "That'sthe only way | ever see her any more. And
trying to shift the blame-"

"It isyour fault! Oh, Bram!" And she was crying in my ams. When she could spesk again between sniffs
and hiccoughs she said, ""We don't have people like that at Home. | mean, | never saw a-an incomplete
person. | never saw scars and mutilation. Don't you see, Bram? | was holding myself ready to receive
her, compl etely-because she was part of you. And then to find myself embracing-" She choked.
"Look-look, Bram, we have transgraph and-and regeneration-and no one ever stays unfinished.”

| et go of her dowly, logt in wonder. " Regeneration? Transgraph?”

"Yes, yed" Sdlacried. " She can have back her legs. She can have arms again. She can have her
beautiful face again. She may even get back her eyes and her voice, though | don't know for sure about
that. She can be Oblaagain, instead of adark prison for Obla."

"Noonetold us."

"No one asked.”

"'Common concern.”

"I'll ask then. Have you any dobic children? And cases of cazerinea? Any trimorph semia? It's not that
we don't want to ask. How are we to know what to ask? We've never even heard of a-a basket case.”
Shetook the word from me. "It just didn't occur to usto ask.”

"I'm sorry,” | said, drying her eyeswith the pams of my hands, lacking anything better. I should have
told you." My words were but scant surface indications of my deep abject apology.

"Come," shesad, pulling away from me. "We must go to Obla-now-right now."



It was Sadlawho finaly coaxed Oblaback down to her bed. It was Sallawho held the broken weeping
face againgt her dight young shoulder and poured the hedling bams of her sorrow and understanding over
Obla'swounds. And it was Sdllawho told Obla of what the Home held for her. Told her and told her
and told her, until Oblafinaly believed.

All three of uswere limp and weary by then, and al three content just to Sit for aminute, so the
explosion of Davy into the room was twice the shock it ordinarily would have been.

"Hi, Bram! Hi, Sdlal Hey, Oblal | got it fixed now. It won't hiss on the Ssany more and you can trip the
playback yoursdf. Here." He plopped onto her pillow thelittle cube | recognized ashisscriber. "Try it
out. Goon. Try it out on Bram."

Oblaturned her face until her cheek felt the cube. Sallalooked at me in wonderment and then at Obla
Therewas abrief pause and then adight click and | heard, tiny but distinct, thefirst audibleword I'd
ever heard from Obla.

"Bram! Oh, Bram! Now | can go with you. | won't be left behind. And when we get to the Home I'll be
wholeagain! Wholeagain!”

Through my shock | heard Davy say, "Y ou didn't even use one s, Oblal Say something essy, so's| can
checkit."
Oblathought I was going to the Home! She expected meto go with her! She didn't know 1'd decided to
stay. That we were going to stay. | met Sdlas eyes. Our communication was quick and complete before
thesmdl voice said, "Salla, my sweet Sster! | trust that's sufficiently 'essy'!” And | heard Oblaslaugh for
thefirg time.

So, somewhere way back there, thereisatiny cave with adimeglowing init, keeping intrust a
preciousness between Sallaand me-a candle in the window of memory. Somewhere way back there are
the sights and sounds, the. smells and tastes, the homeness of Earth. For awhile | have turned my back
on the Promised Land. For our Jordan was crossed those long years ago. My trouble wasthat | thought
that wherever | looked, just because | did the looking, was the goa ahead. But al the time, the Crossing,
shimmering in thelight of memory, had been something completed, not something yet to reach. My
yearning for the Home must have been alittle of the old hunger for the fleshpots that haunts any
pioneering effort.

And Sdla. . . Well, sometimes when I'm not looking she looks a me and then at Obla. And sometimes
when sheisn't looking | look at her and then at Obla. Obla has no eyes, but sometimeswhen we aren't
looking she looks a me and then at Sdlla.

Thingswill happen to dl three of us before Earth swells again in the portholes. but whatever happens
Earth will swell in the portholes again-at least for me. And then | will truly be coming Home.
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