In Adami s Fall
by Jayge Carr
They cut off ny w ngs.

It had started |like any other day, waking high mdst green scent and | eafy
softness, not al one; |aughing and | oving and pl ayi ng, soaring and di vi ng,
squabbl i ng ani ably over which tree had the juiciest fruit or which of the
femal es present had the highest arched w ngs.

| saw the trap, but sawit too late; and then | was aware of nothing,
until | awoke the second tinme that day, hel pless while they finished,
and | was crippl ed.

| had heard of them of course, wi nged news travels swiftly, heard of the
strangers, the aliens who had appeared suddenly, between a sunset be and a
sunri se, who had done nmany strange things - nost recently the catching and
mutilating of sone of our people.

What were they to me, | thought, these strangers? (Though | knew and called
friend nore than one anong those taken.) These strangers neant nothing, and
| ess than nothing, to ne.

Until they caught me, and crippled ne.
| hated them

The alien kept his face averted as he worked, but once | caught a
glinpse of pity and envy m xed with dark anger in those strange round
eyes.

Soon, too soon, my bonds fell away. There was no pain, no scars - no
Wi ngs.

The bottom surface of the alien's nest hurt the tender souls of ny feet.
| supposed | would grow used to it eventually, the hardness beneath, the
| oss of the freedomof the air.

| limnmped, and ny cal ves ached.
"Take it easy at first," the alien said, his voice runbly, strangely
accented, his face ainmed over ny shoulder. He was far taller than I
broader, w ngless, his head aureoled in sunset glory. "Lean on things,
don't nmove about too much. Get used to ground-wal ki ng, noving about on
your legs. It's not at all like shifting about on a tree branch. But go
slowy at first, don't push yourself too hard."

"Why?" | had nmeant to keep silence, but the question foaned out of ne, a
thirst for knowi ng that had to be quenched. "Wy did you do this to ne,
why must you mnutilate us so?"

For the first tine the alien faced ne eye to eye, his head bent. "I
can't explain it, youngster. You couldn't understand. But believe ne,
it's your own good."

"Good? My good? To be crippl ed?"

"Your good, | said, youngster. Your people's good," the alien was
fierce. "lI'ma nmedic, youngster, a healer, and |'ve seen nore



suffering, nore tragedy than you can imagine. And | know, sonetines,
there nust be hurt to cure.”

"Cure? But there was nothing wong with my wi ngs, nothing!"

"But there was, youngster. There was. Qur conputers said so. Your w ngs
make it too easy, nake |otus-eaters out of you. You need to struggle to
advance, you need-"

My hands gripped his shoulders, felt warmfl esh under strange w appi ngs.
"G ve nme back my w ngs!"

"I can't, youngster. Wat's done can't be undone - but - I'msorry."

| heard truth in that deep runmbly voice, and bowed ny head, and shuffled
about as they directed ne. One of them spoke | ong and enthusiastically
about something he called farm ng, and pressed small objects he called
seeds into ny hands. Others gave ne tools and strange devices. But | let
it all slide out of nmy fingers as soon as | passed out of the aliens
conpound.

| linmped away, not knowi ng where | was going, not caring, ny abused feet
carrying me where they wlled.

Wth nmy wings | was safe, nothing to fear but the rare jawack or
perchance a spiting slith. But on the ground, prey to every craw ing
predator...

| didn't care

| came to a quiet pool, and bathed | ong, scrubbing with sweetrmud to
cl eanse the alien stench from ne.

There Elluvee found ne, staring unseeing into the green depths. She
fluttered down beside ne, folding her wings, iridescent brilliance,
around her. Elluvee, nmy sweet, ny lithe green darling, ny lady of the
wi nd and the cl oud.

W cried together, and loved, for the last tine.
After, she offered to go to the aliens, that we m ght be together again.

| refused. | would not have her crippled Iike ne, for the sake of a
generous i npul se.

But | knew, even as | warned her of how | had been trapped, that there
was no safety for any of us, anywhere. But she nust not give up even a
day of whol eness for ne. Who knew, perhaps the strangers would | eave as
abruptly as they had cone.

But they didn't.

I was lucky. | got a scar, and then two, but | |earned, and survived.
Many of us didn't. | hated the aliens, and | onged for the gay carel ess
freedom!| had |lost, and ny hatred grew, and grew.

Then El Il uvee was caught, as | had been

Soneone brought nme the word. W cripples were slowy learning to help
each other, to survive. The wi nged ones, our once-selves, our brothers,



didn't need, didn't bother. In the air, groups larger than three or four
drew danger. On the ground, groups could be a protection

| hurried, through woods, across scented neadows. What | had learned in
pai n nust protect Elluvee, until she, too, could learn

She came out of the door, the shining door, and she |inped slowy on her
unaccustonmed feet, her pride dragging in the dirt.

I met her, and her eyes stared past me, unseeing. | shook her shoul der
frightened. Ohers | had seen, like so. If the fierce ones do not take
them their souls wther away, and their bodies follow

"Elluvee, Elluvee, it is I, Jantzu! | wll help you. It is bad, bad,
know, dearest, but | amhere, | will help, you will learn, | said
softly, with enotion

Her eyes were wi de, dark, staring blindly ahead.

"Elluvee!" Slowy, slowy, her head turned, her eyes net mine. There was
no anger or fear or hurt in them only enptiness.

"Jantzu," she said; then, sadly, "No."
Just that, no nore.

Al my pleadings, all ny fine words went for nothing. There is a cliff,
below it a savage, foaming river, on its height a tree that bore her
favourite fruit. She asked ne to clinb the tree, to fetch sone of that
fruit. | thought - Presence forgive ne - that she was curing, that she
woul d accept, would | earn as others had | earned.

| was back down, the fruit in a woven vine pouch, when | saw her nearing
the cliff's edge - and knew.

It was far, too far, but | ran, | ran, cursing nmy foolishness in |eaving
her al one, even for so short a tinme. She was poi sed on the verge, and
she turned, and smiled, and said, "Farewell, Jantzu." And dove.

She was so slender, so light, she alnost flew by wind and will al one.
And then she fell, and fell, until the water took her.

And again ny hatred of the aliens grew, though the full extent of their
cruelty I was yet to learn. Elluvee was gone, but there were other
femal es anbng the groundlings, and loneliness is a heavy burden. Since
we found greater safety in nunbers, we were much together, and one
Caveen and | found pleasure in each other's arnms, confort from

| onel i ness.

The clutch was born without w ngs.

| asked about anong the other groundlings, and all the clutches born to
those crippled by the aliens were the sane.

Most of the parents had, in pity preserved their offspring from our
cruel life, wapping themafter in spicy drylla | eaves and returning
their husks to the Presence.

But one of m ne rem nded ne, sonehow, of Elluvee, and | couldn't bear to
| ose them



They di ed anyway, poor nites, one by one. Caveen and | quarrel ed, each
bl am ng the other, and we parted.

| went to the aliens' compound.

The ot hers thought the infants' |ack of w ngs but natural, since we had
all lost ours. But | knew better. My own sire Tzubannl had | ost one of

his arms to a jawack, and yet had lived to sire ne. And | had two good

ar ns.

The shining door opened, and | entered.
A voi ce came out of nowhere. "Do you need some hel p?"
"I - 1 would speak with the one who took off ny wi ngs."

"Ch, no, birdboy," the voice was firm Al about me were featurel ess
flat surfaces, palest green, even the door had di sappeared into green
Yet there was light, and somehow, the voice. "There aren't enough of us
that we can let you in to cut somebody's throat."

"I wished only to speak." Could these aliens, with all their strange
powers, die? As animals died, as we died? "I have questions that | need
to be answered."

"Il bet!"™ The voice, like all the alien voices, was deep, runbly,
accented. Yet | could hear plain, his disbelief, incredulity.

A different voice spoke. 'I'm Denocritus Sung. Wat did you want to
know?"

"I - 1 - you are not the nmedic! Let ne out of here!" | crouched, trying
not to scream to pound nyself futilely against the strange hardness
that was neither trunk nor |eaf nor honest ground. The light, the voices
out of nowhere, the strange flat green hardnesses - when | had been here
before | had been protected fromthe alienness by ny own shock - now I
was close to blind panic.

"Easy, son, easy," soothed the second voice. There was a tingling in ny
nostrils, and I was suddenly calm in control of myself again. "Now "
the voice said, "what questions did you want to ask?"

"I -1 -" 1t was hard, to speak to no one, to hear only voices
answering. "I would know why."

"Wheel ," said the voice, "you don't ask easy ones, do you? What makes
you think a medic could answer, could explain better than any of the
rest of us?"

"Because of what | sawin his eyes. | think he would answer nme, with
truth - and patience. And - and - there is sonmething else | would ask,
only that one could answer." | hesitated. "It is a - a thing close to
ne. "

An odd sound, |ike wi nd whooshing through a glade. "All right, son. You
can conme talk to me. And if | approve, you can speak to your nedic. Just
wait where you are, soneone'll cone and bring you to ne."

My escort was black, black of skin, of fur, black of eye. Even his teeth



and the inside of his nmouth were bl ack

He led me through a labyrinth, until at |ast he stopped at a door and
said to it, "Here's your birdboy, chief."

The door opened, and | entered. The alien was standing at a wall that
was open, so | could see the country beyond. W nust have been high
because as | wal ked toward him| could see even to the distant haze that
was the |ce Muntains.

"Alovely land," he said. He was slight conpared to the others, only a
head or so taller than I, that head a polished snoot hness, gol den brown.

"Until, you cane,"” | answered.

"Yes, the serpents in your garden." He nade the w ndrushi ng sound agai n.
H s face was furless, too, the eyes shaped differently than the others
I'd seen. "I'm Denocritus Sung, by the way, or just Sung, if you can't
renmenber all of it. No nedical problens, are there? Back hurt you? He
noved aside, stared at ny back, shoul ders, arns. "Looks clean enough
Neat job."

"Yes." | couldn't keep the bitterness out of ny voice.
"Boy... no, not boy, | shouldn't call you boy, you're an adult."”
"My nane is Jantzu."

"Jantzu, then. You're snmall, Jantzu, your people are small, and it's
hard, when dealing with a race as small as children, to avoid treating
themas children.” His mouth twisted. "A bitter |lesson, you' d' ve thought
we' d've learned it by now But you want to know why, and |'mgoing to
tell you, try to nake you understand, as best | can. Sit down, nake
yourself confortable. Can | offer you sonething, food, fruit juice, or
water to drink?"

"It is ny soul that thirsts, not nmy body. How does one sit?"

"Wheel, 1'mnot sure you can. Your body's not built for it. Umm Can
you do this?" He |owered hinself onto a padded surface, his |egs fol ded
neatly beneath him "This is called the |otus position. Those of ny
peopl e who can accustomthenselves to it, find it quite confortable."

It was confortable.

He spoke long, and earnestly, but many of the words he used were
strange, and | understood himnot. Ch, he would stop and explain, or try
to explain, what the words meant, culture, computer, niche,
speci al i zati on, ethnol ogy, and so many, many others. He spoke of people
cal l ed Mead, Goodall, Mramatsu, and their w sdons, which he called
equations, or sonetimes |aws.

But though |I understood not the bits of his sayings, | caught the theng,
the soul. He thought we were going die, or worse, sonething he called
degener at e.

But all die.

Yes, he agreed, all individuals die. But a people can die, too. Your
people, as a people, will die. You are dying now, as we speak



"Stop mutilating us,”" | retorted "and we will stop dying."

He shook his head, and turned it away. When he finally faced ne
again, his eyes were red and wet. "I w sh there were sone other way," he
said slowy. "And I wish I could nake you understand. | would feel so
much better, if even one of you understood."

"I understand this rmuch," | spoke as slowy, as solemly as he. "You are
not doi ng what you do out of sheer cruelty. You feel there is a

conpel ling reason, even if you cannot explain this reason so that | may

understand it. But that does not alter - many have died, fromwhat you

did, either fromgrief or inability to survive, here on the ground. Did

you know this, when you began this - this evil?"

"Yes." H s eyes shone.

"You knew," | repeated slowy, "that sone would die. That nmany woul d
die. Yet you did it anyway."

"Yes!" He gripped ny armhurtfully. "We did it that your race, as a
race, would live." He spoke nore softly, as though to hinself. "The ends
never justify the neans, and yet - and yet - and yet! The alternative
was unt hi nkabl e! We couldn't just go, sin by om ssion, |eave an
intelligent race to to - to wither and die away."

| said nothing, only thought of Elluvee, sailing proud under the gol den
sun - and Elluvee as | had seen her |ast, enpty-eyed, death-seeking.

After a bit, he nade the w ndrushi ng sound again, and said, "You had
somet hi ng personal you wanted to ask the nedic. Which one was it, 1'Il
call him"

"l don't know his nane, but he has fur the col our of sunset."”

"Ch." Sonething anmused him

"Vait a bit."
I waited.
"Hello, son." The hair was still sunset glory, but the eyes were sniling

| instead of angry. The nedic brushed ny cheek with his hand, a brief
greeting.

"He's got sonething to ask you, Merce. Sonething personal. |'m going, so
he can ask in private. You know where the booze is."

"If this is your idea of a joke, Crito...."

"Nope. H's idea. And no joke, |I'd say. He's probably safe, but 1"l
| eave the coormon. Yell if you need help."

The nedic got a transparent gourd full of anmber-brown fluid and drank
long and noisily. Then, nouth a thin, hard line, |egs straddl ed, he
faced ne. "OK., let's hear it. Wiat did you want to ask ne?"

"When you cut off ny wings, was - that all you did?"

It didn't seemto be what he had expected to hear; he frowned,



consi dering, mouth drawn into a tight knot. Then he took another | ong
drink of the dark fluid and said, "Wat nakes you ask?"

"I have sired younglings. They have no w ngs."
"You have no wings."

"Because you cut themoff. And did other things. This bone here,"
gestured to ny chest, where the heavy bone that supported ny w ngs had
been altered, made lighter, "and ny |legs. But how could you rmake such
changes on children | was yet to sire?"

"You don't know what genes are, or the helix, or DNA. So how can |
expl ain how they can be altered?"

"Al'l my children?" But the answer was there for nme to see, in those
i ght expressive eyes.

The nedi ¢ bent, shortening hinself so that our heads were | evel, touched
nmy cheek again gently with his hand. "I don't even know your nane."

"Jant zu.'

"Teach them Jantzu. Teach them They won't mss what they never had, as
you do, as you rust. And with their children, the worst will be past -"

| drew back. "They died."
The nmedic flinched. "Ch, Jantzu."

Water rolled out of the light eyes. "I have lost children, too. That's
part of the reason why | volun - never mind." Wite teeth worried his
lip. "Think, Jantzu, think. Wiy did they die?"

"You killed them You took my wings away so couldn't care for them
properly. You -"

"No!" The nedic stood towering over me. "Think, Jantzu. Wy did they
di e?"

"Why? A hundred reasons. Wthout nmy wings, | couldn't build a proper
treetop nest for them | couldn't keep them warm enough; | couldn't get
enough ripe fruit; | couldn't -"

The nedic turned away and | eaned agai nst a vertical hardness, shoul ders
shaki ng.

| had one | ast question, though I already knew the answer. "You did this
to all you caught, their wings and their children's also."

Muffled. "Yes."
"Since you could do all this, why not just the children?"

The nedic whirled, grasped ny shoul ders with huge, hurting hands.
"Because you woul d have killed them in pity, because you would have
known they couldn't survive, without wings. And if we had sinply cloned
- if we stolen orphaned infants, and raised them oursel ves, away from
you, they would have refl ected our ways, not yours, they would have felt
kin to us, not you. They would have rivaled you, rivaled the w nged



ones, and not felt brother to them as you do now. And if they didn't
kill the winged ones of directly, they would do indirectly, because they
woul d be nmore efficient, as you will learn to be nore efficient.”

"Rival the wi nged ones? Wien | amdead, with no children living to
foll ow me, how can there be talk of rivalry?"

"Thi nk, Jantzu, think. You have |learned to survive, and you can learn to
hel p your children to survive, too. | took your wi ngs, Jantzu, you can't
live as if you still had wings. But you have your m nd, and your hands,
and your feet. Your life has changed, and you nmust change. Change, and

| earn, and nost of all - think."

"Did your people be wi nged once, also?"

"No. But many times, in our past, our lives have been changed, and it
has been adapt or die. And sonetinmes, sone of us, |arge groups of us,

di ed. You nmust work out your own way to live, on the ground, Jantzu. W
will help. As much as we can. Qur answers cannot be yours, what is right
for us may be all wong for you. Find your answers, Jantzu. W want you
to live, you, and your children, and your children's children."

"Wul d you give nme one of those that stills one's |inbs at a distance,
to protect nyself with?"

H s head moved back and forth. "No Jantzu. \Wen the charge expired, how
woul d you protect yourself? No, you nmust |earn, how to protect yourself,
by yourself. But there are those anong us, who can teach you how to
fight, what the vulnerabilities of other aninmals are, how to make -"
"And meanwhile, you will catch those of my w nged brothers that you can
and serve them as you have nme and so many others."

"Yes!"

"Knowi ng that of those you so treat, half will die within a day and a
ni ght ?"

"So many? | hadn't realized -

"And of those that live, many are bodies only, noving about, their
spirits dead within them"

"Jantzu, it nust be. We will help, whatever way we can - but - it - rnust
- be!™ Very low. "Please learn, Jantzu. O it will all have been for
not hi ng! "

W nter cane.

W wi ngl ess ones could no longer fly to follow the warnth. Sone tried to
foll ow our winged brothers, painfully, on foot. A few even made it back
to rejoin those who stayed.

W | earned. Many of us died, but the survivors | earned.

Many things we | earned; to nake crude shelters, to dole out our food

i nstead of gobbling it all when we had it, to wap ourselves in the furs
of the animals we killed. Yes - we learned to hunt, and kill. For when
the trees stand naked and barren, and the bushes are buried under
shrouds of snow, what else is there to eat but the aninmals?



We learned to kill each other, too.

W had to gather together, in groups, to survive. W had to defend
our sel ves agai nst hungry predators, and eat; and it took many, to hunt,
to trap - to kill.

W quarreled. Wth wings, if two shoul d di sagree over some minor matter
- though this was rare because there was always plenty for all - they
could sinmply fly away from each other. But crowded together we were, in
crude shelters, cold, hungry, frightened, where argunents could fester

could grow, could flare into killing rage.
W learned to kill, and we Kkilled.
I Killed.

There was a male that first winter who had no fenmale. And he | ooked at
mne with hungry eyes, and it seemed to ne that she returned those

| ooks. So I fought him and killed him And | cut a long stick, and beat
her with it, so she would learn to keep her eyes on nme, and none ot her

The clutch was born while there was still white on the ground.
But it Iived.

O her clutches were born to the groundlings, at odd times. (Another
change nade by the aliens, breaking the birth-pattern of our flying

brot hers?) Many of themlived, too. Some of the parents wanted to give
their clutches mercy, as had been done previously. But | wouldn't |et
them | had to kill a male who defied ne, and his fenal e becanme ny
second fenmale. Many grunbled at this, for we still had nore nales than
femal es, and so sonme nales had no females. But nmy fenmal es were nmine, and
any mal e who wanted one nmust fight me for her

In the air, | couldn't have enforced this. In the air, one didn't own,
not things nor people. But on the ground, a chipped stone knife, furs
for warnmh, food, a shelter, a fenmale - these were precious, could be

hel d, would be fought for. Gound life was different.

W grew in nunbers, slowy. W died, many of our younglings, despite al
our care, died, and the wi nged ones |learned to avoid the aliens' traps.
But nonet hel ess, we grew.

| became a | eader, one who decided. Sonetines | returned to the aliens
pl ace, to learn. | spoke oftenest to Crito Sung, who was their | eader
But | never saw again but once the sunset-furred nedic. He stopped nme in
a corridor and said, "Geetings, Jantzu. How fares it with you?"

"Well enough, nmedic,” | answered. "My children live now, nost of them
But my hatred of you and your work remai ns unquenched. "

My escort, pale as the first had been dark, said nervously, "Wat are
you doi ng here, Mercy? You know what the old man said."

"But Jantzu and | have - known each other a long time. And you've your
big gun to protect nme, and Jantzu knows it. |'mglad you prosper
Jant zu.'

In a sense, it was true. | had then four fenales, all conely and good



breeders. Wen kills were divided, if | wasn't present, a choice piece
was held back for me. | was a leader. But | yearned for what | had | ost.

Strangely, | found it easiest to speak of this, not to ny fell ows who
had |l ost their wi ngs, but to a youngling born w ngless. \Wat drew us
together | couldn't say, for she was too young to give pleasure or
clutches. But her m nd held great understandi ng.

It was she who devised | ong pointed thorns to pierce the skins, and bits
of sinew to weave themtogether, to make fitted wrappings instead of
knotting the individual skins on. And she who devised a variation of our
woven vi ne pouches, with great holes init, to catch fish fromthe
rivers and ponds. And she who tried, over and over, to nake w ngs of
skin and branches for ne, to replace those | had |ost. And she who
tumbl ed out of the sky, to lie broken and dyi ng.

Her death was but one nore to add to the aliens' account.

| thought they would | eave, when we ground - dwellers were nany, and
prospering. But they did not. They closed their doors to us, but stil
the wi nged ones nmust fly wary in our land. Many of themleft permanently
for safer |lands, but some stayed stubbornly on, laughing lightly as they
do. avoided the traps.

At |ast we nade the w ngs, great clumsy unnovabl e structures. They gave
us ol der ones a taste, so we could clinb a tree or cliff and fl oat
gently down. A few of the ground-born tried them and abandoned them But
for those of us who renenbered..

And still the aliens did not |eave, until we began to plan and schene
how we mi ght destroy them

W had | earned much of killing, by then. But what served anpbngst

oursel ves, or against animals wth naught but natural defenses and
desperate cunni ng, mght not be enough against the aliens, whose powers
we knew not the limts of.

So we thought, and practiced various nethods secretly.

W had weapons. Knives, spears, throwing clubs. But central to our plans
was a plant sap, which we dried and used as fuel for our fires. But we
had di scovered that if the sundried lunmp was sealed in clay and baked,
when the covering was broken its contents burned unceasingly, of itself,
no fire needed, when the air and npoisture got to it.

But we needed the help of our winged brothers, to get inside the aliens'
conpound. And they wouldn't give it.

Why shoul d we? they asked. The strangers have not harmed us.

W pl eaded, argued, pointed out the eternal threat the aliens
represented. They only | aughed and fl ew away.

Finally we did the only thing left to do. W caught a wi nged one and
left her tied near the aliens' conmpound. Help us, we told the others, or
we will catch many nore

Losing their wings was the one thing they feared. So they agreed to
hel p.



Qur plan was sinple. The wi nged ones | aunched a band of us, wearing our
artificial wings and carrying the fire-pots. W would drop them and

l and, and in the confusion caused by nmany small fires, we and the ot her
groundlings waiting inpatiently would attack

But we didn't know that the strange material of the base would itself
bur n.

Those who went in first, who hadn't the prudence or the fear to sheer
away or run away, burned also, if they couldn't escape or weren't hel ped
to escape fromthe hol ocaust. Not one of the aliens had time to escape.

The strange material burned savagely, fiercely, swiftly.

By evening, cautiously reconnoitring w nged ones flew over and reported
that nothing was |eft but ashes and burnt bodies.

When the ashes were cool, sone of us went in. | found them together
Crito Sung and the nmedic with the sunset fur. They must have been in a
partially sheltered area, their bodies were unburnt, they had died from
heat and snoke.

How peaceful their faces | ooked, though they rmust have known that death
was close. They lay side by side, arnms about each ot her

W sent them properly to the Presence. It was only when we renoved the
remmants of their wappings to shroud themin drylla | eaves that we

di scovered that many of the aliens - including the sunset-furred nedic -
were femal e.

So our lives were our own again, our world our own again... and yet
and yet..

There was a great discussion. W had di scovered, by accident, and then
by purposeful action, that the clutches of winged mating with w ngl ess
were all wingless. But, if those of mxed heritage mated with the w nged
ones, full half of their clutches were wi nged; and the clutches of those
wi nged, whatever their partner, were always exactly as the pure-bred

wi nged ones. And anong the clutches of mxed to nixed, again some were
wi nged, not half, but one out of four or five. And the clutches of these
wi nged, too, were |like the pure-bred w nged.

So, by careful breeding over many generations, we could elimnate the
Wi ngl ess ones, return to what we had been before the aliens cane.

| argued against it.
W ngl ess ones are fighters, w nged ones are not.

Suppose the aliens canme again, to catch and nutil ate. Suppose others
canme, with worse intent.

Denyi ng wings to our children's children was a nonstrous cruelty.
But necessary.
And sonehow, as | spoke, as | won others to nmy side, as | stole fromny

children, under stress of necessity, what had been stolen from ne,
seened to see the sunset-aureoled nedic - smling.



