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VASTER THAN EMPIRES AND MORE
SLOW

Ursula K. Le Guin

It was only during the earliest decades of the League that the Earth sent ships out on the enormoudy
long voyages, beyond the pale, over the stars and far away. They were seeking for worlds which had not
been seeded or settled by the Founders on Hain, truly adien worlds. All the Known Worlds went back to
the Hainish Origin, and the Terrans, having been not only founded but salvaged by the Hainish, resented
this. They wanted to get away from the family. They wanted to find somebody new. The Hainish, like
tiresomely understanding parents, supported their explorations, and contributed ships and volunteers, as
did severd other worlds of the League.

All these volunteersto the Extreme Survey crews shared one peculiarity: they were of unsound mind.

What sane person, after al, would go out to collect information that would not be received for five or
ten centuries? Cosmic massinterference had not yet been eliminated from the operation of theansible,
and so inglantaneous communication was reliable only within arange of 120 lightyears. The explorers
would be quite isolated. And of course they had no ideawhat they might come back to, if they came
back. No norma human being who had experienced time-dippage of even afew decades between
League worlds would volunteer for around trip of centuries. The Surveyors were escapists, mifits. They
were nuts.

Ten of them climbed aboard the ferry at Smeming Port, and made varyingly inept attemptsto get to
know one another during the three days the ferry took getting to their ship, Gum. GumisaCetian
nickname, on the order of Baby or Pet. There were two Cetians on the team, two Hainishmen, one
Beldene, and five Terrans, the Cetian-built ship was chartered by the Government of Earth. Her motley
crew came aboard wriggling through the coupling tube one by onelike gpprehensive spermatozoatrying
to fertilize the universe. Theferry left, and the navigator put Gum underway. Sheflitted for some hours
on the edge of space afew hundred million milesfrom Smeming Port, and then abruptly vanished.

When, after 10 hours 29 minutes, or 256 years, Gum reappeared in norma space, shewas
supposed to be in the vicinity of Star KG-E-96651. Sure enough, there was the gold pinhead of the Sar.
Somewhere within afour-hundred-million-kilometer sphere there was also a greenish planet, World
4470, as charted by a Cetian mapmaker. The ship now had to find the planet. Thiswas not quite so easy
asit might sound, given afour-hundred-million-kilometer haystack. And Gum couldn't bat about in
planetary space at near lightspeed; if she did, she and Star KG-E-96651 and World 4470 might al end
up going bang. She had to creep, using rocket propulsion, at afew hundred thousand miles an hour. The
Mathematician/Navigator, Asnanifoil, knew pretty well where the planet ought to be, and thought they
might raise it within ten E-days. Meanwhile the members of the Survey team got to know one another ill
better.

"l can't tand him," said Porlock, the Hard Scientist (chemistry, plus physics, astronomy, geology,
etc.), and little blobs of spittle appeared on his mustache. "The manisinsane. | can't imagine why he was
passed asfit to join a Survey team, unlessthisis a ddiberate experiment in non-compatibility, planned by
the Authority, with usas guineapigs.”

"We generdly use hamaters and Hainish gholes,” said Mannon, the Soft Scientist (psychology, plus
psychiatry, anthropology, ecology, etc.), politely; he was one of the Hainishmen. "Instead of guineapigs.
Wédll, you know, Mr. Osden isredly avery rare case. In fact, he'sthefirst fully cured case of Render's
Syndrome—avariety of infantile autism which was thought to beincurable. The great Terran anayst
Hammergeld reasoned that the cause of the autistic condition in this case isa supernormal empathic



capacity, and devel oped an appropriate trestment Mr. Osden isthefirst patient to undergo that
treatment, in fact helived with Dr. Hammergeld until he was eighteen. The thergpy was completely
successtul.”

" Successtul?"
"Why, yes. He certainly isnot autigtic.”
"No, he'sintolerable!”

"Wdl, you see" said Mannon, gazing mildly at the sdliva-flecks on Porlock's mustache, "the normd
defensive-aggressive reaction between strangers meeting—Iet's say you and Mr. Osden just for
example—is something you're scarcely aware of; habit, manners, inattention get you past it; you've
learned to ignore it, to the point where you might even deny it exists. However, Mr. Osden, being an
empath, fedsit. Fedshisfedings, and yours, and is hard put to say which iswhich. Let's say that there's
anormd element of hodtility towards any stranger in your emotional reaction to him when you meet him,
plus a spontaneous didike of hislooks, or clothes, or handshake—it doesn't matter what. He feel sthat
didike. Ashisautistic defense has been unlearned, he resorts to an aggressive-defense mechanism, a
response in kind to the aggression which you have unwittingly projected onto him." Mannon went on for
quitealongtime.

"Nothing gives aman the right to be such abastard,” Porlock said.
"He can't tune us out?' asked Harfex, the Biologist, another Hainishman.

"It'slike hearing,” said Olleroo, Assistant Hard Scientist, Sopping over to paint her toenailswith
fluorescent lacquer. "No eyelids on your ears. No Off switch on empathy. He hears our fedings whether
he wantsto or not"

"Does he know what we're thinking?" asked Eskwana, the Engineer, looking round at the othersin
real dread.

"No," Porlock snapped. "Empathy's not tel epathy! Nobody's got telepathy.”

"Yet," said Mannon, with hislittle smile. "Just before | left Hain there was amost interesting report in
from one of the recently discovered worlds, a hilfer named Rocannon reporting what appearsto be a
teachabl e tel epathi c technique existent among a mutated hominid race; | only saw asynopsisinthe HILF
Bulletin, but—" He went on. The others had learned that they could talk while Mannon went on talking
he did not seem to mind, nor even to miss much of what they said.

"Then why does he hate us?' Eskwanasaid.

"Nobody hates you, Ander honey," said Olleroo, daubing Eskwanas eft thumbnail with fluorescent
pink. The engineer flushed and smiled vagudly.

"Heactsasif he hated us," said Haito, the Coordinator. She was a ddlicate-looking woman of pure
Asian descent, with asurprising voice, husky, deep, and oft, like ayoung bullfrog "Why, if he suffers
from our hostility, does heincrease it by constant attacks and insults? 1 can't say | think much of Dr.
Hammergeld's cure, redly, Mannon; autism might be preferable ... "

She stopped. Osden had come into the main cabin.

He looked flayed. His skin was unnaturaly white and thin, showing the channels of hisblood likea
faded road map in red and blue. His Adam's apple, the muscles that circled his mouth, the bones and
ligaments of hiswrists and hands, dl stood out digtinctly asif displayed for an anatomy lesson. Hishair
was paerug, like long-dried blood. He had eyebrows and lashes, but they were visible only in certain
lights, what one saw was the bones of the eye sockets, the veining of the lids, and the colorless eyes.
They were not red eyes, for he was not really an albino, but they were not blue or grey; colors had
canceled out in Osden's eyes, leaving acold water-like clarity, infinitely penetrable. He never looked
directly at one. Hisface lacked expression, like an anatomica drawing or a skinned face.



"l agree," he said in ahigh, harsh tenor, "that even autistic withdrawa might be preferable to the smog
of cheap secondhand emotions with which you people surround me. What are you swesting hate for
now, Porlock? Can't stand the sight of me? Go practice some auto-eroticism the way you were doing
last night, it improves your vibes. Who the devil moved my tapes, here? Don't touch my things, any of
you. | won't haveit”

"Ogden,” said Asnanifoil in hislarge dow voice, "why are you such abastard?’

Ander Eskwana cowered and put his handsin front of hisface. Contention frightened him. Olleroo
looked up with avacant yet eager expression, the eternal spectator.

"Why shouldn't | be?' said Osden. He was not looking a Asnanifoil, and was keeping physicaly as
far away from dl of them ashe could in the crowded cabin. "None of you condtitute, in yourselves, any
reason for my changing my behavior."

Harfex, areserved and patient man, said, "The reason isthat we shal be spending severd years
together. Lifewill be better for dl of usif—"

"Can't you understand that | don't give adamn for dl of you?' Osden said, took up his microtapes,
and went out. Eskwana had suddenly gone to deep. Asnanifoil was drawing dipstreamsin the air with his
finger and muttering the Ritua Primes. ™Y ou cannot explain his presence on the team except asaplot on
the part of the Terran Authority. | saw thisamost at once. Thismission ismeant to fail," Harfex
whispered to the Coordinator, glancing over his shoulder. Porlock was fumbling with his fly-button; there
weretearsin hiseyes. | did tel you they wereal crazy, but you thought | was exaggerating.

All the same, they were not unjustified. Extreme Surveyors expected to find their fellow team
membersintelligent, well-trained, unstable, and personally sympathetic. They had to work together in
close quarters and nasty places, and could expect one another's paranoias, depressions, manias, phobias
and compulsionsto be mild enough to admit of good persond relationships, at least most of thetime.
Osden might beintelligent, but his training was sketchy and his personality was disastrous. He had been
sent only on account of hissingular gift, the power of empathy: properly speaking, of wide-range
bioempathic receptivity. Histalent wasn't species-specific; he could pick up emotion or sentience from
anything that felt He could share lust with awhite rat, pain with a squashed cockroach, and phototropy
with amoth. On an dien world, the Authority had decided, it would be useful to know if anything nearby
issentient, and if S0, what itsfedlings towards you are. Osden'stitle was anew one: he wasthe team'’s
Sensor.

"Wheat isemotion, Osden?' Haito Tomiko asked him one day in the main cabin, trying to make some
rgpport with him for once. "What isit, exactly, that you pick up with your empathic sengtivity?"

"Muck," the man answered in his high, exasperated voice. "The psychic excreta of the animal
kingdom. | wade through your feces."

"l wastrying," shesaid, "to learn somefacts." She thought her tone was admirably calm.

"Y ou weren't after facts. Y ou were trying to get a me. With some fear, some curiosity, and agresat
ded of distaste. The way you might poke a dead dog to see the maggots crawl. Will you understand
once and for dl that | don't want to be got at, that | want to be left done?' His skin was mottled with red
and violet, hisvoice had risen. "Go rall in your own dung you yelow bitch!" he shouted a her silence.

"Camdown," shesaid, till quietly, but she left him at once and went to her cabin. Of course he had
been right about her motives, her question had been largely a pretext, amere effort to interest him. But
what harm in that? Did not that effort imply respect for the other? At the moment of asking the question
she had fdt at most adight distrust of him; she had mostly felt sorry for him, the poor arrogant venomous
bastard, Mr. No-Skin as Olleroo called him. What did he expect, the way he acted? Love?

"| guess he can't stand anybody fedling sorry for him," said Olleroo, lying on the lower bunk, gilding
her nipples.



"Then he can't form any human relationship. All his Dr. Hammergeld did wasturn an autisminside
out..."

"Poor frot," said Olleroo. "Tomiko, you don't mind if Harfex comesin for awhile tonight, do you?"
"Can't you goto hiscabin? I'm sick of dways having to Sitin Main with that damned pedled turnip.”

"Y ou do hate him, don't you? | guess hefedsthat. But | dept with Harfex last night too, and
Asnanifoil might get jealous, sncethey sharethe cabin. It would be nicer here.”

"Service them both,” Tomiko said with the coarseness of offended modesty. Her Terran subculture,
the East Asian, was a puritanical one; she had been brought up chaste.

"1 only like oneanight,” Olleroo replied with innocent serenity. Beldene, the Garden Planet, had never
discovered chagtity, or thewhed!.

"Try Osden, then," Tomiko said. Her persond ingtability was seldom so plain as now: aprofound
s f-distrust manifesting itself as destructivism. She had volunteered for thisjob because therewas, in all
probability, no usein doing it.

Thelittle Beldene looked up, paintbrush in hand, eyeswide. "Tomiko, that was adirty thing to say."
IIWI,V?I
"It would bevile! I'm not attracted to Osden!"

"l didn't know it mattered to you," Tomiko said indifferently, though she did know. She got some
paperstogether and left the cabin, remarking "I hope you and Harfex or whoever it isfinish by last bell;
I'mtired."

Olleroo was crying tears dripping on her little gilded nipples. She wept easily. Tomiko had not wept
since shewasten yearsold.

It was not a happy ship; but it took aturn for the better when Asnanifoil and his computers raised
World 4470. Thereit lay, adark-green jewd, like truth at the bottom of agravity well. Asthey watched
the jade disc grow, a sense of mutuality grew among them. Osden's salfishness, his accurate cruelty,
served now to draw the others together. " Perhaps,” Mannon said, "he was sent as a beating-gron. What
Terrans cdl a scapegoat Perhaps hisinfluence will be good after dl." And no one, so careful werethey to
be kind to one another, disagreed.

They cameinto orbit. There were no lights on nightside, on the continents none of thelinesand clots
made by animalswho build.

"No men," Harfex murmured.

"Of course not," snapped Osden, who had a viewscreen to himsdlf, and his head inside a polythene
bag. He claimed that the plagtic cut down on the empathic noise he received from the others. "Were two
light centuries past the limit of the Hainish Expangion, and outside that there are no men. Anywhere. Y ou
don't think Crestion would have made the same hideous mistake twice?"

No one was paying him much heed; they were looking with affection at that jade immensity below
them, where there wasllife, but not human life. They were misfits among men, and what they saw there
was not desolation, but peace. Even Osden did not look quite so expressionless as usud; he was
frowning.

Descent in fire on the seg; air reconnaissance; landing. A plain of something like grass, thick, green,
bowing stalks, surrounded the ship, brushed against extended view cameras, smeared the lenseswith a
finepollen.

"It looks like a pure phytosphere,” Harfex said. " Osden, do you pick up anything sentient?”

They dl turned to the Sensor. He had | eft the screen and was pouring himself acup of tea. He did not
answer. He seldom answered spoken questions.



The chitinousrigidity of military discipline was quite ingpplicable to these teams of mad scientigts; their
chain of command lay somewhere between parliamentary procedure and peck-order, and would have
driven aregular service officer out of hismind. By the inscrutable decision of the Authority, however, Dr.
Haito Tomiko had been given thetitle of Coordinator, and she now exercised her prerogative for the firgt
time. "Mr. Sensor Osden,” she said, "please answer Mr. Harfex."

"How could | 'pick up' anything from outside,” Osden said without turning, "with the emotions of nine
neurotic hominids pulsating around melike wormsin acan? When | have anything to tdll you, I’ll tell you.
I'm aware of my responsbility as Sensor. If you presumeto give me an order again, however,
Coordinator Haito, I'll consider my responsibility void."

"Very well, Mr. Sensor. | trust no orders will be needed henceforth." Tomiko's bullfrog voice was
cam, but Osden seemed to flinch dightly as he stood with his back to her, asif the surge of her
suppressed rancor had struck him with physical force.

The biologist's hunch proved correct. When they began field andyses they found no animas even
among the microbiota. Nobody here ate anybody else. All life-forms were photosynthesizing or
saprophagous, living offlight or desth, not off life. Plants: infinite plants, not one species known to the
vigtors from the house of Man. Infinite shades and intengties of green, violet, purple, brown, red. Infinite
slences. Only the wind moved, swaying leaves and fronds, awarm soughing wind laden with spores and
pollens, blowing the sweet pale-green dust over prairies of great grasses, hesths that bore no hesther,
flowerlessforests where no foot had ever walked, no eye had ever looked. A warm, sad world, sad and
serene, the Surveyors wandering like picknickers over sunny plains of violet filicaiformes, spoke softly to
each other. They knew their voices broke asilence of athousand million years, the silence of wind and
leaves, leaves and wind, blowing and ceasing and blowing again. They taked softly; but being human,
they talked.

"Poor old Osden," said Jenny Chong Bio and Tech, as she piloted a helijet on the North Polar
Quadrating run. "All that fancy hi-fi suff in hisbrain and nothing to receive. What abust.”

"Hetold me he hates plants," Olleroo said with agiggle.
"You'd think held like them, since they don't bother him like we do.”

"Can't say | much like these plants myself," said Porlock, looking down at the purple undul ations of
the North Circumpolar Forest "All the same. No mind. No change. A man aonein it would go right off
hisheed."

"Butit'sdl dive" Jenny Chong sad. "And if it lives, Osden hatesit."
"He'snot redly so bad,” Olleroo said, magnanimous.

Porlock looked at her sdelong and asked, "Y ou ever dept with him, Olleroo?" Olleroo burst into
tearsand cried, "Y ou Terrans are obscene!™

"No she hasn't,” Jenny Chong said, prompt to defend. "Have you, Porlock?"
The chemist laughed uneasily: ha, ha, ha. Flecks of spittle appeared on his mustache.

"Osden can't bear to be touched,” Olleroo said shakily. "I just brushed against him once by accident
and he knocked me off like | was some sort of dirty ... thing. Wereadl just things, to him,”

"He'sevil," Porlock said in agirained voice, startling the two women. "Hell end up shattering this
teamn, sabotaging it, one way or another. Mark my words. He's not fit to live with other peoplel” They
landed on the North Pole. A midnight sun smoldered over low hills. Short, dry, greenish-pink bryoform
grasses stretched away in every direction, which was all one direction, south. Subdued by the incredible
slence, the three Surveyors set up ther instruments and set to work, three viruses twitching minutely on
the hide of an unmoving giant

Nobody asked Osden along on runs as pilot or photographer or recorder, and he never volunteered,
s0 he seldom | eft base camp. He ran Harfex's botanical taxonomic data through the onship computers,



and served as assistant to Eskwana, whose job here was mainly repair and maintenance. Eskwana had
begun to deep agreat ded, twenty-five hours or more out of the thirty-two-hour day, dropping off in the
middle of repairing aradio or checking the guidance circuits of a hdlijet. The Coordinator stayed at base
one day to observe. No one el se was home except Poswet To, who was subject to epileptic fits,
Mannon had plugged her into atherapy-circuit today in astate of preventive catatonia. Tomiko spoke
reports into the storage banks, and kept an eye on Osden and Eskwana. Two hours passed.

"Y ou might want to use the 860 microwadoesin sedling that connection,” Eskwanasaid in his soft,
hesitant voice.

"Obvioudy!"

"Sorry. | just saw you had the 840's there—"

"And will replace them when | take the 860's out. When | don't know how to proceed, Engineer, Ill
ask your advice."

After aminute Tomiko looked round. Sure enough, there was Eskwana sound adeep, head on the
table, thumb in hismouth. "Osden.”

Thewhite face did not turn, he did not spesk, but conveyed impatiently that he was listening.
"Y ou can't be unaware of Eskwanas vulnerability.”
"l am not respongible for his psychopathic reactions.”

"But you are responsible for your own. Eskwanais essentia to our work here, and you're not. If you
can't control your hodtility, you must avoid him atogether.”

Osden put down histools and stood up. "With pleasurel™ he said in hisvindictive, scraping voice.
"Y ou could not possibly imagine what it's like to experience Eskwanasirrationa terrors. To haveto
share his horrible cowardice, to have to cringe with him a everything!”

"Areyou trying to justify your cruelty towards him? | thought you had more self-respect.” Tomiko
found hersdlf shaking with spite. "If your empathic power redly makes you share Ander's misery, why
doesit never induce the least compassion in you?"

"Compassion,” Osden said. "Compassion. What do you know about compassion?"
She gtared a him, but he would not look at her.

"Would you like meto verbaize your present emotiond affect regarding mysdf?' hesaid. "l can do
more precisely than you can. I'm trained to analyze such responses as | receive them. And | do receive
them.”

"But how can you expect meto fed kindly towards you when you behave as you do?!

"What doesit matter how | behave, you stupid sow, do you think it makes any difference? Do you
think the average human isawell of loving-kindness? My choiceisto be hated or to be despised. Not
being awoman or acoward, | prefer to be hated.”

"That'srot. Self-pity. Every man has—"
"But | am not aman,” Osden said. "Therearedl of you. And thereismyself. | anone."

Awed by that glimpse of abysmd solipsism, she kept silent awhile; finally she said with neither spite
nor pity, dinicdly, ™Y ou could kill yoursdf, Osden."

"That's your way, Haito," he jeered. "I'm not depressive, and seppuku isn't my bit. What do you want
meto do here?"

"Leave. Spare yoursdlf and us. Take the aircar and a data-feeder and go do a species count. In the

forest; Harfex hasn't even started the forests yet. Take a hundred-square-meter forested area, anywhere
ingde radio range. But outside empathy range. Report in at 8 and 24 o'clock daily."



Osden went, and nothing was heard from him for five days but laconic dl-well Sgnastwicedaily. The
mood at base camp changed like a stage-set Eskwana stayed awake up to eighteen hours aday. Poswet
To got her stdllar lute and chanted the celestid harmonies (music had driven Osden into afrenzy).
Mannon, Harfex, Jenny Chong and Tomiko al went off tranquilizers. Porlock ditilled something in his
laboratory and drank it dl by himsalf. He had ahangover. Asnanifoil and Poswet To held an dl-night
Numerica Epiphany, that mystica orgy of higher mathematicswhich isthe chief pleasure of the religious
Cetian soul. Olleroo dept with everybody. Work went well.

The Hard Scientist came towards base at arun, laboring through the high, fleshy stalks of the
graminiformes. " Something—in the fores—" His eyes bulged, he panted, his mustache and fingers
trembled. " Something big. Moving behind me. | was putting in abenchmark, bending down. It came at
me. Asif it was swinging down out of thetrees. Behind me." He stared at the others with the opaque
eyes of terror or exhaustion.

"Sit down, Porlock. Takeit easy. Now wait, go through thisagain. Y ou saw something—"

"Not clearly. Just the movement Purposive. A—an—I don't know what it could have been.
Something salf-moving. In the trees, the arboriformes, whatever you call ‘em. At the edge of the woods.”

Harfex looked grim. "There is nothing here that could attack you, Porlock There are not even
microzoa. There could not be alargeanima.”

"Could you possible have seen an epiphyte drop suddenly, avine come loose behind you?"

"No," Porlock said. "It was coming down at me, through the branches. When | turned it took off
again, away and upward. It made anoise, asort of crashing. If it wasn't an anima, God knows what it
could have been! It was big— asbig asaman, at least. Maybe areddish color. | couldn't see, I'm not
ure”

"It was Osden,” said Jenny Chong "doing a Tarzan act." She giggled nervoudy, and Tomiko
repressed awild fecklesslaugh. But Harfex was not smiling

"One gets uneasy under the arboriformes," he said in his polite, repressed voice. "I've noticed that.
Indeed that may be why I've put off working in the forests. There's a hypnotic quaity in the colors and
gpacing of the stems and branches, especialy the helically-arranged ones; and the spore-throwers grow
so regularly spaced that it seems unnaturd. | find it quite disagreesble, subjectively speaking | wonder if a
stronger effect of that sort mightn't have produced ahalucination ... ?'

Porlock shook hishead. He wet hislips. "It wasthere," he said. " Something Moving with purpose.
Trying to attack me from behind.”

When Osden cdled in, punctud asdways, a 24 o'clock that night, Harfex told him Porlock's report
"Have you come on anything at al, Mr. Osden, that could substantiate Mr. Porlock'simpression of a
motile, sentient life-form, in the forest?*

Ssss, theradio said sardonically. "No. Bullshit,” said Osden's unpleasant voice.

"Y ou've been actudly ingde the forest longer than any of us," Harfex said with unmitigable politeness.
"Do you agree with my impression that the forest ambiance has arather troubling and possibly
hallucinogenic effect on the perceptions?”

Ssss. "I'll agree that Porlock's perceptions are easily troubled. Keep himin hislab, hell do lessharm.
Anything dse?'

"Not a present,” Harfex said, and Osden cut off.

Nobody could credit Porlock's story, and nobody could discredit it He was positive that something
something big had tried to attack him by surprise. It was hard to deny this, for they were on an dien
world, and everyone who had entered the forest had felt a certain chill and foreboding under the "trees.”
("Cdll them trees, certainly,” Harfex had said. "They redly are the same thing only, of course, dtogether
different") They agreed that they had felt uneasy, or had had the sense that something was watching them



from behind.

"Weve got to clear thisup," Porlock said, and he asked to be sent as atemporary Biologist's Aide,
like Osden, into the forest to explore and observe. Olleroo and Jenny Chong volunteered if they could go
asapair. Harfex sent them dl off into the forest near which they were encamped, avast tract covering
four-fifths of Continent D. He forbade side-arms. They were not to go outside afifty-mile haf-circle,
which included Osden's current site. They all reported in twice daily, for three days. Porlock reported a
glimpse of what seemed to be alarge semi-erect shape moving through the trees across the river; Olleroo
was sure she had heard something moving near the tent, the second night

"Thereareno animason thisplanet,” Harfex said.
Then Osden missed hismorning call.

Tomiko waited less than an hour, then flew with Harfex to the area where Osden had reported
himsdf the night before. But asthe helijet hovered over the seaof purplish leaves, illimitable,
impenetrable, shefelt apanic despair. "How can wefind himin this?'

"Hereported landing on the riverbank. Find the aircar; helll be camped near it, and he can't have gone
far from his camp. Species-counting isdow work. Therestheriver."

"Theréshiscar,” Tomiko sad, catching the bright foreign glint among the vegetable colors and
shadows. "Here goes, then."

She put the ship in hover and pitched out the ladder. She and Harfex descended. The sea of life
closed over their heads.

As her feet touched the forest floor, she unsnapped the flap of her holster; then glancing at Harfex,
who was unarmed, she left the gun untouched. But her hand kept coming back to it. There was no sound
at al, as soon asthey were afew meters away from the dow, brown river, and the light was dim. Great
boles stood well gpart, dmost regularly, dmost dike; they were soft-skinned, some gppearing smooth
and others spongy, grey or greenish-brown or brown, twined with cable-like creepers and festooned
with epiphytes, extending rigid, entangled armfuls of big saucer-shaped, dark leavesthat formed a
roof-layer twenty to thirty metersthick. The ground underfoot was springy as amattress, every inch of it
knotted with roots and peppered with small, fleshy-leafed growths.

"Hereshistent,” Tomiko said, cowed at the sound of her voice in that huge community of the
voiceless. In the tent was Osden's deeping bag, a couple of books, abox of rations. We should be
caling, shouting for him, she thought, but did not even suggest it; nor did Harfex. They circled out from
the tent, careful to keep each other in sight through the thick-standing presences, the crowding gloom.
She stumbled over Osden's body, not thirty meters from the tent, led to it by the whitish gleam of a
dropped notebook. He lay face down between two huge-rooted trees. His head and hands were
covered with blood, some dried, some ill cozing red.

Harfex gppeared beside her, his pale Hainish complexion quite green in the dusk. " Dead?"

"No. He's been struck. Beaten. From behind." Tomiko'sfingersfelt over the bloody skull and temples
and nape. "A weapon or atool ... | don't find afracture.”

As sheturned Osden's body over so they could lift him, his eyes opened. Shewas holding him,
bending closeto hisface. Hispaelipswrithed. A deathly fear came into her. She screamed doud two or
threetimes and tried to run away, shambling and ssumbling into the terrible dusk. Harfex caught her, and
at histouch and the sound of hisvoice, her panic decreased. "What isit? What isit?" he was saying

"l don't know," she sobbed. Her heartbeat till shook her, and she could not see clearly. "The
fear—the ... | panicked. When | saw hiseyes."

"We're both nervous. | don't understand this—"
"I'mdl right now, come on, weve got to get him under care.”



Both working with senseless haste, they lugged Osden to the riverside and hauled him up on arope
under hisarmpits; he dangled like a sack, twisting alittle, over the glutinous dark sea of leaves. They
pulled him into the helijet and took off. Within aminute they were over open prairie. Tomiko locked onto
the homing beam. She drew a deep breath, and her eyes met Harfex's. "'l was so terrified | amost
fainted. | have never done that.”

"l was ... unreasonably frightened also,” said the Hain-ishman, and indeed he looked aged and
shaken. "Not so badly as you. But as unreasonably.”

"It was when | wasin contact with him, holding him. He seemed to be conscious for amoment.”
"Empathy? ... | hope he can tell uswhat attacked him."

Osden, like abroken dummy covered with blood and mud, haf lay asthey had bundled him into the
rear seatsin their frantic urgency to get out of the forest.

More panic met their arrival at base. Theineffective brutdity of the assault was sinister and
bewildering. Since Harfex stubbornly denied any possibility of animd life they began speculating about
sentient plants, vegetable mongters, psychic projections. Jenny Chong's latent phobia reasserted itself and
she could talk about nothing except the Dark Egos which followed people around behind their backs.
She and Olleroo and Porlock had been summoned back to base; and nobody was much inclined to go
outside.

Osden had lost agood deal of blood during the three or four hours he had lain aone, and concussion
and severe contusions had put him in shock and semi-coma. As he came out of thisand began running a
low fever he called severd timesfor "Doctor,” in aplaintive voice: "Doctor Hammergeld ... " When he
regained full consciousness, two of those long dayslater, Tomiko caled Harfex into his cubicle.

"Osden: can you tell uswhat attacked you?”
The pae eyesflickered past Harfex's face.

"Y ou were atacked," Tomiko sad gently. The shifty gaze was hatefully familiar, but shewasa
physician, protective of the hurt. "Y ou may not remember it yet. Something attacked you. Y ou werein
the forest—"

"Ah!" he cried out, his eyes growing bright and his features contorting. " The forest—in the forest—"
"What'sin the forest”?"

He grasped for breath. A look of clearer consciousness came into hisface. After awhilehesad, "'l
don't know."

"Did you see what attacked you?' Harfex asked.

"l don't know."

"Y ou remember it now."

"l don't know."

"All our lives may depend on this. Y ou must tell uswhat you saw!™

"l don't know," Osden said, sobbing with weakness. He was too weak to hide the fact that he was
hiding the answer, yet he would not say it. Porlock, nearby, was chewing his pepper-colored mustache
as hetried to hear what was going on in the cubicle. Harfex leaned over Osden and said, "Y ou will tdl
us—" Tomiko had to interfere bodily.

Harfex controlled himsdf with an effort that was painful to see. He went off slently to hiscubicle,
where no doubt he took a double or triple dose of tranquilizers. The other men and women scattered
about the big frail building along main hall and ten deeping-cubicles, said nothing, but looked depressed
and edgy. Osden, as dways, even now, had them all at his mercy. Tomiko looked down at him with a
rush of hatred that burned in her throat like bile. This monstrous egotism that fed itself on others



emotions, this absol ute selfishness, was worse than any hideous deformity of the flesh. Like a congenital
mongter, he should not have lived. Should not be dive. Should have died. Why had his head not been

split open?
Ashelay flat and white, his hands helpless a his sides, his colorless eyes were wide open, and there

were tears running from the corners. Hetried to flinch away. "Don't," he said in aweak hoarse voice, and
tried to raise his hands to protect his head. "Don't!"

She sat down on the folding-stool beside the cot, and after awhile put her hand on his. Hetried to
pull away, but lacked the strength.

A long slencefdl between them.

"Ogden," she murmured, "I'm sorry. I'm very sorry. | will you well. Let mewill you well, Osden. |
don't want to hurt you. Listen, | do see now. It was one of us. That'sright, isn't it. No, don't answer, only
tell meif I'mwrong; but I'm not ... Of course there are animals on this planet. Ten of them. | don't care
who it was. It doesn't matter, doesit. It could have been me, just now. | redlizethat | didn't understand
how it is, Osden. Y ou can't see how difficult it isfor usto understand ... But listen. If it werelove,
instead of hate and fear ... Itisnever love?'

"No."

"Why not? Why should it never be? Are human beings al so weak? That isterrible. Never mind,
never mind, don't worry. Keep gtill. At least right now it isn't hate, isit? Sympathy at least, concern,
well-wishing, you do fed that, Osden?Isit what you fed?"

"Among ... other things" he said, amost inaudibly.

"Noise from my subconscious, | suppose. And everybody eseintheroom ... Listen, when we found
you therein the forest, when | tried to turn you over, you partly wakened, and | felt ahorror of you. |
was insane with fear for aminute. Wasthat your fear of mel fet?

"No."

Her hand was till on his, and he was quite relaxed, sinking towards deep, like aman in pain who has
been given rdief from pain. "Theforest," he muttered; she could barely understand him. "Afraid.”

She pressed him no further, but kept her hand on his and watched him go to deep. She knew what
shefdt, and what therefore he must fed. She was confident of it thereis only one emation, or state of
being that can thuswhoally reverseitsdf, polarize, within one moment. In Great Hainish indeed thereis
oneword, onto, for love and for hate. She was not in love with Osden, of course, that was another kettle
of fish. What shefelt for him was onto, polarized hate. She held his hand and the current flowed between
them, the tremendous e ectricity of touch, which he had always dreaded. As he dept thering of
anatomy-chart muscles around his mouth relaxed, and Tomiko saw on hisface what none of them had
ever seen, very faint, asmile. It faded. He dept on.

He was tough; next day he was sitting up, and hungry. Harfex wished to interrogate him, but Tomiko
put him off. She hung a sheet of polythene over the cubicle door, as Osden himself had often done.
"Doesit actualy cut down your empathic reception?' she asked, and hereplied, in the dry, cautious tone
they were now using to each other, "No."

"Jugt awarning then.”
"Partly. More faith-healing. Dr. Hammergeld thought it worked ... Maybeit does, alittle.”

There had been love, once. A terrified child, suffocating in thetidal rush and battering of the
huge-emotions of adults, adrowning child, saved by one man. Taught to breethe, to live, by one man.
Given everything, dl protection and love, by one man. Father/Mother/God: no other. "Ishe ill dive?!
Tomiko asked, thinking of Osden'sincredibleloneliness, and the strange cruelty of the great doctors. She
was shocked when she heard hisforced, tinny laugh. "He died at least two and ahaf centuries ago,”
Osden said. "Do you forget where we are, Coordinator? Weve dl left our little familiesbehind ... ™



Outsde the polythene curtain the eight other human beings on World 4470 moved vaguely. Their
voices were low and strained. Eskwana dept; Poswet To wasin thergpy; Jenny Chong wastryingtorig
lightsin her cubicle so that she wouldn't cast ashadow.

"They'redl scared,” Tomiko said, scared. "They've dl got these ideas about what attacked you. A
sort of ape-potato, agiant fanged spinach, | don't know ... Even Harfex. Y ou may beright not to force
them to see. That would be worse, to lose confidence in one another. But why arewe dl so shaky,
unable to face the fact, going to pieces so easily? Areweredly al insane?!

"Well soon bemore s0."

"Thereis something." He closed his mouth, the muscles of hislips stood out rigid.
"Something sentient?*

"A sentience.”

"In the forest?" He nodded.

"What isit, then—?"

"Thefear." He began to look strained again, and moved restlesdy. "When | fell, there, you know, |
didn't lose consciousness at once. Or | kept regaining it | don't know. It was more like being parayzed.”

"You were"

"1 was on the ground. | couldn't get up. My facewasin thedirt, in that soft lesf mold. It wasin my
nostrils and eyes. | couldn't move. Couldn't see. Asif | wasin the ground. Sunk into it part of it | knew |
was between two trees even though | never saw them. | suppose | could fed theroots. Below mein the
ground, down under the ground. My hands were bloody, | could fedl that and the blood made the dirt
around my face gticky. | fdt thefear. It kept growing. Asif they'd finally known | wasthere, lying on
them there, under them, among them, the thing they feared, and yet part of their fear itsdlf. | couldn't stop
sending the fear back, and it kept growing and | couldn't move, | couldn't get away. | would pass out |
think, and then the fear would bring meto again, and | still couldn't move. Any more than they can.”

Tomiko fdt the cold stirring of her hair, the readying of the gpparatus of terror. "They: who are they,
Osden?!

"They, it—I don't know. Thefear."

"What is he talking about?' Harfex demanded when Tomiko reported this conversation. She would
not let Harfex question Osden yet, fedling that she must protect Osden from the ondaught of the
Hainishman's powerful, over-repressed emotions. Unfortunately this fueled the dow fire of paranoid
anxiety that burned in poor Harfex, and he thought she and Osden were in league, hiding somefact of
great importance or peril from the rest of the team.

"It'slike the blind man trying to describe the elephant Osden hasn't seen or heard the ... the
sentience, any more than we have."

"But hesfdt it, my dear Haito," Harfex said with just-suppressed rage. "Not empathicaly. On his
skull. 1t came and knocked him down and beat him with ablunt instrument. Did he not catch one glimpse
of it?'

"What would he have seen, Harfex?' Tomiko said, but he would not hear her meaningful tone; even

he had blocked out that comprehension. What one fearsis alien. The murderer isan outsider, aforeigner,
not one of us. Theevil isnot in me!

"Thefirg blow knocked him pretty well out,” Tomiko said alittle weerily, "he didn't see anything. But
when he cameto again, donein theforest, he felt agreat fear. Not his own fear; an empathic effect. He
iscertain of that. And certain it was nothing picked up from any of us. So that evidently the native
lifeformsarenot dl insentient”



Harfex looked at her amoment, grim. ™Y ou're trying to frighten me, Haito. | do not understand your
motives." He got up and went off to hislaboratory table, waking dowly and siffly, like aman of eighty
not of forty.

Shelooked around at the others. She felt some desperation. Her new, fragile, and profound
interdependence with Osden gave her, she waswell aware, some added strength. But if even Harfex
could not keep his head, who of the others would? Porlock and Eskwanawere shut in their cubicles, the
otherswere al working or busy with something. There was something queer about their positions. For a
while the Coordinator could not tell what it was, then she saw that they were dl Stting facing the nearby
forest. Playing chesswith Asnanifoil, Olleroo had edged her chair around until it was almost beside his.

She went to Mannon, who was dissecting atangle of spidery brown roots, and told him to look for
the pattern-puzzle. He saw it at once, and said with unusud brevity, "Keeping an eye on the enemy.”

"What enemy?What do you fed, Mannon?' She had asudden hope in him as apsychologist, on this
obscure ground of hints and empathies where biologists went asiray.

"| fed astrong anxiety with aspecific spatia orientation. But | am not an empath. Thereforethe
anxiety isexplicablein terms of the particular stress-qituation, that is, the attack on ateam member inthe
forest, and dso interms of thetotd stress-Situation, that is, my presencein atotaly alien environment for
which the archetypical connotations of the word ‘forest’ provide an inevitable metaphor.”

Hours later Tomiko woke to hear Osden screaming in nightmare; Mannon was caming him, and she
sank back into her own dark-branching pathless dreams. In the morning Eskwana did not wake. He
could not be roused with stimulant drugs. He clung to his deep, dipping farther and farther back,
mumbling softly now and then until, wholly regressed, he lay curled on hisside, thumb at hislips, gone.

"Two days, two down. Ten little Indians, ninelittle Indians ... " That was Porlock.

"And you're the next little Indian,” Jenny Chong snapped. "Go anayze your urine, Porlock!"

"Heisdriving usal insane," Porlock said, getting up and waving hisleft arm. "Can't you fed it? For
God's sake, are you al deaf and blind? Can't you fed what he's doing the emanations? It dl comesfrom
him—from hisroom there—from hismind. Heisdriving usdl insane with fear!"

"Whois?' said Asnanifail, looming precipitous and hairy over thelittle Terran.

"Do | haveto say his name? Osden, then. Osden! Osden! Why do you think | tried to kill him?1n
sdlf-defense! To saved| of usl Because you won't see what he's doing to us. He's sabotaged the mission
by making us quarrdl, and now he's going to drive us dl insane by projecting fear at us so that we can't
deep or think, like ahuge radio that doesn't make any sound, but it broadcasts al the time, and you can't
deep, and you can't think. Haito and Harfex are already under his control but the rest of you can be
saved. | had to doiit!"

"You didn't do it very well,” Osden said, standing half-naked, dl rib and bandage, a the door of his
cubicle. "I could have hit mysdf harder. Hell, it isn't methat's scaring you blind, Porlock, it's out
there—there, in the woodd!"

Porlock made an ineffectud attempt to assault Osden; Asnanifoil held him back, and continued to
hold him effortlesdy while Mannon gave him a sedative shot. He was put away shouting about giant
radios. In aminute the sedative took effect, and hejoined a peaceful slenceto Eskwanas.

"All right," said Harfex. "Now, Osden, youll tdl uswhat you know and dl you know."

Osden said, "1 don't know anything.”

He looked battered and faint. Tomiko made him sit down before he talked.

"After I'd been three daysin the forest, | thought | was occasionally receiving some kind of affect.”
"Why didn't you report it?"

"Thought | was going spla, like the rest of you."



"That, equaly, should have been reported.”

"Y ou'd have cdled me back to base. | couldn't takeit. Y ou redize that my inclusion in the mission
was a bad mistake. I'm not able to coexist with nine other neurotic persondities at close quarters. | was
wrong to volunteer for Extreme Survey, and the Authority was wrong to accept me."

No one spoke; but Tomiko saw, with certainty thistime, the flinch in Osden's shoulders and the
tightening of hisfacid muscles, asheregistered ther bitter agreement.

"Anyhow, | didn't want to come back to base because | was curious. Even going psycho, how could
| pick up empathic effects when there was no creature to emit them? They weren't bad, then. Very
vague. Queer. Like adraft in aclosed room, aflicker in the corner of your eye. Nothing redlly.”

For amoment he had been borne up on their listening: they heard, so he spoke. Hewaswholly at
their mercy. If they didiked him he had to be hateful; if they mocked him he became grotesque; if they
listened to him he was the storyteller. He was helplesdy obedient to the demands of their emotions,
reactions, moods. And there were seven of them, too many to cope with, so that he must be constantly
knocked about from one to another's whim. He could not find coherence. Even as he spoke and held
them, somebody's attention would wander. Olleroo perhaps was thinking that he wasn't unattractive,
Harfex was seeking the ulterior motive of hiswords, Asnanifoil'ss mind, which could not be long held by
the concrete, was roaming off towards the eternal peace of number, and Tomiko was distracted by pity,
by fear. Osden'svoice fatered. Helost thethread. "I ... | thought it must be thetrees," he said, and
stopped.

"It'snot thetrees" Harfex said. "They have no more nervous system than do plants of the Hainish
Descent on Earth. None."

"Y ou're not seeing the forest for the trees, asthey say on Earth,” Mannon put in, smiling efinly; Harfex
gared a him. "What about those root-nodes we've been puzzling about for twenty days—eh?

"What about them?"

"They are, indubitably, connections. Connections among the trees. Right? Now let's just suppose,
most improbably, that you knew nothing of animal brain-structure. And you were given one axon, or one
detached glid cdll, to examine. Would you be likely to discover what it was? Would you see that the cell
was capable of sentience?"

"No. Becauseitian't. A single cell is capable of mechanica response to stimulus. No more. Areyou
hypothesizing that individua arboriformesare'cdlls inakind of brain, Mannon?'

"Not exactly. I'm merely pointing out that they are al interconnected, both by the root-node linkage
and by your green epiphytesin the branches. A linkage of incredible complexity and physica extent.
Why, even the prairie grass-forms have those root-connectors, don't they? | know that sentience or
intdligenceisn't athing, you can't find it in, or analyzeit out from, the cells of abrain. It'safunction of the
connected cdlls. Itis, in asense, the connection: the connectedness. It doesn't exist. I'm not trying to say
it exigts. I'm only guessing that Osden might be ableto describeit.”

And Osden took him up, spesking asif in trance. " Sentience without senses. Blind, deaf, nerveless,
moveess. Someirritability, response to touch. Response to sun, to light, to water, and chemicasin the
earth around the roots. Nothing comprehensible to an anima mind. Presence without mind. Awareness of
being, without object or subject. Nirvana."

"Then why do you receivefear?' Tomiko asked in alow voice.

"l don't know. | can't see how awareness of objects, of others, could arise: an unperceiving
response ... But there was an uneasiness, for days. And then when | lay between the two trees and my
blood was on their roots—" Osden's face glittered with swest. "1t becamefear,” he said shrilly, "only
fear."

"If such afunction existed,” Harfex said, "it would not be capable of conceiving of a self-moving,



material entity, or responding to one. It could no more become aware of us than we can 'become aware
of Infinity."

""The slence of thoseinfinite expansesterrifies me,"™ muttered Tomiko. "Pascal was aware of Infinity.
By way of fear."

"Toaforest,” Mannon said, "we might appear asforest fires. Hurricanes. Dangers. What moves
quickly isdangerous, to aplant. Therootlesswould be dien, terrible. And if it ismind, it ssemsonly too
probable that it might become aware of Osden, whose own mind is open to connection with al others so
long as he's conscious, and who waslying in pain and afraid within it, actudly insdeit. No wonder it was
afrad—"

"Not 'it," Harfex said. "Thereisno being, no huge creature, no person! There could at most be only a
function—"

"Thereisonly afear," Osden said.
They were dl ill awhile, and heard the stilIness outside.
"Isthat what | fed dl the time coming up behind me?' Jenny Chong asked, subdued.

Osden nodded. "You dl fed it, deaf asyou are. Eskwanas the worst off, because he actualy has
some empathic capacity. He could send if helearned how, but he's too weak, never will be anything but
amedium.”

"Ligten, Osden,” Tomiko said, "you can send. Then send to it—the forest, the fear out there—tdll it
that wewon't hurt it. Since it has, or is, some sort of affect that trandates into what we fedl asemotion,
can't you trandate back? Send out a message, We are harmless, we are friendly."

"Y ou must know that nobody can emit afase empathic message, Haito. Y ou can't send something
that doesn't exis."

"But we don't intend harm, we are friendly.”
"Arewe? In the forest, when you picked me up, did you fed friendly?'
"No. Terrified. But that's—it, the foret, the plants, not my own fear, isn't it?"

"What's the difference? It'sdl you felt. Can't you see," and Osden's voice rose in exasperation, "why
| didike you and you didike me, al of you? Can't you seethat | retransmit every negative or aggressive
affect you've fet towards me since wefirst met? 1 return your hostility, with thanks. | do it in self-defense.
Like Porlock. It is sdf-defense, though; it'sthe only technique | developed to replace my origina defense
of total withdrawal from others. Unfortunately it crestes a closed circuit, salf-sustaining and
sdf-reinforcing. Your initid reaction to me was the ingtinctive antipathy to acripple; by now of courseit's
hatred. Can you fail to see my point? The forest mind out there transmits only terror, now, and the only
message | can send it isterror, because when exposed to it | can fedl nothing except terror!™

"What must we do, then?' said Tomiko, and Mannon replied promptly, "Move camp. To another
continent If there are plant-minds there, they'll be dow to notice us, as this one was, maybe they won't
noticeusat al."

"It would be aconsderablerdlief,” Osden observed siffly. The others had been watching him with a
new curiosity. He had reveded himself, they had seen him as he was, ahelpless man in atrap. Perhaps,
like Tomiko, they had seen that the trap itself, his crass and crud egotism, was their own construction,
not his. They had built the cage and locked him in it, and like a caged ape he threw filth out through the
bars. If, meeting him, they had offered trugt, if they had been strong enough to offer him love, how might
he have appeared to them?

None of them could have done so, and it was too late now. Given time, given solitude, Tomiko might
have built up with him adow resonance of feding a consonance of trust, aharmony; but therewas no
time, their job must be done. There was not room enough for the cultivation of so great athing, and they



must make do with sympeathy, with pity, the smal change of love. Even that much had given her strength,
but it was nowhere near enough for him. She could seein hisflayed face now his savage resentment of
their curiogity, even of her pity.

"Go liedown, that gash isbleeding again,” she said, and he obeyed her.

Next morning they packed up, melted down the spray-form hangar and living quarters, lifted Gum on
mechanica drive and took her halfway round World 4470, over the red and green lands, the many warm
green seas. They had picked out alikely spot on continent G: aprairie, twenty thousand square kilos of
windswept graminiformes. No forest was within ahundred kilos of the site, and there were no lone trees
or groves on the plain. The plant-forms occurred only in large species-colonies, never intermingled,
except for certain tiny ubiquitous saprophytes and spore-bearers. The team sprayed holomeld over
sructure forms, and by evening of the thirty-two-hour day were settled in to the new camp. Eskwana
was still adeep and Porlock still sedated, but everyone el'se was cheerful. Y ou can breathe herel™ they
kept saying.

Osden got on his feet and went shakily to the doorway; leaning there he looked through twilight over
the dim reaches of the swaying grass that was not grass. There was afaint, sweet odor of pollen on the
wind; no sound but the soft, vast sibilance of wind. His bandaged head cocked alittle, the empath stood
motionlessfor along time. Darkness came, and the stars, lightsin the windows of the distant house of
Man. The wind had ceased, there was no sound. He listened.

In thelong night Haito Tomiko listened. Shelay still and heard the blood in her arteries, the breathing
of deegpers, thewind blowing, the dark veins running the dreams advancing the vast Setic of stars
increasing asthe universe died dowly, the sound of death walking. She struggled out of her bed, fled the
tiny solitude of her cubicle. ESkwana aone dept. Porlock lay straitjacketed, raving softly in his obscure
native tongue. Olleroo and Jenny Chong were playing cards, grim-faced. Poswet To wasin the therapy
niche, plugged in. Asnanifoil was drawing amandaa, the Third Pettern of the Primes. Mannon and
Harfex were Stting up with Osden.

She changed the bandages on Osden's head. Hislank, reddish hair, where she had not had to shave
it, looked strange. It was salted with white, now. Her hands shook as she worked. Nobody had yet said
anything.

"How can thefear be heretoo?' she said, and her voice rang flat and false in the terrific silence.

"It'snot just the trees, thegrasses ... "

"But were twelve thousand kilos from where we were this morning we left it on the other Sde of the
planet.”

"It'sdl one" Osden said. "One big green thought. How long does it take athought to get from one
sde of your brain to the other?"

"It doesn't think. It isn't thinking," Harfex said, lifdlesdly. "It's merely anetwork of processes. The
branches, the epiphytic growths, the roots with those nodd junctures between individuas: they must all
be capable of tranamitting eectrochemica impulses. There are no individua plants, then, properly
speaking. Even the pollen is part of the linkage, no doubt, a sort of windbome sentience, connecting
overseas. But it isnot concelvable. That al the biosphere of aplanet should be one network of
communications, sengitive, irrationd, immortd, isolated ... "

"Isolated," said Osden. "That'sit! That'sthefear. It isn't that we're motile, or destructive. It'sjust that
we are. We are other. There has never been any other.”

"You'reright,” Mannon said, dmost whispering "It has no peers. No enemies. No relaionship with
anything but itself. One doneforever.”

"Then what'sthe function of itsintelligencein species-surviva?'
"None, maybe," Osden said. "Why are you getting teleological, Harfex? Aren't you a Hainishman?



Isn't the measure of complexity the measure of the eterna joy?”"
Harfex did not take the bait. He looked ill. "We should leave thisworld," he said.

"Now you know why | dways want to get out, get away from you," Osden said with akind of
morbid genidity. "It isn't pleasant, isit—the other'sfear ... ?If only it werean animd intelligence. | can
get through to animals. | get aong with cobras and tigers, superior intelligence gives one the advantage. |
should have been used in azoo, not on ahuman team ... If | could get through to the damned stupid
potato! If it wasn't so overwhelming ... | ill pick up more than the fear, you know. And before it
panicked it had a—there was a serenity. | couldn't takeit in, then, | didn't redlize how big it was. To
know the whole daylight, after al, and the whole night. All the winds and lullstogether. The winter stars
and the summer stars at the same time. To have roots, and no enemies. To be entire. Do you see? No
invason. No others. Tobewhole... "

He had never spoken before, Tomiko thought.

"You are defenseless againgt it, Osden,” she said. ™Y our persondity has changed dready. You're
vulnerabletoit. We may not al go mad, but you will, if we don't leave.”

He hesitated, then he looked up at Tomiko, the first time he had ever met her eyes, along il ook,
clear aswater.

"What's sanity ever donefor me?"' he said, mocking "But you have apoint, Haito. Y ou have
something there.”

"We should get away," Harfex muttered.
"If | gaveintoit," Osden mused, "could | communicate?

"By 'givein," Mannon said in arapid, nervousvoice, "l assume that you mean, stop sending back the
empathic information which you receive from the plant-entity: stop rejecting the fear, and absorb it. That
will either kill you at once, or drive you back into tota psychologica withdrawal, autism.”

"Why?" said Osden. "lts messageis rgjection. But my sdvation isrgection. It'snot intelligent. But |

"The scaleiswrong. What can asingle human brain achieve againgt something so vast?'

"A sngle human brain can perceive pattern on the scale of starsand galaxies,” Tomiko said, "and
interpret it asLove."

Mannon looked from one to the other of them; Harfex was slent.

"It'd be easier intheforest,” Osden said. "Which of you will fly me over?"
"When?'

"Now. Beforeyou dl crack up or go violent.”

"l will," Tomiko sad.

"Noneof uswill," Harfex said.

"l can't,” Mannon said. "l ... | amtoo frightened. I'd crash the jet.”
"Bring Eskwanadong. If | can pull this off, he might serve asamedium.”
"Areyou accepting the Sensor's plan, Coordinator?' Harfex asked formally.
v

"1 disgpprove. | will comewith you, however."

"| think we're compelled, Harfex," Tomiko said, looking at Osden's face, the ugly white mask
transfigured, eager asalover'sface.

Olleroo and Jenny Chong playing cardsto keep their thoughts from their haunted beds, their mounting



dread, chattered like scared children. "Thisthing it'sin thefores, it'll get you—"
"Scared of the dark?" Osden jeered.
"But look at Eskwana, and Porlock, and even Asnanifoil—"

"It can't hurt you. It's an impul se passing through synapses, awind passing through branches. It isonly
anightmare.”

They took off in ahelijet, Eskwana curled up still sound adeep in the rear compartment, Tomiko
piloting Harfex and Osden silent, watching ahead for the dark line of the forest across the vague grey
miles of starlit plain. They neared the black line, crossed it; now under them was darkness.

She sought alanding place, flying low, though she had to fight her frantic wish to fly high, to get out,
get away. The huge vitality of the plant-world wasfar stronger herein the forest and its panic beset in
immense dark waves. There was a pale patch ahead, abare knoll-top alittle higher than the tallest of the
black shapes around it; the not-trees; the rooted; the parts of the whole. She set the helijet down in the
glade, abad landing. Her hands on the stick were dippery, asif she had rubbed them with cold soap.

About them now stood the forest, black in darkness.

Tomiko cowered and shut her eyes. ESkwana moaned in his deep. Harfex's breath came short and
loud, and he sat rigid, even when Osden reached across him and did the door open.

Osden stood up; his back and bandaged head were just visiblein the dim glow of the control pand as
he paused stooping in the doorway.

Tomiko was shaking. She could not raise her head. "No, no, no, no, no, no, no," shesaidina
whisper. "No. No. No."

Osden moved suddenly and quietly, swinging out of the doorway, down into the dark. He was gone.
| am coming! said agreat voice that made no sound.
Tomiko screamed. Harfex coughed; he seemed to be trying to stand up, but did not do so.

Tomiko drew in upon hersdlf, dl centered in the blind eyein her bdly, in the center of her being; and
outside that there was nothing but the fear.

It ceased.

She raised her head; dowly unclenched her hands. She sat up straight The night was dark, and stars
shone over the forest There was nothing €l se.

"Osden,” she said, but her voice would not come. She spoke again, louder, alone bullfrog croak.
Therewasno reply.

She began to redize that something had gone wrong with Harfex. Shewastrying to find hishead in
the darkness, for he had dipped down from the seat, when al at once, in the dead quiet, in the dark rear
compartment of the craft, avoice spoke. "Good," it said. It was Eskwana's voice. She snapped on the
interior lights and saw the engineer lying curled up adeep, hishand haf over hismouth.

The mouth opened and spoke. "All well," it said.
"All well," said the voice from Eskwanas mouth.
"Whereareyou?'

Slence

"Comeback.”

A windwasrigng. "I'll say here" the soft voice said.
"Y ou can't tay—"



Slence

"Y ou'd be done, Osden!”

"Ligen." Thevoicewasfainter, durred, asif lost in the sound of wind. "Ligten. | will you well."
She cdled his name after that, but there was no answer. Eskwanalay till. Harfex lay diller.

"Osden!" she cried, leaning out the doorway into the dark, wind-shaken silence of the forest of being.
"I will come back. | must get Harfex to the base. | will come back, Osden!”

Silenceand wind in leaves.

They finished the prescribed survey of World 4470, the eight of them; it took them forty-one days
more. Asnanifoil and one or another of the women went into the forest daily at first, searching for Osden
in the region around the bare knoll, though Tomiko was not in her heart sure which bare knall they had
landed on that night in the very heart and vortex of terror. They left piles of suppliesfor Osden, food
enough for fifty years, clothing tents, tools. They did not go on searching there was no way to find aman
aone, hiding if he wanted to hide, in those unending labyrinths and dim corridors vine-entangled,
root-floored. They might have passed within arm's reach of him and never seen him.

But he wasthere; for there was no fear any more. Rationa, and valuing reason more highly after an
intolerable experience of theimmortal mindless, Tomiko tried to understand rational ly what Osden had
done. But the words escaped her control. He had taken the fear into himsalf, and, accepting had
transcended it He had given up his sdif to the dien, an unreserved surrender, that left no place for evil. He
had learned the love of the Other, and thereby had been given hiswhole self —But thisis not the
vocabulary of reason.

The people of the Survey team walked under the trees, through the vast colonies of life, surrounded
by adreaming silence, abrooding calm that was haf aware of them and wholly indifferent to them. There
were no hours. Distance was no matter. Had we but world enough and time ... The planet turned
between the sunlight and the great dark; winds of winter and summer blew fine, pale pollen acrossthe
quiet sess.

Gum returned after many surveys, years, and lightyears, to what had several centuries ago been
Smeming Port. There were till men there, to receive (increduloudly) the team's reports, and to record its
losses: Biologist Harfex, dead of fear, and Sensor Osden, |eft asa colonist.
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