Dr eam Done G een

By Al an Dean Foster

The Iife of the woman Casperdan is documented in the finest detail, frombirth
to death, fromhead to toe, fromlikes to dislikes to indifferences.
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Humans are |ike that.

The stallion Pericles we know only by his work.

Horses are like that.

W know it all began the year 1360 Inperial, 1822 After the Breakthrough, 2305
after the human M cah Schell found the hornone that broke the | ock on

rudi mentary ani mal intelligence and enabled the higher mammals to attain at

| east the nental abilities of a human ten-year-old.

The quadrant was the Stone Crescent, the systemBurr, the planet Calder, and
the city Lal oki ndar.

Lal oki ndar was a wealthy city on a wealthy world. It ran away fromthe ocean
inlittle bunps and curlicues. Behind it was virgin forest; in front, the
Beach of Snow. The hones were magnificent and sat on spaci ous grounds, and
that of the industrialist Dandavid was one of the nmpbst spaci ous and
magni fi cent of all

H s daughter Casperdan was quite short, very brilliant, and by the standards
of any age an extraordi nary beauty. She had the | ooks and tenperanment of a
Titania and the mind of a Baron Sachet. Tonorrow she cane of |egal age, which
on Calder at that tine was seventeen

Under Cal derian | aw she could then, as the oldest (and only) child, assune
control of the fam |y business or elect not to. Were one inclined to wager on
the former course he would have found planty of takers. It was only a
formality. Grls of seventeen did not normally assume responsibility and
control for multiml-lion-credit industrial conplexes.

Besi des, followi ng her birthday Casperdan was to be wed to Conore du Sabl e,
who was handsone and intelligent (though not so rich as she).

Casperdan was dressed in a blue nothing and sat on the bal ustrade of the wide
bal cony overl ooki ng Snow Beach and a bay of the Greengreen Sea. The aged
German shepherd trotted over to her, his claws clicking softly on the purple
por phyry.

The dog was old and grayed and had been with the
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famly for many years. He panted briefly, then spoke.

"M stress, a strange mal is at the entrance."

Casperdan | ooked idly down at the dog.

"Who's its nmaster?”

"He comes alone," the dog replied wonderingly.

"Well, tell himny father and nother are not at hone and to conme back

t onmor r ow. "

"M stress"—the dog flattened his ears and | owered his head apol ogetical | y—he
says he comes to see you."

The girl laughed, and silver flute notes skittered off the polished stone

fl oor.

"To see me? Stranger and stranger. And really al one?" She swung perfect |egs
of f the balustrade. "Wat kind of mal is this?"

"A horse, mstress."”

The flawl ess brow winkled. "Horse? Well, let's see this strange nal that
travel s al one.”

They wal ked toward the foyer, past cages of force filled with rai nbow col ored
tropical birds



"Tell me, Patch . .. what is a 'horse' ?"

"A large four-1legged vegetarian." The dog's brow twi sted with the pain of
renenbering. Patch was extrenmely bright for a dog. ."There are none on Cal der
| do not think there are any in the entire system™

"OfFf-planet, too?" Her curiosity was definitely piqued, now. "Wy cone to see
ne?"

"l do not know, mistress."

"And w t hout even a human over h-—=
Voi ce and feet stopped together
The mal standing in the foyer was not as |large as sone. La Mure's el ephants
were much bigger. But it was extraordinary in other ways. Particularly the
head. Wiy ... it was exquisite! Truly breathtaki ng. Not an anthroponor phic
beauty, but sonething uniquely its own.

Patch slipped away quietly.

The horse was black as the Pit, with tiny exceptions. The right front forel ock
was silver, as was the dianond on its forehead. And there was a single streak
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of silver partway through the |ong mane, and another in the black tail. Most
mal wore only a lifepouch, and this one's was strapped to its neck. But it

al so wore an incongruous, utterly absurd hat of green felt, with a | ong
feather, protruding out and back.

Wth a start she realized she'd been staring . . . very undignified. She
started toward it again. Now the head swng to watch her. She sl owed and
stopped involuntarily, sonehow constrained from noving too close.

"This is ridiculous! she thought. It's only a mere mal, and not even very big.
Why, it's even herbi vorous!

Then whence this strange fluttering deep in her

tumy?

"You are Casperdan," said the horse suddenly. The voice was exceptional, too:
a nellow tenor that tended to rise on concluding syllables, only to break and
drop like a whitecap on the sea before the next word.

She started to stanmer a reply, angrily conposed

hersel f.

"I am | regret that I'mnot famliar with your species, but I'll accept

what ever the standard horse-nman greeting is.”

"I give no subservient greeting to any nman," replied the horse. It shifted a
hoof on the floor, which here was deep foam

A stranger and insolent to boot, thought Casperdan furiously. She would cal
Patch and the household guards and . . . Her anger dissolved in confusion and
uncertainty.

"How di d you get past Row and Cuff?" Surely this harm ess-I|ooking, handl ess
quadruped coul d not have overpowered the two lions. The horse sniled, show ng
white incisors.

"Cats, fortunately, are nmore subject to reason than

many mal. And now | think I'Il answer the rest of

your questi ons.

"My name is Pericles. | cone from Quaestor." Quaestor! Magi c, di stant,
| mperi al capital! Her
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anger at this maFs insol ence was subsunmed in excitemnent.

"You mean you've actually traveled all the way fromthe capital... to neet
ne?"

"There is no need to repeat,"” the horse murnmured, "only to confirm It took a
great deal of time and searching to find sonmeone like you. | need sonmeone
young . . . you are that. Only a young human woul d be responsive to what |
have to offer. | needed soneone bored, and you are wealthy as well as young."

"I"mnot bored," Casperdan began defiantly, but he ignored her
"I needed soneone very rich, but without a multitude of ravenous relatives



hangi ng about. Your father is a self-nade tycoon, your nother an orphan. You
have no other relatives. And | needed soneone with the intelligence and
sensitivity to take orders froma nere nmal."

This last was uttered with a disdain alien to Casperdan. Servants were not
sarcastic.

"I'n sum" he concluded, "I need you."

"I ndeed?" she nmused, too overwhel med by the outrageousness of this animal's
words to conpose a suitabl e rejoinder.

"I ndeed," the horse echoed drily.

"And what, pray tell, do you need nme for?"

The horse dropped its head and seemed to consider how best to continue. It

| ooked oddly at her.

"Laugh now if you will. | have a dreamthat needs fulfilling."

"Do you, now? Really, this is beconming quite anmusing." Wat a story she'd have
to tell at the preparty tonorrow

"Yes, | do. Hopefully it will not take too many years."
She couldn't help blurting, "Years!"
"I cannot tell for certain. You see, | ama genius and a poet. For ne it's the

dream part that's solid. The reality is what |acks certitude. That's one
reason why | need human hel p. Need you."
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This time she just stared at him

"Tormorrow, " continued the horse easily, "you will not marry the man du Sabl e.
Instead, you will sign the formal Control Contract and assune directorship of
the Dan fam |y business. You have the ability and brains to handle it. Wth ny
assistance the firmw |l prosper beyond the wildest dreams of your sire or any
of the investors.

"In return, | will deed you a part of nmy dream sone of my poetry, and

somet hing few humans have had for mllennia. I would not know of this |ast
thing nyself had | not chanced across it in the Inperial

ar chi ves. "

She was silent for a brief nmonent, then spoke

brightly,

"I have a few questions.”

"Of course.”

"First, 1'd like to know if horses as a species are insane, or if you are
nerely an isol ated case."

He sighed, tossing his mane. "I didn't expect words to convince you." The | ong

bl ack hair made sailor's knots with sunbeanms. "Do you know t he Meadows of

Bl ood?"

"Only by nanme." She was fascinated by the nention of the forbidden place.
"They're in the Ravaged Mountains. It's runored to be rather a pretty pl ace.
But no one goes there. The wi nds above the canyon make it fatal to arrears.”

"I have a car outside," the horse whispered. "The driver is mal and knows of a
wi ndi ng route by which, fromto time, it is possible to reach the Meadows, The
wi nds war only above them They are naned, by the way, for the color of the

flora there and not for a bit of human history . . . unusual
"When the sun rises up hi the mouth of a certain canyon and engul fs the
crimson grasses and flowers in light... well, it's nore than 'rather pretty.

"You' ve already been there," she said.

"Yes, |'ve already been." He took several steps and
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that powerful, strange face was close to hers. One eye, she noticed

of f handedl y, was red, the other bl ue.

"Come with me now to the Meadows of Blood and I'Il give you that piece of
dream that something few have had for thousands of years. |I'Il bring you back
toni ght and you can give ne your answer on the way.



"If it's 'no," then I'll depart quietly and you'll never see nme again."
Now, in addition to being both beautiful and intelligent, Casperdan also had
her sire's reckl essness.

"All right... 1I'll cone."
When her parents returned hone that night fromthe party and found their
daught er gone, they were not distressed. After all, she was quite independent

and, heavens, to be nmarried tomorrowm Wien they | earned from Patch that she'd
gone off, not with a man, but with a strange mal, they were only mldly
concerned. Casperdan was quite capable of taking care of herself. Had they
known where she'd gone, things would have been different.

So not hi ng happened till the norrow.

"Good norning, Cas," said her father.

"Good norning, dear," her nother added. They were eating breakfast on the

bal cony. "Did you sleep well |ast night, and where did you go?"

The voice that answered was distant with other thoughts.

"I didn't sleep at all, and I went into the Ravaged Mountains. And there's no
need to get excited, Father" —the old man sat back in his chair—because as
you see, |'mback safely and in one piece."

"But not unaffected,"” her nother stated, noticing the strangeness in her
daughter's eyes.

"No, Mother, not unaffected. There will be no wedding." Before that |ovely
worman coul d reply, Casperdan turned to her father. "Dad, | want the contract
of Control. |I intend to begin as director of the firmeight o'clock tonorrow
nmorni ng. No, better make it noon ... I'll need some sleep.” She was sml -
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ing faintly. "And I don't think I'"mgoing to get any right now"

On that she was right. Dandavid, that usually even-tenpered but nercuri al
gent| eman, got very, very excited. Between his bell ows and her sobs, her

not her | evel ed questions and then accusations at her.

When they found out about the incipient changeover, the investors i mediately
threatened to challenge it in court—+aw or no |law, they weren't going to be
gui ded by the decisions of an inexperienced snippet. In fact, of all those

af fected, the intended bridegroomtook it best. After all, he was handsonme and
intelligent (if not as rich), and could damm well find hinmself another spouse.
He wi shed Casperdan well and consoled hinmself with his cello.

Her father (for her own good, of course) joined with the investors to
chal | enge his daughter in the courts. He protested nost strongly. The

i nvestors ranted and pounded their checkbooks.

But the judge was honest, the | aw machines incorruptible, and the precedents
cl ear. Casperdan got her Contract and a year in which to prove herself.

Her first official action was to rename the firm Dream Enterprises. A strange
nane, many thought, for an industrial concern. But it was nore distinctive
than the old one. The investors grunbled, while the advertising nmen were

del i ght ed.

Then began a program of industrial expansion and acqui sition unseen on

somol ent Cal der since the days of settlenent. Dream Enterprises was suddenly
everywhere and into everything. Mning, manufacturing, raw materials. These
new di vi sions sprouted tentacles of their own and sucked in additiona

busi nesses.

Paper and plastics, electronics, nucleonics, hydro-logics and parafoi h' ng,

i nsurance and banking, tridee stations and liquid tanking, entertainments and
hydr oponi cs and vel osheeti ng.

Dream Enterpri ses becane the wealthiest firmon Calder, then in the entire
Stone Crescent.

The investors and Dandavid clipped their coupons
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and kept their nouths shut, even to ignoring Cas-perdan's odd rel ationship
with an out system nal



Eventual |y there cane a norni ng when Pericles | ooked up fromhis huge | ounge
in the executive suite and stared across the room at Casperdan in a manner
different from before

The stallion had another line of silver in his mane. The girl had bl ossoned
figuratively and figurewise. Oherwi se the years had | eft them unchanged.
"I'"ve booked passage for us. Put Rollins in charge. He's a good nman."

"Where are we goi ng?" asked Casperdan. Not why nor for how | ong, but where.
She'd | earned a great deal about the horse in the past few years.

"Quaestor."

Sudden sparkle in beautiful green eyes. "And then will you give me back what |
once had?"

The horse smiled and nodded. "If everything goes smoothly."

In the Crescent, Dream Enterprises was powerful and respected and kowt owed to.
In the Inperial sector it was different. There were conpanies on the capita

pl anet that would classify it as a nodest little fanm |y business. Bureaucratic
trip-wires here ran not for kilometers, but for |ight-years.

However, Pericles had threaded this maze many tinmes before, and knew both nen
and mal who worked within the bowels of Inperial Government.

So it was that they eventually found thenselves in the offices of Simsem

Al round, subminister for Unincorporated Inperial Territories.

Physically, Alround wasn't quite that. But he did have a confortable
bureaucratic belly, a rectangul ar face framed by | ong bushy si deburns and
curly red hair tinged with white. He wore the current fashion, a nonocle. For
all that, and his dry occupation, he proved charm ng and affable.

A small streamran through his office, filled with trout and tadpol es and
cattails. Casperdan reclined on
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a long couch made to resenble solid granite. Pericles preferred to stand.

"You want to buy sone |land, then?" queried Al round after drinks and

pl easantri es had been exchanged.

"My associate will give you the details," Casperdan informed him Al round
shifted his attention fromhuman to horse w thout a pause. Naturally he'd
assuned ..

"Yes sir?"

"W wi sh to purchase a pl anet,
i mportant."

Alround waited. Visitors interested in small transactions didn't get in to see
the submini ster hinself.

"Just one?"

"One will be quite sufficient."

Al round depressed a switch on his desk. Ared light flashed on, indicated that
all details of the conversation to follow were now being taken down for the

| mperial records.

"Pur pose of purchase?"

"Devel opnent . "

"Nane of worl d?"

"Earth."

"All right . . . fine," said the subm nister. Abruptly, he | ooked confused.
Then he smiled. "Many planers are called Earth by their inhabitants or

di scoverers. Wich particular Earth is this?"

"The Earth. Birthplace of mankind and mal kind. O d Earth. Al so known variously
as Terra and Sol 111."

The submi ni ster shook his head. "Never heard of it."

"It is avail abl e, though?"

"We'll know in a second." Alround studied the screen in his desk.

Actually it took several mnutes before the gargantuan conplex of nmetal and
plastic and liquid buried deep in the soil beneath themcould cone up with a

reply.

said Pericles. "A small planet... not very
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"Here it is, finally," said Alround. "Yes, it's available ... by default, it
seens. The price will be . . ." He nanmed a figure which seened astrononmical to
Casperdan and insanely low to the horse.

"Excellent!" husked Pericles. "Let us conclude the formalities now "

"Per," Casperdan began, |ooking at himuncertainly. "I don't know if we have
enough ..."

"Some liquidation* will surely be necessary, Casperdan, but we will manage."
The submi nister interrupted: "Excuse nme ... there's sonething you should know
before we go any further. | can sell you AOd Earth, but there is an attendant
difficulty.”

"Probl ens can be solved, difficulties overcone, obstructions renoved," said
the horse irritably. "Please get on with it."

Al round sighed. "As you wish." He drumed the required buttons. "But you'l
need nore than your determination to get around this one.

"You see, it seems no one knows how to get to Od Earth anynmore ... or even
where it is."”

Later, strolling anmong the teening nobs of Inperial City, Casperdan ventured a
hesi tant opi ni on.

"I take it this nmeans it's not time for me to receive nmy part of the dream
agai n?"

"Sadly, no, ny friend."

Her tone turned sharp. "Well, what do you intend to do now? We've just paid
quite an enormous nunber of credits for a world |l ocated in obscurity, around
the corner fromno place."

"We shall return to Calder," said the horse with finality, "and continue to
expand and devel op the conpany."” He pulled back thick lips in an equine smle
"In all the research | did, in all nmy careful planning and preparation, never
once did | consider that the | ocation of the hone world m ght have been |ost.
"So now we rust go back and hire researchers to research, historians to

hi stori ze, and ships to search
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and scour the skies in sanguine directions. And wait."

A year passed, and another, and then they came in small nmultiples. Dream
Enterprises burgeoned and grew, grew and thrived. It nmoved out of the Stone
Crescent and extended its influence into other quadrants. It went into power
generation and nultiple nmetallurgy, into core mning and high fashion

And finally, of necessity, into interstellar shipping.

There came the day when the captain with the stripped-down scoutship was
presented to Casperdan and the horse Pericles in their executive office on the
two hundred and twentieth floor of the Dream buil ding.

Despite a long, long, lonely journey the captain was alert and smling.

Smi ling because the endless trips of dull searching were over. Smiling because
he knew t he company reward for whoever found a certain aged pl anet.

Yes, he'd found O d Earth. Yes, it was a long way off, and in a direction only
recently suspected. Not in toward the galactic center, but out on the Arm And
yes, he could take themthere right away.

The shuttl eboat settled down into the atnosphere of the planet. In the

di stance, a small yellow sun burned snpboth and even

Pericles stood at the observation port of the shuttle as it drifted

pl anetward. He wore a special protective suit, as did Casperdan. She spared a
gl ance at the disconsolate mal. Then she did sonething she did very rarely.
She patted his neck

"You mustn't be too disappointed if it's not what you expected, Per." She was
trying to be conforting. "History and reality have a way of not coinciding."

It was quiet for a long time. Then the magnificent head, |owered now, turned
to face her, Pericles snorted bl eakly.

"My dear, dear Casperdan, | can speak eighteen | anguages fluently and get by



in several nore, and
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there are no words in any of themfor what | feel. 'Di sappointment'? Consider
a nova and call it warm Regard Quaestor and label it well-off. Then | ook at
me and call me di sappointed."

"Perhaps," she continued, not knowi ng what else to say, "it will be better on

the surface."

It was worse.

They came down in the mdst of what the captain called a mld local storm To
Casperdan it was a neat slice of the nythical hell.

Stale yell owbrown air whipped and sliced its way over high dunes of dark
sand. The uncaring nounds marched in endl ess waves to the shoreline. A dirty,
dead beach nelted into bracki sh water and a noi some green scum covered it as
far as the eye could see. A few | ow scrubs and hearty weeds eked out a

peril ous existence anong the marching dunes, needing only a chance change in
the wind to be entonbed alive.

In the distance, stark, bare nmountains gave prom se only of a higher
desol ati on.

Pericl es watched the stagnant sea for a long time. Over the intercomhis voice
was shrunken, the husk of a whisper, those conpelling tones beaten down by the
nmoani ng wi nd.

"Isit like this everywhere, Captain?' *

The spacer replied unenotionally. "Mstly. |'ve seen far worse worlds, sir

but this one is sure no prize. If | may be permitted an opinion, |I'mdamed if
J can figure out why you want it."

"Can't you feel it, Captain?"

"Sir?" The spacer's expression under his faceglass was puzzl ed.

"No, no. | guess you cannot. But | do, Captain. Even though this is not the
Earth | believed in, | still feel it. |I fell inlove with a dream The dream
seens to have departed | ong ago, but the nenmory of it is still here, stil
here . . ." Another |ong pause, then, "You said 'nostly'?"

"Well, yes." The spacer turned and gestured at the distant range. "Being the
di scovering vessel, we ran a
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pretty thorough survey, according to the general directives. There are

pl aces—ear the poles, in the higher elevations, out in the mddle of the
three great oceans—where a certain anpunt of native life still survives. The
cycle of life here has been shattered, but a few of the pieces are stil
around.

"But mostly, it's like this." He kicked at the sterile sand. "Hot or cold
desert—take your pick. The soil's barren and infertile, the air unfit for man
or mal.

"We did find sone ruins . . . CGod, they were old! You saw the artifacts we
brought back. But except for its historical value, this world strikes ne as
particularly worthless."

He threw anot her kick at the sand, sending flying shards of mica and fel dspar
and quartz onto the highways of the w nd.

Pericl es had been thinking. "W won't spend much nore time here, Captain." The
proud head lifted for a last | ook at the dead ocean. "There's not much to
see. "

They' d been back in the offices on Calder only a half-month when Pericles
announced hi s decision

Dream partner or no dream partner, Casperdan expl oded

"You quadrupedal cretin! Warm bl ooded sack of fatuous platitudes! Terraforning
is only a theory, a hypothesis in the mnds of sick romantics. It's

i mpossi bl e!"

"No one has ever attenpted it," countered the horse, unruffled by her

out bur st .



"But ... ny God!" Casperdan ran delicate fingers through her flow ng bl ond
hair. "There are no facilities for doing such a thing ... no conpany, no
special firms to consult. Wy, half the industries that woul d be needed for
such a task don't even exist."

"They will," Pericles declared.

"Ch, yes? And just where will they spring fronP"

"You and | are going to create them"
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She pl eaded with him "Have you gone absolutely mad? We're not in the mracle
busi ness, you know. "

The horse wal ked to the wi ndow and stared down at the Greengreen Sea. His
reply was distant. "No . . . we're in the dream business . .. renenber?"

A cloud of renenbrance canme over Casperdan's exquisite face. For a nonment, she
did—but it wasn't enough to stemthe tide of objection. Though she stopped
shout i ng.

"Please, Per . . . take a long, logical |ook at this before you conmt
yourself to sonmething that can only hurt you worse in the end.”

He turned and stared evenly at her. "Casperdan, for many, many years now |'ve
done not hi ng but observe things with a reasoned eye, done nothi ng w thout
thinking it through beginning, mddle, and end and all possible ramfications,
done nothing I wasn't absolutely sure of conpleting.

"Now | ' mgoing to take a chance. Not because | want to do it this way, but

because |'ve run out of options. I'mnot mad, no ... but | am obsessed." He
| ooked away from her.
"But | can't do it w thout you, damm it, and you know why ... no mal can bead

a private concern that enploys humans."

She threw up her hands and stal ked back to her desk. It was silent in the
office for many m nutes. Then she spoke softly.

"Pericles, | don't share your obsession . . . |'ve matured, you know . . . now
I think I can survive with just the menory of ny dream share. But you rescued
me fromny own narcissism And you've given nme ... other things. If you can't
shake this psychotic notion of yours, I'll stay around till you can.”

Horses and geniuses don't cry ... ah, but poets ...!

And that is how the irony came about—that the first world where terraformng
was attenpted was not sone sterile alien globe, but Od Earth itself. O as
the horse
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Pericles is reputed to have said, "Remade in its own inage."

The oceans were cleared ... the laborious, incredibly costly first step. That
done, and with a little help fromtwo thousand cheni sts and bi oengi neers, the
at nosphere began to cleanse itself. That first new air was neither sweet nor
fresh—but neither was it toxic.

Grasses are the shock troops of nature. Moved in first, the special tough
strains took hold in the raped soil. Bacteria and nutrients were added,
fast-multiplying strains that spread rapidly. Fromthe beachheads near the
Arctic and in the high nountains flora and fauna were reintroduced.

Then came the major reseedi ng of the superfast trees: spruce and white pine,
juni per and birch, cypress and nori and teak, fir and ash. And froma tiny,
museum on Duntroon, |ong preserved Sequoia and citrus.

Eventually there was a day when the first flowers were replanted. The
hand- pl anting of the first bush—a green rose—was watched by the heads of the
agricultural staffs, a black horse, and a ravi shing worman in the postbl oom of
her first rejuvenation

That's when Pericles registered the Articles. They aroused only mnor interest
within the sl eepy, vast Enpire. The subject was good for a few days'
conversation before the multitudes returned to nore inportant news.

But anmong the mal, there was something in the Articles and acconpanyi ng

pi ctures that tugged at nerves long since sealed off in nen and manki nd by



time and by choice. Sonething that pulled each rough soul toward an

unspect acul ar planet circling an unremarkable star in a distant corner of
space.

So the mal went back to Od Earth. Not all, but many. They left the trappings
of Inperial civilization and confusing intelligence and went to the first nal
pl anet .

More sinply, they went hone.

There they | abored not for man, but for thensel ves.
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And when a few interested humans applied for perm ssion to emgrate there,
they were turned back by the private patrol. For the Articles conposed by the
horse Pericles forbade the introduction of man to O d Earth. Those Articles
were witten in endurasteel, franed in paragraphs of nmolten duralloy. Neither
human curiosity nor noney could nake a chip in them

It was clear to judges and | aw machines that while the Articles (especially

t he phrase about "the neek finally inheriting the Earth") might not have been
good manners or good taste, they were very good | aw.

It was finished.

It was secured.

It was given unto the mal till the end of tine.

Casperdan and Pericles left the maze that was now Dream Enterprises and went
to dd Earth. They cane to stand on the same place where they'd stood decades
bef ore.

Now cl ean | ow surf grunbl ed and subsi ded on a beach of polished sand that was
hone to shellfish and worns and brittle stars..They stood on a field of | ow,
wavi ng green grass. In the distance a famly of giraffe noved |ike sentient
signal towers toward the horizon. The male saw them swung its long neck in
greeting. Pericles responded with a |l ong, high whinny.

To their left, in the distance, the first nmountai ns began. Not bare and enpty
now, but covered with a mat of thick evergreen crowned with new snow.

They breathed in the heady scent of fresh clover and di stant honeysuckl e.
"It's done," he said.

Casperdan nodded and began to rempve her clothes. Soneday she would bring a
husband down here. She was the sole exception in the Articles. Her golden hair
fell in waves to her waist. Soneday, yes ... But for now..

"You know, Pericles, it really wasn't necessary. Al this, | nean."

The stallion pawed at the thick | oam underfoot.

"\What percentage of dreanms are necessary, Cas-
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perdan? You know, for many mal intelligence was not a gift but a curse. It was
al ways that way for man, too, but he had nore tinme to growinto it. For the
mal it came like lightning, as a shock. The mal are still tied to their
past—to this world. As | amstill tied. Have you ever seen mal as happy as
they are here?

"Certainly sentience cane too quickly for the horse. According to the ancient
texts we once had a special relationship with man that rivaled the dog's. That
vani shed m |l ennia ago. The dog kept it, though, and so did the cat, and
certain others. Oher mal never missed it because they never had it. But the
horse did, and couldn't cope with the know edge of that loss that intelligence
brought. There weren't many of us |left, Casperdan

"But we'll do well here. This is home. Man would feel it too, if he came here
now. Feel it ... and ruin this world all over again. That's why | wote the
Articles.”

She was clad only in shorts now and to her great surprise found she was
trenbling slightly. She hadn't done that since she was fifteen. How | ong ago
was that? Good God, had she ever been fifteen? But her face and figure were
those of a girl of twenty. Rejuvenation

"Pericles, | want back what you promised. | want back what | had in the



Meadows of Bl ood in the Ravaged Mountains. "

"OfF course," he replied, as though it had happened yesterday. A mal's sense of
time is different fromman's, and Pericles' was different fromthat of npst
mal .

"You know, | have a confession to nmake."

She was startled to see that the relentl ess dreaner was enbarrassed!

"I't was done only to bribe you, you know But in truth ... in truth, I think I
enjoyed it as much as you. And |'m ashaned, because | still don't understand
why. "

He kicked at the dirt.
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She sm | ed understandingly. "It's the old bonds you tal k about, Per. | think

t hey nmust work both ways."

She wal ked up to himand entwi ned her left hand in his mane, threw the ot her
over his back. A pull and she was up. Her noverment was done snoothly .

she'd practiced it ten thousand tines in her nind

Bot h hands dug tightly into the silver-black mane. Leaning forward, she
pressed her cheek against the cool neck and felt ropes of nuscle taut beneath
the skin. The anticipation was so painful it hurt to speak

"I"mready," she whispered breathl essly.

"So aml," he replied.

Then the horse Pericles gave her what few humans had had for millennia, what
had been outlawed in the Declaration of Animal's Rights, what they'd shared in
t he Meadows of Blood a billion years ago.

Gave her back the small part of the dreamthat was hers.

Tail flying, hooves digging dirt, magnificent body nmoving effortlessly over
the rolling hills and grass, the horse becanme brother to the wind as he and
his rider thundered off toward the waiting nountains. .

And that's why there's confusion in the old records. Because they knew al
about Casperdan in the finest detail, but all they knew about the horse
Pericles was that he was a genius and a poet. Now, there's anple evidence as
to his genius. But the inquisitive are puzzled when they search and find no
record of his poetry.

Even i f they knew, they woul dn't understand.

The poetry, you see, was when he noved.
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