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_Her children's crieswoke her from her safe nest. She

sretched, easing the achesin her bones. In the quiet dawn, she
ventured to the lake for water. She saw less of her enemies

gpoor than ever before. Almost nothing was freshly dead, though a
few circling birdswarned her: soon._ Not my children! _shewailed
dlently. They werefevered and ill and even dying. But where

were they? No one crouched beside the lake. No one edged through
the bush, seeking her. She had to find them soon, before she was
amother without children.

_Theland was dry and brown, asit had aways been, but

there were differences. The footpaths were missing, the birds no
longer fled in fear of her, the few antel ope she saw were smdler
and quicker than any she could remember. She felt uneasy, walking
in the open, with no treesto climb should she come across those
fearsome doglike creatures that could swallow her in three bites.
She gripped her club, which was redlly nothing more than an old
femur bone. She had watched a great cat bring down an antelope and
waited patiently for it tofill itsbelly, then fought the birds

for the spoils and came away with awegpon aswell asamedl._
_Shelooked up again. The birds seemed smaller, and they were
the wrong colors. They were gtill ominous and foreboding asthey
rode the thermals high above the savannah and sought the flesh of
the newly dead._

_Asthe sun rose higher, she withdrew into the comforting

shadows of the trees. Her stomach cried out, and she turned over a

dry log, looking for termites. But the log crumbled into dust and



sheredlized, even as she Sfted through itsremains, finding a

few laggard insects, that the main army had moved on to choicer
morsels.

_How easy it used to be to find food. In the kinder days of

her youth, she could have traveled fast, grubbing food from the
earth or from hanging branches. Now, it took her hoursto fill

her belly so it did not cry like ababy, and she barely heard the
cries or coughs of beasts. Her feet bled, tender after her long

rest, but she trudged on. She had dept too long._

The camp lay 40 kilometers due west of Moroto, in the

blistering heat of the Karamojo country. Even theflies had become
lethargic. Dust devils swirled across the empty landscape, red and
angry, reaching hundreds of feet into the sartling blue sky.

Two boreholes supplied water for al the tents. One teased

them with cool, clear water for two or three minutes at atime,
then went dead for half an hour or more, while the other offered a
dow, duggish trickle of warm brown liquid.

"Wake up, wake up!"

A weight landed on Jeremy Harriss cot, and achild shrilled
inhisears. Trandating the child's excited Swahili

automaticaly, Jeremy fixed histormentor, not four feet high,

with ableary eye, then glanced outside. What the hell wasthe

kid doing waking him up in practicaly the middle of the night?
"Dr. Umurungi told meto fetch you. Y ou remember old Kabute?
Hedied around midnight.”

Jeremy remembered the man: not forty yet impossibly aged,
amost mummified, in thefinad emaciation of the AIDS that

threatened to finish the job in Ugandathat Idi Amin began and



Milton Obote had carried forward. They died. Sooner or later,
everyonedied.

The child's eyes reflected avareness and resignation: held

aready lost both parents to the disease and was HIV-positive
himself. It would be amiracleif he reached puberty. Forget

AZT: therelief workerswere happy if they could provide three
meglsaday.

"I'm sorry," said Jeremy. "Do they want meto talk to the

family?"

He could think of severa people better quaified by language

or race to talk to the man's family--an elderly mother, two
withered wives. One bore the marks of Kapos's sarcoma, purple
againsgt black, and coughed dmost congtantly. There were severd
children; Jeremy would have bet good money that al of them were
HIV-positive.

Jeremy was avolunteer, not aphysician: if they needed him

to drive, he drove. If they wanted him to perform medical tests,
they taught him and looked the other way. If they wanted an
English dass, hetaught it. When it cameto bribing officids,

he was without peer. Best of dl, when (never _if ) they needed
emergency funding, hisold Wl Street training could usudly
wring it from some unsuspecting philanthropica prey -- or dlow
the prey to donate it anonymously and still keep histax break.
Wheat they mostly needed these days, however, was a
gravedigger. In New Y ork, Jeremy had worked out with atrainer
who cameto his private gym, when he didn't go to hisuniversity
club, his company'sfitness center, or any of the places that took
up alarge part of hisvery privatelife. But digging graves out

here in the bush put more muscle on him than histrainer would



have dreamed possible.

"Dr. Umurungi said they left the compound, taking Kabute's
body with them."

The boy opened the tent flap wider. Jeremy winced at the
sunrise and swore with the inventive profanity of the equity
traders he used to match drink for drink at Harry's. Not only
would the women and children not get proper care-- _so what if
they die amonth before their time, the darknessin him muttered,
we're all on Death Row here_-- but carrying a corpse, they'd be
lucky if they didn't run afoul of hyenas on the plain or crocs
crossing theriverson their way back to their village -- and that
was on the unlikely assumption that it hadn't been looted by
Somadi or Sudanese bandits.

Helowered hisfeet decisvely, and the child practically

hugged himsdf with relief. Reaching for his boots and trousers,
Jeremy shook them before he put them on. He folded his bedding,
just s0. A placefor everything or you'd go crazy, livingina
cluttered tent in an AIDSrdlief camp. Everything inits place.

He unlocked the box where he kept his megavitamins and the
other drugs, downing ahandful of pillswithout water, before
replacing the phids next to his portfolio statements, medica
records, and afew letters. The most recent was from his parents
inVermont. He knew it by heart.

It wasn't very long. Surprisingly, it wasn't his mother who

had written it, but hisfather, who had aways been better with
tools than words. The fact that Jeremy could continually force
unnaturd lifeinto the camp's ancient truck was agift from his
father that hed only now cometo value. Asaboy, he had lived

interror that those skillswould chain him to grimy handsand



grease-stained clothes, to lifein agas station, atown, away of
life he had fought to escape.

_'son,_

_"You didn't want your mother and me to cometo the airport

and seeyou off, so | didn't get achanceto seeyou. | don't
suppose I'd have been able to say what 1've been thinking about
there anyhow. Things movetoo fast for mein New Y ork, and you
probably were dl taken up with getting things arranged and saying
good-byeto your friends.”_ (What friends? Jeremy thought to
himsdlf. The one person -- the one other person he might have
wanted to see would never bethere again.)

_"And with your mother there trying not to cry, | couldn't

have said what | wanted to say. Weve never had dl that much to
say to each other that wasn't cars, or 'How's your schoolwork
going? or That'sredly interesting,’ and now I'm sorry. |

aways though maybe | was the wrong father for you...but that's
water under the bridge. | want you to know that you don't have to
dothis. You're my son, and I'm proud of you. If youre sick,
come home and your mother and | will take care of you. Y ou dways
have aplace here._

_"Love,_ (hisfather had scratched it out, then written the

word again. Probably he feared that if he had to recopy the

letter, he'd never sendit.)

_"Your Dad"_

Very gently Jeremy replaced the letter in its sheltering

plastic bag. Then he pulled out the small, tattered box with the
monogrammed cufflinks and the unopened letter. Jeremy remembered
the man to whom hedd given the cufflinks. Asadways, hewas

surprised that the box had reached him with the | etter and the



rgiected gift inside.

It would have been amercy if some officia had heard the
cufflinksrattling around and stolen the box before it reached

him. It was amercy that Raymond hadn't thrown the cufflinks a
him aong with his anger when he learned just how disastroudy
cardess Jeremy had been. "Gifts, dways giving methingslike |
didn't know how to choosefor mysdf. Well, thislast gift you

gave mewasredly akiller, wasn't it?" Ray had walked out,
damming the door on Jeremy and any chancethey'd had for alife
together, and dl those gifts -- except for the deadly one he
cariedingdehim.

Jeremy |eft the box under the pillow on his cot and stuck the

letter into his pocket. Maybe today he'd find the time -- or the

guts -- to open it. Or throw it away.

Or maybe hed loseit.

Heturned back to face the little boy. | do haveto be here,

he told the ghost of hisfather. Everything in its proper place.

Just as he was.

Automaticdly, he scanned himsdlf. No lesions. No fever.

No faint weariness, no cough, no trace of night swesets. Nothing

to worry about.

Yet.

Like so many of the peoplein hisworld, Jeremy Harriswas
HIV-posgitive. The verdict had surprised the hdll out of him,

though he supposed it shouldn't have. Hislife had been so

precisdy arranged: the 80-hour weeks where weekends blended into
weekdays and when he sometimes lived on the phone so he could make
his pile and pay for the place on Fire Idand; the weeks and
weekends down in the Keys, where the beer was cold, the seafood



spicy, and the company -- he'd better not think of _that_...or of
how many of hisold friendswere il dive. You had towak a

very fineline between indifference, which could kill you, and

caring too much, which would tear you apart.

Thelast time held visited his old haunts, the Keys had been

like aghost town. No one knew where Raymond was (or maybe hed
told them to keep their mouths shut.) That whole group of writers
and artists and smart guys with money had turned into peoplelike
hisfather, no good at words about the _red _things. The

survivors were ether drinking themselvesinto oblivion or, like
Jeremy, working to the point of exhaustion while becoming hedlth
and diet fanatics,

And for what? To watch ther other friends die whilewaiting

for acure that 98% of them could never afford eveniif it was
discovered? He subscribed to medical journas and followed the
latest research on S.1.V. -- Smian immunodeficiency virus-- and
the vaccine Harvard Med School had devel oped, one that protected
monkeysfor three years. Hed even alowed himself to hope when
Johns Hopkins turned up a 43-year-old woman who'd had three
hedlthy children after being diagnosed HIV-positive -- and when,
try asthey might, they couldn't get infectious HIV from her

blood.

_Maybel'm amutant just like her!_he thought desperately.

Which, of course, made him feel even more like an outcast from the
human race.

He went to Montred to vist Biochem Pharma, where anew

drug, 3TC, in combination with ATZ, showed promising results. He
monitored the Glaxo-Wellcome PLC merger with the attention the

dying gaveto the Last Rites because that had to affect the supply



of the AZT he expected to need one day. What good did it do him?
All the biotechs had tanked. AZT was more a poison than acure,
and with healthcare costs the way they were...

Of course, aslong as he raked in the commissions, he had key
man insurance from his company. He hardly thought they'd keep it
up (_ha!_ Now therewasagood pun!) when hegot _redly sick.
And if he changed companies and came down with ARC or full-blown
AIDS, there he was with a pre-existing condition. WWhen his money
finally ran out -- his portfolio was only solid, not huge -- he'd

be out on the street, and that wasn't Wall Street -- and on
whatever might be left of Medicaid by that time.

So Jeremy kept fit. Every day he scanned himself for

deterioration. As hisfriends and lovers sickened and died around
him, Jeremy redlized that he was what researchers called anon-
progressor; he might have 10, 15, 20 years yet. One man, infected
17 years ago, still had anormal CD-4 white blood cedll count.
Maybe Jeremy would get lucky too.

Day after day, he worked, and worked out, and waited either

for thedisease or acure. You can't cal thet living at dl, his
psychiatrist said.

At an Audrey Hepburn reviva at the Thalia, for God's sake, a
handout told him how she'd starved as a child, working for the
Resistance. Until cancer |eft her too weak to continue, she'd

tried to feed kidsin Ethiopia

Thevery next day, The Wall Street Journal__had carried a

story on the AIDS epidemic in Zambiaand Uganda. If that wasn't
some sort of omen, he didn't know athing about market timing. So
he'd liquidated his stock positions and parked the money in secure
Triple-A bond funds, said good-bye to histrainer, sold his co-op



for agood price despite rotten interest rates, and unloaded his
beach house. Hisfriends thought hedd gone crazy, his

psychiatrist thought held gone sane and helped him negotiate the
wilderness of regulations, and hisfamily smply cried and wanted
him to come back home where everyone would whisper about " Jeff
Harriss boy, what a shame, so young to go." Money and some damn
good networking had enabled him to hook up with asmdll relief
organization; and so here hewas.

Hefinished hisdaily checklist. Nothing Ieft out for kids

or monkeysto stedl. Everything in its proper place, except for

the finishing touch. Hed given up the Hermesties, the custom-
tailored suits, the meticulous Manhattan grooming for the

cheapest, toughest, coolest clothes he could find, but one grace
note remained. From his footlocker, he pulled out a spool of red
ribbon, cut off acoupleinches, and pinned it to hisshirt. The

boy's eyes widened and he held out an eager hand. So Jeremy
grinned and cut him an AIDS ribbon too, and out they went.

He began waking through the camp, which seemed like two
separate worlds to him -- or, actudly, three. There was the world
inhabited by the camp's employees. immaculate tentsin a clugter,
apotless mess areg, the infirmary -- it wastoo smal and too
eadly victimized by the dementsto call it ahospitd; even
_infirmary_seemed to give it an unearned dignity.

Then there was the world of the Africans: they had come by

the dozens, and finally the hundreds, once word got out that
another crazy European was passing out free food and medicine, and
asmal city of mud and thatched huts now completely encircled the
world of the camp attendants.

Findly therewasthat tiny world inhabited only by himsdlf



and Elizabeth, apair of people who didn' fit in elther of the

other worlds. Jeremy, whose medica training waslimited to a
lifesaving badge he earned in swimming classwhen he wastwelve,
and Elizabeth, who had been born in Ugandaand raised in Europe
and didn't quite belong to elther society.

As he passed a huge pile of folded, unused tents, he saw a

troop of vervet monkeys edging closer to an extended family of
Africansthat were warming their bananamash breskfasts over a
fire. Hunger had made the monkeys brave, bravery had made them
foolish, and Jeremy knew that at least one family was going to be
having meet for lunch.

At last he reached the mess tent and came to a stop before
Elizabeth, who was writing meticulous notesin ajourna while her
teasat, untouched and cooling, right next to the Coleman lamp on
the breakfast table.

"Isthat you, Jeremy?" she asked without looking up.

Dr. Elizabeth Umurungi's enunciation always sounded like an
upper-class Englishwoman -- one who spoke perfect French -- rather
than a convent-educated Achole who had fled to Britain with her
parentswhen Idi Amin started decimating the countryside.

"No, it's Father Damian," hetold her, wrapping his sweater

about hisnarrow shoulders. It was strange: every evening he went
to deep swesating and wondering if he'd ever be cool again, and
every morning he woke up shivering and wondering if held ever be
warm again. That was Africafor you.

"All things considered, you'd hardly qualify asasaint,” she
retorted. "Pity. We could use amiracle or two."

Sheld been finishing up her residency about the time held

done hisMBA: they had friends, or at least contacts, in common,



and inwhat fdt like another life, they'd skiied the same hills

in Switzerland. One of the few people he had confided in, she
monitored his T-cell status aong with those of the Ugandans whose
long defeats she fought.

She poured him a battered mug of teathat he eyed

suspicioudy. "Soit's not that designer herba muck you used to

buy. It won't kill you. Dehydration and hunger will. Sit."

Hewould have liked to eat by thefire, preferring the chilly

air and the smoke to the cramped, dark interior and endless
medica conversation of the mess hall -- but as much as he was
bored by such talk, he was even more bored with his own company,
S0 he decided to est at Elizabeth'stable. Hismeal consisted not

of the meticuloudy chosen, weighed, and cooked health foods that
he had considered a matter of the merest survival, but rather of
posho and banana mash which, even here, wasn't much.

"Think | ought to make asupply run?" he asked.

She shrugged.

"| got adividend check," he volunteered. "Be niceto buy

chickens. We could use the carcasses for soup.” ("Money!" Raymond
had spat. "It'sal you ever think about! Well, let's seeyou try

to takeit with you!"™)

Shefindly looked up a him. "Homesick for Manhattan?

Chicken soup isn't _that_ magic. Aslong aswe can feed everyone
in camp, fine. But | do need you to drive me somewhere."

He bowed daborately. With him, she wouldn't have to worry

about assault -- or about getting back to the compound safely.

"Y ou want to track down the villagersthet |eft this morning?

Jabito told me about them when he woke me up.”

"Jabito gosspstoo much. Old head; young shoulders.”



"What do you expect?'

"| expect people not to dip away from doctors who aretrying

to help them," said Elizabeth with the hauteur acquired in a
childhood spent commuting between Paris, London and Kampala.
Elizabeth might have learned patience and compassion in her sdif-
gppointed mission to help rebuild the country that had exiled her
family, but thearsof the _grande dame_ till clung to her.

Though Jeremy had to admit that on her, even atattered lab coat
and old crew T-shirt looked chic. She'd been amode in Paris.

Not the type he'd pretended to drool over as a nervous teenager
reading _Sportslllustrated's  swimsuit issue every year, but the
sort of model who turned upin_Vogue and had designersfighting
each other over who would have the privilege this season of
draping thousands of dollars of silk over her arrogant, € egant
bones. Once and future stars were always chucking careers and
going back to school, so the story on her in _People_ --
"Supermodd Abandons Runways for Med School” -- produced araised
eyebrow or two before everyone in Jeremy's study group went back
to being cool. And working their asses off.

Whilethat might impressthelocds, it dso intimidated

them, and they kept her at a distance that saddened her. For al

the darkness of her skin, she was as much aforeigner here as
Jeremy. Maybe even more of one. "I've got their medica records,
such asthey are," she added.

"You got aLand Rover?'

She smiled a him. "Better than that. I've got aflatbed

truck with an amost-new sparetire.”

"Whered you get it?" he asked excitedly. "I thought you told

me you were just about out of money."



"l am. Wegot it from adonor." She paused, then amended her
gtatement. "1 got it from adonor. Y ou're not the only financia
wizard around here."

"If you're afinancia wizard, how did you manageto run

through dl those millions you made modding?' he asked with a
gmilethat was dmost smug.

Shesighed. "'l bribed alot of the wrong people when |

decided to set up the camp. Then | had to go back and bribe the
right ones. Our equipment cost afortune to import. We're on our
fifth Land Rover; do you know how much they cost, and how quickly
they die out here?' She paused, then added ruefully: "And then
there were my little blunders, like one hundred tents nobody wants
to deep in. They were more than eight hundred dollars apiece, and
| can't get asingle patient to spend anight in one.”

Hewanted to teasingly say, "Wdll, they're_your_people,” --

but he bit the words off just in time. They were no longer her
people, and in fact distrusted this Westernized woman, this "black
European", even more than they distrusted Jeremy, who in their
eyeswas just another well-intentioned, bumbling American, a
typica Two-Y ear Wonder who was working out hisguilt at his
parents expense.

"Of coursethey won't degp inthem,” said Jeremy. "Tents

have corners, and demonslivein corners. Much better to livein
niceround huts"

"Did they tell you that?'

He nodded.

"Why didn't they tdl me?"

"You'reaUgandan," he said. "They probably assumed you

knew."



"| left when | wasachild,” shesadirritably. "I can't

remember every little superdtition they..._ we ...have." She

paused. "1 wish | knew why they confidein you and not in me."
"Us subordinates know not to trust the big chief," he said
withasmile.

For amoment he thought she would explode with anger, but
finaly shelaughed. "Anyway," she added, "I've actudly got two
jerrycans of petrol and aradio. Well trave in style.”

_And with enough room to bring back the villagers, whether

they want to come or not. Assuming we don't find them dead by the
side of theroad -- or such parts of them asthe hyenasleave.
"What if they don't want to come?"

"What happensto the children?’ countered Elizabeth. "The

old lady cant doit al. It's sad: Two daughters-in-law, both

with children. Under norma circumstances, sheldd have dl the
makings of an easy, honored old age. The daughters-in-law would
do al thework for her." She sighed deeply. "But now shell be
tending them and bringing up the children until they get sick

too."

"Does she test positive?

"She's negative. But that's not surprisng. Shelivesa

traditiond lifestyle, and in her culture, women don't have sex

once they reach menopause. Besides, her husband died years ago.
The son must have picked it up from his circumcision group, or
maybe from some whore in Kampaaor Entebbe.” She gestured to a
beat-up flatbed truck at the far sde of the compound. "Get your
gear and let's get this show on theroad. I'll wait for you at the
truck."

Hejoined her afew minuteslater, climbed into the driver's



seet, put the vehiclein gear, and they were on their way.

The road wound in and out of the bush, passing through dozens
of villages, many of them totaly deserted, though it was
impossible at first glance to determine whether they were empty
dueto war or AIDS.

"God, | hate these potholes!" muttered Jeremy, astheride
began doing painful thingsto his spine and kidneys.

"Thelocas play games, trying to figure out whose they are,”
sad Elizabeth with abitter amile.

"Whose_what_are?" repeated Jeremy uncomprehendingly.
"The potholes," she explained. "They try to guess whether

they were made by Amin'stroops, or Nyerere's, or Obote's, or
Okello's, or Musaveti's."

"What addightful way to spend your childhood,” said Jeremy
wryly. "Trying to guesswhich homicidal monster destroyed the
road through your village."

"Musaveti'sagood man,” said Elizabeth adamantly. "And
Nyerereisasant.”

"Three out of five dill isn't good odds,” replied Jeremy.
"Especidly when you haveto livethroughit dl."

Elizabeth quickly grabbed her hat as another bump sent it
flying toward her window. "We should reach the end of the tarmac
pretty soon," she said.

"It gets better then?"

"It's much better right after thelong rains. Y ou can't

repair tarmac out here, but if it'sjust holesin adirt road, the
ranswill haveleveledit out.”

" Nothing_canlevd thisroad out,” said Jeremy devoutly. He

looked out the side window just asthe tarmac ended. The



thornbush, which had been rapidly encroaching on both the savannah
and theroadside _shambas , had triumphed totaly. The grass,
which was green and endless afew miles back, now existed only in
isolated pockets, and was dotted by the bones of dead wildebeest
and kob. The red dust from the road obscured hisvision, but he
could see troops of vervet monkeys, plus an occasiond red
colobus, scampering through the trees and observing the strange-
sounding foul-smelling vehicle from the safety of the branches.
Asthetruck dowed downto crossa_lugga -- adry riverbed

-- Jeremy saw afigure disappearing into the thornscrub somefifty
yards off to hisright.

"What isit?" asked Elizabeth as Jeremy brought the truck to
ahdlt.

"There's something back there."

"What?'

He shook hishead. "I don't know." He paused and frowned. "I
think it was awoman or achild; it wastoo smdl to beaman.”

She shrugged. "Nothing unusua about that. Uganda's got alot

of people and alot of bush. Y ou tend to find the onein the

other.”

"Stop patronizing me," he sad irritably.

"Then stop belaboring the obvious," shereplied. "You saw a
womanin the bush.”

"There was something funny, though.”

"Funny ha-ha, or funny strange?’ she asked.

"Funny strange.”

mWhat?

He paused uncomfortably. "I only caught aquick glimpse of

her -- or him -- but..."



"But what?" she pergsted.

"Shewalked like her feet hurt, and _nobody _in Africawaks
likethat."

"Maybe she cut her foot."

"The average African spends hiswhole life waking barefoot

on rocks and in thornbush country. | don't think you could cut his
foot open with aknife.”

"Nonsense," shesad. "I cut my own foot just two days ago."

"Y ou're not the average African,” heretorted. "Y ou spent

most your lifein Europe and America.”

Sheignored his comment, picked up the binoculars, and held
them to her eyes. "There's nothing out there. Probably it wasa
heat mirage. Or maybe the glare on the windshield made you think
you saw awoman instead of atree.”

He shrugged. "Maybe."

Or maybe his eyes could be starting to go -- except that it
wasway too early in the disease cycle for him to halucinate. And
besides, he didn't have the disease yet.

Jeremy continued looking out the window as he arted driving
again. He spotted a pair of silver-backed jackas, and afew
minutes later he had to swerveto avoid afamily of hyenasthat
were fighting over the remains of asmal duiker, but there was no
sgn of the small figure he had seen. Or _thought_ he had seen.
He noticed that sweat was starting to pour down his body, and
he transferred the | etter to another pocket to keep it dry.

"What isthat?" she asked.

"Oh, nothing," hereplied. "Just aletter fromanold

friend.”

"Y ou haven't opened it yet."



"I'll get around to it."

"Would you like meto read it to you while you're driving?'

she offered.

"Not necessary,” he said.

"It'sno trouble."

"No."

They cameto another village. There were sixteen hatched huts
faling to ruin. Nearby was alarge thorn _boma_for the caitle;
next to it were four deserted _shambas , the mango and banana
treesfighting alosing beattle for surviva againg the

encroaching bush. The village had awel|l so that the people would
not have to drink contaminated water. (Fat chance, thought Jeremy.
The water in the nearby bilharzia-infested stream was crysta
clear. The people would take one look at the safe brown water
coming up from the borehole and opt for the stream every time.)
There was only one problem: no people. Like so many other
villages, it was completely deserted.

"l get 0 sick of seeing this," remarked Elizabeth, gesturing
toward the empty huts.

"Whereto now?" asked Jeremy, staring ahead to where the road
forked and went off in two directions.

"I'm not quite sure, but | seem to think we go to the

northwest."

_She saw astrange beast, growling constantly and belching a
foul-smelling smoke. It waslike nothing she had ever experienced,
grange and terrifying even for this strange and terrifying land.

She quickly hid behind athornbush and waited for it to gallop

off.



_Thebeast had amost unusua means of enticing itsvictims.
Instead of gedthily cregping up and then pouncing, likethe

great cats and canines, it showed her an image of ahuman very
smilar to hersalf. Doubtless she was expected to gpproach it out
of curiogity, and it would open its davering jaws and swallow her
whole__

_Shewould have to be prepared for this beast in the future,

for she had much to do, and would doubtless encounter it again._
They managed to get logt, of course. After three days of
punctured tires (five), fa se paths (eeven), bug bites (three
million), and fraying tempers (beyond computation), the truck
crashed out of the underbrush a scant twenty-six milesfrom where
it had entered, and turned onto the narrow, amost overgrown track
that was the best road Jeremy could find with sweat, map,
frequently profane radio exchanges, and the occasiond shout to
any people they passed on the road.

"L ook up ahead," said Elizabeth, pointing.

Asthey approached avillage, athread of smoke curled

upward, and aflock of birds flew overhead. Jeremy was used to
children spotting his Land Rover and running ahead or dongsde
with wild shouts -- but for some reason the inhabitantsof _this
village, even the children, slently watched the truck and then
went about their business.

"What do you make of that?" asked Jeremy, frowning, asthe
truck crunches over the rough road.

"l don't know," said Elizabeth. "They know we're bringing

food and medicine. They should be swarming out to greet us.”

"Have you ever seen areaction like this?!



"No," shesaid, frowning. "Not even when | wasalittle

girl.”

"They don't act afraid,” he noted. "Just...| don't

know... wary ."

Next to one of the huts was amound of heaped dirt. Even

though it had been encircled by a crude fence that must have
caused someone alot of trouble to construct and erect, the ground
was trampled, the clods scattered in places, asif something had
tried to dig it up. Jeremy felt amuscleaong hisjaw jerk.

They wouldn't have had awhole lot of strength to spareto dig the
man's grave deep enough -- and there was aways the problem of how
to get out of the pit onceit had been dug.

Two children squatted by the roadside, waving at him. When

he waved back, they rose dowly. He thought he recognized them.
They'd been fed in the camp for dmost aweek, but the long walk
home had swesated the newly-gained weight off of them. Already
their ribs were showing above their bellies, which, thank God, had
at least not started to swell out in severe manutrition's

dreadful parody of fat. Squatting outside the nearest hut, the
hedlthier -- or rather, the least sick -- of the dead man's young
wivestended afew scrawny chickens. Beyond the huts, an
emaciated ox raised its head at the newcomers, then went back to
the al-important business of grazing the near-grasdessland.

The oldest child pushed at the ox, driving it toward two cowsin
equally poor condition.

Still, concluded Jeremy, these villagers were better off than

alot he had seen. They had posho from therelief center. They
would have milk. They might even have eggs and mest. It wasa
wonder they had anything left at dl. For years, thisentire



country had been little more than the scene of acrimethat caled
itself agovernment -- and now, hardly astep up, it had become a
plaguesite.

_God hepthemal._

Tdl and thin, her head high, the mother of the dead man

appeared in adoorway. She had an infant in her arms, two others
clinging to her legs. She walked over to the squatting woman and
handed her the child. The younger woman opened her dress, and the
child began to nurse -- or to try to.

"That'll infect the baby!" Jeremy muttered.

"Y ou want them to talk to us? Then be quiet!" Elizabeth

got out of thetruck, raised ahand in greeting and spokeina
forma Swahili, totaly different from the "kitchen Swahili"

Jeremy had learned.

Jeremy killed the motor, opened the door, stepped down, and
joined Elizabeth just as the woman raised ahand. Greetings
should have gone on ceremonioudy, with an invitation to amed to
follow, but there waslittle food and lesstime to spare, as her

apol ogetic gestures seemed to indicate. Abruptly, she clapped her
hands. The children scattered, disappearing into various hutsto
emerge wearing the ragged Michadl Jordan T-shirtsthey had
received -- each decorated with aloop of red ribbon. Jeremy
grinned. He remembered giving out those ribbons and dipping a
dimeto one of the kids, who had lost afront tooth the day

before. _The Tooth Fairy comesto Uganda. Right. I'd grant you
threewishes, kid, if | could.

"Weknow you meanwell, Memsagb ," the old woman was saying,
"but we have no faith in your magic. We prefer our own. That is

why we came home."



"But who will help you?" asked Elizabeth, trying to ignore

the word 'Memsaab', which was only offered to whites and
outsiders, never from one black Ugandan to another. ™Y our
grandchildren aretoo young. Y our son isdead, and hiswives are
sck. She paused. "It isnot right that you live done, without

family to share your burdens.”

"I wish you would let usbring you back!" Jeremy blurted in

English.

"Damnit, Jeremy!" hissed Elizabeth. "I know you mean well,

but thet'san insult.”

The old woman turned to Jeremy. "My father isdead,” she

said. "My husband is dead. My sons are dead. My grandsons are too
young to give me orders. Uganda has been independent for 30 long
rains. | will not take orders from you or any other European. |

need no longer call you Bwana."

When Jeremy had findly stammered an gpology, Elizabeth took
pity on him.

"Why don't you unload the truck?" she suggested. That won

her alook of awe from the old woman. For al her dedication, her
Swahili, her attempt to make hersalf seem like agood daughter of
thetribe, Elizabeth was ill a European to them. Shewasall the
more dien for being ablack European and awoman who could give
ordersto men, especidly white men, in this society where brides
were still bought and sold.

"If youwill have us-"

Instant protest, invitation, and gpology followed in order:

how could she doubt her welcome?

"--we shall gtay for afew days and observe the children. We

can make oursalves useful to you.”



Thewoman smiled. Surprisngly, given her age and hedlth,

she till possessed most of her teeth, and they glinted in the
sunlight.

"But | have help, Memsagb ." Elizabeth flinched. That word
again. So much for Ssterhood and fitting in. "My _bibi__has come
tohdpme.”

"Her baby?' asked Jeremy, trying to trandate.

" Bibi_is'mother'," answered Elizabeth. "Y ou've seen those
sgnsin the burnt-out storesand _dukas _aong theroad to
Kampaa, the onesthat say Babito_? That's a contraction, or
actually an acronym, for Baba, Bibi, and Toto -- father, mother,
and baby. In other words, storesfor the whole family." She
paused. "Now please go unload the truck before you offend her
agan."

Jeremy unloaded sack after sack of _posho_, the cornmed that
the Africans made into a porridge (and which Jeremy thought had
the consistency and taste of library paste), and findly a

precious box of powdered milk that they could use for the babies
when (never _if , only _when ) their mothers milk ran dry. If he
had anything to say about it, they'd be drinking it now: if a

mother was HIV positive, ababy could pick it up from breast milk
if it hadn't dready contracted it in the womb.

Elizabeth Umurungi disappeared into the dark interior of the

hut with her medical bag, leaving Jeremy standing outside. The
children gpproached to watch him as he finished unloading the
truck. Aware of their presence, he pocketed the keys, reached into
the glove compartment, and dipped the revolver into his pocket.
No sense putting temptation in their way.

When he walked to the door of the hut, Elizabeth and the old



woman were knedling beside a pallet that held the second wife.
Jeremy remembered her from the relief center. He was surprised
she had madeit back alive.

"Get me some water," Elizabeth ordered, not even bothering to
turn around. ""Rubbing acohol too. We haveto bring thisfever
down."

Oneof the children immediately ran off to obey this not-
quite-stranger with her shiny instruments and her way of
commanding aman taller and stronger than their father had been.
When the child doshed back with atin pan filled with dubioudy
clean water, Jeremy carried it and the rubbing alcohol ingde.
Elzabeth sponged the woman on the pallet, while the other
woman hovered and tried to sooth the patient. The sick woman's
face glowed, thelifeflickering in it like embersin an ebony
lantern, building, flaring up... At any moment, he thought it
would surely burn out into darkness.

"Help hold her ill!" Elizabeth ordered when the patient

began thrashing, and Jeremy, who had aways worn sweatbands and
gloves when working out in hisWest Side gym, legpt to obey.
When they finished, the old woman held her daughter-in-law
againg her shoulder while Elizabeth brought out asyringe and
adminigered it.

Of theold woman's”_hibi_", therewasnosignat all.

Probably she was too shy or too frightened to even look at the
srangers, Jeremy didn't envy Elizabeth the task of coaxing her
out where she could be examined.

n—_—

Jeremy paused, deeping bag in hand, and looked around the
hut that had been dlotted them. He was used to sweet blotching



his shirts the instant he put them on. He was used to insects,

used to animals, used to taking care of peoplein waysthat would
have made the men on the trading desk pass out. But the dark,
claustrophobic hut with its long-unswept floor, its hovering,
whining flies-- hisimagination conjured up deeping Sckness,
ydlow fever, and typhoid for starters, and then began dwelling
on more exotic diseases.

Elizabeth smply shrugged and spread her deeping bag out on

the floor. Maybe it was only dried mud, but it certainly smelled
like cow dung.

Dinner had come and gone -- ascrawny chicken. They had
protested that they had their own supplies, they could perfectly
wdll feed themsalves and everyone e se; but the chicken had been
killed and stewed, and they had had to egt it with every evidence
of appreciation for the sacrifice it represented. Despite
reprimands from mother and grandmother to let their guestseat in
peace, Jeremy managed to feed at least half hisdinner to the
kids. Hefdlt likeaguilty child himsdlf, feeding the family dog
beneath the table, and then felt even guiltier for equating these
starving children to household pets. It was afeast to them, and
when ther faces shone with the meager fat from the chicken skin,
they started to yawn and soon wandered off.

Elizabeth and Jeremy left the hut and sat outsideit, poking

at afire Jeremy had inssted on building. He promised himsaif

that tomorrow he'd show the children how to toast thingsonit,
wondering what he could substitute for marshmallows. He pulled out
Ray's|etter, studied it thoughtfully, and then placed it back in

his pocket, unopened.

Beyond the circle of thevillage and itstiny fidds, darker



than the night sky, lay uncleared land. The forest was coming
back after the devastation of the past decades, and dowly, the
wild creatureswerereturning. A hyenagiggled maniacdly, alion
coughed, and far off in the distance hippos grunted and bellowed.
Elizabeth picked up agreen branch and maneuvered afew
smoldering logs. They suddenly burgt into flame, and a shower of
gparksroseinto the dark African sky.

"Where did you learn to tend afire?' asked Jeremy, whose
camp duty it wasto build fires.

For aningtant, her eyeslit with humor. "In Girl Guides,”

she answered with asmile. "Certainly not in the bush." Jeremy
forced himsdlf not to grimace. He till held hisrolled-up

deeping bag. "Are you going to hang onto that security blanket
al night?' she asked.

"Why don't | deep out in thetruck?' he suggested. "More

proper for the hired hand, wouldn't you say?"

"Whatever makes you happy,” said Elizabeth. "Those kids |ook
like they'd love to spend the night talking with you." It was
obviousthat she would much rather have been ableto say "us' than
"you'". Suddenly she swatted atsetse fly with surgical efficiency.
It lay «till for aminute, then got to itsfeet and groggily

walked off.

"Nobody ever told me they were armor-plated until | got

here" said Jeremy, staring ruefully &t thefly.

"If they get any worse, | may join you. We can take turns
gtanding guard.” She sighed deeply. "'l wish we had somelight,”
she continued. "Better than the firelight, | mean. I'd liketo

run some tests on that woman. She ought to be dead from that

fever -- she had abody temp of at least 105."



"Shewas burning up,” Jeremy agreed. "I thought 1'd be

digging agrave." He had been so careful to restrain the sick
woman'sflailing hands. Faceit: he had been afraid, just as

he'd been every day since he came here. With every patient he
touched, he faced the question: are you the one who'll kick my T-
cellsout of balance? Will _your_ AIDS be the death of me, too?
It was no different for him than for the other relief

workers. He knew that. He was no one special. But he was
ashamed to ask if the others were afraid, too.

"Did you see?" asked Elizabeth. At least, she could escape

into the discipline of her profession. She could do something.
"Her lesons actudly seem to be shrinking."

There was adrug on the market that reduced lesions --

chicken pox or Kgpos's sarcoma, it made no difference -- but it
was S0 expensive they'd need the treasure of King Solomon's mines
to pay for it.

"Any chance of remisson?' Jeremy kept hisface out of the
firdight so she wouldn't see the wild hope that heated it. At

least, he hoped it was hope and not the first episode of night
sweats.

Elizabeth put ahand out and gently touched hisarm. "God

only knows," she said softly. "Theres dways a chance, Jeremy.
Always. And you're anon-progressor. Every day, every month that
you hold out increases the chances of a cure, and gives us more
time to study you. When we get back to the compound, I'll test
your blood again." She paused. "1 wish we could bring her back.
And | wishtheold lady's _bibi_ would show up. Y ou know, they
tell me she cured one of the other villagers. They say hewas

dying of AIDS. That can't betrue, of course, but I'd till love



to learn her methods.”

"Don' tel meyou believe in witch doctors?' asked Jeremy
withasmile

"| don't believein dl the superdtition that goes dong with

it, but some of these folk healers have stumbled on medicines that
are new to science. There are plants that no one has classified

yet, andit'safair bet that some of them will be effective

againg certain diseases. TherésaNobe Prizewaiting for the
scientist who brings back theright plants.” She stared at the
fire."Yes, | wish | could convince the old woman to introduce me
tothis_bibi_ of hers. Who knowswhat we might learn from her?"
"Maybe after afew days, when they see we don't mean any
harm..." began Jeremy.

"They dready know that, Jeremy," said Elizabeth. "Half of

them have been to the camp at one time or another.” She poked at
thefirewith the stick, silent for awhile. A sudden chorus of
warning screams and barks from atroop of baboonstold them that a
leopard wasin the neighborhood. The noise continued for acouple
of minutes, growing gradualy softer asthe troop retrested higher
up their trees and the leopard decided to seek other prey.

Jeremy fumbled again for the | etter in his pocket, brought it

out, stared at the once-familiar handwriting for perhaps the tenth
time that day, and began to tuck it back into the pocket.

"Y ou're driving me crazy with that |etter!" snapped

Elizabeth. "Either read the bloody thing or throw it into the

fire"

"I don't _fed likereadingit," said Jeremy.

"Then I'll read it!" she said, snatching it from him. She

bent over and began reading doud by fireight:



_"Dear (that'sajoke) Jeremy:_

_"After | stopped shaking and walked out on you and got back
to the Keys, Bud wanted to head North after you with his AK. But
Steve said what the fuck, Bud tested clean -- no point throwing
away hislife dong with yoursand mine. And Steve's. He's redl
sck. ARC pneumonia. He callsit ARC-light bombing when hel's got
enough breeath to talk. I've moved in with the two of them to try
to help out. Money goes farther that way, and | liketo think I'm
useful. It's hard to watch him come gpart and know thisis how
I'mgoingtoend up._

_"Then | think it'show you're going to end up too, and it's

not so bad. For once, you're not going to be able to weasdl your
way out of something. Only you cdl it negotiating, don't you?

It's part of that important stuff, like attention to detail and
execution, that makes you such abig success on the Street. Wall,
that is, not 42nd, where they sdll themsalves another way. Not
much difference, isthere, when you come right down to it? Talk
about 'execution’ -- you've sure executed the two of uslikea
pro._

_""Wecanfight this you said. Maybe you _can turn what's

left of your lifeinto aholy crusade againg thisthing you gave

me. Me, | just want to live what years1've got left. In away,

| envy Steve. He'sout of it_now, _and he'sgot Bud with him. |
don't know what Budl do after he goes. Write, maybe. I'm using
his computer. Don't mind the spelling mistakes. Bud'strying to
get somerest, and if he knew | was writing to you, he'd probably
pitchafit._

_""Why in hell are you bothering? held ask. For onething, |

want you to_know _what you've done._



_"And | wanted to return these cufflinksto you. Bud was all

for pawning them, sending you the ticket, and throwing one hell of
aparty, but that was always your job, wasn't it? With your

Platinum Card, easy come, easy go, right?| don't want to drink
your booze, and | don't want my friendsto, either. And | don't

want to keep these things around. | saw the catalog you ordered
them from. 18 karat gold. | know what you paid. Y ou must have
been out of your mind._

_"Youwant to look right, you said. Y ou belong here. Y ou

belong with me. Dammit, if | belonged with you, why didn't you

ever bring me home? | saw that picture of your folksyou hidein
your desk. They look nice. Y our father -- he'sabig guy, maybe

big enough to take in another son. Maybe he even vaued the one he
had -- you, never mind the clone you stitched up out of bits of

grad school, F. Scott FitzGerad, and_ The New Y orker, _or
whatever the hell. Insteed, Tiffany cufflinks. And the bloody
Hamptons and why don't | move up to the City from the Keys, full-
time, and take the goddamned Series 7 and you'd help mefind a
job. Then | could dress up and go to banquets for Greg Louganis or
something with you and get my name on program committees. And if
you died firgt, then I'd be the right kind of person to be written

up as'companion of' in_TheNew York Times_obituary section with
al the other guys who are dying too damn young._

_"No, thanks._

_"You sad | wasthe best thing that ever happened to you.

But that wasn't good enough. Y ou had to play around and go test
positive for HIV and give that to me, too.

_"Cardess, that'swhat you are. Stupidly, killingly

careless. Like the rules don't gpply to you. | saw how your



friends act when you're not looking or maybe you don't care. They
giff waiters. They cut lines. They shout a people on the

phones, people who can't shout back because they need their jobs.
Y ou probably even barged into the doctor's for your blood test
ahead of six other people who had to wait even longer because you
_werethereand_you wereimportant.

_"Weél, it'sgoing to get you too, Jeremy Harris, just like

it's getting the guy with TB on the street corner, wishing to hell

he was dying down here whereit'swarm._

_"Besides, | want to return the cufflinks because | don't

want to get to the point where | have to pawn them and use the
money. | wasn't smart, like you, at making money. Never had al
that much. With luck, when | go, I'll go quick. If not, | plan

to be somewhere warm, somewhere maybe people will take care of me.
That'swhy | left New Y ork. When Steve's gone, I'll probably head
even farther south.

_"If I had folks | was diveto, I'd go home to them, maybe,

not hidetheir picture._

_ "It doesn't matter awhole hdll of alot. State of mind is

important, though; that's what Steve's doctors said when they sent
him home. We're not hoping for amiracle cure. He hasn't got a
wholelot of timeleft, and no one knows that better than he does.
But he's happier with his partner around and his garden and his
boat in Sght -- we hauled it out in front of hiswindow. He can

hear the ocean, and sometimes, when he's able to eet, one of us
goesand catcheshim afish.

_"So here'sthe cufflinks. Keep ‘em, throw ‘em away, or pay
Tiffany'sto change the monogram for the next sucker. No use

wasting good stuff.



_"Stevejust woke up. Got to goinaminute. Bud yelled in
from hisroom, 'If you're writing to Jeremy, tell the sonofabitch
togetalife’

_"You had one. You threw it away. It couldn't happen to

you: you were important. Y ou were privileged. Wdll, it did, and
now you'vethrown away _my _lifetoo. Get alife, for aslong as
you can. That'swhat | plan to do. So I'm going to live as much
as| can. Firgt, I'm taking care of Steve. Did you ever help
anyone up close? I'm not talking about writing checks and handing
out cufflinks. It'skind of amess, only helping someonewho's
that sick makesyou fed...it'slike you respect yourself. You
know, | didn't for awhile there. Y ou were paying the bills. |

had to go dong, | thought. But | hated it._

_"Don't try to get in touch. Thisisn't something you can
negotiate until you talk me around. | know you're better at it
than | am. Thingis, aslong as| don't seeyou, | can remember
the good things. But if | seeyou, | know I'll get mad al over
again. And scared, just likewhen | first heard, and | prayed for
aheart attack right then and there so | wouldn't haveto go
through what | know lies up ahead._

_"Don't look for me. Don't even think about me. Y ou know
theold line, 'l could tell you, but then I'd haveto kill you'?
Right now, | think that if | saw you, I'd kill you or dietrying.
And thered go thefew years|'ve got |&ft. I'm not willing to
throw them away too._

_"Get alife, Jeremy. If you know how._

_"Raymond”_

Elizabeth stopped, her eyes glittering in thefirdight. She

was slent for along time. Then she looked up. "I don't know what



tosay..."
"Maybe now you understand why | didn't want to know what was

init," hesad bitterly.

"It'saterrible burden to carry," she acknowledged. "But

you're not the only one this has happened to."

"That's adamned arrogant thing to say. At least you were

able to come back here..."

She moved abruptly, then stopped. It was asif she wanted to
take hisletter -- and hisidiotic defensve statement -- and toss
the wholelot into thefire. "1 didn't mean to come back aone.

| wasn't donein Paris. Ever. | could have had anyone.

Bankers, oil men, Frenchmen whose blood was so blueit wasa
wonder they could still breathe.” She Sghed. "What | chose was
Paul. That was his Western name, the one he used in medical
school. Hewas an [bo."

Jeremy shut his eyes as he considered thisrevelation. Achole

and 1bo. Elizabeth would have had about as much in common with
Paul asif shed been anice Jewish girl who fell inlovewith
Moammar Quadéfi.

"Sorry," he muttered. At thisrate, hed have to make atape

or something: "Jeremy Harris-- His Greatest Apologies!” and play
it as needed.

A hippo grunted, much closer than before, and Jeremy peered
into the dark, trying to spot it with no success. They weren't
carnivores, but they killed alot of people who got in their way

a nights.

Elizabeth spat on the ground, all the chic, al the European

gone from her for amoment. "We had such plans. He was going to

egtablish the best medicd dlinicin Africa, and | would bea



high-profile spokeswvoman or fund-raiser, probably both. We were
going to be a bridge between the nations, Paul and | -- and since
he was the man, and that counts for more than you can imagine on
this continent, we set up shop in his country.” She sighed, and

her shoulders looked bony, not elegant, not any more. "l tried. |
did my best. | stuck it out long enough to be called ausdess
Acholebitch."

"By hm?'

"By everyone. Including him."

Jeremy wanted to reach for the letter, but managed to control
himsdf. "Then what?'

"| applied to medical school mysdlf. My O-levelswere good.

I'd taken aFirgt in university. Given Harvard's admission

policies, | knew | could get in asa specid student, then move on
to med school. When | was done, | took my money and built the
relief camp, and cgoled afew doctors into coming back to Uganda,
and sold space to afew people like you, who were willing to pay
to work here for whatever their persona reasons.” She paused. "It
was important to me when the camp became aredlity. | collected
al my dlippings and sent them to Paul.”

"Whereishe now?"

"Nigeria Or maybe hell, for al | know. Theré's not much
difference between the two. | read last month that there's yet
another revolution there; maybe they'll shoot him thistime.”

Again she poked & thefire.

Jeremy watched her facein theflickering firdight. All |

ever saw before tonight was the model's |ooks and the cool,
competent exterior, he mused. | guesswe're al of ustrapped

ingde our bodies. Even someone as beautiful and accomplished as



Elizabeth,

"Nigeriawill do just finewithout him," she concluded after

along silence. "It doesn't need asavior." She stared into the
fireagain. "l just wish | knew why Ugandais cursed.”

"Ugandas not unique,” replied Jeremy. "All the African

countries have AIDS."

"Wereunique," she said adamently. "First Amin, then the

other butchers, and now _this . Y ou know, Kenyahasahigh HIV
incidence, amost as high as ours -- but their people aren't dying
like ours. I've even heard former colonialsin Nairobi, Stting at
their lily-white bars and restaurants, _complaining_ about it.

They thought AIDS would return Kenyato them, but hardly anyone's
dying and they fed cheated! And here, right next door, in the

most beautiful, fertile land on the continent, we'relost entire
villages" A look of fury spread across her face. _"It'sjust not
farl"_

"Maybe we should learn from other countriesinstead of

resenting them,” said Jeremy, while degp within him atiny voice
protested in outrage.

"Their timewill come," shereplied. "What we need ismore
information. Sooner or later, were going to find out what it is
about non-progressors that makes them fight the disease better.
Sooner or later, were going to find someone with natural
immunity..."

"God help the poor sucker,” said Jeremy. "You'll make alab

rat out of him for sure.”

Arichlabrat. A cdebrity lab rat. Thered be fortunesto

be made from an AIDS vaccine -- if you'd lost enough of your soul

to charge what the market would bear. The market, of course,



being guyslike him, not women like the oneslying two huts over,
fighting off fever and the long defeet of their lives.

"Or _her " shereplied. "Who knows? Maybe this old woman's
mother isthe one. She's certainly lived long enough.”
"Sowhereisshe?'

"Who knows?" Elizabeth frowned. "I've been away along time.
My clothing's wrong, my accent's wrong, even my magic'swrong.
They don't trust me.”

They sat in slence by theflickering firdight for afew

more moments. Findly Elizabeth yawned, stretching like one of the
children. Jeremy smiled at her. _I'm sorry that you hurt, but |

like you even better now that | know you're human. _Maybe he and
Elizabeth could adopt each other or something. He could be Uncle
Jeremy to any children shewould eventudly have. If helived

long enough to see her meet a man with more sense than Paul. _Not
wisdly, but too well, _Jeremy thought. That went for both of them.
"l redlly _am_going to bunk in thetruck,” he said, picking

up hisdeeping bag. "The hut'stoo stuffy for me, even if does

get cold out here, and thisway | can keep an eye on things.”

"While you're sound adeep?' asked Elizabeth. HEd rather

hoped she'd be too deepy to be sarcastic.

"Good night," hetold her and trudged wesarily toward the

battered truck. He spread out his bedding on the back of the
truck. If anything tried to get him, heéld at least hear it

coming, and he till had the pistal, just in case.

Jeremy jolted ingtantly awake, his heart pounding, his body
drenched. But thiswasn't fever.

_Something waswatching him._



Heforced himsalf back into stillness, keeping his eyes shut.

His hand, hidden benegath his head, gently released the safety on
the pistal. Leopard or bandit or whatever, whatever tried to
attack him was going to be very, very surprised, and then very,
very dead.

_Steady there. Play possum._ He dowly opened his eyes. When
they adjusted to the darkness, he glanced stedthily about. A

tiny blot of shadow detached itsalf from the doorway of the sick
woman's hut and paused, staring at the truck.

_Dammit, those kids had no business wandering around here at
night! He'd seen the fence around the old man's grave. Maybe
thelocd scavengerswould like live meet for achange. The
children seemed eager to provideit.

_You know perfectly well why their mothers can't watch the
kids,__hetold himsdf. _They're sick or they're dying. Probably
both. _ Never mind what Elizabeth had said about miracles. The fact
that her parents had survived the madness of 1di Amin had made her
acock-eyed optimist.

Hed give the kid five minutes, Jeremy decided. Five. If it

didn't do its businessin the bush or wherever, then go back into
the hut, he persondly would escort it back to its mother.

_Wait. Don't move,_

The shadow detached itself from the shelter of the hut and
moved out into the clearing, toward the fenced-in grave. It
squatted there, and Jeremy could see the tremors that shook it.
No, shook _her . Had one of thelittle ones been agirl? He
couldn't remember. There'd been so many children, each to be
greeted with agrin and aloop of scarlet ribbon aslong as

supplies held out, that sometimes he didn't look at them asthe



individuasthey were -- or that they would grow into if they
lucked out and lived.

Thiswasagirl, barely four feet tall. Much too small to be

out done. He gathered himself to leap down from the truck and
takethe child in charge.

_Not yet.

The child's shoulders shook. _Why, she'scrying for her

father!_ Jeremy's own eyesfilled. He blinked franticaly, and
when hissight cleared, he found that the child had turned around.
_Anditwasno child.

It had the face of awithered old woman -- with eyesthat

seemed filled with love and compassion.

_Thisiscrazy! Africasfindly got to me. | must be

halucinating. How can you look at apair of eyes, especidly in
that ancient face, and read compassion or anything eseinto
them?_

A cough came from the darkness of the forest, acough and a
rush of paws, followed by asqudl of pure rage as the child with
the ancient face beat at the predator with aclub. Findly Jeremy
could make out her attacker: asmall, scrawny leopard, made bold
by itshunger.

No time for waiting now. Jeremy grabbed for the pistal,

aimed as best he could, and fired.

The explosion woke up the village. Jeremy built ahugefire

and reconnoitered, pursued by Elizabeth'sironic comments about
mighty hunters. A trail of blood and pawprints led back to the
bush and vanished there. Upon returning, heinssted on seeing al
the children and counting them, and trying fruitlesdy to

determine which of them had been the one that had beaten off the



leopard.

Gradudly, the infants sopped screaming. The sick womanin
the hut stopped moaning for "Bibi". She even consented to drink
some broth and put on a T-shirt that had been donated by
Elizabeth.

Findly the village quieted down and went back to deep.

After along, long while, so did Jeremy. If anyone ventured
outside, hedidn't hear it -- or anything else.

In the morning, he found that the truck's radio and spark
plugswere missng.

"Why would anyone take them?" he asked Elizabeth. "It's not
asif thiswas telephone wire or something they could use for
ornaments. The radio's no good to anyone without a power source,
and the plugs are totdly useless -- unless someone thought they'd
look cute stuck through hisears.” He paused. "If they don't turn
up, werein deep shit: no transportation and no way of caling
for help.”

"All wecandoisask,” replied Elizabeth wearily.

Shewalked over to the old woman's hut and entered it.

"Good morning,” she said with asmile as the old woman looked
up from the daughter-in-law she had been tending.

_"Jambo, Memsaab," _ responded the woman.

"That isavery formd greeting. | would much rather you

cdled me Elizabeth."

"But_you_aredwaysformal, and don't cal meby _my
name,”" the old woman pointed ouit.

"| gpologize, Maroka," said Elizabeth. "I did not mean to
offend.”

"I am sureyou did not." Maroka reached out and touched



Elizabeth'sarm gently. "Y ou are agood person, Elizabeth.”
Elizabeth findly looked down at the younger woman -- and
amost did adouble-take. Her eyes were alert and animated, and
shewas no longer covered with swest. Elizabeth reached out a
hand, feding for Sgns of thefever, and finding none.

"Has she esten?'

"Y es, Elizabeth," answered Maroka. "She hashad _posho_and
milk. She asked for _pombe , but | decided she should not have any
until tomorrow.”

Elizabeth examined the young woman for another few minutes,
then straightened up. "It'samazing,” shesaid a last. "My
medicine has never been able to do thisbefore.”

"Your medicine did not save her," said Maroka. "It was Bibi's
megic."

"Bibi came herelast night?' asked Elizabeth.

"es"

"Whereis she now?'

"Hiding," answered Maroka. "Sheis shy of strangers. She will

be back after you have lft.”

Elizabeth glanced out the door, wondering where Bibi might

be. Then her eyesfdl on the truck, and she remembered the
purpose of her vigt.

"Thereisaproblem, Maroka," she said. "This morning we have
found that certain things are missing from the truck. We must have
them back, or the truck will not run.”

"A monkey took them, Elizabeth," suggested Maroka. "Or
perhaps a baboon.”

"Why do you say that?"

"Because you have many other villagesto visit, and nobody in



_this_village would want to keep you from your work. We know it
isimportant.”

Elizabeth frowned. In a culture where no one ever spoke

harshly or said anything unpleasant, Marokas answer was the
closest shewould come to: "Because we don't want you here, and
would never do anything to keep you from leaving.”

"We dtill have food and medicineto giveyou," sad

Elizabeth.

"We havefood, so it isbest that your food go to aless

fortunate village," replied Maroka. " And we have no need of your
medicine. Bibi's magic is much stronger.”

"l redly want to meet her," said Elizabeth, "and learn

about her magic.”

"l think sheisafrad of you."

"Please hdp me" said Elizabeth earnestly. "Sheisan old

woman who will probably never travel ten milesfrom here. Whatever
magic she performsis needed dl across Uganda.”

Maroka paused and considered what she had heard. "That is
true" shesad at last. "'l will tell her what you said,

Elizabeth."

"Thank you."

"But | do not think shewill come.”

"Please ask her anyway," said Elizabeth. Sheinspected the
younger woman one more time and then | ft the hut. She rejoined
Jeremy, who was gtill rummaging under the hood of the truck,
searching for further damage.

"Wdl?" he asked. "Does she know where our spark plugs and
radio are?'

"] can't be sure, but | don't think $0," said Elizabeth.



"It took you fifteen minutes to cometo that concluson?' he

asked sardonically.

"It took fifteen seconds,” she said. "Therest of thetimewe

talked about medicine. Or magic.”

"I don't follow you."

"That young woman -- the one | thought would be dead by today
-- isone hundred percent better."

"What did you give her?' asked Jeremy.

"Nothing | haven't given hundreds of other patients,” said
Elizabeth, frowning. "I'm thrilled that she's recovering -- but
everything | know about medicine says she shouldn't be.”

"And they think it'smagic?' asked Jeremy. "Even though they

saw you administer the medications?'

"Evidently Bibi came by last night and laid aspell on her,"

sad Elizabeth.

"A spdl?’

Elizabeth shrugged. "A leaf. A plant. Some kind of flower. |

don't know what. But Maroka's convinced that she's the onewho
saved the young woman." Elizabeth frowned. "Hell, for adl | know,
Marokas right. That'swhy | want to find her, even more than |
want to find our spark plugs. If thiswoman has ssumbled on some
kind of miracle cure, | want to know about it."
"Maybethey'reright,” said Jeremy. "Maybeit _is_magic."
"Nonsense!" she snapped. "There's no such thing!"

"Oh, | don't know," said Jeremy. "To creste penicillin out of

bread mold seems like magic to me. Or to take a piece of silicon
and make it think faster and more accurately than aman, that's
magic too. Y ou're too concerned with process, Elizabeth, wheniit's

the result that counts. If the old lady's mother can cure people



by magic or any other means, I'd bring her abatch of sick people
instead of trying to stedl her secrets.”

"l don't like what you're accusing me of, Jeremy,” said

Elizabeth sharply. "All | want to know iswhat she's doing to make
them wdll -- if indeed she'sdoing anything at dl -- and then |
want to find out how to synthesizeit, bottleit and distribute

it

"Maybeit can't be done.”

"You givemethefacts and I'll doit.”

"To quote Don Quixote, facts are the enemies of truth.”
"That'sromantic drivel," said Elizabeth. "Factsare dll

thereis”

"Not around here," hereplied.

"OH?'

Hesmiled. "Ask the villagers Therés magic, too."

"Areyou _trying_to be argumentative?' she demanded.

"Some unseen old lady may be going around curing people of
AIDS," answered Jeremy. "All _you're concerned with ishow she
doesit,and al _I'm_concerned with is getting her to do it

again. Now, if _that's argumentative..."

"No," replied Elizabeth thoughtfully. "No, | supposeit

isnt, redly. You've got avested interest in being cured; I've

got onein finding out _how _to cure people. Our approaches are
bound to differ.”

"l grew up on Peter Pan and Mother Goose and Mowgli and Oz,
and you grew up with facts and figures and daughtered villages,"
replied Jeremy. "Of course our approaches are different.”

"You smply will not understand!" she said irritably.

"No," he admitted. "But show meacureand | might



_bdieve. "

She angrily turned away from him and strode off into the

village, where aclgp of her hands summoned dl the children from
their huts. Those few who were wearing clothes twisted them as
they stood in aragged, uneasy line, expecting the worst from the
two strangers, one white and one black.

"All right, believer,” said Elizabeth to Jeremy. " _You_can

tdl themwhat welog." It would be a stretch in kitchen Swahili,
but walking back to therdief camp was afar less attractive
dternative.

A few adults gathered around to chuckle in amusement at
Jeremy's awkward descriptions of the things that were missing. The
children's eyes smply widened and they looked from oneto
another.

Then Elizabeth walked up and down the row of children,
studying each in turn. Findly she stopped before the tallest of

the boys, who had long since outgrown his Michadl Jordan t-shirt
and was wearing afilthy, tattered Muhammed Ali t-shirt from
another era.

"Y ou know, don't you?' she said. "'l can seeit on your face.

Y ou know who took those things.”

The boy's bare feet scuffed in the dust. He muttered

something.

"l can't hear you," said Elizabeth.

"Bibi took them."

"Hismother?" interjected Jeremy, puzzled.

"Perhaps," answered Elizabeth. "In forma Swahili, _bibi_can
aso mean grandmother.”

"Y ou mean Maroka?' asked Jeremy, surprised.



There were indignant protests from the hedlthier of the two

wives, who had come out to watch. From Marokatherewas only a
haughty ift of the head.

Elizabeth turned back to the child. "I want you to tel me

where our things are. We can't go home without them."

More sidelong, wary glances, child to child.

Elizabeth |eft the boy and stopped in front of agirl who was

no more than six or seven yearsold. She didn't say aword, just
dared at her. The girl kicked the red dirt nervoudy with her

bare feet and refused to meet Elizabeth's gaze.

"Do_you_know?" Elizabeth finaly asked her.

" She saidnottotel.”

"Who said not to tell...and why?"

Thelittle girl looked up, and then spokeinarush. "Bibi.

She says your hearts are good, because you wish to help. But she
aso saysif we stayed in your village, we would have dl gotten
scker. If we had left earlier, my father would till bedive™

"But that's not truel" protested Elizabeth.

"Bibi saysitis" sadthegirl, garing unblinking into

Elizabeth's eyes.

Elizabeth kept trying, but after afew minutesit became
obviousthat the children would not disobey Bibi and reved where
the missing parts were hidden.

Elizabeth exchanged aquick, frustrated glance with Jeremy.
"Beautiful Uganda, land of my people, where no good deed goes
unpunished,” she murmured.

Jeremy was amost as depressed as he had been when the

results of hisinitial bloodwork had come back. Radios, if

mistreated, could be cranky, and there was alimit to the truck’s



ability to St outsde without maintenance. Let it be exceeded,
and even if they found their equipment, they'd dtill be

granded inthistiny village.

"Well," sad Elizabeth, "I may aswell make my morning
rounds." She grimaced in Jeremy'sdirection. "Are you ready for an
_un_scientific opinion?"

"It'smy favoritekind."

"Persondly, | think thiswhole goddamned village needsto

have its collective head examined.”

The day passed uneventfully, and as the huge sun went down,
Jeremy summoned the energy from somewhere to gather wood for a
fire. The children were busy gathering firewood and weter, and
putting the chickensin their coops, which would be hung from
nearby trees. Jeremy watched Elizabeth's friendly overtures met
with polite coolness, asthe villagers decided that black skin and
aknowledge of Buganda did not make her one of them.

He considered the missing equipment for the hundredth time.
They couldn't count on anyone arriving here except by accident.
They had to persuade the thief to give back the radio and the
spark plugs.

Elizabeth emerged from ahut and waked over to join Jeremy.
"I must have misdiagnosed that woman,”" she said, puzzled. "She
showed dl the classic Sgns, and | thought her fever would finish
her off in amatter of hours. But she'sno morean AIDSvictim
than | _am. Hell, even that case of thrush she had is clearing
up." She shook her head. "Marokawants to make her sit up
tomorrow. | suppose she's right; the sooner she's back on her
feet, the better."

"Who will watch her until she can go back out in thefidds?"



Elizabeth shrugged. "We giill haven't seen Bibi; given her

age, that'd be agood job for her." She paused. ™Y ou know, that's
another reason I'd like to get out of here; the poor thing's so

scared of us she's hiding out in the bush. | didn't come hereto

turn some poor woman out of her house and put her at the mercy of
the hyenas™"

She seemed about to say something more, then changed her mind
and headed off to her deeping hut.

Darkness descended, and Jeremy soon fell asleep on the back

of the truck. When he woke in the morning, the crimson ribbon was
missing from hisshirt.

_Interesting_. He climbed down, swallowed hispills, cut

himself afresh ribbon, and put the much-diminished spool into a
hip pocket, just in case.

And suddenly he _knew_that he was being watched. He found
himsalf glancing over his shoulder, watching the long sharp

shadows in case sometiny fragment broke off from one of them and
headed for the truck or the fields or the deep bush.

When he paused to wipe his face after splashing it with some

water, the sense of being watched grew even stronger. Once or
twice, he caught aflicker of motion onthefar sdeof a

clearing, a the edge of hisvision.

Marokas _bibi_?He hadn't gotten agood look at her, but he
couldn't imaginewho eseit could be. He set off acrossthe
clearing, and soon spotted some footprintsin the dust. They were
small enough to be the prints of achild, but they were deep, as

if the person they belonged to was carrying something heavy.

They led him deeper and degper into the bush. Soon the

vegetation had closed around him. He could hear the chirping of



birds and the buzzing of insects, but the only motion he could see
wasthe dight swaying of leavesin the hot breeze. He could

amogt imagine that he was some stone-age man, pushing hisway
through the bush in pursuit of hisdinner; surdly theterrain

hadn't looked much different even amillion years ago.

A hyenagiggled in the distance; in Jeremy'smind it became a
300-pound hyenadon. A vulture circled lazily overhead; he
pretended it was a pteradactyl.

Hewas gill imagining adistant past and amore physicaly
imposing verson of himsaf when suddenly he came upon aclearing.
A huge dead tree had fdlen down -- he imagined that a mastodon
had pushed it over -- and a nearby termite mound towered some
twenty feet above the ground.

Then, suddenly, he became aware of acluster of children, and

saw the baby -- (and how had they let the kidstake it out of the
hut?) -- in the arms of what looked like another child.

That is, it looked like another child until he got aglimpse

of itswizened face. It was afemale, no question about it, for
shewas nursing theinfant. Her skin seemed incredibly ancient,

not so much lined as engraved with seams. The sparse hair
surrounding it, growing far down on her low brow, was white. But
the smile on her lips as she looked down at the baby was very
beautiful and oddly familiar.

_I've seen you before, | know | have. But where?

Jeremy took a step toward her. A dry twig snapped benegath his
foot and a dozen birds burst from cover while overhead afamily of
colobus monkeys began shrieking. The woman with the ancient face
jumped, startled. Then shelaid the baby down on a piece of red
cloth and fled into the bush. The infant, deprived of hismilk,



promptly began howling.

_"Comeon, Bibi!" hewanted to yell after her. "Canasick,

skinny American bethat frightening?'

By the time Jeremy had hel ped soothe the infant, placing it

inthe edest girl'sarms and coaxing dl of them to believe he
wasn't some sort of monster just because the old woman had fled,
he had gotten his thoughts -- and his memory -- in order.

One summer, just for a change, he had rented a place on
Nantucket, not the Hamptons: a shabby, ramshackle, desirable
home that had cost him abundle. It had been a good summer, and
he hadn't begrudged a cent of it, despite about aweek of rainy
days. Along with the seafood, the sailing, and thewhae

watching, held had the whole old house to prowl through. And, in
its attic, he'd found treasure indeed -- thirty years worth of
_National Geographics .

Hed loved that magazine ever since hewasachild. Infact,

he'd dreamed of being an explorer, maybe even a paleontologist or
geochronologist until hisUncle Sid -- the executive vice

president -- sat him down and explained the facts of lifeto him:
student loans; grants; bottom lines. The best way -- probably the
_only_way -- to participate in these expeditionswasto fund
them.

So he'd packed the dream away, but he'd kept up his
subscription to _National Geographic , joined the Nature
Conservancy, and aways made donations to the American Museum of
Natural History. They were good causes and tax-deductible, but
the _rea_reason wasthat he loved them.

Now, those yellowed covers and fragile pagesriffled in his

imagination, and he remembered Dr. Donad Johanson's discovery of



_Audrdopithecus afarensis , some 3.2 million years old. Shewas
mankind's ancestor, atiny fema e Johanson had called Lucy after
the Bestles record his staff had played incessantly during the

dig.

And now he had seen her. Not asamummified corpse or apile
of white bones, either.

He'd seen her asaliving, bresthing being. Nursing her
great-to-the-Nth-power-grandchild. He even knew her name.
_Bibi._

While everyone €l se was cdl ebrating the miraculoudy-

recovered young woman's emergence from the hut in which shewas
expected to die, Jeremy wandered over to the truck and picked up
his"bait": abowl of _posho and some dried fruits.

There was no sense telling Elizabeth what he had seen or what

he planned to do abouit it. She would give him so many rationa
explanations that he would have ended up believing her and not
trying to entice the ancient woman back. So while Elizabeth lay
deeply adeep within the hut, Jeremy laid out histraps on the

back of the truck, then stretched out right beside them. He

forced himsdf to close his eyes: moonlight would reflect off

them, and it stood to reason that the superior senses of
_audtralopithecus ... pitheca? ... would spot it.

Hewaited.

And then it was morning, and the fruit was gone.

"Itwas_her_," said Jeremy to Elizabeth. "I know it wadl"

"Then what are you going to do -- deep out in the truck

agan?'



He shook hishead. "That's_my _turf, and it makes her too
cautious.”

"Surely you're not going out into the bush at night!™

"Y ou want your spark plugs back, don't you?' he retorted.
"Not at the cost of your life”

"I'll befine"

"Sureyou will," shesad caudtically. "If you don't get

totaly logt, you'l probably run into that leopard you shot.”
"He'sout of the area,” replied Jeremy.

"How do you know?"'

"The baboons are quiet a night."

Shedared a him. "Thisisredly stupid, Jeremy."

"Probably,” he agreed. "But unless you have a better idea...”
_Shewalked through the bush, eyes and ears dert to any
danger. The animas were different from those she was used to --
smdller, but just as dangerous. She cameto asmall stream,
checked carefully for predators, then squatted down, cupped a
hand, and brought some of thelife-giving liquid to her lips. A
marabou stork landed afew feet away and shejumped.

_Her first urge, now that she had satisfied her thirst, was

to return to the cave she had found, where she would be safe for
the night. But then the wind brought the scent of fruit to her
nogtrils, and she decided to investigate...

The moon had long set, and he was on the verge of drowsing
off, hisback againgt the thick bole of an acaciatree, when he
finaly saw that smdll, familiar figure sted out from anearby

bush across the clearing. It paused to stare at him, and Jeremy



forced himself to remain motionless. Tiny shadows swung from her
neck. As she came closer, Jeremy saw what it was. she -- or one
of the children she tended -- had strung the spark plugson a
grass gtring, and she was wearing them as anecklace.

_Come on, Swesetheart, he thought as his heart pounded. He
had spread his treasures out on the ground: the red cloth in which
the infant had been wrapped, some dried apricots, abowl of
_posho_, along loop of scarlet ribbon. _Comeon! _ But thetiny
creature paused, suddenly frightened. Please , he thought again,
thistimeimploringly. Please, Bibi!

Thefigure turned toward him, lifting her head and

sraightening up, which set the spark-plug necklace to swaying
once again. Then, attracted by the prizes hé'd set out, she drew
closer.

She recognized the cloth and snatched it to her breast,

cradling it like an infant. She caught up adried apricot and
chewed it quickly, her eyes shining with pleasure. Then she
reached for the strand of crimson ribbon.

Jeremy laid his hand down on the other end of the ribbon.

Bibi jumped back.

Jeremy leaned forward carefully. She had seen him with the
women and children; she had to know that he wasn't athrezt.
Still, shewatched him carefully, never taking her eyesfrom his,
never loosing her grip upon the ribbon.

_That'sright. Think of the necklace you can make. Think of

how itll delight thekids._

"Comeon," he whispered to her as he got dowly, carefully to

his feet. Would she understand any speech at al? " Of course you

want it. It's pretty. I'll trade you. Thisfor..." he waved at



the spark plug necklacein agesture of _let'sbarter _that might
have been old when she was young.

The ancient woman backed away. Smart, aren't you? Why
bargain if you can get it for free? _Hetugged lightly on the
length of ribbon, trying to draw it toward him, and her withiit.
Shelet hersdlf be drawn and looked up into hisface.

Hewas struck by her eyes. Even under the low, furrowed
brow, they glowed with intelligence. Thiswas not a"primate’”;
thiswasa_person_. He smiled at her, and she smiled back.
_Youveseenme. I'myour friend. | shot the leopard._

"| redly need those spark plugs,” he said softly. He leaned
over, cautioudy, maintaining the tension on the red ribbon. He
was sx feet tdl to her four. A little further, alittle longer

-- and hisfingers closed on her arm.

Hewas strong, especialy compared to her -- but she was
wily. Even as she squalled with anger, shelet him draw her
closer. And then, with asmile of glee at her own cunning, she
buried her sturdy, three-million-year-old teeth degp in hisarm.
Jeremy let out ayelp of surprise and pain. Human biteswere
as nasty asthose of the big cats, he'd heard, and even dirtier;
but this bite burned like molteniron.

_Goddammit! | thought you'd come to save your children, not
kill them! Arewe _that _disappointing to you?_And then camea
frightening thought:

_God help me, I've contaminated her!

Heredlized that he was bleeding like the proverbid stuck

pig, hisarm was swelling, and the moonlight shone off some nasty
red streaks had started to travel from the wound up toward his

lymph nodes. He could hear his teeth chattering as he burned and



shivered and tried to use his belt as a tourniquet.

_Why, Bibi?You_can't _have come across the endless eons
just to bite aman who's dready dying. It doesn't make any
sensel

Then he blacked out.

Thesky glittered asif it werefilled with diamonds. More
diamonds, or maybe sapphires, reflected off the brilliant surface
of the lake. Or maybe it was an ocean. A white wake bisected i,
and ripples shimmered, then evened out as the water calmed.
Jeremy thrashed. He wanted to tell everyonethat it was agood
sign that the water was troubled, it meant that spirits were
abroad, or afloat, or something. Anyhow, it meant that miracles
could indeed happen, even to him. His arm burned; he ached all
over; and hismouth tasted asif bats had roosted in it.

He thrashed and fdt weights land on him, forcing him back
down. He opened hiseyes and saw Bibi, theinfinitely loving
mother of the race, up in that glittering sky, surrounded by a
rainbow haze that turned into crystals even as he watched, then
dropped down in showers of gems. _Lucy in the sky, with diamonds.
And| thought it wasjust asong!

He'd been young once, without this treason in hisblood and
body; and he'd waterskiied in the Keyswith guys as carefree as
he himsalf. Hed linked arms and chanted, "The whole world's
watching!" So it was, and Bibi waswatching too, her ugly,
beautiful, infinitely loving face grave with concern.

"If you get sick, come home," his parents had written, “and

well take care of you."

_That'sjust what I've done,_ he wanted to say; _I've come



home, and the mother of usdl istaking care of me._

Then hefel into arestless deep in which he waswalking,

walking, awayswalking. He was waking not merely acrossthe
millennia but across goddamned millions of years toward someone
who had cried out in pain. Toward a_lot _ of someones. And he
thought his heart would break from the effort and the sorrow.
Jeremy awoke, shivering, as three women sponged him down. A
child's voice piped up like rock music when the lead singer goes
fasetto. He heard a cuff, and a cry, and the child was out of

there.

In the muted grey light of adawn he had never expected to

see, hefound Elizabeth Umurungi's troubled eyes, much reddened,
watching him. "If he doesn't come out of thisnow..." he expected
her to say. Instead, he could lip-read the words of the Rosary.

He cried at her sorrow. He imagined that someone took his

hand in awarm grip, unlike any he had ever known. It drew him
back acrossthe years, across the gulf of sickness, fear, and

death, out of the place where the sky dropped diamonds and back
into the familiar smells and sounds of thetiny village.

* ok %

Hies buzzed overhead, butting up against the hut's thatched
ceiling. Jeremy wrinkled hisnose at the reek of antiseptic, so
totally at oddswith the homelier smellsof animal dung, human
swest, and cooking fires. Not far away, water trickled into a
metd basin... God, he was so thirsty! He tried to ask for water.
Something between a croak and awhimper emerged from lipsthat
cracked open with the effort.

Another voice echoed his. Someone went to the door and



caled. Shoutsthat might have been cheers sounded from outside.
"He's coming around? Good! Stay with him.”

His eyes were so thoroughly gummed shut that it seemed to
take an hour to open them. He flexed hisfingers. Still al

there. What about his other arm, the one Bibi had bitten?
Experimentdly, he moved it, and flinched.

"I wouldn't try that," said Elizabeth. ™Y ou've been pretty

sck. Bit of areaction to the rabies vaccine. Or maybe the
tetanus.”

The wha?_

"Maybe you can help me out," continued Elizabeth. "I don't
know what got you. | just know | found you, swelling up like a
balloon, blood 0ozing from your arm, and nothing in sght.”

"It wesBibi."

"Don't beridiculous," said Elizabeth.

"It was Bibi, and shedidn't do it to hurt me," whispered
Jeremy weskly.

"Rubbish."

"Youll see" said Jeremy. "Ask her yoursdlf."

"Why in the world would she come back here-- _especidly _if
shehit you?'

"Because she'sworried about her son.”

"You'renot her son," replied Elizabeth patiently, asif

Speaking to achild.

"Weare_dl_her children,” rasped Jeremy. " Somehow, she
felt our pain, knew we were in trouble, and through meanswell
never understand, she did what any mother would do: she cameto
helpus.

"Jeremy, you've been dderious. You're il not thinking



rationdly,” said Elizabeth. " She's an old woman, that's all.
Possibly abit retarded. And she's probably mute; the children
told me she used some form of sign language when she spoke to
them."

"She can speak,” said Jeremy with absolute conviction. "It's
just that no one can understand her language.”

"Oh?" sad Elizabeth sardonicdly. " Just what language does
she speak?

"l don't know," murmured Jeremy. "It hasn't been heard in
three million years"

"You're sicker than | thought,” she said as he passed out
again.

* ok %

When he awoke, hefelt good.

More than good. He felt better than held felt in years. For
thefirgt time since he'd contracted the virus, he felt ready to
get up and seizethe day.

And then, suddenly, the revelation hit him. Hetried to St

up, but found he didn't have the strength. A child looked in, saw
him struggling, and called Elizabeth.

"What on earth isthe matter with you, Jeremy?' she asked as
she entered the hut.

"Nothing!" he sad. "Absolutely nothing!"

She stared at him, puzzled.

"Dont you undersand?' he said excitedly. "There's nothing
wrong with mel"_

"Wheat are you talking about?"

"As soon as we get back to camp, | want you to run another

blood test on me."



She looked at him asif she expected him to foam at the mouth
momentarily. "Y ou don't serioudy believe that you're no longer
HIV positive, do you?'

"Just test me," hisvoice reflecting his absol ute conviction.
"There's never been asingle recorded case of a spontaneous
cure, Jeremy.”

"It's_not_ spontaneous!” Jeremy said excitedly. "And no one
records cures out hereinthebush. _She cured me, just like
she's cured so many others. That's what she's herefor.”

"And just how do you think thisold, illiterate woman, who is
totaly ignorant of al medicine and technology, cured your
incurable disease?"

"Shebit me"

"Youmean dl | had to do dl these months was bite you and
you'd have become HIV negative?' said Elizabeth sarcastialy.
"No. _She hadtodoit."

" She undoubtedly bit you because you scared her.”

A feding of overwhelming fatigue swept over him, and helay
back on hispillow. "I fed very sorry for you," he sad.

" You_fed sorry for _me 7' sherepeated. "Why?"

"Because you know too many factsand too little truth,” he

said as he struggled to remain awake. "Y ou'll test my blood, and
because you don't believe in Bibi, you'll take two or three more
samples before you acknowledge what your teststell you.”

He could amost fed arough, caloused hand run tenderly
through his hair as he dropped off to deegp once more.

n—_—

Jeremy was outside, chopping firewood, working up asweat and
fedling great about it, when Elizabeth called him over to her hut.



"What isit?" he asked when he arrived.

She held up the spark plugs, strung together on athread of
scarlet ribbon.

"What happened?'

"| left some costume jewdry outside the hut," said

Elizabeth. " She came during the night and accepted the trade.” She
grimaced. "They cost me a cultured pearl necklace and aslver-
plated bracelet.”

"I think both sides made agood trade,” said Jeremy.

Helooked acrossthe village, past dl the huts, toward the

bush.

_Thank you, Bibi. I will probably never seeyou again, but |
oweyou my life, and | will dedicateit to helping your other
children._

They had been back in camp for aday. Jeremy had putin a

long morning tending patients and passing out food, and was
Stting on acamp chair just outside histent, reading a 10-month-
old copy of _The New Yorker_, when Elizabeth appeared.

"| tested your blood," she announced.

N

"l couldn't culture HIV from your blood if | had dl the

resources of the Mayo Clinic here." She paused and stared a him.
"Y ou got your miracle, Jeremy. Y ou're clean. HIV negative."
Suddenly tears welled up and spilled down his cheeks. For

just an ingtant he thought he could fed Bibi's hand tighten

around his, amother reassuring a child who has been desperately
ill.

"I _told_you," hesad at lagt.



"I didn't believe you then, and | don't believe you now,"

answered Elizabeth. "But whoever and whatever sheis, shesworth
her weight in gold to us." She paused thoughtfully. " She'swhy

they said that Kabute wouldn't have died if they could have gotten
him back home -- because _she wasthere waiting for him. And she's
probably why we saw that fatdly ill woman'slesions shrink and

the thrush go away."

Jeremy grinned. "'Probably’, hell! Of courseit was her. And

now I'm going to live. I'm going to live forever and ever!”

The next morning was cool and clear, and they decided to eat
breatfast outside. The crackling of the eggs and bacon frying
atracted asmall troop of vervet monkeys, and ablack African

kite swooped down from alimb above the fire and swiped a piece of
bread right out of Jeremy's hand.

"They're such rogues,” said Elizabeth asthe kite flew away
withitsprize.

"Well, it'sniceto know that _something__on this continent

isn't endangered,” remarked Jeremy.

She watched the kite for another moment, then turned to

Jeremy. "I've been giving Bibi alot of thought.”

"And?' asked Jeremy.

"We've got to go back and find her," answered Elizabeth. "I'd

kill for the chance to have AIDS researchers examine her. | il
don't know that | buy your story about her curing you with abite,
but whatever happened, she obvioudy gave you some biochemica
agent that killsthe HIV virus." Shelooked at Jeremy wryly.

"It1l never replace the Sk vaccine, but there's smply no other

explanation. I've _got_to find her and bring her to the camp.”



"She'snot alab animd,” replied Jeremy serioudy. "She's

got to remain freeto do her job."

"Her job?"

"She has other children to cure.”

"You're not achild.”

"Weredl| her children.

" That agan," sad Elizabeth withasgh.

" _You_dont haveto believeit,” said Jeremy, protecting his

bacon as the kite swooped down toward his plate. "It's enough that
_|_do."

"You'renot being logica, Jeremy."

"I waslogicd my wholelife, and what did it get me, except

some money | don't need and an incurable disease?’ replied Jeremy.
"Why don't you _redly look a Uganda sometime? Thisisamagica
place, for dl its problems. Spit amango pit out the window of

your Land Rover, and when you drive by six months later amango
tree has grown up. Amin and his successors virtualy wiped out
your wildlife, yet dl theanimasare returning. Termindly ill

people suddenly get cured. So how can | not believein magic?'
"Therésnothing magica about Bibi."

"| think thereis,” said Jeremy. "L eave her done.”

"l _can't_," protested Elizabeth. "Not until I've studied

her, and found out how she doesit. We may never find anything
likeher again.”

"Think of _her_," hesaid. "What kind of life do you think

shed have, shuttling from clinicto clinic, facing dl those
vampiresin white coats that not even amother could love?' He
paused. "Let her stay in the bush. These people won't tell.

Besdes, you have me: a certified HIV-negative volunteer at your



disposal.” He stared unblinking into her deep brown eyes. "L et her
o, Elizabeth.”

"You know | can't. We could save_millions_ of people." She
zeroed in for thekill. "Or isn't that important to you, now that
_you've _been cured?'

"Y ou know that's not true!" he snapped heatedly.

He was going to say more, tell her how unfair that statement
was, how no true friend would ever even suggest it. But alittle
voicein hishead intervened: _Could sheberight? Am | just
pretending to believe in Bibi's powers? Do | redly fed now that
I'm cured that no one el'se matters?

He searched his soul, which he had not done for along time,
because he hadn't especialy liked what he had found there. This
time he couldn't find what he was afraid might be lurking inits
darker recesses.

_Wsdl, | know it'salie_ hethought with satisfaction; _no

sense trying to convince you, too._

"All I know isthat were going to dig ten more graves

tomorrow morning,” responded Elizabeth, "and ten the day after
that, and ten the day after _that , and we're going to keep
digging them until we've either beaten this disease or every last
victim has died. Now, here'sawoman who may, just _may _, havea
curefor it. Do you redly think | can let her go?”'

He stared at her for avery long moment. "No," he said

softly. "I know you can't.”

"Then comewith mewhilel search for her," continued
Elizabeth. " She hel ped you. Maybe she won't be so frightened if
she seesthat you're with me."

He gtared at his plate for along moment, considering his



answer. The kite hovered overhead, and finally settled for ascrap
of bacon that had fdlen in the dirt by thefire.

"All right, I'll come," hesaid at last. "But we won't find

her."

"What makesyou think so?"

"Because you're antithetica to her. She's magic brought

forth from the spirit of thisland, and you're science and logic

and doubt educated thousands of milesaway."

"Science will save alot more peoplethan _she canoncel

find out just what it isthat she does,” said Elizabeth.

He shook hishead sadly. "Y ou ill don't see, do you?'

"Seewhat?'

"Science _needs her," said Jeremy. " _She doesn't need

science. Never has, never will." He sighed deeply. ™Y ou and she
areoil and water, and your worlds touch only briefly in passing.
That'swhy youll never find her."

"Well see," said Elizabeth grimly.

They spent the next three months following up every rumor,

every imagined sighting of an old woman who performed feats of
medicd magic.

They scoured the Virunga Vol canos and came away empty-handed.
They thought they found her tracksin the foothills of the

Mountains of the Moon, but they never saw her. They stopped back
at camp only long enough to take on fresh supplies, then went to
the arid semi-desert in the north of the Karamojong country, and
west to the aptly-named Impenetrable Forest. They spent aweek at
Murchison's Falls, only to discover that the old lady they were

tracking was a Buganda witch woman who was missing an eye and part



of an ear.

Everywhere they went they questioned the local people. Far
from showing the symptoms of the " Thinning Diseasg’, dmogt al of
them glowed with health and fervently denied ever having seen
anyone who remotely resembled Bibi. Jeremy got the distinct
impression that they were secretly laughing at the two relief
workers.

Finally Elizabeth admitted defeat and returned to camp.

Jeremy tended the sick and the dying for another week, and then
asked to see her privately.

"Wd|?' she said, when the two of them weredonein her

tent.

"I've made up my mind," he announced. "I'm leaving."

"Y ou mean you're going home?"

He shook hishead. "No, I'm staying in Uganda.”

"Then | don't understand...”

"All were doing hereis prolonging doomed lives,” sad

Jeremy. "l camehereto_save some.”

Suddenly Elizabeth's eyes widened with comprehension. ™Y ou're
going out after Bibi!"

"That'sright."

"But welve just spent three monthslooking for her. What
makesyou think _you_canfind her?'

Hedidn't want to answer that, for fear of hurting her, but

findly hedid. "Il bedone”

"Y ou think that makes a difference?’ she said caudticaly.

"Yes, | do." _Okay, soyou can't be hurt if you don't

believe._

"You'reafoal!" she snagpped. "Wherewill you go? In what



direction will you look? How will you feed yoursdl f?'

"I'll get by," hesaid. "And | won't haveto find her.
_Shéll_find_me "

"Youll starve to death, or run into aleopard or a hyena, or
drink the wrong water or eat the wrong food," said Elizabeth.
"You can't survive donein the bush."

"| didn't redlize you thought o little of me" hesaid

wryly.

"It'sbecause | think so much of you that | don't want you
dead."

"It'smy decison -- and if AIDS can't kill me, neither will
anything esethisland hasto offer.” He withdrew ahandwritten
document and placed it on her table. "Thisturnsover dl my
investmentsto the camp.”" Suddenly he grinned. "The Notary
Public's hut wasn't open for businesstoday, but | think it'll
stand up in court.”

Elizabeth walked to the door of the tent and looked out at
the busy camp, then turned back to Jeremy. "Y oure giving
everything up for adream. Won't you reconsider?

He shook hishead. "If | reconsidered, | might agree that it
was nothing but adream and stay here. And then I'd missthe
chanceto help her perform her magic.”

"We don't need magic," shereplied impatiently. "If this
crississolved, it will be solved by science.”
"Tomeit's_al_magic, and who'sto say that yoursisany
more potent than theirs? Science couldn't cure me, but Bibi
could.”

"Damn it, Jeremy, you're chasing awill-o-the-wisp. She's

just an old woman, not some mythica creature with avesome powers



of heding.”

"She cured mewith abite" he said. "How can | not believe
inthat?"

"We don't know that that's what cured you," indsted

Elizabeth. " She could have adminigtered any number of medications
while you were delerious.

"She could have," he agreed. "But she didn't.”

Elizabeth paused and look at him sadly. "Isn't there anything

| can say?'

"Yes" hereplied. "Say 'Good luck'."

Shewasdill garing a him slently asheleft her tent.

* ok %

_Bibi walked through the bush, senses dert to the hidden

presence of predators. There were so many children, far more than
she dreamed possible. She could fed their cries, their hunger,

their pain, and she knew that she had much work to do before she
couldrest again._

_Suddenly she heard atwig break, and she crouched, ready to
raceto safety. A man was gpproaching noisily, making no attempt
to hide his presence, frightening birds and monkeyswith every
step._

_Her firg inclination was to run, but some secret ingtinct

made her stay -- and then she saw afamiliar face, aface that
reflected the unsdlfish love that was written across her own.
_"Hi, Mom," said the man, holding adried gpricot out to her.

"I've brought you a present.”

-end-



