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              I SHOULD HAVE REPORTED the Spill the second I found it. I felt a cold clutch of terror when I saw it—back in a corner of Section LL, halfway up YDN, about where the wall changes color. A Spill meant a Breach—an incursion of Out! In all my dreams I had never really believed that this could ever happen—and certainly not to me—to actually find a Breach—though this was exactly what all my training as a Greenclad was supposed to prepare me for. My hand should have flown automatically to my belt alarm. By now Repair should be swarming—
 
              So why didn't I report it? Maybe because it was so small? Only about two handfuls of brown granular substance—if I had dared gather it up to measure it. But some disastrous Spills have started pinpoint. Maybe because it was so quiet?
 
              So was the Spill that killed every breathing thing in Section YL, a hundred years or so ago. No, after searching myself for a long time, I've finally decided. I didn't report it because it was Mine.
 
              It's only been in the last few months that I have begun to realize that everything is Town. Nothing is Mine—nothing of my own. Of course I've known this all my life. Of course no individual owns anything. We possess when we need. Even though we say my quarters, my bed, my coat, we know it's really Ours. And if we have a need, we fill it wherever we find the item available, being sure, of course, that we do not deprive another capriciously. But for it always to have been so and to come as a sudden realization, are two different things.
 
              So, as I crouched there, staring at the Spill, I vividly realized—of all Town, no one—no one else knew! No one else had seen! No one else at all, at all! This was Mine! And if Mine, then I must touch to possess. Quickly, before I could reason, I put my hand out and flatly pressed the Spill. My hand snatched away and, for a breath-span, I saw the shadowy print of my fingers and my palm. Then there was a shift, a movement. I winced back. My hand print was gone. And now, surely, there were three handfuls of the brown granules instead of two, and the new in-move had brought a finer greyish, substance with it.
 
              I waited, unbreathing, for the whole of Section LL to crack, to give way and irretrievably breach Town. I stared, half hypnotized, until I thought I could actually distinguish the irregular outlines of the small breach in the wall, behind the granules—a breach perhaps no larger than my thumb. The powdery granules settled again, and a sudden thrust of light from the hole made every granule cast long, ominous shadows. Panic-stricken, I pushed my hand towards the Spill and the light. Fleetingly I saw the pink flesh of my fingers filtering the light. Then my hand was dark. There were no shadows, no light—only the greyish brown Spill.
 
              Perhaps I had stared too long. Perhaps my eyes had made illusive light of their own. Because how could light come from Out and not damage?
 
              I swallowed and stood up stiffly. I glanced at my watch—my work watch, marked with no frivolous hours, but only Duty, Change and Release. It was in the orange Shift Change sector. With a sinking feeling I realized. Shift change. Someone else would come—Well, the Spill had been Mine. For a little while. Now the next Green along the catwalk would see the Spill and report it with much noise and excitement. I clutched the railing and looked down, down into the shadowy depths below me. I couldn't see the bottom. I could see the curvature far to my left but not to my right. I couldn't see the curve above. Rebelliously I thought—in all this creation, all this Town, why couldn't I conceal this one tiny place? This hand-span of Mine.
 
              Then I remembered. This was my first shift this year in this sector. I had found a heap of anonymous clutter pushed across the catwalk, cutting off this section. I had had to clear the walk, then round the structural element before finding the Spill. Whoever had been duty in the period before Transfer had been slouching the job, not scanning the Wall inch by inch as required. Well, then—I pushed the clutter back across the catwalk. With a sense of betraying, I saw how easy it was to go on by and not bother with this short jog of the walk. I was uneasy because I had so nearly passed it myself without noticing it.
 
              I had no time to brood over it. The flick of the section lights indicated the shift change was on his way. I rubbed my guilty hand down the side of my uniform, fished the symbolic key out of its holster and had it ready to pass along to my relief. I tightened my jaws against the inevitable. According to the Roster, Gillyun was my relief. And knowing Gillyun—
 
              I saluted and, extending the key, said, "Secure." Gillyun sketched an excuse for a salute and took the key carelessly. "Vigilance," he said, his eyes mocking me. "Come, come, Corolla, lovely child! Blush for me!"
 
              His laughter followed me as, blushing furiously, and deliberately slowing my steps to conceal any suggestion of flight, I turned my back and left. I disliked Gillyun's eyes and voice almost as much as I did the impudent curl of his beginning whiskers! He's one of those odious creatures who start belaboring sex differences as soon as he finds out there are any! Well, at least I wouldn't have to worry about his finding my Spill. In all probability he had put the clutter there himself to cut his patrol distance. And whoever followed him was just as bad. Gillyun is a slack, slouchy worker, a disgrace to the Order of Greenclads. I wished his transfer schedule had coincided with mine—then he wouldn't still be around.
 
              That evening, Sepal, my best friend, and I went down to the Recreation Square. The Experimentalists were there from Music Division—which is a Secondary, of course. They are trying out different instruments that they have built from Archive pictures—hand instruments—for making music—I mean raw, not even programmed. And some of the weird effects they get from even weirder looking instruments is droll! How they labor, bending so intent and sober over those collections of wires and wood and twisted metal—and the squeaking, squacking, blaring results—well, it's really more-so!
 
              Sepal was fascinated by one instrument that consisted of wires stretched over a roundish, flatish box of wood, and she lingered after the concert to get a closer look at it—or the ginger-whiskered fellow who played it. I wandered off through the crowd to my favorite seat near the Memory Arch. I kicked off my sandals and flexed my toes. They didn't like the thongs that circled each of them, then joined over my insteps. The turf was pleasantly warm underfoot, and the cool air moved pleasantly over my face. I like the Memory Arch. If you can remember your history, you can pick out the life of Town on that arch, right up to where the present blankness begins. And what person in Town has never dreamed of having the next spot on that bright curve? But that night the thought was less than warm to me. My eyes sought out the place, too far above for me actually to see, where one of our family had been so honored.
 
              We are a long, proud line, we Greenclads—my father and his father and his father before him—stretching back, so they say, to that dim long ago when the order of Greenclads was first commissioned. We have always been proud of the responsibility that took them—and now us—daily so close to death and disaster to protect Town from death and disaster. In the past, many Greens have given their lives in the line of duty. We have stories, not only of our own family, of the heroism and unselfishness of those who died. Our family has small plaque, a tiny copy of the figure on the Memory Arch. It shows our man, his face twisted away from the hissing, roaring Spill that was blinding him as he pressed his body into the breach long enough for Repair to arrive. And not all Spills have been noted in history. Not all heroes are known—the many unsung who have done their duty so faithfully. So why hadn't I reported the Spill?
 
              I stubbornly twisted away from the discomfort of the thought and went back to look for Sepal. She was leaning on the edge of the platform, looking adoringly up at the musician who was sitting on the edge of the platform, looking adoringly down at her as they both ignored the instrument on the floor beside him.
 
              I sighed patiently. Some day! Some day Sepal would prove immune to any likely male—then—well, I guess then I would worry!
 
              I picked up the instrument and held it across me. I flipped my fingers across the strings. He had plucked them gingerly between thumb and forefinger. I liked my thrum better than the plok-plok he had produced. I shifted my fingers at the narrow end of the box and strummed again. The tone had changed. The musician's head jerked up and his eyes left Sepal's.
 
              "What did you do?" he demanded.
 
              I almost dropped the instrument in my astonishment. "I didn't hurt it," I said defensively. "I only—"
 
              "Show me! Show me!" the fellow demanded. "Do it again!"
 
              So I strummed. And shifted my fingers. And strummed again. And had the instrument snatched from me. The fellow bent, engrossed, over the thing, strumming and shifting—Sepal drew a long, exasperated breath, her lips tightening as she glared at me. She released the breath explosively through her nose and stalked away. I followed her, my eyes rolled up patiently. Now she'd pout for an hour or so. Well, could I help it if I had short-circuited a likely setup for her again? She's another who's fascinated by sex differences. Oh, yawn! And she and Gillyun can't stand each other!
 
              The Spill was still there. It could have been discovered and reported. It could have been a hallucination in the first place. But it was neither. It was there—and it was larger! I knelt beside it. It was a dark, wet-looking brown now, though, and as I watched, a brown wetness slid thinly across its surface and crawled toward me. I jerked back, startled, but the curl wound itself into a little puddle. The reflection of the overhead lights scribbled across it before it stopped completely. I smiled at myself. "It's only water," I told myself comfortingly. "Only water colored by the Spill!" I reached out my hand with the compulsion to sign it again with my touch. I hesitated. A Spill. It might not be water. It might be a substance that would eat my hand to the bone. It might be a contagion that would decimate Town—after I was dead. My hand hovered—hesitated—and then I touched the Spill firmly. There. Mine. Signed Mine with my hand print. And my hand was signed by the Spill—with the semiliquid brownness that emphasized every line in my hand. Then light came through the breach—not a thin pencil of light as before, but a blare of it, bluish-white and intense like a sudden full note from one of those archival instruments. But this light didn't squawk off into noise as the instruments usually did. The noise! Here it followed the quick light, overlapping it, even, a deep vibrating noise that—again my only analogy was that concert—the huge, cylindrical section that had only one note, a deep throb that could trick you into thinking you had another heart beating up against you instead of inside you. I had another heart right then, too, throbbing madly in my throat as I scrambled back away from the Spill and hastily jumbled the junk back across the walk.
 
              By shift change, my hand had dried and I could brush the brown off.
 
              Gillyun arrived. We saluted. "Secure," I reported, extending the key. He took it. "Vigilance," he yawned. "Well, Corolla, my little flower face," he grinned. "You must have fascinations of which I know nothing!"
 
              "Oh?" I moved to slip past him.
 
              "Not so fast, my pretty," he said, his hand on my arm detaining me. "You quite caught the fancy of one of the Experimentalists at last night's concert. We dorm together. Well, same dorm block, anyway. He's in the Math wing. Music's his Secondary. He drove us mad last night, alternately scratching at that thing he tries to make music from, and singing your praises. Neither performance could be called musical. He asked me to tell you he'd be by Memory Arch this evening if you'd like to hear what he's done with your idea."
 
              "Thank you for the message," I said neutrally.
 
              He sighed and shook my arm a little before he released me. "Such an outrush of emotion," he mocked. "Now if it were that Sepal—"
 
              "Vigilance," I said, and slipped past him. He followed closely behind me along the walk; though his sector was the other way.
 
              "Such unsuspected talents," he said, breathily, against the back of my neck. "Though I suppose you former Logikids are full of unplumbed depths." I flicked my feet just enough to interrupt the walking rhythm, and he stumbled a step or so on the backs of my heels. He grabbed my shoulder, halting me to steady himself. "Nevertheless, who would have suspected musical talent in a Green?"
 
              I looked back at him and something in my look turned him off. He flushed slightly above his cheek whiskers and let go of me. His eyes fell. "Such a grubby-handed Green, too!" His grin was full grown again. "Vigilance," he said and turned back to his sector. I scrubbed my hand down my side again. It was grubby. But I had turned him off!
 
              The Experimentalist was there by Memory Arch when Sepal and I arrived that evening. Sepal's welcome expanded as it always does in a male presence, and quite overshadowed me. But this time the male only flicked his teeth at her and turned to me. Sepal's astonishment amused me, and I was smiling as she turned away with a swish of ruffles. I cleared my face when I realized that the fellow was looking at me.
 
              "Look!" he said hastily, taking my elbow and steering me to a narrow path leading back to Archives. His other hand clutched the instrument that had to trail behind him because of the narrowness. "Look!" He pushed me down to sit on the curve of a concrete sculpture. "I've been working unsanely, unsanely. I think I'm getting it—only—well, look!" And he cradled the instrument across himself and began to strum and to hum along with it. He deepened the pulse of the rhythm, and I found myself flicking my toe to its insistence.
 
              "Look!" he said, "My fingertips are gone and I can't get a melody, but look—"
 
              Very softly he sang and the strums changed to cradle the melody and surround the words and underline the rhythm. It made a Thing out of that worn-out old song everyone sings at Sings—I am my love's and she is mine, She causes all my life to shine. She has my heart—we'll never part, For she is mine—is mine—is mine—
 
              "It goes," I admitted to him.
 
              "It goes." A breathy gust of laughter flicked. "Yes, it goes, but look! My fingertips are bleeding and I can't get a melody."
 
              "Can't you use something to strum with until your fingers get well?" I asked. "And do you need a melody? Singers carry a melody. The tapes carry melodies. Why can't you go on and just—strum around the melody?"
 
              "Just strum." Again the breathy, brief laugh. "With something else—"
 
              "Yes," I said. I flicked mentally over myself, then I flexed the metal clip on one of my shoes and took it off. "Here, use this."
 
              He did and it sounded the same to me, but he choked over "resonance" and "vibrancy"? and looked at me as though I were programmed for miracles.
 
              "Might as well take the other, too." I bent to shut out the sight of his slightly lack-minded, open-mouthed wonderment. I took off the other clip, and he took it so eagerly that he pinched my finger against it.
 
              "Look!" he said, licking his lips. Then he firmed his mouth and straightened himself. "Really," he grinned, "I'm not usually so besotted, but you keep answering questions that have no answers. Bet you were a Logikid."
 
              "Still am," I grinned back at him. "You don't get cured of it and I guess you automatically use the skills—"
 
              "But a Logikid and—and a Green!" he wondered.
 
              "It's my family," I said, flushing, and hating myself for flushing. "It was only natural—" Then suddenly I was very much in earnest. "Do you know of anything else that would be more-so?" I asked him. "Something really and truly more-so?" "Well, we—" his eyes wavered away from mine. "More-so is what you hardly can find any more of any more. Well, anyway sometimes I think we Experimentalists are an unsane bunch trying to make music when all we have to do to get music is to flick a tape. But tapes are all the same! All the same! All so predictable that no matter which you play, you can predict it down to the last worn-out ending. We had a game. Given the first three notes, write the whole—and we could. So we thought maybe if we could go back to instruments. If we could make unprogrammed music. One time they must have. Someone must have programmed all our music once—anew. So I took this from a picture—an instrument on one of the tapes that are destructing now of age and disuse. And I made this—this replica. Only how can you tell? Look. It has these things sticking out at the end. Do they have a function or are they just ornamental? And look. There's a hole into the box under the strings—well, wires, but they're called strings.
 
              Or should they be string? What kind? Of what? But the hole. Does it have to be? Does the shape of it have anything to do?—look, this design around the edge. Does it function? Or is it decoration? It's unsane. It really is." He slumped on his segment of the sculpture.
 
              "But more-so?" I asked.
 
              "But, more-so?" His laughed jerked. "Absorbing. Absorbing."
 
              "Did the picture show the wires going to the knobs?" I asked. "There are as many knobs as wires."
 
              "Strings," he said. "It wasn't very plain." He frowned at the instrument.
 
              "What do you call it?" I asked. "And yourself."
 
              "Oh. Oh, well. I'm Stem, of Music," he said. "And you?"
 
              "Corolla," I said, "of the Greens."
 
              His instinct was a little too fast for his manners, this time. Now it was that he ritually shrank back, his palm flat to me for a moment—all a harkback to when Greenclads used to be almost outcasts because their nearness to a Breach or a Spill might pass contamination on to anyone they touched. Town people used to look at Greens half in admiration, half in terror. To work so close to destruction! It brought the thought of death too close! Perhaps only a breath, a touch away! The ritual is dying out, exhausted by time and absence of emergency; but, as now, it crops out in unexpected places. My chest suddenly clenched again, remembering the unreported Breach—the Breach, not only of Town, but of the sacred trust of the Greens.
 
              "I blew up a copy of the picture," said Stem. "If you'd care to come to Archives." He was hurrying me along the narrow pathway.
 
              "But—" I protested, then shrugged and went along.
 
              Archives was shadowy and a little frightening after hours. Stem lead me expertly among display cases and up stairs and around and around, up and down spirals of clanging steps, before we finally emerged into a cluttered room—whether upstairs or down, I couldn't tell. We bent together over the grainy, grey enlargement.
 
              "They connect," I said. "Here, hold the print up. Now look at it quickly. Just a fast glance. See? Each line terminates at a knob. And the knob is flat as though to fit—to fit a finger and thumb. Turn to loosen or turn to tighten. Stem, when you change your left hand on the strings, the sound changes."
 
              "There's a correlation between string length and the rate of vibration, so the tone—mathematically—'that's why this—"
 
              "Then those knobs could change the length or the correlation much more than just a touch. To make them all match. I mean make regular intervals up and down—for music—"
 
              His mouth was slightly open again as he drank in my words, his face bemused. I flushed and moved uneasily. "What do you call it?" I looked down and flicked my finger across the strings. The thrum aroused him.
 
              "Call it. Oh—oh, call it." He blinked and grinned. "I haven't called it yet, but I'll think of thrumthing!" We winced together and laughed together—not knowing we had just added a new word to the language!
 
              Then he was hovering back over his papers. "Look, where shall I start? Let's see. Mathematically this first string—"
 
              I was gone, as far as he was concerned. I waited impatiently for a few minutes with no sound in all of Archives except the scurry of his pencil and an irregular mumble from him. Finally I said, "I think I'll go back to Memory Arch." No reply. "I'm going back," I said loudly.
 
              "Back?" He didn't even look up. "Sure. Go back." 
 
              Well! I caught myself flouncing out as Sepal might have, but unflounced in a hurry in the eeriness of the shadowy halls of Archives. I scurried up and down and dizzily around and around until I had passed the same bent stair-support three times, twice going up and once going down. I huddled down on a step and considered. I knew I couldn't find Stem again. I had two choices. Keep on looking for the exit or just sit and wait to. be found. In the morning. Late for Duty. Hungry, tired, and, most annoying, in growing need of a Services room.
 
              That was the deciding factor. I got up and clattered down to the landing. No more stairs and halls for me. Doors, after this.
 
              Some doors opened reluctantly. Twice ghostly things wound around my face as I went through creaky doors. Then doors began to open more readily and, oh, joy! finally a green-rimmed Services Room door!
 
              When I came out, I looked around me with a much more relaxed feeling. Now, where in Archives was I? I hadn't been in the building very often since Customs and Traditions classes in Early School. This room was tapes. I peered at a shelf sign. "Steel—Internal Stresses—"
 
              The next room was a viewing room, dust deep on the adult-sized seats and on the floor. The next, an exhibition hall, the exhibits wall lined with small models to be projected. I picked up one—a tiny globe with details too small for me to discern. I balanced it thoughtfully in my hand. Why not? It was after hours, but who'd care? Who came to Archives after hours except unsanities like Stem and Me? It would be Different to do and Differents are as hard to come by as more-so's.
 
              I went back to the projection room and, blowing the dust off the projector, I inserted the exhibit and flipped the switch I heard a whirr and click and a disgruntled clank or two from the projector while I dusted a chair and sat down. Light lanced through the darkness.
 
              And God said—the voice filled the room—Let the earth bring
              forth grass, the herb yielding seed, and the fruit tree yielding
              fruit after his kind, whose seed is in itself, upon the earth
              and it was so.
 
              The screen was alive with—things. They were illustrating the words—grass, herbs, seeds, tree's—all those unsense words—but beautiful! beautiful!
 
              And the earth brought forth grass and herb yielding seed after
              his kind and the tree yielding fruit whose seed was in itself,
              after his kind: and God saw that it was good.
 
              And again the screen filled with blueness all above and greenness—all below—and brilliant colors—scattered among—fastened to green—or fluttering slowly or darting swiftly in the blueness. What was it? Where was it? When was it? The voice again—
 
              And God said. Behold, I have given you every herb bearing seed
              which is upon the face of all the earth and every tree in the which
              is the fruit of a tree yielding seed: to you it shall be for meat.
 
              Again the pictures, this time with animals moving among the green—and with blue flowing across the screen between brown—I scrambled to the projector. I fumbled the reverse switch, ignoring the mute. The projector squawked backwards to—be for meat—then I slowed it, stepping it down far past normal. The projection crept and crept until the blue flowed between brown. I flicked the stop button. There was a curl of blue, wrapped around a mound of brown. If you saw the blue as brown, too, and reduced the size of the mound, there it was! My Breach—my Spill! Then all that blue flowing was water—all the brown was—was—I groped for an applicable word from the voice, earth. That's what the voice had said. Upon the Earth. The brown of my Spill was earth, but my water was different. It was brown. And all those up-springing green things were anchored in earth, growing up towards the blue that couldn't be water because it was so up. All those grass and herbs and trees!
 
              Where was this? When was it? I scrambled back to the exhibits room. With difficulty I deciphered the ornate script above the exhibits shelves. PREHISTORY I—IN THE BEGINNING—GOD.
 
              Oh. I felt something upspringing and bright drain out of an essential part of me. I remembered. From Early School. Nothing more-so at all. They don't bring the classes to Archives any more. No one seems to care how things started. Things are. Things have been Things will be. Always no change. A shudder shook me. Forever and ever the same?
 
              The other theories. The Big Bang—the—but wait. This Beginning couldn't be for Town. Where was the earth from which things sprang? The uniform turf that is everywhere underfoot outside the buildings isn't brown. Colors change according to some time schedule programmed with Town. And, reaching back to Early School, those up-reaching green things grew. They changed and yielded seed and fruit and—where did they go? Nothing grows in our turf.
 
              I started slowly back to Dorm. Early School was so long ago, especially with all the repetition of the days between, the days between, the days—My steps quickened with the words until I was running down the grey corridors, hearing my feet repeat and repeat and repeat—the days between, the days between, past the grey blur of closed doors and the grey blur of past days.
 
              I slid out of the side door and heard it sigh shut behind me. I looked up at the arching glow overhead. At least I've been told it arches—on duty I've seen—
 
              Suddenly such a pang struck me that I thought I had actually been wounded! What was Out? Why was In?
 
              My mind was dissolving against the idea of anything being Out. How could there not be encircling walls? What could possibly be where nothing was? Never in my life had I felt so near to becoming unsane. And then my staggering mind caught on the Spill. And the wet curl. And I relaxed down to my toenails. Of course. There was something Out. And I rested myself against the memory of my hand print in the Spill—in the Earth.
 
              As shift followed shift, I kept my secret of the Spill. Each duty period I knelt at least once before the Earth as before an altar—and it was as huge and mysterious and satisfyingly unsatisfying to me as the altar in the Assembly in the center of Town where people used to crowd on their traditional worship days and observe their various rituals. We used to—our family—on a Twenty-fourth. I only remember a Twenty-fourth and A Child Is Born and—why, yes! On Earth as it is—on Earth! Isn't that an odd worship?
 
              Sometimes the Spill was flooded with light. Sometimes the water ran. And sometimes it was just a brown Spill under the lights.
 
              Stem had redesigned the Strumthing—such a silly name I told him and told him—so the knobs controlled the tension of the strings and, with the resultant orderly progression of the tones, he had learned to play it most amazingly well, so much so that Production called him in and began to issue reproductions. The new More-so for the moment was Strumthings and trying to write words to go with the awkward, unprogrammed tunes, or rather, collections of notes everyone was becoming passionate about.
 
              Stem even had one he called Out, though no one liked it because it sounded so weird and no one likes to think of Out. He blamed me. He wrote the thing after I told him about the projection. He had learned to play odd half-steps with the notes, and they made this tune unresolved and as though it ended with a question mark, and somehow it fitted the Out feeling.
 
              He remembered the projection. "All that blue and green and earth is Out," he said. "We had that in Middle School. I guess they dropped it just before your age group got to that level—or were you in Logikid classes by then?"
 
              "Out?" My stomach curled with the thought. "But Spills are when Out comes in. How can blue and green and growing be where such disastrous Spills come from?"
 
              "Don't ask me," said Stem. "It must have changed. God saw it was good. Once, anyway."
 
              "God?" I asked.
 
              "The Beginning," he said. "They said God meant the Beginning in this theory."
 
              "But if God saw and talked—" I started. "Maybe God was before the Beginning. A separate—"
 
              "You Logikids never can simply accept," said Stem, flicking his fingers over the strings.
 
              "If Out was good once, something happened to it. It stopped being good. That's why there's Town and Out. I don't think they ever told us why."
 
              He made the weird sorrowing sounds on the strings and half sang, half said,
 
-
Where is the blue? 
Where is the green? 
Where is the growing?
Out.
 
Out in the bad, 
Out in the death, 
Out in the poison—
Out.
-
 
              "But," I protested. "It's not all—" I caught my lower lip between my teeth.
 
              "All what?" Stem's eyes were sharp.
 
              "All the same length lines," I said casually. "Only one word in a line? Awkward programming."
 
              He didn't quite accept my glib explanation, but he was willing to be drawn into a safe argument. "That's the whole idea. Anything except what sounds programmed—"
 
              Next duty period, as I knelt by the Spill, I suddenly leaned forward and pushed my hand into the featureless heap. And pushed. And pushed, balancing myself with my other hand as I watched my knuckles, then my wrist, then my forearm disappear into the earth. Then my out-of-sight fingers moved in nothing. The nothing of Out. I held my breath. I felt something brush across my palm. I clenched my fist and yanked it back through the earth, feeling something ripping away as I pulled, and something staying. I opened my fingers slowly. My palm was speckled with black. What was this I had brought into Town from Out? I turned my hand and pressed it to the earth firmly. Then my palm was cleansed of the black speckles. I smoothed the Spill so the speckles were out of sight and signed it again with my palm.
 
              Next day I couldn't reach my palm print. The Spill had enlarged so much I couldn't reach across it, though I could still see the mark of my hand. The increase had nudged in under it. And the Spill was wet again, so much so that the water was reaching the edge of the catwalk and dripping down into the shadowy endlessness beneath me! I looked at it with a slump of despair. How could I possibly conceal it any longer? I glanced at my duty watch. Oh, no! Frantically I shuffled past the concealing clutter and, running as fast and as soundlessly as I could, arrived at the change point barely before Gillyun. My still-panting breath jerked the word as I said, "Secure."
 
              "Vigilance," he replied. "Say, you've been running! Or is it your ungovernable passion for me—"
 
              "I was delayed," I said neutrally. "I had to hurry."
 
              "Delayed?" He looked at me in amazement, then grinned incredulously. "You mean you actually patrol? You walk the course? You actually cover the area?"
 
              It was my turn for astonishment. "Of course! It's our duty!"
 
              "Duty!" He pouted it disgustedly off his mouth. "Foul footsteps! Anyone who has any know at all—well, my roost isn't ten yards from here. My tapes, my nibbles, my sleeping place—more-so! But more-so! And, I might add, my brainless Logikid—not always lonely is my roost. If you would deal a different hand, maybe even you—"
 
              "Dereliction of duty!" I gulped, my face stiff with the shock. "You—"
 
              "Me? Listen, chucklehead, you're the one out of step. Go on! Try to find the duty officer to report me. Nothing's ever happened and nothing ever will. Just try to find the guy! And if he's slightly missing, you might try asking Sepal. I hear that they—"
 
              I turned on my heel and left, not quite sure my knees would bend the right direction. I couldn't grasp what I'd heard. How could it be that Greens could be so lax—and if it weren't true? It couldn't be true. How could Gillyun joke about such a subject? How could he so dishonor—? Of course it wasn't true. But Sepal? She wasn't a Green. How could she possibly come into the area? Duty officer? No one watching? No one but me? What if there was a Breach—a Spill—and it went unreported? Oh, but—!
 
              I held my face stiffly in front of the seething upset inside me until I was almost back to Dorm. Then a sharp, silver glimpse of Memory Arch across the square broke me. I turned blindly into the first door that would receive me and, folding up on the dim stairs, I wept into my lap until I felt tears warmly wet on my knees clear through my clothes.
 
              Finally outside sounds reached me again, and my tears stopped. I drew my breath raggedly. Someone was coming down the steps to the door beyond me. I pressed myself against the wall, my face turned away.
 
              "Corolla?" I didn't want to recognize the voice. "Corolla!" Stem folded up on the step beside me. "Corolla?" I felt his hand hesitate on my shoulder.
 
              Well, my tears hadn't all been spent, because they flowed copiously as I practically threw myself upon Stem. One of my hands banged against the Strumthing he had slung across his back by some strap arrangement.
 
              Finally I got vocal and poured out the incredible story of Gillyun while Stem and I shredded a number of tissues trying to keep my face dry. Then we sat silently for a moment on the steps.
 
              "It could be true," said Stem. "Things—things in general seem to be wobbling as if they were thinking of stopping. Something is running down. Sometimes I truly believe that we could all just sit for a week, not taking any duty at all, and it wouldn't matter a whit to Town. That's why—" He moved restlessly, shifting his Thrum-thing. I heard its soft thrum in the shadowy stillness.
 
              "But, on the other hand—" he stood up briskly and helped me to my feet. "That Gillyun's a thoroughgoing bad piece of news. Maybe only he and a couple of others like him are taxing. As long as Town has Greens like you, no Breach or Spill can sneak up on us unheralded!"
 
              I wailed and fled, my tears gushing again, leaving behind me Stem and his astonishment.
 
              For a long time I didn't go near my Spill. I took my duty, performed it, turned over the key correctly and didn't allow my thoughts to deviate, even off duty. I spent much of my off-duty with Stem and the other Experimentalists, listening to all the odd sounds they were bringing forth in the name of music. And some of it was surprisingly good, especially if you could hear willingly the far side of the programmed.
 
              But one evening in the tiny room they fancied for its acoustics, Stem, in the unpatterned mélange of sounds and rhythms, began softly on his Strumthing.
 
-
Where is the blue? 
Where is the green? 
Where is the growing?
Out!
-
 
              And, quite suddenly, I couldn't bear it. I left the tight cacophony of the little room in Archives and started aimlessly back to Dorm. I went under Memory Arch—quickly, eyes averted—then slowed down and stopped at the door of the Assembly. I slipped in impulsively. The low murmur of voices slowed my steps. One of the chapels—no, several—were in use. Voices, alone or in concert, crossed each other, as the sounds of the musical instruments had in Archives. Why! I thought. People still come to Assembly! The same as when I was a child!
 
              I moved soundlessly toward candle flames, my feet changing directions twice before I reached the right place and sat down softly in the same seat I used to sit in so long ago. When I was Home. When Dorm was a life too far ahead for anything but dreaming. When A Child Is Born. When Mother—I clenched my memory tightly around Mother. Only by never looking had I been able to keep her unchanged. I held closely the memory of her going to Clinic, smiling her wasted smile, waving her ghostly hand, promising to be back. But she never came. And when the official notice came, I tore it into as many tiny pieces as possible. "Name removed from population rolls. Reason: Death." Bitterly I knew I'd never really know. Whether she had died, or had been "removed." Stories go around about Clinic—and population rolls. Father had gone long before I knew questions could be asked—that were never answered. I hadn't asked about Mother. She was gone.
 
              But now I could remember all of the "on earth" because the tiny group of people between me and the candles were chanting it softly. I slid to my knees and let memory clasp my hands and bow my head, but I had no voice for the words until Amen.
 
              Next duty period, I made my first round as I always had. When time came for the second one, I wiggled and squirmed around and among the clutter hiding my Spill. I caught my breath in a half scream. What was wrong with my Spill? It was big! It had spread and spread! But that wasn't the terror of it! A part of the wall had broken off and lay across an opening as wide as the length of my arm. An opening half filled with earth, and through which light flooded strong and bright—casting shadows of the hand-high green that dotted the brown Spill. Green reaching up—reaching up—growing? the—the green—my hand dotted with black specks from my clutching Out. Seed of its kind—I slid to my knees and, creeping gently forward, softly touched the green. And it was good!
 
              I thought my heart would burst with wonder. What could I do? How could I stand it, alone? But—what if it was death growing hand-high and green? What would happen now? Would the green get bigger or taller or wider or—or—?
 
              That night Stem and I sat by the base of Memory Arch. He had been strumming. Now he spoke. "I've been wondering about making these strings of different material. I wonder—"
 
              "Stem," I clasped my hands tightly palm to palm between my knees. I was going to have to give away what was Mine. "Stem, I have some green growing in the earth."
 
              "You have what?" Stem's mouth slacked open.
 
              "I have an unreported Spill in Section LL. I got seeds from Out." I felt a throb inside me. Instead of emptying by giving Mine away, I was filling! I was growing! "I have green growing in the earth of the Spill."
 
              "You have—" His eyes widened and his hand flipped in the old gesture against the Greens. "You've flipped!"
 
              "Maybe so, but I still have it." I jerked to my feet. "Come, I'll show you."
 
              "Me? In Green area—" he protested.
 
              "I go to Archives," I said, as though it were anything like. Then I cried, "Oh, Stem, it's true! It's true! It's growing all green and cool and the light from Out casts long shadows—"
 
              The height frightened Stem. The tightening of his hand on mine as we stepped out of the elevator told me so. My astonishment faded when I remembered my first few times up the tiny, fragile-seeming catwalks and ladders that looked penciled across the immensity of the Wall. But I had as little softness for him now as they had had for me then.
 
              "Watch my shoulders," I said. "Don't look anywhere but at my shoulder's." And I led him to the cluttered corner. He drew a deep breath when we slid behind a huge container and lost the vastness around us. He leaned weakly against this shelter. "It's—it's different," he said, his shaking voice trying to fill our silence. "I mean the Wall." His short breathy laugh wavered. "It changes color."
 
              "Yes," I said. "And my Spill is right at the color change." I dragged him around the last of the clutter—and waited for his reaction.
 
              I had forgotten—forgotten how long it had taken me to be able to halfway accept the Spill and the earth and even the green—and the impact of it on Stem came as a terrifying surprise. He wasn't even used to the Wall—or being near it, let alone being able to accept a Spill without automatic panic. All the old, persistent teachings that flung his hand up protectively against me as a Green flooded back to him now, and he shrank away from me but had to cling, too, to the only familiarity in the whole experience.
 
              "Oh, Stem!" I used both of my hands to cover his white, drawn face and his frantic eyes. "I'm sorry! I didn't even think! Oh, Stem!" I turned his shaken body away from the Spill and back toward the walk. He was so nearly in a state of collapse that for a minute I was afraid I couldn't keep him from doubling over the guard rail and sliding down into the nothingness below.
 
              I finally blindfolded him with my scarf and got him back to the elevators and down the elevators. Then, blindly staggering, freed of my scarf, he fled slowly from me through a green-rimmed Services door.
 
              It was a long time before Stem could talk about the Spill, even uncomfortably. He would start me talking about it, but beads of sweat would cluster above his eyebrows and his breath would be ragged, his hands clenched. Finally, though, he was able to talk about the brown, and the green and the growing almost as easily as I could, and he could listen with no great discomfort. So we talked—and speculated and wondered.
 
              "It's been at least fifty years," he began one evening, his fingers busy with finding notes on his Thrumthing.
 
              "Since what?" I asked, trying to get a ting from the little metal discs looped by cord on my thumbs and forefingers. Stem thinks they're just rings—ornaments—but only dancers in the old pictures have them on. I think they're instruments of some sort.
 
              "Since the last reported Breach," said Stem. "At least the last one I've been able to find. It was on lower GF at the very bottom. Water ran for several days until they sealed the Breach. The water tested neutral—just water."
 
              "How old is Town?" I asked, suddenly wondering.
 
              "Old?" Stem's eyebrow lifted. Then he called across the noise and confusion of the room. "Hi, Root! How old is Town."
 
              "Who knows?" Root whacked his small cylinder vigorously. It split open with a whap and laughter lapped around the room. Root poked his stick into the cylinder and lifted it up. "Oh, well!" he shrugged. "How old from what? When Town began, time started again. Before Town—" He twirled the cylinder reflectively. "Can't remember my prehistory. Hmm—before Town—Oh, yes! Time was measured from the birth—from someone's birth—"
 
              "Birth," I said thoughtfully. "Born. A Child is born—" Warmness crept in above my diaphragm. Maybe our worship was for the one who started time—before Town. I had been back to Assembly several times but hadn't yet found the time pattern of worship. I must go again—
 
              "Why?" asked Root, then turned away to his broken instrument.
 
              "Why?" asked Stem.
 
              "Why?" My mind scrambled back to our conversation. "Oh, I wondered when Out became bad. It must have been when Town began—or Town must have begun then—"
 
              "Oh, I found a poem about that, on one of the lyric tapes. Can't remember word for word, but in essence it said, 'We need more room for garbage—throw the people out'—I found out 'garbage' means uncycled discards—"
 
              "Throw the people Out," I said reflectively, "Or In."
 
              "So either there haven't been any Breaches," said Stem as he tightened one of my metal discs, "Or Gillyun is right and Breaches are not being reported. Or it doesn't matter any more if there are Breaches—"
 
              "Breaches?" An owlish face popped up over Stem's shoulder. "The accepted pronunciation is 'britches' and they were the forerunners of our hosen—"
 
              The face went away and Stem and I laughed. Then I sobered. "We've got to be more careful if we're to keep the Spill My Spill."
 
              "Then you still haven't told—" Stem was sober.
 
              "No," I said. "No, I haven't told."
 
              Sometimes I hurried to the Spill, fearing it would be gone. Sometimes I went reluctantly, afraid it might still be there. But I ended up making my rounds at breakneck speed and spending the rest of the time watching the green—and the growing. I was fascinated by knobs developing among the green—knobs that got bigger and bigger. And then one day on one growing thing—plant, I mean, Stem found out the generic term for me—there was a crumple of white! A knob had split and folded back. I crept on my stomach across the brown until my nose almost touched the white. The crumple was smoothing out. Deep inside it was yellow. The second day the crumple had stiffened into white rays all around the yellow, and another crumple was showing farther up the plant.
 
              That night I told Stem and he strummed thoughtfully a moment. Then he said, "I wish I could tell Bract. He's passionate about growing things. He found some tapes recently that are called stop-action, and he's almost incoherent. He's even prating about getting seed exhibits out of stasis in Archives and starting his own growing. I don't suppose—"
 
              "No," I said, flushing. "Because then I'd have to report and explain the delay—"
 
              "He wouldn't tell—"
 
              "If he's incoherent over a tape, what would he do if he saw for real?" I closed the discussion.
 
              Gillyun was getting more and more insistent. Almost every day I had to evade his reaching hands.
 
              "Foul footsteps!" he scowled once. "You don't dodge Stem! You don't mind his touching you!"
 
              "I don't even notice it," I said cooly. "And neither does Stem."
 
              "Stupid Stem!" he said. I only looked past his ear, and he got redder and redder and finally flung away from me blindly, stumbling against the guard rail, straightening and leaving without even the ceremonial exchange of "secured" and "vigilance."
 
              Finally every plant on the Spill was covered with the unfolded white. And sometimes there was air moving from the Breach, and sometimes there were small living things with wings—but not the bright wings of the Beginning, but noisy little wings. The creatures walked into the—the white—oh, if only I dared ask Bract!—and walked around and around then went away again through the Breach.
 
              Then there came the time when I sat there, so full of happiness, so bursting with delight over my Spill that I was saying aloud to myself, "I'll have to tell! I'll have to show—!" And it happened!
 
              "Tell who?" I leaped convulsively and whirled.
 
              There was Gillyun! I glanced frantically at my watch. Past change time! I scrambled toward Gillyun, hoping he'd back away in front of me and back around that container. But he didn't. He dodged past me and tromped out into my Spill, his blind feet smashing a plant.
 
              "Well, well! What have we here?" he mocked. "So you have your little roost, too! So shocked because I admitted I didn't waste time and energy looking for something that will never—"
 
              He broke off and looked at the Spill. He clomped over to the Wall. He bent toward the Breach. For a long, quiet moment everything was so still that I could hear one of the creatures in a white—Then Gillyun was stumbling back. "A Breach!" His voice was horrified and choked. "A Breach!" He strangled on his own indrawn breath. "Report!" he babbled. "Report!" He fumbled for his belt alarm, the color draining from his face.
 
              "No!" I cried, throwing myself against him and grabbing his hand. "It doesn't matter. It won't hurt!"
 
              "Won't hurt? A Breach!" His voice cracked and he tried to yank his hand free.
 
              "It—it breached a long time ago," I confessed. "I've been watching it—"
 
              "And not reporting." His voice laid the statement out flat in front of us, his breath quieting. "A Green—Corolla of the Greens. Proud, duty-bound Corolla, not reporting a Breach! Well, well, this gives to think—" He reached back to the Spill and crushed his hand over one of the whites—small creature and all—and yanking up the plant, shoved past me back to the walk.
 
              "Too precious to touch, too duty-true to lax, too everything to track with me at all! But not too anything to let a major Breach go unreported—"
 
              "Gillyun, Gillyun—" I followed him, gasping, "don't tell! Don't tell!"
 
              "Oh, ho! Gillyun it is now! No looking past my left ear! Listen to your voice! No flat, words only when necessary—" Gillyun turned, his back pressed to the guard rail, and grinned. "Well, maybe not telling will be more fun for me. Just what will you exchange—"
 
              Then he flung up his hand and roared! The plant clung to his sleeve even as he shook his hand frantically with a look of pained astonishment on his face He flung himself back. Away from me. And—over—the—rail—
 
              I crouched down on the catwalk and hid my eyes and ears against my knees and under my wrapping arms, but I heard and saw and heard again his horrified cry as he went over and down—down—and nothing below but the shadowy Nothing below—
 
              Finally life crept back into me. I unfolded painfully. I looked for the crushed white that he had had in his hand. It was gone. I found the small creature tightly clenched upon itself and all unmoving. I took it up gently and in a sort of daze carried it back to the Spill. I put it in a white, but its legs had no clinging now and it fell out. I crouched there looking at it until suddenly realization came to me.
 
              Gillyun was gone! Because of me, he was gone! He had fallen down—down—I shuddered. Then coldness tightened on my insides. Because of me the population roll had been altered. Without permission! I had no right to alter the roll! What would they do to me? To Clinic? To Removal? To the Cycler to be recycled?—And, when they found him and traced back to where he had fallen—what would they do to me for dereliction of duty? Not only altering the population rolls without permission but not reporting a major Breach—! What did they do? In all my life I'd never known anyone—
 
              My terror drove me to my feet. The looming of unknown catastrophes sent me across the Spill. The disbelieving revulsion against what I had done sent me stumbling to the Breach. And the wild, lonely despair of the utter outcast sent me through the Breach—Out!
 
              At first I just huddled blindly, miserably against the Wall, waiting for death, because Out is death. Then, eyes closed, I began to sample Out. Air was moving softly over me, a warm, good-smelling air. I could hear the busy sounds of the little creatures around me, and under me was a softness—and—my eyes flipped open. Surely under me was wetness! I looked. I was sitting on the edge of a flowing water, so close to it that I was crumpling one earth edge and slowly sliding into the wetness. As I pushed myself up and back, one foot kicked into the water and what had been clear and beautiful, suddenly swirled brown—and beautiful! I watched, fascinated, as the brown went away and the clear, shining blue—Blue? I gathered a handful of water and searched it before it dripped off my elbows. It wasn't blue! I looked at the stream. Blue—yet the under was brown.
 
              And then my head lifted and I looked up and up—forever! Forever! No shadows of the Over-wall—up into blue and blue and blue! Until my neck was tired, until billows of greying whiteness swept across the blue, I looked at it. Then when the blue was gone, I looked down at the flowing water. Not blue. The water and the above had been speaking blue together—Now like an explosion, Out changed! The air was hot and twisty and then suddenly cold and heavy. The above was billowing grey, then black, then split across by brightness, too bright for me to look. Then the roar came that shook me even into my bones. Then a flurry of pellets hit me and stung. I saw them bounce away, white and hard, and melt away into wet spots. A thin curtain of falling wetness swept across me and was gone.
 
              I shivered, hugging the Wall with my back. What could I do? Where could I go? Back In? Oh, no! Oh, no! Across the flowing water was a wall—a jumbled disorderly wall of growing things and heaped up earth. Maybe among the larger plants—but there would be creatures among the plants—tiny ones that, if you held them in your hand, could make you roar and fall. If so the tiny ones, what of the larger ones?
 
              Falling water swept across me again. Slowly at first, stiff with fear, shaken with terror, I stood up and tried to leap the flowing water, but at that moment came the terrifying sudden light again; this time the explosive rumble came at the same split moment, and the falling water deluged me. At first I couldn't move. Then convulsively I turned back to the Breach. No! No! Not back there! Whirling blindly, I fled away from accusation and guilt and punishment, toward the unknown, so caught up in my terror and the tumult that I could never after remember that flight.
 
              When next I could think, I was crouched against a hard outcropping of earth that arched over my head. Plants waved in front of me and prickled against my wet face. I moved cautiously away from the prickle—and leaped quickly back again. I fished under me and pulled out a sharp piece of plant I had sat on.
 
              And now darkness was flowing in like water. Some rheostat somewhere was functioning. I couldn't see the growing things beyond me. I couldn't see the billowing grey and black above. I couldn't see the earth curved over me. I held my hands up and waved my fingers. I couldn't see them, either! Was I blind? Had the down-pouring waters blinded me? I touched my eyes fearfully—then jerked convulsively as the sudden brightness split the darkness. Fear made me cry out at the crash that followed, but part of my cry was relief. I could see! I wasn't blind! There had only been a massive power failure. The lights were out.
 
              I can't possibly count the cold, wet, terrified centuries that crept over me in the darkness there, but sleep found me finally, a sleep so exhaustedly heavy that it had no dreams.
 
              The first consciousness I had was cold, and a scurrying of some sort of creature across my outstretched legs that were too stiff and cold to draw up as I willed them to. They only twitched. And then thirst arrived, and hunger. I crept out from my shelter. Earth smeared me from one end to the other and had dried across my face so that it felt as though my skin were splitting as I moved. Painfully I crept to the sound of water. When I finally reached the flowing, I groped for it with my mouth, pulling myself forward on my stomach until I was elbow-deep in the clear coldness. It swirled around my arms and left again clouded with the earth from me. I didn't even pause before I put my mouth to the water and drank. If I had a warning thought at all, I pushed it away. If I was to die of Out, let me die unthirsty!
 
              When finally my thirst was quenched, staying my hunger for the moment, I slid on out into the water that lapped my waist as I sat, and washed myself clean, hair and all, then I crept out to sit on a fallen plant that scratched my legs as I slid along it. I sat and shivered and huddled until slowly a feeling of warmth came to me, and light came through the plants. The power failure was over. Atmosphere was adjusting itself. I let the warmth and the light flood over me until weariness flooded over me too and I curled sideways, on the plant and slept again.
 
              I awoke to heat and thirst and hunger. My eyes didn't want to open to the blare of light that roared around me on sheets of heat. Atmosphere was out of order still! But what combination of errors could bring such an incandescent light to life above the plants? Lights are cool! Heating units are separate. I sheltered my eyes with my crooked arm and stumbled into the shadow of the plants. In their shelter I walked into the flowing water again, and, cupping my hands, drank. Quickly I changed my scooping place to one above me. I didn't like the taste of the water smudged from my earthy feet.
 
              Hunger woke in my stomach again. But the halls would be closed by now. What time was it? The only watch I had was my shift watch and it still stubbornly showed Change with a wet stain across it. Change? I looked around me and laughed, a quick, short sound of laughter that died as I looked around again. I backed slowly away—away from what? My face felt frozen into the last echo of that laughter. I was afraid to look—anywhere! Afraid to close my eyes! There was no hiding place. Everything was strange—menacing!
 
              Fear began to fill me, weakening my ankles, stiffening my knees, squeezing the breath out of my lungs, wavering my sight until all of Out began to spin about me. I turned and, shrieking breathily but almost soundlessly, I ran. And collided and ran. And fell and ran. And wrenched my clothes free of grabbing things. And staggered in the hot light. And crept into the wet shadows under things until a long, legless beast slithered across my scratched, bleeding arm and I tripped out completely.
 
              The next thing I could remember was lifting my dripping, gasping face from the flowing water and gulping, "Wall! Where is the Wall? Here's the water! Where's the Wall?! I pushed myself upright, my arms in the water up to my elbows. The water rimmed my arms, swirled around me and moved out of sight behind me among the plants. Then I saw a thing moving in the water—a creature that gaped a mouth and drifted toward me—a legless beast!
 
              Again I tripped out, and then I was huddled against a hardness—and darkness all around me. Power failure again? Things were coming apart! Wobbling to a stop!
 
              Sounds were around me. Sounds I couldn't identify, but all threatening. Too weary even to be moved by fright, I pushed back against the hardness, my arms spreading sideways on either side. I slid along its solidity, trying to push my exhausted self into the wall—the Wall? The Wall!
 
              Whimpering with urgent eagerness, I felt along the hardness. The Wall! I had found the Wall! Now for the Breach—
 
              I melted down into a heap of complete misery. Out of all those miles and miles and miles of Wall, where was the Breach? Out of all that blind fleeing panic of mine, where had I arrived? Maybe this way to the Breach? Maybe that way? Or maybe—since logic had nothing to do with thought any more—maybe this wasn't even my Wall. Maybe there were two Walls! I had to laugh at such wild unreason, but my laughter was a sob, and I pressed my cheek against the bottom of the Wall and cried.
 
              I remember creeping in the darkness along the Wall, feeling my way, for an endless time, then stopping and thinking, "I may be going farther and farther from the Breach every step." So I started slowly back the way I had come, but stopped, stricken. What if the Breach had been only inches away from my groping hand when I had turned back? I melted into misery again. Finally I lifted my head to push back the hair that had been sucking into my mouth at each frightened in-breath, and noticed far, far up in the darkness, tiny lights had come on. Maybe the power was coming back on! Then I'd be able to see and to find the flowing water—Of course! The flowing water. I hadn't passed the Breach the other way because I hadn't crossed any flowing water. The comfort was brief—no flowing water that I remembered. I was lost, but utterly.
 
              Then I noticed the light brightening all around me so that I could see the laciness of the plant tops and a light—a big light, but strangely soft. And it was a cool light, as light should be. At least it wasn't a burning light like the one that had stiffened the skin on my arms and legs. I watched the light and finally saw that it was moving! Slowly—oh, so slowly! But up and up, higher and higher! How odd! Then air began to move past me and around me. All the plants began to move and make a small flowing kind of sound—or maybe the flowing sound made them move. But blackness swept above me and rolling darkness covered up the light. I winced back against the Wall and began creeping again.
 
              The bright blare of light jabbed the darkness and the heavy shaking sound followed. Large drops of water hit me hard enough to hurt, and I heard them splattering on the Wall. above me. Then, with a roar, all the terrifying noise and movement and discomfort rushed down on me again. All I could think to do was to keep creeping along the Wall so that I wouldn't lose it again. So I crept, cold and wet, my hair wrapped across my face so tightly that I stopped even trying to pull it free.
 
              And I crept and crept, wondering if other legless things were creeping around me unseen. I pushed myself between the plants and the Wall, knowing only—don't lose the Wall—don't lose the Wall. Then the tumult softened and died. I crouched against the Wall and clawed my hair back from my face. I tasted the earth from my hands as they brushed my mouth. And something deep inside me suddenly giggled and poked me inside my ribs and said, "Is this more-so! Is this ever more-so!"
 
              "More-so!" I sobbed. "More-so!" I laughed and clenched both my fists against my mouth to keep the laughter from turning into screams.
 
              Then sound began again. Oh, no! Not that tumult—not—I jerked to my knees. Listen! Oh, listen!
 
-
Where is the green 
Where is the growing?
Out!
-
 
              The Strumthing! The Strumthing! I stumbled toward the sound, even in my wild astonishment trailing one hand along the Wall.
 
              "Stem!" I shouted—inside—but it came out a jolt and a gasp. Again I shrieked, "Stem!" and the noise came out. I scuttled even faster along the Wall, and the sound of the Strumthing came stronger.

              "Corolla! Corolla!" My name echoed and lost itself in the wet darkness.              
 
              "Stem! Stem!" I shrieked again and, stumbling forward, was seized and held. I jerked away but couldn't jerk free!
 
              "Cool it, my lovely!" The panting words swept across my cheek,
 
              "Gillyun!" All my insides jerked with shock. "But you're dead! You're dead!"
 
              "I will be if we don't get back In!" He dragged me off into the darkness.
 
              "But the Strumthing!" I protested. "I heard the Strumthing!"
 
              "You better go on hearing it until we make it back to the Breach." Gillyun jerked me loose from a plant that tangled, my feet. "If it stops, that guy's going to get dead, but for sure—"
 
              My mind stopped thinking. It was too much to take in. I let myself be jerked along, skimming the Wall every inch of the way, the quick backslap of the plants catching and lashing me as though deliberately punishing me. The water deluged down on me. The quick light and the crackling rumbles shook the soul of me. Then my feet splashed in water and ahead I could see a faint glow against the Wall. The Thrum-thing was only thrumming now. There was no pattern. I was pulled and pushed and dragged over those miles and miles of the last few yards. I must have tripped out then because my next consciousness was of the cupped whiteness bobbing across my folded arm and against my nose. I was lying across my Spill. "I'll ruin it," I thought dully. "I'll ruin it." And turned painfully. Then I shot upright. "Gillyun! Stem!" I gasped. Gillyun was half out of the Breach, pulling something. I scrambled over and grabbed his shoulder. "Gillyun—Stem!"
 
              Gillyun looked back over his shoulder. His eyes were closed and his face was frozen in a mask of frightened concentration. "Help!" he gasped. "Help me get him in. He's out. He's Out! I can't take much—" His hands loosened from whatever they held, and he slid sideways away from the Breach. I crowded past him and reached out. I groped and found Stem. I grabbed hold of whatever I could and, with an effort that seemed to rip down one thigh and up my ribs, I dragged.
 
              Stem's arm came. Then his shoulder and head. I had his other arm and shoulder in sight when Gillyun reappeared. He took one arm and I the other and we got Stem back in. At first I thought something had happened to his face, but Gillyun clawed at it and pulled the blindfold off Stem's eyes. It left an odd-looking clean white strip across his face. We crouched, panting, watching for living signs.
 
              I heard myself whimper when Stem's chest rose convulsively and fell again and his face began to twist. I reached out and, with the flat of my hand, tried to wipe the wet earth off his mouth, but I only spread it more. Gillyun shoved past me and over the body of Stem. Astonished, I watched him crawl Out again. He was back almost immediately, limping on one hand and his knees, dragging Stem's Thrumthing along with the other hand. He caught my astonished look and his eyes shifted.
 
              "He values it," he muttered. "Water might spoil it."
 
              It was not to be believed—the rosy light all around, unflickering—the warmth—the softness—the—the In-ness! We were in Gillyun's Roost, which, I noticed with a twinge of relief, was only part of an abandoned Service room. He had taken out the partition and made one room of it and fixed up one corner of it. We were clean, dry, fed and exhausted. How long we'd been there I couldn't tell. I sat up painfully, trying to wince away from my thigh and ribs.
 
              We had collapsed to the floor after shuddering under the shower, clothes and all, to cleanse us of Out. The warm, drying blast afterwards had melted us down to the floor to warm sleep. Gillyun's eyes were open at my first movement. Stem slept heavily between us, one of his hands tight on the Strumthing.
 
              I crept around to Gillyun, dragging my aching side with me. I put my hand on his. "Tell me," I whispered.
 
              His hand turned beneath mine and his fingers closed gently over mine. "No need to whisper," he said in his familiar Gillyun voice. "He'll sleep. Too deep to hear anything except maybe his Strumthing!"
 
              "You fell," I said, my throat catching at the memory.
 
              "I fell," he said. "That white thing I grabbed out of the Spill jabbed me—"
 
              "There was a small beast in it," I said. "Maybe it bit you."
 
              "Whatever it was, it threw me off balance and I fell—"
 
              "I thought you were dead," I said. My lips shook. I steadied them, folding them in between my teeth. "I thought you'd fallen clear to first level. I thought they'd say I altered the population. I thought—"
 
              "Shouldn't think," said Gillyun. "See what it leads to? Especially if you really don't think at all. Me fall? To first level? And you a Green! What do you suppose happened to Safety after you left training?"
 
              "Safety?" My jaw dropped and I reddened painfully. The Safety that stretched along the walls under every catwalk at all levels. "Oh," I said very small.
 
              "Didn't have time to fall right, so I half tripped out and got tangled up in the thing. By the time I got back on duty, you were gone. Naturally, because your shift was over. After shift, I went to Dorm and then the Square. Stem came roaring up, asking for you. You hadn't come off shift. How'd he know? Only that you hadn't met him. So? Maybe you had other strings to strum! But this morning Sepal said you hadn't dormed. When you didn't come by shift time, I took yours and mine—"
 
              "Gillyun!" My fingers closed over his in my astonishment.
 
              "Well, foul footsteps pollution!" he roared softly, his eyes carefully on Stem. "If duty officer found you missing, he'd alert Green headquarters and—and they'd find the Breach and the Spill, and large questions would be put—like why hadn't I reported the Breach—and the Spill—and—" His eyes slid to me, then away. "—And you, long since. So after my shift, I got Stem and we stormed the problem together until we came up with the idea that probably a fool kid like you—Logikids! Too smart's dumb!—went Out!
 
              "Stem insisted on coming up with me, but he was literally so limp-legged by the time we got to the Spill that he couldn't walk. So, son of a gun—the guy crawled! But he couldn't force himself up to the Breach until he made me blindfold him. Then we—we went—Out!"
 
              The recollection was a painful gulp, and his voice shook as he went on. "The—noise was so much—and no lights—and the air pushing us! We called. We yelled. Our little sound just—wasn't—in all that racket—Is it always like that? Is that Out?" he asked.
 
              "No, I said, remembering—with pleasure!—and with a small something in the back of my mind that was beginning to be insistent—"Some of it is good—and beautiful—but it changes. Fast. And then sometimes there are legless things—"
 
              "Legless!" He was startled. "Well, Stem had tripped out a couple of times already. The last time, his face was in the water. So I shoved him up against the Wall, and when he came back, he said maybe you'd be able to hear the Thrumthing. It had a different sound from all the air and water sounds. What's that sudden light that kept jabbing?"
 
              "I don't know," I said. "Maybe a short circuit? And it made the noise—"
 
              "Light making noise?" Gillyun's side-glance mocked me. "So he played the Thrumthing and after a while we heard you. And I went way, way Out—" His fingers were tight around mine. "And I found you and he kept strumming, and I'll betcha he had tripped out again before we got back, but even so, he didn't stop!"
 
              Gillyun lay back and looked around him. "How warm," he whispered. "How warm and complete to be In." We lay in relaxed silence and then he giggled. I moved my eyes to Look at him.
 
              "The recycler," he explained. "What will it do with all that earth the shower washed down? Bet it's not programmed to process earth!"
 
              "Then we're not safe, even now," I said, half fearful, half—not, still waiting on that nudge in my mind.
 
              "Never safe," agreed Gillyun. "But, you know, even that's more-so! A big more-so!"
 
              And it is—real more-so! And Mine! Because I began it. Began—I darkened my eyes with my bent arm. Now the nudging was surfacing in my mind. As I had been trained, I put forth no effort, but let the nudging become a flowing.
 
              Things equal to the same thing are equal to each other.—In the Beginning, God. Time began at the Birth—The Baby and God both equal to Beginning—equal to each other—
 
              But then, if I began—!
 
              I felt my lips tighten as they stretched to a small smile. Well—no. No equality—only as the water spoke blue to the above that had first let its blue speak to the water.
 
              But Out once was good! And I think I felt and saw bits of the good while I was out. This feeling, like the question-ended, unresolved melody of the Strum thing, needs an answer.
 
              So, even if it's cold and hard and unfinished and un-In, I want Out—again. Soon.
 
              
 
The End

