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Uncharted Territory
by Connie Willis
expedition 183: day 19

We were gtill three kloms from King's X when Carson spotted the dust. "What on hell'sthat?" he said,
leaning forward over his pony's pommelbone and pointing at nothing that | could see.

"Where?' | sad.
"Over there. All that dust.”

| still couldn't see anything except the pinkish ridge that hid King's X, and a couple of luggage grazing on
the scourbrush, and | told him so.

"My shit, Fin, what do you mean you cant—" he said, disgusted. "Hand methe binocs."
"Youvegot 'em," | said. "I gave 'emto you yesterday. Hey, Bult!" | caled up to our scout.

He was hunched over thelog on his pony's saddiebone, punching in numbers. "Bult!" | shouted. "Do
you see any dust up ahead?"

He till didn't look up, which didn't surprise me. He was busy doing hisfavorite thing, tallying up fines.
"I gave the binocs back to you," Carson said. "This morning when we packed up.”

"Thismorning?' | said. "This morning you were in such an dl-fired hurry to get back to King's X and



mest the new loaner you probably went off and |eft ‘'em lying in camp. What's her name again?

Evangdine?'
"Evelyn Parker," hesad. "'l wasnotinahurry.”
"How come you ran up two-fifty in fines breaking camp, then?'

"Because Bult'son somekind of fining spree the last few days," he said. "And the only hurry I've beenin
isto finish up this expedition before every dime of our wages goesfor fines, which lookslike alost cause
now that you lost the binocs."

"Youweren'tin ahurry yesterday," | said. "Y esterday you were dl reedy to ridefifty kloms north on the
off-chance of running into Wulfmeier, and then C.J. calls and tells you the new loaner'sin and her name's
Eleanor, and dl of asudden you can't get home fast enough.”

"Evelyn," Carson said, getting red in theface, "and | still say Wulfmeier's surveying that sector. You just
don' like loaners.”

"You'reright about that,” | said. "They're more trouble than they're worth.” 1've never met aloaner yet
that was worth taking along, and the females are the worst.

They comein one variety: whiners. They spend every minute of the expedition complaining—about the
outdoor plumbing and the dust and Bult and having to ride ponies and everything e se they can think of.
Thelast one spent the whol e expedition yowling about "terrocentric endaving imperiaigts,” meaning
Carson and me, and how wed corrupted the "ssimple, noble indigenous sentients,” meaning Bult, which
was bad enough, but then she latched onto Bult and told him our presence "defiled the very atmosphere
of the planet,” and Bult started trying to fine usfor breathing.

"| laid the binocs right next to your bedroll, Fin," Carson said, reaching behind him to rummagein his
pack.

"Wdl, | never saw 'em.”

"That's because you're hdf-blind," he said. "Y ou can't even seeacloud of dust when it's coming right at
you."

Widl, asamatter of fact, we'd been arguing long enough that now | could, akicked-up line of pinkish
cloud closeto theridge.

"What do you think it is? A dust tantrum?' | said, even though a tantrum woul d've been meandering all
over the place, not keeping to aline.

"I don't know," he said, putting his hand up to shade hiseyes. "A stampede maybe."

The only faunaaround here were luggage, and they didn't sampede in dry wesether like this, and anyway
the cloud wasn't wide enough for a stampede. It looked like the dust churned up by arover, or agate

opening.

| kicked my termina on and asked for whereabouts on the gatecrashers. 1'd shown Wulfmeier on Dazil
yesterday when Carson'd been so set on going after him, and now the whereabouts showed him on
Starting Gate, which meant he probably wasn't either place. But hed have to be crazy to open agatethis
closeto King's X, even if there was anything underneath here—which there wasn't, I'd already run
terrains and subsurfaces—especialy knowing we were on our way home.



| squinted at the dust, wondering if | should ask for averify. | could see now it was moving fast, which
meant it wasn't agate, or a pony, and the dust wastoo low for the heli. "Looks like the rover," | said.
"Maybe the new loaner—what was her name? Ernestine?—is as jumped for you as you are for her, and
she's coming out here to meet you. Y ou better comb your mustache.”

Hewasn't paying any attention. He was till rummaging in his pack, looking for the binocs. "'l laid ‘em
right next to your bedroll when you were loading the ponies.”

"Wedll, | didn't see'em,” | said, watching the dust. It was agood thing it wasn't a stampede, it would have
run us over while we stood there arguing about the binocs. "Maybe Bult took 'em.”

"Why on hdll would Bult take 'em?" Carson bellowed. "Hisareahdll of alot fancier than ours.”

They were, with sdlective scans and programmed polarizers, and Bult had hung them around the second
joint of his neck and was peering through them at the dust. | rode up next to him. "Can you see what's
making the dust?' | asked.

He didn't take the binocs down from his eyes. "Disturbance of land surface,”" he said severely. "Fine of
one hundred.”

| should've known it. Bult could've cared less about what was making the dust so long as he could get a
fineout of it. "Y ou can't fine usfor dust unlesswemakeit," | said. "Give me the binocs."

He bent his neck double, took the binocs off, and handed them to me, and then hunched over hislog
again. "Forcible confiscation of property,” he said into hislog. "Twenty-five."

"Confiscation!" | said. "Y ou're not going to fine me with confiscating anything. | asked if | could borrow
them.”

"Inappropriate tone and manner in speaking to an indigenous person,” he said into the log. "Fifty."

| gave up and put the binocs up to my eyes. The cloud of dust looked like it was right on top of me, but
no clearer. | upped the resolution and took another look. "It'stherover,” | called to Carson, who'd
gotten off his pony and wastaking everything out of his pack.

"Who'sdriving?' hesad. "C.J.?"

| hit the polarizersto screen out the dust and took another look. "What'd you say thisloaner's name was,
Carson?'

"Evelyn. Did C.J. bring her out with her?"

"Itsnot C.J. driving,” | said.

"Well, who on hdl isit? Don't tell me one of the indidges stole the rover again.”

"Unfair accusation of indigenous person,” Bult said. " Seventy-five."

"Y ou know how you aways get mad over the indidges giving things the wrong names?' | said.
"What on hell doesthat have to do with who's driving the rover?' Carson said.

"Becauseit lookslike theindidges aren't the only onesdoing it,” | said. "It looks like now Big Brother's
doing it, too."



"Give methose binocs," he said, grabbing for 'em.

"Forcible confiscation of property,” | said, holding them away from him. "L ookslike you couldve taken
your time this morning and not gone off in such ahurry you forgot ours."

| handed the binocs back to Bult, and just to be contrary, he handed them to Carson, but the rover was
close enough now we didn't need them.

It roared up in acloud of dust, skidded to a halt right on top of aroadkill, and the driver jumped out and
strode over to uswithout even waiting for the dust to clear.

"Carson and Findriddy, | presume,” he said, grinning.

Now usualy when we meet aloaner, they don't have eyesfor anybody but Bult (or C.J., if shé'sthere
and the loaner'samae), especidly if Bult'sunfolding himsdlf off his pony theway he was now,
sraightening out his back joints one after the other till he looks like abig pink Erector set. Then, whilethe
loanersare till picking their jaws up out of the dirt, one of the ponies keels over or else drops apilethe
sze of therover. It'stough to compete with. So we usudly get noticed last or € se have to say something
like, "Bult's only dangerous when he sensesyour fear," to get their attention.

But thisloaner didn't so much as glance at Bult. He came straight over to me and shook hands. "How do
you do," he said eagerly, pumping my hand. "I'm Dr. Parker, the new member of your survey team.”

"“I'mFn—" | sarted.
"Oh, I know who you are, and | can't tell you what an honor it isto meet you, Dr. Findriddy!"

Helet go of my hand and started in on Carson's. "When C.J. told me you weren't back yet, | couldn't
wait till you arrived to meet you," he said, jerking Carson's hand up and down. "Findriddy and Carson!
The famous planetary surveyors! | can't believe I'm shaking hands with you, Dr. Carson!”

"It'skind of hard for meto believe, too," Carson said.
"What'd you say your namewas, again?' | asked.
"Dr. Parker," he said, grabbing my hand to shakeit again. "Dr. Findriddy, I've read al your—"

"Fin," | said, "and thisis Carson. There's only four of us on the planet, counting you, so there's not much
cdl for fancy titles. What do you want usto cal you?' but hed dready |eft off pumping my hand and was
staring past Carson.

"Isthat the Wdl?' he said, pointing a a bump on the horizon.

"Nope," | said. "That's Three Moon Mesa. The Wall's twenty kloms the other side of the Tongue.”
"Arewe going to seeit on the expedition?'

"Y eah. We haveto crossit to get into uncharted territory,” | said.

"Great. | can't wait to seethe Wall and the silvershim trees,” he said, looking down at Carson's boots,
"and the cliff where Carson logt hisfoot.”

"How do you know about al this stuff?' | asked.
He looked back and forth at usin amazement. "Are you kidding? Everybody knows about Carson and



Findriddy! Y ou'refamous! Dr. Findriddy, you're—"
"Fin," | said. "What do you want usto cal you?'

"Evelyn," he said. Helooked from oneto the other of us. "It'sa British name. My mother wasfrom
England. Only they pronounceit withalong e."

"And you're an exozoologist?' | said.

" Socioexozoologist. My specidity's sex.”

"C.J'sthe one you want then," | said. "She's our resident expert.”

He blushed anice pink. "I've dready met her."

"Shetold you her nameyet?’ | said.

"Her name?' he said blankly.

"What C.J. gandsfor," | said. "She must be dipping,” | said to Carson.

Carson ignored me. "'If you're an expert on sex,” Carson said, looking over a Bult, who was heading for
the rover, "you can help ustdl which one Bultis."

"| thought the Boohteri were asimple two-sex species,” Evelyn said.
"They are,”" Carson said, "only we can't tell which oneswhich.”
"All their equipment'sontheingde” | said, "not likeC.J.'s. It—"

"Speaking of which, did she have supper ready?' Carson said. "Not that it makes any differenceto us. At
thisrate well still be out here tomorrow morning.”

"Oh. Of course," Evelyn said, looking dismayed, "you're eager to get back to headquarters. | didn't mean
to keep you. | wasjust so excited to actually meet you!" He started off for the rover. Bult was hunched
over thefront tire. He unfolded three leg joints when Evelyn came up. "Damage to indigenous fauna," he
sad. "Seventy-five”

Evelyn said to me, "Have | done something wrong?!

"Hard not to in these parts,” | said. "Bult, you can't fine Evelyn for running over aroadkill.”

"Running over—" Evelyn said. Helegpt in the rover and roared it back off the roadkill, and then jumped
out again. "l didn't seeit!" he said, peering at itsflattened brown body. "I didn't mean to kill it! Honestly,

"You can't kill aroadkill just by parking arover onit," | said, poking it with my toe. ™Y ou can't even
wakeit up."

Bult pointed at the tire tracks Evelyn'd just made. "Disruption of land surface. Twenty-five."
"Bult, you can't fine Evelyn," | said. "He's not amember of the expedition.”
"Disruption of land surface," Bult said, pointing at thetire tracks.

"Shouldn't | have come out herein therover?' Evelyn said worriedly.



"Sure you should,” | said, clapping him on the shoulder, " ‘cause now you can give me aride home.
Carson, bring in my pony for me." | opened the door of therover.

"I'm not getting stuck out here with the ponieswhile you ride back in syle," Carson said. "I'll rideinwith
Evelyn, and you bring the ponies.”

"Cant wedl go back intherover?' Evelyn said, looking upset. "We could tie the poniesto the back.”
"The rover can't go that dow," Carson muttered.

"Y ou've got no reason to get back early, Carson,” | said. "I've got to check the purchase orders, and the
pursuants, and fill out the report on the binocsyou lost." | got in the rover and sat down.

"I logt?' Carson said, getting red intheface again. "'l laid 'em—"
"Expedition member riding in wheded vehicle” Bult sad.

Weturned around to look at him. He was standing beside his pony, talking into hislog. "Disruption of
land surface.”

| got out of the rover and stalked over to him. "I told you, you can't fine somebody who's not a member
of the expedition.”

Bult looked at me. "Inappropriate tone and manner.” He straightened some finger jointsat me. "You
member. Cahsson member. Y ahhs?' he said in the maddening pidgin he useswhen hel's not talying fines.

But his message was clear enough. If either of usrode back with Evelyn, he could fine usfor using a
rover, which would take the next Six expeditions wages, not to mention the trouble wed get into with Big
Brother.

"Y ou expedition, yahhs?' Bult said. He held out his pony'sreinsto me.
"Yeah," | sad. | took thereins.

Bult grabbed hislog off his pony's saddlebone, jumped in the rover, and folded himself into agtting
pogition. "Wego," he said to Evelyn.

Evelyn looked questioningly & me.

"Bult herell rideinwithyou," | said. "WEell bring the poniesin.”

"How on hell are we supposed to bring three poniesin when they'll only walk two abreast?" Carson said.
| ignored him. "See you back at King's X." | dapped the sde of therover.

"Go fahhgt," Bult said. Ev started the rover up and waved and left us esting a cloud of dust.

"I'm beginning to think you're right about loaners, Fin," Carson said, coughing and smacking his hat
againg hisleg. "They're nothing but trouble. And the males are the worst, especialy after C.J. getsto
‘em. Well spend half the expedition listening to him talk about her, and the other half keegping him from
labding every gully in sght CrissaCanyon.”

"Maybe" | said, squinting at the rover's dust, which seemed to be veering off to theright. "C.J. said
Evdyn got inthismorning.”



"Which means she's had dmost awhole day to give him her pitch,” he said, taking hold of Bult's pony's
reins. It balked and dug in its paws. "And shell have at least another two hoursto work her wiles before
we get these poniesin.”

"Maybe," | sad, till watching the dugt. "But | figure a presentable-looking male like Ev can jump just
about any female he wants without having to do anything for it, and you notice he didn't say at King's X
with C.J. He cametearing out hereto meet us. | think he might be smarter than helooks."

"That'swhat you said thefirst time you saw Bult," Carson said, yanking on Bult's pony's reins. The pony
yanked back.

"And | wasright, wasn't 7" | said, going over to help. "If hewasnt, held be here with these ponies, and
we'd be halfway to King's X." | took over the reins, and he went around behind the pony to push.

"Maybe," he said. "Why wouldn't he want to meet us? After dl, we're planetary surveyors. Were
famoud™

| pulled and he pushed. The pony stayed put. "' Get moving, you rock-headed nag!" Carson said, shoving
on itsback end. "Don't you know who we are?"'

The pony lifteditstail and dumped apile.
"My shit!" Carson said.

"Too bad Evelyn can't seeusnow,” | said, holding the reins over my shoulder and hauling on the pony.
"Findriddy and Carson, the famous explorerdl”

Off in the distance, to the right of the ridge, the dust disappeared.
interim: at king'sx

It took usfour hoursto makeit into King's X. Bult's pony keeled over twice and wouldn't get up, and
when we got there, Ev was waiting out &t the stable to ask us when we were going to start on the
expedition. Carson gave him an inappropriate-in-tone-and-manner answe.

"I know you just got back and have to file your reports and everything," Ev said.

"And eat,” Carson muttered, limping around his pony, "and deep. And kill me a scout.”

"It'sjust that I'm S0 excited to see Boohte," Ev said. "'l ill can't believe I'm really here, taking to—"
"I know, | know," | said, unloading the computer. "Findriddy and Carson, the famous surveyors.”

"Where's Bult?' Carson asked, unstrgpping his camerafrom his pony's saddiebone. "And why isn't he
out here to unload his pony?'

Evelyn handed Carson Bult'slog. "He said to tdll you these are the finesfrom thetrip in.”

"Hewasn't on thetripin,” Carson said, glaring at thelog. "What on hell are these?'Destruction of
indigenous flora.' '‘Damage to sand formations.' 'Pollution of atmosphere.” "

| grabbed thelog away from Carson. "Did Bult give you directions back to King's X?'

"Yes" Ev sad. "Did | do something wrong?'



"Wrong?" Carson spluttered. "Wrong?!"

"Dont getinaswest,” | said. "Bult can't fine Ev til hesamember of the expedition.”

"But | don't understand,” Ev said. "What did | do wrong? All | did was drive the rover—"

"Stir up dust, maketiretracks," Carson said, "emit exhaust—"

"Wheded vehiclesaren't dlowed off government property,” | explained to Ev, who was |ooking amazed.
"Then how do you get around?' he asked.

"Wedon't," Carson said, glaring at Bult's pony, which looked like it was getting ready to kedl over again.
"Explanittohim, Fn."

| wastoo tired to explain anything, least of al Big Brother's notion of how to survey aplanet. "Y ou tell
him about the fineswhile | go get this straightened out with Bult," | said, and went across the compound
to the gate area.

In my log, thereé's nothing worse than working for agovernment with the guilts. All we were doing on
Boohte was surveying the planet, but Big Brother didn't want anybody accusing them of "ruthless
imperidist expanson” and riding roughshod over the indidges the way they did when they colonized
America

So they set up all these rulesto "preserve planetary ecosystems' (which was supposed to mean we
weren't alowed to build dams or kill theloca fauna) and " protect indigenous cultures from technological
contamination” (which was supposed to mean we couldn't give 'em firewater and guns), and stiff finesfor
bresking therules.

Which iswhere they made theair first mistake, because they paid the finesto the indidges, and Bult and his
tribe knew agood thing when they saw it, and before you know it we're being fined for making
footprints, and Bult's buying technologica contamination right and left with the proceeds.

| figured held be in the gate area, up to his second kneejoint in stuff he'd bought, and | wasright. When |
opened the door, he was prying open acrate of umbrellas.

"Bult, you can't charge uswith finesthe rover incurred,” | said.

He pulled out an umbrelaand examined it. It was the collgpsible kind. He held the umbrelaout in front
of him and pushed a button. Lights came on around the rim. "Destruction of land surface," he said.

| held out hislog to him. ™Y ou know the regs. The expedition is not respongible for violations committed
by any person not an official member of the expedition.'”

Hewas till messing with the buttons. The lights went off. "Bult member,” he said, and the umbrellashot
out and open, bardy missing my stomach.

"Watchit!" | jumped back. "Y ou can't incur fines, Bult."

Bult put down the umbrellaand opened a big box of dice, which would make Carson happy. Hisfavorite
occupation, next to blaming me, is shooting craps.

"Indidges can't incur fined" | said.

"Inappropriate tone and manner,” he said.



| wastoo tired for this, too, and | still had the reports and the whereabouts to do. | Ieft him unpacking a
box of shower curtains and went across to the mess.

| opened the door. "Honey, I'm home," | caled.
"Helol" C.J. sang out cheerfully from the kitchen, which was aswitch. "How was your expedition?'

She appeared in the doorway, smiling and wiping her hands on atowd . Shewas all done up, clean face
and fixed-up hair and a shirt that was open down to thirty degrees north. "Dinner's almost ready,” she
said brightly, and then stopped and looked around. "Where's Evelyn?”

"Out inthe stable," | said, dumping my stuff on achair, "talking to Carson, the planetary surveyor. Did
you know we're famous?”’

"You'refilthy," shesaid. "And you're late. What on hell took you so long? Dinner's cold. | had it ready
two hours ago." Shejabbed afinger at my stuff. "Get that dirty pack off the furniture. It's bad enough
putting up with dust tantrums without you two dragging in dirt.”

| sat down and propped my legs up on the table. "And how was your day, sveetheart?' | said. "Get a
mud puddie named after you? Jump any loaners?'

"Very funny. Evelyn happensto be a very nice young man who understands what it'sliketo be dl done
on aplanet for weeks at atime with nobody for hundreds of kloms and who knowswhat dangerslurking
out there—"

"Likelosng that shirt," | said.

"Y ou're not exactly in apogtion to criticize my clothes," she said. "When'sthe last time you changed
yours? What have you been doing, rolling in the mud? And get those boots off the furniture. They're
disgusting!" She smacked my legswith the dish towd.

Thiswas as much fun astaking to Bult. If | was going to be raked over the cods, it might aswell be by
the experts. | heaved mysdif out of the chair. "Any pursuants?'

"If you mean officia reprimands, there are sixteen. They're on the computer.” She went back to the
kitchen, her shirt flapping. "And get cleaned up. Y ou're not coming to the table looking like that."

"Yes, dear," | said and went over to the console. | fed in the expedition report and took alook at the
subsurfaces I'd run in Sector 247-72, and then called up the pursuants.

There were the usud loving messages from Big Brother: we weren't covering enough sectors, we weren't
giving enough f-and-f indigenous names, we were incurring too many fines.

"Pursuant to language used by members of survey expeditions, such memberswill refrain from using
derogatory termsin reference to the government, in particular, abbreviations and dang terms such as'Big
Brother' and 'morons back home." Such referencesimply lack of respect, thereby undermining relations
with the indigenous sentients and obstructing the government's god's. Members of survey expeditionswill
henceforth refer to the government by its proper titlein full."

Evelyn and Carson camein. "Anything interesting?' Carson asked, leaning over me.
"We're wearing our mikesturned up too high," | said.

He clapped me on the shoulder. "I'm gonna go check the weather and then take abath,” he said.



| nodded, looking at the screen. He left, and | started through the pursuants again and then looked back
behind me. Ev was|eaning over me, his chin practicaly on my shoulder.

"Doyou mindif | watch?' hesaid. "It's so exc—"

"I know, | know," | said. "There's nothing more exciting than reading a bunch of memosfrom Big
Brother. Oh. Sorry,” | said, pointing at the screen, "we're not supposed to cal them that. We're
supposed to use appropriate titles. There's nothing more exciting than reading memos from the Third
Rech."

Ev grinned, and | thought, Y ep, smarter than he looks.

"Fin," C.J. called from the door of the mess. Sheld unstripped her blouse another ten degrees. "Can |
borrow Evelyn for aminute?"

"You bet, CrissaJang," | sad.
Sheglared a me.

"That'swhat C.J. standsfor, you know," | said to Ev. "CrissaJane Tull. Y ou'll need to remember that for
when we go on expedition.”

"Finl" she sngpped. "Ev," she said sweetly, "can you come help me with dinner?”
"Sure," Ev said and was after her like ashot. All right, not that much smarter.

| went back to the pursuants. We weren't showing " proper respect for indigenous culturd integrity,”
which meant who knowswhat, we hadn't filled out Subsection 12-2 of the minerds report for Expedition
158, we had |eft two gaps of uncharted territory on Expedition 162, one in Sector 248-76 and the other
in Sector 246-73.

| knew what the 246-73 gap was but not the other one, and | doubted if it was till agap. We'd been
over alot of the same territory the next-to-last expedition.

| called up the topographicals and asked for a chart overlay. Big Bro—Hizzoner was right for once.
There were two holesin the chart.

Carson camein, carrying atowel and aclean pair of socks. "Wefired yet?'
"Just about," | said. "How's the westher look?"

"Rain down in the Ponypiles start of next week. Otherwise, nothing. Not even adust tantrum. Looks like
we can go anywhere we want."

"What about in charted territory? Up along 767"
"Samething. Clear and dry. Why?" he said, coming over to look at the screen. "What've you got?'
"I don't know yet," | said. "Probably nothing. Go get cleaned up.”

He went off toward the latrine. Sector 248-76. That was over on the other side of the Tongue and, if |
remembered right, closeto Silvershim Creek. | frowned at the screen aminute and then asked for
Expedition 181'slog and started fast-forwarding it.

"Isthat the expedition you werejust on?' Ev said, and | jerked around to find him hanging over me again.



"I thought you were helping C.J. in the kitchen," | said, cutting thelog off.
He grinned. "It'stoo hot in there. Were you sending the log of the expeditionto NASA?

| shook my head. "Thelog goesout live. It transmits straight to C.J. and she sends it on through the gate.
| wasjust finishing up the expedition summary.”

"Do you send dl the reports?’

"Nope. Carson sends the topographicals and the f-and-f; | send the geologicals and the accountings.” |
asked for thetaly of Bult'sfines.

Ev looked uneasy. "l wanted to apologize to you for driving therover. | didn't know it was against regs
to use nonindigenous transportation. Thelast thing | wanted to do on my first day wasto get you and Dr.
Carsonintrouble”

"Don't worry about it. We still had wages | ft over this expedition, which is better than we've made out
the last two. The only thingsthet redlly get you in trouble are killing faunaand naming something after
somebody,” | said, staring at him, but he didn't look especidly guilty. C.J. must not have gotten around to
her sdles pitch yet.

"Anyway," | sad, "were used to trouble.”

"I know," he said earnestly. "Like the time you got caught in the Ssampede and nearly got trampled, and
Dr. Carson rescued you."

"How'd you know about that?" | asked.
"Areyou kidding?Y oure—"
"Famous. Right," | said. "But how—"

"Evelyn," C.J. cdled, dripping honey with every syllable, "'can you hep me set the table?' and he was of f
agan.

| got 181'slog again and then changed my mind and asked for the whereabouts. | checked them for the
two times we'd been in Sector 248-76. Wulfmeier'd been on Starting Gate both times, which didn't
prove anything. | asked for averify on him.

"Nahhd khompt," Bult said.
| looked up. He was standing next to the computer, pointing hisumbrellaat me.
"I need the computer, too," | said, and he reached for hislog. "Besides, it'samogt dinnertime.”

"Nahhd tchopp,” he said, moving around behind me so he could see the screen. " Forcible confiscation of
property.”

"That'swhat itis, al right,” | said, wondering which wasworse, being stuck with his bayonet of an
umbrellaor another fine. Besides, | couldn't find out what | needed to know with al these people hanging
over my shoulder. And dinner was ready. Evelyn pushed the kitchen door open with his shoulder and
brought out a platter of meet. | asked for the catalog.

"Hereyou go," | said, standing up. "Nieman Marcus at your disposd. Go at it. Tchopp.”



Bult sat down, shot his umbrellaopen, and started talking to the computer. " One dozen pair digiscan
polarized fidld glasses" he said, "with telemetry and object enhancement functions.”

Ev stared.
"One'High Rollers Specid' dot maching," Bult said.
Ev came over with the platter. "Bult can spesk English?' he said.

| grabbed achunk of meat. "Depends. When he's ordering stuff, yeah. When you're talking to him, not
much. When you're trying to negotiate satellite surveys or permission to set up agate, no hablo inglais.”
| grabbed another hunk of mest.

"Sop that!" C.J. said, bringing in the vegetables. "Honestly, Fin, you've got the manners of a
gatecrasher! You could at least wait till we get to the tablel” She set the vegetables down. " Carson!
Dinner'sready!" she cdled and went back into the kitchen.

He camein, wiping his hands on atowe. Hed washed up and shaved around his mustache. He came
over closeto me. "Find anything?' he muttered.

IIMWmII
Ev, dill holding the mest platter, waslooking at meinquiringly.
| said, "'l found out those binocs you lost are gonna cost us three hundred.”

"I lost?' Carson said. "Y ou'rethe onewho lost 'em. | laid 'em right next to your pack. Why on hdl'sit
three hundred?"

"Possible technological contamination,” | said. "I they turn up on an indidgeitll be five hundred you lost
lB"

"I lostud" hesaid.

C.J. camein, carrying abow! of rice. Sheld switched her shirt for one with even lower coordinates, and
lights around the edges like the ones on Bult'sumbrella

"Y ou werethe onein ahurry to get back here and meet Evelyn,” | said. | pulled achair out from the
table, stepped over it, and sat down.

He grabbed the platter out of Ev's hands. "Five hundred. My shit!" He set the platter on the table. "How
much were the rest of the fines?"

"I don't know," | said. "l havent tdlied 'em yet."

"Well, what on hell were you doing al thistime?' He sat down. "It's plain to see you weren't taking a
bath."

"C.J.'s cleaned up enough for both of us," | said. "What're thelightsfor?' | asked her.
Carson grinned. "They're like those landing strip beacons, so you can find your way down.”
C.J.ignored him."Y ou St here by me, Evelyn.”

He pulled out her chair, and she sat down, managing to lean over so we could al see the runway.



Ev sat down next to her. "I can't believe I'm actually eating dinner with Carson and Findriddy! Tell me
about your expedition. I'll bet you had alot of adventures.”

"Well," Carson said, "Fin lost the binocs.™
"Have you decided when we leave on the next expedition yet?' Ev asked.
Carson gave me alook. "Not yet," | said. "A few days, probably.”

"Oh, good," C.J. crooned, leaning in Ev'sdirection. "That'll give us more timeto get to know each other.”
Shelatched onto hisarm.

"Isthere anything | can do to help so we can leave sooner?' Ev said. "L oading the ponies or something?
I'm just SO eager to get started.”

C.J. dropped hisarm in disgust. " So you can spend three weeks deeping on the ground and listening to
thesetwo?'

"Areyou kidding?' hesaid. "'l put in four years ago for the chance to go on an expedition with Carson
and Findriddy! What'sit like, being on the survey team with them?’

"What'sit like?' Sheglared a us. "They're rude, they're dirty, they break every rulein the book, and
don't let dl their bickering fool you—they'rejust like that.” She crossed one finger over another.
"Nobody has a chance againg the two of them."

"I know," Ev said. "On the pop-ups they—"
"What are these pop-ups?’ | said. "Some kind of holo?"

"Theyre DHVS" Ev sad, asif that explained everything. " There's awhole series of them about you and
Carson and Bult." He stopped and looked around at Bult hunched over the computer under hisumbrdla
"Doesn't Bult eat with you?'

"He'snot dlowed to," Carson said, helping himsdlf to the mest.

"Regs,”" | said. "Cultura contamination. Asking himto est at atable and use slverwareisimperididtic.
We might corrupt him with Earth foods and table manners.”

"Smal chance of that," C.J. said, taking the meat platter away from Carson. "Y ou two don't have any
table manners.”

"Sowhilewe eat," Carson said, plopping potatoes on his plate, "he Ststhere ordering demitasse cups
and place sttings for twelve. Nobody ever said Big Brother wasbig on logic.”

"Not Big Brother," | said, shaking my finger at Carson. "Pursuant to our latest reprimand, members of the
expedition will henceforth refer to the government by its appropriatetitie.”

"What, Idiots Incorporated?’ Carson said. "What other brilliant orders did they come up with?'
"They want usto cover more territory. And they disallowed one of our names. Green Creek.”
Carson looked up from his plate. "What on hell's wrong with Green Creek?"

"There's a senator named Green on the Ways and Means Committee. They couldn't prove any
connection, though, so they just fined usthe minimum.”



"Therere people named Hill and River, too," Carson said. "If one of them gets on the committee, what on
hell do we do then?

"I think it'sridiculous that you can't name things after people,” C.J. said. "Don't you, Evelyn?"
"Why can't you?' Ev asked.

"Regs" | said. " 'Pursuant to the practice of naming geologica formations, waterways, etc., after
surveyors, government officids, historica personages, etc., said practice isindicative of oppressive
coloniaig attitudes and lack of respect for indigenous cultural traditions, etc., etc.' Hand the mest over."

C.J.d picked up the platter, but she didn't passit. "Oppressive! Itisnot. Why shouldn't we have
something named after us? We're the ones stuck on this horrible planet dl done in uncharted territory for
months a atime and with who knows what dangers lurking. We should get something.”

Carson and | have heard this pitch ahundred or so times. She used to try it on us before she decided the
|oaners were more susceptible.

"There are hundreds of mountains and streams on Boohte. Y ou can't tell me thereisn't someway you
could name one of them after somebody. | mean, the government wouldn't even notice."”

Widl, she'swrong there. Their Imperial Mgesties check every sngle name, and eveniif dl wetried to
sneak past them was a bug named C.J., we could get tossed off Boohte.

"Therésaway you can get something named after you, C.J.," Carson said. "Why didn't you say you
were interested?”

C.J. narrowed her eyes. "How?"

"Remember Stewart? He was one of the first pair of scouts on Boohte," he explained to Ev. "Got caught
in aflash flood and swept smack into a hill. Stewart's Hill, they named it. In memoriam. All you've got to
do istake the hdli out tomorrow and point it at whatever you want named after you, and—"

"Very funny,” C.J. said. "I'm serious about this," she said to Ev. "Don't you think it's naturd to want to
have some sign that you've been here, so after you're gone you won't be forgotten, some monument to
what you've done?'

"My shit," Carson said, "if you're talking about doing stuff, Fin and | are the oneswho should have
something named after usl How about it, Fin?Y ou want me to name something after you?"

"What would | dowithit? What | want isthemeat!" | held out my handsfor it, but nobody paid any
atention.

"Findriddy Lake," Carson said. "Fin Mesa."
"Findriddy Swamp," C.J. said.

It was time to change the subject, or | was never going to get any mesat. "So, Ev," | said. "Yourea
sexozoologis.”

"Socioexozoologist,” he said. "'l study ingtinctive mating behaviorsin extraterrestrial species. Courtship
rituas and sexua behaviors™

"Wadll, you've cometo theright place," Carson sad. "C.J—"



C.J. cutin, "Tell me about some of the interesting species you've studied.”

"Well, they'redl interesting, redly. Most anima behaviors areingtinctive, they're hardwired in, but
reproductive behavior isredly complicated. It's part hardwiring, part surviva strategies, and the
combination produces all these variables. The charlizards on Ottiyal mate insde the crater of an active
volcano, and there's a Terran species, the bowerbird, which constructs an elaborate bower fifty timeshis
Sze and then decorates it with orchids and berriesto attract the femae.”

"Somenes," | sad.

"Oh, but it'snot the nest," Ev said. "The nest isbuilt in front of the bower, and it's quite ordinary. The
bower isjust for courtship. Sentients are even more interesting. The Inkicce males cut off their toesto
impress the female. And the Opantis courtship ritua—they're the indigenous sentients on Jevo—takes
sx months. The Opanti female setsaseries of difficult tasks the male must perform before she dlowshim
to matewith her."

"Just like C.J.," | said. "What kind of tasks do these Opantis have to do for the females? Namerivers
after them?"'

"Thetasksvary, but they're usually the giving of tokens of esteem, proofs of vaor, feats of Srength.”

"How come the mal€'s dways the one who hasto do dl the courting?' Carson said. " Giving 'em candy
and flowers, proving they're tough, building bowers while the femdejust ststhere making up her mind.”

"Because the maleis concerned only with mating," Ev said. "The femaeis concerned with ensuring the
optimum surviva of her offspring, which means she needs a strong mate or asmart one. The mae doesn't
do al the courting, though. The females send out response signals to encourage and attract the males.”

"Likelanding lights?' | said.
C.J. glared & me.
"Without those signd's, the courtship ritua breaks down and can't be completed,” Ev said.

"I'll keep that in mind," Carson said. He pushed back from the table. "Fin, if we're gonnagtart in two
days, we'd better take alook at the map. I'll go get the new topographicals.” He went ouit.

C.J. cleared off thetable, and | threw Bult off the computer and set up the map, filling in the two holes
with extrapol ated topographies before | went back over to the table.

Ev was bending over the map. "Isthat the Wall?' he said, pointing at the Tongue.

"Nope. That'sthe Tongue. That's theWall," | said, sticking my hand in the middle of the holo to show
him its course.

"I hadn't redlized it was so long," he said wonderingly, tracing its meandering course dong the Tongue
and into the Ponypiles. "Which part is uncharted territory?"

"The blank part,” | said, looking at the huge western expanse of the map. The charted arealooked like a
drop in the bucket.

Carson came back in and called Bult and his umbrella over, and we discussed routes.

"We haven't mapped any of the northern tributaries of the Tongue," Carson said, circling an areaiin light
marker. "Where can we crossthe Wdll, Bult?'



Bult leaned over the table and pointed tiffly at two different places, making sure hisfinger didn't go into
the holo.

"If we crossdown here," | said, taking the marker away from Carson, "we can cut across here and
follow Blacksand Ridge up.” 1 lit aline up to Sector 248-76 and through the hole. "What do you think?*

Bult pointed at the other break in the Wall, holding his hinged finger well above the table. "Fahtsser wye."
| looked across at Carson. "What do you think?"

Helooked steadily back at me.

"Will we get to seethe trees that have the silver leaves?' Ev said.

"Maybe," Carson said, still looking a me. "Either way looks good to me," he said to Bult. "I'll haveto
check on the weather and see which onell work. It lookslike there'salot of rain down here." He poked
hisfinger at the route Bult'd marked. "And well have to run terrains. Fin, you want to do that?"

"You bet," | said.

"I'll check the weether, and see if we can work aroute through some slvershimsfor Evie here.”
Hewent out. "Can | watch you run theterrains?' Ev asked me.

"You bet," | said. | went over to the compurter.

Bult was on it again, hunched under hisumbrdla, buying aroulette whed.

"I've got to figure the easiest route,” | said. "'Y ou can come back to the mall when I'm done.”
He got out hislog. "Discriminatory practices,” he said.

That was anew one. "Why dl thesefines, Bult?' | said. "Y ou saving up to buy a—" | was about to say
"casno" but the last thing | wanted to do was give him any idess. "To buy something big?' | ended up.

Hereached for hislog again.
"I need the computer if you want me to enter those fines you ran up with the rover today,” | said.

He hesitated, wondering whether fining mefor "attempt to bribe indigenous scout” would be worth more
than the rover'sfines, and then unfolded himsdlf joint by joint and let me sit down.

| stared at the screen. There was no point in running terrains when | aready knew the route | wanted,
and | couldn't ook at the log with Bult and Ev there dther. | sarted tallying the fines.

After afew minutes C.J. camein and dragged Ev off to convince him Big Brother wouldn't catch him if
he named one of the hills Mount C.J., but Bult was till hovering behind me, hisumbrellaaimed at my
back.

"Don't you need to go unpack al those umbrellas and shower curtains you bought?' | said, but he didn't
budge.

| had to wait till everybody was bedded down, including C.J., who'd flounced into her bunk ina
hide-nothing nightie and then leaned out to say good night to Ev and give him one last eyeful, before |
could teke alook at that log.



| figured Bult would be in the gate area, unpacking his purchases, but he wasn't. Which meant he was ill
"tchopping,” and I'd never get time aone on the computer. But he wasn't in the mess either.

| checked the kitchen and then started over to the stables. Halfway there | caught sight of ahdf circle of
lights out by theridge. | didn't have any notion of what he was doing clear out there—probably trying to
collect finesfrom the luggage, but at least he wasn't hogging the computer.

| walked out far enough to make sureit was him and not just his umbrella and then went back into the
mess and asked Starting Gate for averify on Wulfmeier. | got it, which didn't mean anything ether. Bult
could make more sdlling fake verifies than he makes off us.

| asked for atrace, then checked on the rest of the gatecrashers. We had beacons on Miller and Abeyta,
and Shoudamirewasin the brig on the Powell, which left Karadjk and Redfox. They were out on the
Arm. The trace showed Wulfmeier on Dazil until yesterday afternoon. | thought about it, and then asked
for the log and frame-by-frame coordinates and leaned back to watch it.

I'd been right. Sector 248-76 was next to the Wall, about twenty kloms down from where we'd crossed,
an areaof grayish igneous hills covered with knee-high scourbrush, which was probably the reason we'd
skirted it.

| asked for an aerid. C.J."d Sideswiped 248-76 on one of her trips home. | put privacies on and asked
for visuds. It looked the way | remembered it—hills and scourbrush, afew roadkill. Thevisud said
finegrained schist with phylloslicates dl theway down. | asked for the earlier log. That expedition we
were south of it. It was hills and scourbrush on that end, too.

The schist we'd found on Boohte wasn't gold-bearing, and there were no signs of sdlt or drainage
anomdies, soit wasn't an anticline. And we'd had good reasons for missing it both times—thefirst time
we'd been following the Wall, looking for abreak, and the second time we were trying to avoid 246-73.
| couldn't see any indications either time that Bult was avoiding it. Even if hewas, it was probably
because the ponies would balk at the steepness of the hills.

On the other hand, weld goneright by it twice, and you could hide amost anything in those hills. Including
agate.

| erased my transactions, took the privacies off, and walked back to the bunkhouse to talk to Carson.

Ev was leaning against the door. He looked so sappy-eyed and relaxed | wondered if C.J.'d broken
down and given him ajump. She used to and then tried to get the loaners to name something for her
afterward, but haf the time they forgot, and she decided it worked better the other way around. Buit |
figured the way she was |looking at him at dinner it wasjust possible.

"What are you doing out here?" | asked him.

"l couldn't deep,” he said, looking out in the direction of theridge. "I till can't convince myself I'm redly
here. It's beautiful "

He had that right. All three of Boohte's moons were up, strung out in arow like an expedition and turning
theridge apurplish-blue. | leaned againgt the other side of the door.

"What'sit like, out in uncharted territory?' he said.

"It'slike those mating customs of yours," | said. "Part ingtinct, part surviva strategies, way too many
variables. Modtly, it'salot of dust and triangulations,” | said, even though | knew he wouldn't believe me.
"And ponypiles.”



"l cant wait," hesaid.
"Then you'd better be getting to bed,” | said, but he didn't move.

"Did you know alot of species perform their courtship rituals by moonlight?' he said. "Likethe
whippoorwill and the Antarrean cow-frog."

"And teenagers,” | said, and yawned. "We'd better be getting to bed. We've got alot to do inthe
morning."

"I don't think | could deep,” he sad, <till with that dopey look. | began to wonder if 1'd been wrong about
him being dl that smart.

"l saw thevids, but they don't do it justice," he said, looking at me. "1 had no idea everything would be so
beatiful."

"Y ou should be using that line on C.J. and her nightie," Carson said, poking his head around the door. He
waswearing hisliner and hisboots. "What on hell's going on out here?"

"l wastelling Ev how held better get to bed so we can start in the morning,” | said, looking at Carson.
"Redlly?' Ev said. The sappy-eyed look disappeared. " Tomorrow?"

"Sunup,” | said, "so you'd better get back to your bunk. It'sthe last chance you'll have at a mattress for
two weeks," but he didn't show any signs of leaving, and | couldn't talk to Carson with him hanging over
me

"Where arewe going?'

"Uncharted territory,” | said. "But you'll be adeep in the saddlebone and missit if you don't get to bed.”
"Oh, | couldn't possibly deep now!" he said, gazing out at the ridge. "1'm too excited!"

"Y ou'd better pack your gear then," Carson said.

"I'mall packed."

C.J. came out, pulling ahide-nothing robe on over her nightie.

"Wereleaving a sunup,” | told her.

"Oh, but you can't go yet," she said and yanked Ev inside.

Carson motioned me out halfway between the bunkhouse and the stable. "What did you find?"
"A holein Sector 248-76. Weve missed it twice, and Bult was |eading both times.”

"Foss| gtrata?"

"No. Metamorphic. It's probably nothing, but Wulfmeier was on Dazil yesterday afternoon, and verified
on Starting Gate. | don't think he's either place.

"What do you think hesdoing? Mining?"

"Maybe. Or using it as headquarters while helooks around.”



"Wheréd you say it was?'
"Sector 248-76."

"My shit," he said softly. "That'sawfully closeto 246-73. If it isWulfmeier, hesbound to find it. Y ou're
right. We'd better get out there." He shook hishead. "1 wish we weren't stuck taking this loaner with us.
What was he doing out here? Resting between rounds with C.J.?"

"We were discussing mating customs,” | said.

"Sexozoologigt!" he said. " Sex can mess up an expedition quicker than anything.”
"Ev can handle C.J. Besides, she's not going on the expedition.”

"It'snot C.J. I'm worried about."

"What are you worried about, then? Him trying to name one of the tributaries Crissa Creek? Him
building anest fifty timeshissze? What?'

"Never mind," he said and ssomped off toward the gate area. "I'll tell Bult," he said. "Y ou load the
ponies.”

expedition 184: day 1

We ended having C.J. fly usasfar asthe Tongue. Carson and | tallied up how long it would take to get
to uncharted territory and how many fines we'd run up on the way and decided it was cheaper to go by
heli, even with the airborne vehicle fines. And C.J. was overjoyed to have afew last chances at Ev. She
kept him up front with her the whole way.

"Quit lollygagging with Evie and send him back here," Carson called to C.J. when the Tongue camein
sght. "Weve got to check hisgear.”

He came back into the bay immediately, looking as excited asakid. "Are wein uncharted territory yet?'
he asked, squatting down and looking out through the open hatch.

"We charted dl thisside of theriver last time," | said. "The regs are no acohol, no tobacco, no rec drugs,
no caffeine. Y ou carrying any of those?"

"No," hesaid.

| handed him hismike, and he stuck it on histhroat. "No advanced technology except for scientific
equipment, no cameras, no lasers or firearms.”

"I've got aknife. Can | take that?"
"Only if you don' kill anything indigenouswithiit," | sad.
"If you get the urgeto kill something, kill Fin," Carson said. "Therésno fineon us."

The heli swooped down to the Tongue and hovered above the near shore. "Y ou're thefirst out,” | said,
pushing him over to the door. "It'stoo big afineto land,” | shouted. "C.J.'s going to hover it. Well throw
down the gear to you."

He nodded and got ready to jump. Bult elbowed him aside, shot his umbrella open, and floated down
like Mary Poppins.



"Second out,” | shouted. "Don't land on any floraif you can hdpit.”
He nodded again, looking down at Bult, who aready had hislog ouit.

"Wait!" C.J. said and came shooting out of her pilot's seat and past Ev and me. "I couldn't let you go
without saying good-bye, Ev," she said, and flung her arms around his neck.

"What on hell are you doing, C.J.?" Carson said. "Do you know how big thefineisfor crashing ahdi?’

"It'son automatic,” she said, and planted awet one on Ev. "I'll be waiting," she said breathily. "Good
luck, I hope you find lots of thingsto name.”

"Weredl waiting," | said. "All right, you told her good-bye, Ev. Now, jump.”
"Don't forget," C.J. whispered, and leaned forward to kiss him again.

"Now," | said, and gave him a push. He jumped, and C.J. latched onto the edge of the bay and glared at
me. | ignored her and started handing the bedrolls and the surveying equipment down to him.

"Don't set theterminal on any flora," | shouted down to him, too late. HEd aready laid it in a patch of
scourbrush.

| glanced at Bult, but he'd gone down to the river's edge and was looking at the other sde with his
binocs.

"Sorry," Ev shouted to me. He jerked the termina back up and looked around for a bare spot.
"Stop gossiping and jump,” Carson said behind me, "so | can get the ponies unloaded.”

| grabbed the supply packs and handed them down to Ev. "Stand back,” | shouted to him, scanning the
ground for aclear patch.

"What on hell's keeping you?' Carson shouted. "They're going to unload before | unload them.”

| picked abare spot and jumped, but before I'd so much as hit, Carson yelled, "Lower, C.J.," and |
nearly cracked my head on the heli when | straightened up.

"Lower!" Carson bellowed over his shoulder, and C.J. dipped the heli down. "Fin, take thereins,
dammit. What on hell are you waiting for? Lead 'em off."

| grabbed for the dangling reins, which did about as much good asit ways does, but Carson dways
thinks the ponies are gonna suddenly turn rationa and jump off. They reared and shied and backed
Carson againgt the sde of the heli's bay, like aways, and Carson said, like aways, ™Y ou rock-headed
morons, get off me!" which Bult entered in hislog.

"Verbd abuse of indigenous fauna.”
"Y ou're gonna have to push 'em off," | said, like always, and climbed back on.

"Ev," | shouted down, "we're bringing thisdown asfar asit'll go. Signad C.J. when it touches the tops of
the scourbrush.”

C.J. cirded the heli and camein lower. "Up alittle” Evelyn said, gesturing with hishand. "Okay."

Wewere haf ameter from the ground. "Let'stry it one moretime,” Carson said, like dways. "Take the



reins.”
| did. Thistime they squashed him against the back of C.J.'s sest.

"Goddammit, you shit-brained sonsabitches,”" he shouted, swatting at their hind ends. They backed
agang him some more.

| maneuvered around to Carson's side, and picked up a hind paw of the one that was standing on his bad
foot. The pony went over likeit'd been doped, and we dragged it to the edge of the bay and pushed it
out. It landed with an "oof" and laid there.

Evelyn hurried over. "'l think it'shurt," he said.

"Nope," | said. "Just sulking. Stand back.”

We upended the other three and dumped them on top of thefirst one and jumped down.
"Shouldn't we do something?" Evelyn said, looking anxioudly at the heap.

"Not till we're ready to go," Carson said, picking up hisgear. "They can't shit in that position. Come on,
Bult. Let's get packed.”

Bult was still over by the Tongue, but he'd dropped his binocs and was squatting on the bank, peering
into the centimeter-deep water.

"Bult!" | shouted, walking over to him.

He stood up and got out hislog. "Disturbance of water surface,” he said, pointing up at the hovering heli.
"Generation of waves."

"There's not enough water for awave," | said, sicking my hand init. "There's hardly enough to wet your
finger."

"Introduction of foreign body into waterway," Bult said.

"Foreign—" | started and was drowned out by the heli. It flew over the Tongue, rippling the centimeter's
worth of water, and came back around, skimming the bushes. C.J. swooped past us, blowing kisses.

"I know, | know," | said to Bult, "disturbance of waterway."

He stalked over to aclump of scourbrush, unfolded an arm under it, and came up with two wiry leaves
and ashriveled berry. He held them out to me. "Destruction of crop,” he said.

C.J. banked and turned, waving, and headed off northeast. I'd told her to swing over Sector 248-76 on
her way home and try to get an aerid. | hoped she wasn't o busy flirting with Ev that sheld forget.

Ev waslooking south at the mountains. "Isthat the Wal?" hesaid.

"Nope. The Wall's off that direction,” | said, pointing acrossthe Tongue. "Those are the Ponypiles.”
"Arewe going there?" Ev said, looking sappy-eyed again.

"Not thistrip. Well follow the Tongue south afew kloms and then head northwest."

"Will you two stop sight-seeing and get over here and load these ponies?' Carson shouted. He had the
ponies up and was strapping the wide-angle to Speedy's pommelbone.



"Yes, maam," | said. Ev and | picked our way over to him between grass clumps. "Don't worry about
theWadll," | told Ev. "Well see plenty of it. We haveto crossit to get to where were going, and after we
dowell follow it dl theway north to Silvershim Creek."

"Not unlesswe get these ponies|oaded,” Carson said. "Here," he said, handing the reins of one of the
poniesto Ev. "Get Cyclone loaded.”

"Cyclone?' Ev said, looking warily at the pony, which looked to melikeit was getting ready to fal over
agan.
"Therésnothingtoit,” | said. "Ponies—"

"Fin'sright,” Carson said. "Just don't make any sudden movements. And if he triesto throw you, hang on
for dear life, no matter what. Cyclone doesn't get violent except when he sensesfear.”

"Violent?' Ev sad, looking nervous. "1 haven't had much experienceriding.”
"Youcanrideming" | sad.

"Diablo?" Carson said. "Y ou think that's agood idea after what happened before? No, | think you'd
better ride Cyclone.” He held out the stirrup. ™Y ou just put your foot in here and take hold of the
pommel bone nice and dow," he said.

Ev took hold of the pommd like it was ahand grenade. "There, there, Cyclone," he murmured, bringing
hisfoot up in dow motion to the stirrup. "Nice Cyclone.”

Carson looked across at me, the edges of his mustache quaking. "lsn't he doing good, Fin?"
| ignored him and went on attaching the wide-anglesto Uselesss chest.

"Now swing your other leg up and over, red dow. I'll hold him till you're on," Carson said, holding on
tight to the bridle. Evelyn did it and got adesth grip on thereins.

"Giddyap!" Carson shouted and smacked the pony on the flank. The pony took astep forward, and Ev
dropped the reins and grabbed for the pommelbone. The pony took two more steps toward Carson,
lifted itstail, and dumped a pile the Sze of Everest.

Carson came over to me, laughing fit to kill.
"What are you picking on Ev for?' | said.

He laughed awnhile before he answered. ™Y ou said he was smarter than he looks. | wasjust checking it

"Y ou should be checking out your scout,” | said, pointing at Bult, who had hisbinocs up to hiseyes
agan, "if you want to depart any timetoday."

He laughed some more and went over to talk to Bult. | finished attaching the surveying equipment. Bult
had hislog out, and from the looks of it Carson wasydling at him again.

| swung up onto Usdless and rode over to where Ev was Sitting on his pony. "Looks like welll be here
awhile" | said. "Sorry about Carson. It'shisideaof ajoke."

"| figured that out,” he said. "Findly. What's hisreal name?' he said, gesturing &t the pony. It took a step
forward and stopped.



"Speedy,” | sad.

"Andthisisasfast asit goes.”

"Sometimesit doesn't go thisfast,” | said.

Usdesslifted itstail and unloaded.

"Tel methey don't do thisdl thetime" Ev said.

"Not likethis" | said. "Sometimes after we have'em in the hdli they get the runs.”
"Great," he said. "l suppose sudden movements don't spook them?”

"Nothing spooksthem,” | said, "not even nibblers chewing on their toes. If they're scared or they don't
want to do something, they just stand there and won't budge.”

"What don' they like?"

"Peopleriding them,” | said. "Hills. They won't go up more than atwo percent grade. Backtrailing over
their own pawprints. Going more than two abreast. Going more than aklom an hour.”

Ev waslooking at mewarily, like was putting him on, too.

| held up my hand. " Scout's honor,” | said.

"But you can walk faster than that,” he said.

"Not when therés afine for footprints.”

Heleaned sdewaysto look at Usdess's paws. "But they leave foot-prints, don't they?"
"They'reindigenous” | said.

"But how do you cover any territory?"

"Wedon't, and Big Broydlsat us," | said, looking over a the Tongue. Carson had given up yelling and
was watching Bult talk into hislog. " Speaking of which, I'd better fill you in on the rest of theregs. No
persona holo or picture-taking, no souvenirs, no picking wildflowers, no killing of fauna"

"Wheat if you're attacked?’

"Depends. If you think you can survive the heart attack you'll have when you seethefineand dl the
reportsyou'll haveto fill out, go ahead. Letting it kill you might be easier.”

Helooked suspicious again.
"We probably won't run into anything dangerous whereweregoing,” | said.
"What about nibblers?'

"They're farther north. Hardly any of the f-and-f are dangerous, and the indidges are peaceful. They'll rob
you blind, but they won't hurt you. Y ou wear your mike al thetime." | reached over and took it off and
stuck it back on lower down on hischest. "If you get separated, wait where you are. Don't go trying to
find anybody. That'sthe surest way to get yoursdlf killed.”



"| thought you said the f-and-f weren't dangerous?’

"They're not. But we're going to be in uncharted territory. That meanslanddides, lightning, roadkill holes,
flash floods. Y ou can cut your hand on scourbrush and get blood poisoning, or get too far north and
freezeto death.”

"Or get caught in aluggage stampede.”

| wondered how he knew about that. The pop-ups, whatever they were. "Or wander off and never be
found again, which iswhat happened to Stewart's partner, Segura,” | said. "And you won't even get ahill
named after you. So you stay where you are, and after twenty-four hoursyou call C.J. and shelll come
and get you."

He nodded. "I know."

| was going to haveto find out what these pop-upsare. "You cal C.J.," | said, "and you let her worry
about finding therest of us. If you'reinjured and can't cal, shelll know where you are by your mike."

| paused, trying to remember what ese | should tell him. Carson wasydlling at Bult again. | could hear
him clear over by the ponies.

"No giving theindidges gifts" | said, "no teaching them how to make awhed or build a cotton gin. If you
figure out what sex Bult is, no fraternizing. No yelling a theindidges,” | said, looking over at Carson.

He was coming thisway, his mustache quivering again, but he didn't look like he waslaughing thistime.
"Bult sayswe can't cross here," he said. "He says theré's no break in the Wl here."

"When we looked at the map, he said therewas," | said.

"He saysit's been repaired. He says welll have to ride south to the other one. How far isit?
"Tenkloms" | said.

"My shit, that'll take usdl morning,” he said, squinting off in the direction of the Wall. "He didn't say
anything about it being repaired when we did the map. Call C.J. Maybe she got an aerid of it on her way
home."

"Shedidn't,” | said. Swinging north to Sector 248-76, she wouldn't have gotten any pictures of wherewe
were going.

"Dammit," he said, taking his hat off, looking like he was going to throw it on the ground and then thinking
the better of it. He looked at me and then stomped back toward the Tongue.

"You stay here," | said to Ev. | dismounted and caught up to Carson. ™Y ou think Bult'sgot it figured
out?" | asked him as soon as we were out of Ev's earshot.

"Maybe," he said. "So what do we do?'

| shrugged. "Go south to the next break. It's no farther from the northern tributaries, and by that time well
know if we haveto check 248-76. | sent C.J. up thereto do an aerid.” | looked at Bult, who was till
talking into hislog. "Maybe he doesn't have it figured out. Maybe there are just more finesthisway.”

"Whichisjust what we need,” he said glumly.



He wasright. Our departure fines came to nine hundred, and it took ahalf hour to tally them up. Then it
took Bult another half hour to get his pony loaded, decide he wanted his umbrella, unload everything to
find it and load it again, and by that time Carson had used ingppropriate manner and tone and thrown his
hat on the ground, and we had to wait while Bult added those on.

It wasten o'clock before we findly got started, Bult leading off under his lighted umbrella, which hed tied
to his pony's pommelbone, Ev and | sde by side, and Carson in the rear where he couldn't swear at Bult.

C.J'dlanded us &t the top end of alittle valley, and we followed it south, keeping close to the Tongue.

"Y ou can't see much from here" | told Ev. "Thisredly only goes another klom or so, and then you should
get abetter view of the Wall. And five kloms down it comesright up next to the Tongue.”

"Why isit called the Tongue? I sthat atrandation of the Boohteri namefor it?"

"Theindidges don't have anamefor it. Or haf the stuff on thisplanet.” | pointed at the mountains ahead
of us. "Takethe Ponypiles. Biggest natura formation on the whole continent, and they don't have aname
for it, or most of the f-and-f. And when they do give stuff names, they don't make any sense. Their name
for theluggageis tssuhlkahttses. It means Dead Soup. And Big Brother won't et us give things sensible
names”"

"Likethe Tongue?' he sad, grinning.

"It'slong, it's pink, and it's hanging out like it's going ‘aah’ for adoctor. What else would you cdll it?
That's not its name anyway. The Tongue's just what we cdll it. The name on the map's Conglomerate
River, after the rocksit was flowing between up where we named it."

"An unofficid name" Ev sad, haf to himsdf.

"Won't work," | said. "We dready named Tight-ass Canyon after C.J. She wants something named after
her officially. Passed, approved, and on the topographicals.”

"Oh," he said, and |ooked disappointed.

"What about that?' | said. "Any species besides homo sap have to carve afemaée's name on atree to get
ajump?'

"No," hesaid. "There's a pecies of water bird on Choom where the males build plaster dikes around the
femaesthat look alot likethe Wall."

Speaking of which, thereit was. The valey had been climbing and opening out aswerode, and dl of a
sudden we were at the top of arise and looking out across what looked like one of C.J.'s aerials.

It wasflat dl the way to the feet of the Ponypiles, with the Tongue dicing through it like amap boundary.
Boohte's got as many oxides as Mars, and lots of cinnabar, so the plains are pink. There were mesas
here and there off to the west, and a couple of cinder pyramids, and the blue of the distance turned them
anicelavender. And meandering around them and over the mesas, down to the Tongue and then away
again, arched white and shining in the sun, wasthe Wall. At least Bult hadn't been lying about the bresk.
The Wall marched unbrokenly asfar as| could see.

"Theresheis," | said. | turned and looked at Ev.

His mouth was hanging open.



"Hard to believe the Boohteri built it, isn't it?"
Ev nodded without closing his mouth.

"Carson and | have thistheory that they didn't,” | said. "We think some poor species of indidges who
lived here before built it, and then Bult and his pas fined them out of it."

"It'sbeautiful,” Ev, who hadn't heard me, said. "'l had no ideait was so long."

"Six hundred kloms" | said. "And getting longer. An average of two new chambersayear, according to
C.J'saerids, not counting repaired breaks.”

Which meant our theory didn't wash at dl, but neither did the idea of the indidges doing al the work.

"It's even more beautiful than the pop-ups,” Ev said, and | was going to ask him what exactly they were,
but | didn't think held hear that elther.

| remembered the first time I'd seen the WaAll. I'd only been on Boohte aweek. We'd spent the whole
time struggling up adraw in pouring rain and 1'd spent the whole time wondering how 1'd let Carson talk
me into this, and we came out on top of amesaalot higher than what we were now, and Carson said,
"Theresheis. All yours."

Which got us a pursuant on incorrect imperiaistic attitudes and how " Pursuant to proprietorship, planets
are not owned."

| looked over a Ev. "You'reright. It is presentable-looking.”

Bult finished writing up hisfines, and we started out acrossit. He was still keegping close to the Tongue,
and after half aklom he got out his binocs, looked through them at the water, and shook his head, and
we plodded on.

It was dready after noon, and | thought about getting lunch out of my pack, but the ponieswere sarting
to drag and Ev wasintent on the Wall, which was close to the Tongue here, so | waited.

The Wall disappeared behind alow step-mesafor a hundred meters and then curved down amost to the
Tongue, and Carson's pony apparently decided he/d gone far enough and stopped, swaying.

"Uh-oh," | said.
"What isit?' Ev said, dragging hiseyes away fromthe Wall.

"Rest stop. Remember how | told you they're not dangerous?’ | said, watching Carson, who'd gotten
down off his pony and was standing clear. "Well, that'sif they don't fal over with your legs under ‘em.
Think you can get down off him faster than you got on?'

"Yes" Ev sad, jumping down and away like he expected Speedy to explode.

| tightened the straps on the compuiter, dismounted, and stepped back. Up ahead, Carson's pony had
stopped swaying, and Carson had gone back up to it and was trying to untie the food packs.

Ev and | waked up and watched him struggle with the line. The pony dumped apile practicaly on
Carson'sfoot and started swaying again.

"Tim-berr,” | said, and Carson jumped back. The pony took a couple of tottering steps forward and fell
over, itslegsout iff at itsside.



The pack was hdf under it, and Carson started yanking it out from under the motionless carcass. Bult
unfolded himsalf and stepped decoroudy off his pony holding his umbrella, and the rest of the ponies
went over like dominoes.

Ev went over to Carson and stood looking down on him. "Don't make any sudden movements," he said.
Carson stomped past me. "What are you laughing a?' hesaid.

We had lunch and incurred afew fines, but | didn't get a chance to talk to Carson adone. Bult stuck like
glueto us, taking into hislog, and Ev kept asking questions about the Wall.

"So they make the chambersone a atime," he said, looking across a it. We were on the wrong side of
the Wall here, so dl you could see were the back walls of the chambers, looking like they'd been
plastered and painted awhitish-pink. "How do they build them?"

"We don't know. Nobody's ever seen them doing it,” Carson said. "Or seen them doing anything
worthwhile," he added darkly, watching Bult tallying up, "like finding usaway acrossit so we can get on
with this expedition.”

Hewent over to Bult and started talking to him in an ingppropriate manner.
"And whet are they?' Ev asked. "Dwelings?'

"And storeroomsfor dl the stuff Bult buys, and landfills. Some of them are decorated, with flowers
hanging in the opening and nibbler boneslaid out in adesign in front of the door. Most of them stand

Carson stomped back, his mustache quaking. "He sayswe can't cross here either.”
"The other break's been repaired, too?' | said.
"No. Now he saysthere's something in the water. Tssi mitss.”

| looked over at the Tongue. It was flowing over quartzite sand here and was clear asglass. "What's
thet?"

"Your guessisasgood asmine. It trandates as 'not there." | asked him how much farther we have to go,
and dl hell say is'sahhth.'"

Sahhth gpparently meant halfway to the Ponypiles because he didn't even glance at the Tongue again
once we had the ponies up and moving, and he didn't even bother to lead. He motioned Ev and me
ahead, and went back to ride with Carson.

Not that we could get lost. We'd charted al thisterritory before, and all we had to do was keep closeto
the Tongue. The Wall dipped away from the water and off toward aline of mesas, and we went up ahill
through a herd of luggage, grazing on dirt, and came out at another Scenic Point.

The thing about these long vistasis that you're not going to see anything else for awhile, and we'd dready
catal ogued the f-and-f dong here. There weren't any, anyway—alot of luggage, sometinder grass, an
occasiona roadkill. | ran geological contours and double-checked the topographicals, and then, since Ev
was busy gawking at the scenery, ran the whereabouts.

Wulfmeier was on Starting Gate after all. He'd been picked up by Big Brother for removing ore samples.
So he wasn't in Sector 248-76, and we could've spent another day at Ring's X, eating C.J.'s cooking and



catching up on reports.
Speaking of which, | figured | might aswell finish them up now. | asked for Bult's purchase orders.

He must've worked fast while we were a King's X. Hed spent al hisfines and then some. | wondered if
that was why we were heading south, because held tchopped himsdf into ahole.

| went through thelist, weeding out weapons and artificid building materials and trying to figure out what
he was going to do with three dozen dictionaries and a chandelier.

"What are you doing?' Ev said, leaning acrossto look at thelog.

"Screening out contraband,” | said. "Bult's not alowed to order anything with wegpon potentid, whichin
his case should have included umbrellas. It's hard to catch everything.”

He leaned farther across. ™Y ou're marking them 'out of stock.' "

"Yeah. If wetdl him he can't order them, hefines usfor discrimination, and he hasn't figured out yet that
he doesn't have to pay for out-of-stock items, which kegps him from ordering even more stuff.”

Helooked like he was going to keep asking questions, so | called up the topographical instead and said,
"Tedll me some more about these mating customs you're an expert on. Are there any specieswho give
ther girlfriends dictionaries?"

He grinned. "Not that I've run across so far. Gift-giving isamajor part of amagjority of species courtship
rituas, though, including Homo sapiens. Engagement rings, and the traditional candy and flowers."

"Mink coats. Condos. Idandsin the Tobo Sea"

"There are severa theories about its Sgnificance,” Ev said. "Mogt zoologists think the bestowing of a gift
provesthe maes ahility to obtain and defend territory. Some socioexozoologists believe gift-givingisa
symbolic enactment of the sex act itsdlf.”

"Romantic," | sad.

"One sudy found gift-giving triggered pheromonesin the femae, which in turn produced chemica
changesin the malethat led to the next phase of the courtship ritual. It's hardwired into the brain. Sexua
ingtincts pretty much override rationd thought.”

Which iswhy femdesl| run off with the first male who smiles at them, | thought, and why C.J. had been
acting likeanidiot at the landing. Speaking of which, here she was cdling on the transmitter. "Home Base
to Findriddy. Comein, Fin."

"What isit?' | said, taking off my mike and moving it up so she could hear me.

"You got areprimand,” she said. " 'Pursuant to relations between members of the survey expedition and
native planet dwellers. All members of the expedition will show respect for the ancient and noble cultures
of indigenous sentients and will refrain from making terrocentric vaue judgments. "

Which could have waited till we got back from the expedition. "What did you redly cal for, C.J.?" |
asked. Asif | didn't know.

"IsEvelynthere? Can | talk to him?”'

"Inaminute. Did you get a picture of that northwest section?’



There was along pause before her answer came back. "I forgot.”

"What do you mean, you forgot?"

"I had other things on my mind. The hdli prop sounded funny.”

"On hdll it did. The only thing on your mind wasjumping Ev."

"I don't know what you're so upset about,” she said. "That whole areas charted, isn't it?"

"HeresEv," | said. | patched her through and showed Ev the transmit button, and then looked back at
Carson.

He'd want to know what 1'd found out or hadn't found out, but he and Bult were too far back to shout at,
and besides, | didn't want Bult figuring out why wed picked the route we had.

If he hadn't aready. We'd long since passed the second break in the Wall, and he didn't show any signs
of crossng the Tongue.

"Il try," Ev said earnedtly into hismike. "1 promise.”

It'sabout time for adust storm, | thought, looking at the sky. Carson usualy likesto have one on thefirgt
day anyway, just in case something comes up where we need one, but he was deep in conversation with
Bult, probably trying to talk him into crossing the Tongue.

"I missyou, too, C.J.," Ev said.

Nothing was stopping me from pointing the cameraat alikely suspect and doing one mysdlf, but there
wasn't so much as ahaze on the horizon. The Wall was only haf aklom off dong this stretch, and
sometimesthere are little kick-up breezes dong it, but not today. The air was as till asaroadkill.

"Look!" Ev said, and | thought he wastalking to C.J., but he said, "Fin, what'sthat?" and pointed a a
shuttlewren that was flying toward us.

"Tssllirah," | said. "We call them shuttlewrens.”
"Why?" he said, watching the little bird fly over my head and back toward the other two ponies.

| didn't waste bresth answering. The shuttlewren circled Carson's head and started back for us, flapping
its stubby pinkish wingslike it was about to wear out. It made two trips around Ev's hat and started back
for Carson again.

"Oh," Ev said, turning around to seeit making the circuit again, flapping for deer life. "How long can it
keep that up?"

"A long time. We had one follow usfor fifty klomslike that onetime up by Turquoise Lake. Carson
figured up it flew dmaost seven hundred kloms.”

Ev started asking for stuff on hislog. "What does the Boohteri name for them mean?' he asked me.

"Widemud," | said, "and don't ask what that's supposed to mean. Maybe they build their nests out of
mud. But theré's no mud around here."

Or dust, I thought. I went back to thinking about dust storms. If Bult and Carson had been up ahead of
us, I'd've taken my foot out of the stirrup and dragged it in the dirt to stir up some dust, but theway it



was, Bult would catch me, and Ev would stop talking about shuttlewrens and ask what | was doing.

| looked back at Carson and waved, thinking maybe that would signa him to do something, but he was
s0 busy taking to Bult | couldn't get his attention. The shuttlewren, on its tenth lap, skimmed the top of
his hat, but that didn't get his attention either.

"Oh, look!" Ev said.

| turned back around. He was half up in the saddle, pointing off toward the Wall. | couldn't see what at,
which meant neither could the scans.

"Where?' | sad.
"Over there," he said, pointing.

| finally saw what he was |ooking at—a couch potato lying down behind aroundleaf bush and looking
likeaponypilewith fur.

| didn't think the scan had enough resto pick it up, but | said, "1 don't see anything,” to stdl whilel set the
cameraon anarrow focusto thefar left of it, justin case.

"Over there," Ev sad. "Istha—"

| cut him off before he could get more specific. "My shit!" | shouted. "Put the shidld on. That'sa..." and
hit the disconnect.

"What isit?' Ev sad, reaching for hisknife. "Isit dangerous?’
"What?' | said, locking the disconnect in for twelve minutes.
"That!" Ev said, waving his hand in the direction of the couch potato. "That brown thing over there."

"Oh, that," | said. "That's a couch potato. It's not dangerous. Herbivore. Lies down most of thetime,
except to edt. | didn't noticeit lying there.” | set my watch aarm for ten minutes.

"Then what were you looking at?' he said, staring worriedly at the horizon.

"The wesather," | said. "We get dust tantrums close to the Wall, and they play hob with the transmitter.” |
punched the transmitter's send three or four times and then held it down. "C.J., you there? Calling Home
Base. Comein, Home Base." | shook my head. "It'sout. | was afraid of that.”

"l didn't seeany dugt,” Ev said.

"They're only ameter or sowide," | said, "and nearly invisble unlessthey'rein your line of aght.” | hita
few more keys at random. "1 better go tell Carson.”

| yanked hard on the pony'sreins and prodded it in the sides. "Carson,” | called. "We got aproblem.”

Carson was gtill deep in conversation with Bult. | gave the pony another prod, and it gave me an evil look
and started backing. At thisrate, the dust storm'd be over before | even made it back there. | should've
made it twenty minutes. "C.J,, you there?' | said into the transmitter, just to make sure it was off, and got
down off the pony.

"Hey, Carson,” | ydled, "the transmitter's down." | walked back to his pony. "Wind's picking up,” | said.
"Lookslikewerein for adust tantrum.”



"When?' he said, with aglance at Bult, who was busy digging for hislog to fine me for being off Usdless.
"Now," | said.

"How long do you think it'll last?"

"Awhile," | said, looking speculatively at the sky. "Twelve minutes, maybe twelve and a half."

"Rest stop," Carson called, and Bult legpt off his pony and stalked over to look at my footprints.

Carson walked off in the direction of the couch potato. | looked back at Ev. He was standing with his
head up and his mouth open, watching the shuttlewren. | caught up with Carson, and we squatted so we
wouldn't attract the attention of the shuttlewren.

"What'swrong?' hesaid.

"Nothing," | said. "l just thought we should have one dust ssorm before we crossed into uncharted
territory.”

"Y ou could have waited, then," Carson said. "We're not crossing anytime soon.”
"Why not? Isthis bregk fixed, too?"

He shook hishead. "Tssi mitsse, which meansbig tssi mitss, which | figure trandates ashesgoing to
seeto it we don't get anywhere near Sector 248-76. What did you find out from C.J.? Did the aeria

show anything?'
"Shedidn't get it. She was too busy batting her eyes at Ev and forgot.”

"Forgot?" he said. He stood up. "I told you he was going to louse up this expedition. | suppose you
were too busy pointing out the Sghtsto run whereabouts either.”

| stood up and faced him. "What on hell's that supposed to mean?”

"It means you two've been so busy talking | figured you'd forgotten al about alittle detail like what's
going on in 248-76. What on hdll'sinteresting enough to talk about dl day long anyway?*

"Mating customs,” | said.
"Mating customs," he said disgustedly. "That'swhy you didn't run wheregbouts?'

"I did run them. Whatever'sin that sector, it'snot Wulfmeier. He's on Starting Gate, and he's under
ared. | got averify."

Carson stared south at the Ponypiles. " Then what on hell's Bult up to?"

The shuttlewren changed course in midflap and started toward us. "I don't know," | said, taking off my
hat and waving with it to keep it away. "Maybe the indidges have got agold mine up there. Maybe
they're secretly building Las Vegaswith al the stuff Bult's ordered.” The wren circled my head and made
apassa Carson. "Maybe Bult'sjust trying to run up our fines by taking us the long way around. Did he
say how much farther weld have to go before we could cross the Tongue?!

"Sahhth," Carson said, mimicking Bult holding his umbrelaand pointing. "'If we go much farther south,
well bein the Ponypiles. Maybe hel's going to lead usinto the mountains and drown usin aflash flood."



"And then fine usfor being foreign bodiesin awaterway.” My watch beeped. "Lookslikeit's starting to
clear up,” | said. | picked up ahandful of dirt, and we started back for the ponies.

Bult met us hafway. "Taking of souvenirs" he said, pointing sternly at the dirt in my hand. " Disturbances
of land surface. Destruction of indigenousflora.”

"Better transmit dl thoseright away,” | sad, "before you forget.”

| went over to Ev'sand my ponies, the shuttlewren tailing me. While Ev waswatching it circle hisheed, |
blew dirt off my hand onto the cameralens and then swung up and looked at my watch. A minute to go.

| messed with the transmitter alittle and called to Carson, "I think I've got it fixed. Come on, Ev."

| messed some more for Ev's benefit, taking off achip and snapping it back into place, but | didn't need
to have bothered. He was still gawking at the shuttlewren.

"|sthat shuttlewren amale?' he asked.

"Beatsme. You're the expert on sex." | released the disconnect, counted to three, hit it again, and
counted to five. "Calling Ki—" | said, and kicked it on again. "—ng's X, comein C.J."

"C.J here" shesad. "Where on hdll did you go?'
"Nothing serious, C.J. Just adust tantrum. Weretoo closeto the Wall," | said. "Isthe cameraback on?’
"Yes. | don't seeany dust.”

"Wejust caught the edge of it. It lasted about aminute. I've been spending the rest of thetime trying to
get the transmitter up and running.”

"It'sfunny,” she said dowly, "how aminute's worth of dust could do so much damage.”
"It'sone of the chips. Y ou know how sengitivethey are.”

"If they're s0 sensitive, how come dl that dust from the rover didn't jam them?”

"Therover?' | said, looking around blankly like one might drive up.

"When Evelyn drove out to meet you yesterday. How come the transmitter didn't cut out then?”

Because I'd been too busy worrying about Wulfmeer and wrestling the binocs away from Bult to even
think of it, | thought. 1'd stood there coughing and choking in the rover's dust and it hadn't even crossed
my mind. My shit, that was al we needed, for C.J. to catch on to our dust storms. "No accounting for
technology,” | said, knowing shewas never going to buy it. "Transmitter'sgot amind of itsown."

Carson came up. "You taking to C.J.? AsK her if shesgot an aerid of the Wall aong here. | want to
know where the bresks are.”

"Sure," | said, and hit disconnect again. "We got aproblem. C.J.'s asking questions about the dust storm.
She wantsto know why the transmitter didn't go out with dl that dust from the rover."

"Therover?' hesaid, and | could seeit dawn on him like it had on me. "What did you tell her?
"That the tranamitter's temperamentd..”

"Shelll never buy that," he said, glaring at Ev, who was watching the shuttlewren start another [gp. "1 told



you held cause trouble.”

"It'snot Ev's fault. We're the oneswho didn't have sense enough to recognize adust ssorm when we saw
it. I'm going back on. What do | tell her?'

"That it'sdust getting in the chip that doesit," he said, ssomping back to his pony, "not just dust inthe air.”

Which maybe would have worked, except two expeditions ago I'd told her it was dust in the air that did
it.

"Comeon, Ev," | said. He came over and got on his pony, gtill watching the shuttlewren. | took my finger
off the disconnect. "—ase, comein, Home Base."

"Another dust sorm?' C.J. said sarcadtically.

"There must ill be some dust inthe chip,” | said. "It keeps cutting out.”
"How come the sound cuts out &t the sametime?’ shesaid.

Because we're gtill wearing our mikestoo high, | thought.

"It'sfunny,” she went on. "While you were out, | took alook at the meteorol ogicals Carson ran before
you left. They don't show any wind for that sector.”

"No accounting for the westher either, especidly thiscloseto the Wall," | said. "Ev'sright here. Y ou want
totak to him?'

| patched him in before she could answer, thinking sex wasn't dways such a bad thing on an expedition.
It would take her mind off the dust anyway.

Bult and Carson rode in awide circle around usto get in thelead again, and we followed, Ev ill talking
to C.J.,, which mostly consisted of listening and saying "yes' every oncein awhile, and "l promise.” The
shuttlewren followed us, too, making the circuit back and forth like a sheep dog.

"What kind of nests do the shuttlewrens have?' Ev asked.
"Weve never seenthem,” | said. "What did C.J. haveto say?"

"Not much. Their nestsare probably in thisarea,”" he said, looking across the Tongue. The Wall was
amost up next to the bank, and there were afew scourbrush in the narrow space between, but nothing
that looked big enough to hide anest. "The behavior they're exhibiting is either protective, in which case
itsafemale, or territorid, in which caseit'samae. Y ou say they've followed you for long distances.
Have you ever been followed by more than one a atime?"

"No," | sad. "Sometimes onelll fal awvay and another onell take over, like they're working in shifts”

"That soundslike territoria behavior," he said, watching the shuttlewren make the turn past Bult. It was
flying so low it brushed Bult's umbrella, and he looked up and then hunched over hisfinesagan. "I don't
suppose there's any way to get a specimen?”

"Not unlessit hasacoronary,” | said, ducking asit skimmed my hat. "We've got holos. Y ou can ask the

He did, and spent the next ten minutes poring over them while | worried about C.J. Wed talked her into
believing the transmitter could be taken out by agust of dust that wouldn't even show on the log, and then



I'd stood there yesterday and let the transmitter get totally smothered with it and hadn't even had the
sense to disconnect.

And now that she was suspicious, she wouldn't let it go. She was probably checking al thelogsfor dust
sormsright now and comparing them to the meteorologicals.

Bult and Carson were looking in the water again. Bult shook his head.
"The gtaking out of territory isacourtship ritud,” Ev said.
"Likegangs" | sad.

"The mal e butterfish sweeps an area of ocean bottom clear of pebbles and shellsfor the fema e and then
circlesit congtantly."

| looked at the shuttlewren, which was rounding Bult's umbrellaagain. Bult put down hislog and
collgpsed theumbrdla

"The Mirgasazi on Y oan stake out a block of airgpace. They're an interesting species. Some of the
femaes have bright feathers, but they're not the ones the males are interested in.”

The shuttlewren flapped past us and up to Bult and Carson again. It rounded the bend, and Bult shot his
umbrellaopen. The shuttlewren fell in midflap, and Bult stabbed it with thetip of the umbrellaa couple of
times

"I knew | should have put umbrellas on thewegponslist,” | said.

"Can|l haveit?' Evsad. "To seeif itsamae?’

Bult unfolded hisarm, picked up the shuttlewren, and rode on, plucking the feathers off it. When he had
haf of them off, he stuck the shuttlewren in hismouth and bit it in half. He offered Carson haf. Carson
shook his head, and Bult crammed thewholething in.

"Guessnot,” | said. | leaned down and got afeather and handed it to him.
He was watching Bult chew. "Shouldn't there be afine for that?' he said.

" 'All members of the expedition shal refrain from making vaue judgments regarding the indigenous
sentients ancient and noble culture,' " | said.

| picked up the pieces Bult spit out, which didn't amount to much, and gave 'em to Ev. And looked off at
the horizon.

The Wall curved back away from the Tongue and out acrossthe plainin astraight line. Beyond it there
was a scattering of scourbrush and trees. There wasn't any wind, the leaves were hanging limp. What we
needed was a good dust storm to throw C.J. off, but there wasn't so much as a breeze.

It wasn't C.J.'sfiguring the dust storms out that worried me. Sheld try to blackmail usinto naming
something after her, but she'd been doing that for years. But | didn't want her talking about it over the
transmitter for Big Brother to hear. If they started looking at the log, they'd be able to see for themselves.
There was no way thered been adust tantrum in this weether. There wasn't even any air. The feathers
Bult was spitting out up ahead fdl straight down.

Half aklom later we ran into adust tantrum that was more like afull-blown rage. It got in the transmitter
(but not before we'd gotten afull five minutes of it on the log), and up our noses and down our throats,



and made it so dark we had to navigate by following the lights on Bult'sumbrella

By thetime we got clear of it, it was getting dark for real, and Bult started looking for agood place to
camp, which meant someplace knee-deep in floraso he could get the maximum in fines out of us. Carson
wanted to get across the Tonguefirgt, but Bult peered solemnly into the water and pronounced tss
mitsse, and while Carson was ydling, "Where? | don't see adamn thing!" the ponies sarted to sway, o
we camped where we were.

We set up camp in ahurry, first because we didn't want to have to unload the ponies after they were
down, and then because we didn't want to be stumbling around in the dark, but all three of Boohte's
moons were up before we got the transmitter unloaded.

Carson went off to tie the ponies up downwind, and Ev helped me spread out the bedrolls.
"Arewein uncharted territory?' he asked.

"Nope," | said, shaking the dust out of my bedroll. "Unless you count what's on us." | spread the bedroll
out, making sure it wasn't on any flora. "' Speaking of which, I'd better go call C.J. and tell her wherewe
are." | handed Carson's bedroll to him and started over to the transmitter.

"Wait," hesad.

| stopped and turned back to ook at him.

"When | talked to C.J., she wanted to know why the dust tantrum hadn't shown up on thelog.”
"And what did you tdl her?'

"l sadit camein at an angleand blindsided us. | said it blew up sofast | didn't even seeit till you
shouted, and by that time we were in the middle of it."

| told Carson he was smarter than he looked, | thought.

"How comeyou did that?' | said. "C.J.'d probably give you afreejump for telling her we blew up that
sorm oursdves.”

"Areyou kidding?' he said, looking so surprised | was sorry 1'd said it. Of course he wouldn't betray us.
We were Findriddy and Carson, the famous explorers who could do no wrong, even if he'd just caught
us red-handed.

"Well, thanks," | said and wondered exactly how smart he was and what explanation | could get away
with. "Carson and | had things we needed to discuss, and we didn't want Big Brother listening.”

"It'sagatecrasher, isn't it? That's why the expedition left in such ahurry and why you keep running
whereabouts when there isn't supposed to be anybody but us on the planet. Y ou think somebody's
illegaly opened agate. Isthat why Bult'sleading us south, to try to keep usfrom catching him?"

"I don't know what Bult'sdoing,” | said. "He could have kept us away from a gatecrasher by crossing
where we were this morning and leading us up along the Wall past Slvershim Creek. He didn't haveto
drag us clear down here. Besides," | said, looking at Bult, who was down by the Tongue with Carson
and the ponies, "he doesn't like Wulfmeer. Why would hetry to protect him?'

"Wulfmeer?' Ev sad, sounding excited. "Isthat who it is?'

"You know Wulfmaer?'



"Of course. From the pop-ups,” he said.

Wsll, | should have known.

"What do you think hésdoing?' Ev said. "Trading with the indigenous sentients? Mining?"
"I don't think he's doing anything. | got averify thismorning that he's on Sarting Gate.”

"Oh," he said, disgppointed. In the pop-ups we must have gone after gatecrashers with lasers blasting.
"But you want to go there just to make sure?’

"If Bult ever letsus crossthe Tongue,” | said.

Carson came stomping up. "I ask Bult if it's safe to water the ponies, and he pretendsto look in the water
and says, 'tss mitss nah,' so | say, 'Wdll, fine, Since there aren't any tssi mitss, we can crossfirg thingin
the morning,’ and he hands me apair of dice and says, 'Sahthh. Brik lillafahr.' " He squatted down and
rummaged in hispack. "My shit, 'lillafahr' is practicaly in the Ponypiles™ He glared at the mountains.
"What on hdll ishe up to? And don't give me that stuff about fines." He pulled out the water analysiskit
and straightened up. "He's got enough aready to buy himsdf adifferent planet. Fin, did you get that aeria
of thewal from C.J. yet?'

"I wasjust calling her," | said. He sscomped off, and | went over to the tranamitter.

"What can | do?' Ev said, tagging after me like ashuttlewren. " Should | gather some wood for afire?"
| looked at him.

"Dont tel me," he said, catching my expresson. "Theres afine for gathering wood."

"And starting afire with advanced technology, and burning indigenousflora,” | said. "We usudly try to
wait till Bult gets cold and builds one."

Bult didn't show any signs of getting cold, even though the wind over the Ponypilesthat had sent that dust
tantrum into us had achill toit, and after supper he gave Carson some more dice and then went off and
sat under hisumbrellaout by the ponies.

"What on hell's he doing now?"' Carson said.

"He probably went to get the battery-powered heater he bought last expedition,” | said, rubbing my
hands together. "Tell us some more about mating customs, Ev. Maybe alittle sex'|l warm us up.”

" Speaking of which, Evie, have you figured out which brand Bult isyet?' Carson said.

Asnear as| could tell, Ev hadn't so much aslooked at Bult since we started, except when Bult was
snacking on the shuttlewren, but he spoke right up.

"Mde'" hesad.

"How do you figure that?' Carson said, and | waswondering, too. If it was table manners he was going
by, that wasn't any sign. Every indidge I'd seen ate like that, and most of them didn't bother about taking
the feethers off fird.

"His acquidtive behavior," Ev said. "Collecting and hoarding property isatypicd mae courtship
behavior.”



"| thought collecting stuff was afemale behavior,” | said. "What about dl those diamonds and
monograms?'

"Giftsthe mde givesto the femae are symbols of the mae's ability to amass and defend wedth or
territory,” Ev said. "By collecting fines and purchasing manufactured goods, Bult is demonstrating his
ability to gain accessto the resources necessary for survivd."

"Shower curtains?' | said.

"Utility isn't theissue. The mae burin fish collectslarge quantities of black rock clams, which are of no
practical value, since the burin fish only eatsflora, and piles them into towers as part of the courtship
ritud.”

"And that impressesthe femae?"' | said.

"Ability to amass wedth isindicative of the genetic superiority of the mae, and therefore the increased
chance of survivd for her offspring. Of course she'simpressed. There are other qudities that impress her,
too. Size, strength, the ability to defend territory, like that shuttlewren we saw this afternoon—"

Which the femal e shuttlewrens probably hadn't been very impressed with, | thought.
"—virility, youth—"

Carson said, "Y ou mean we're here freezing our hind ends off because Bult'strying to impress some
female?" He stood up. "I told you sex can louse up an expedition faster than anything else.” He grabbed
up thelantern. "I'm not gonnaend up with frogtbite just because Bult wantsto show his genesto some
damn femae"

He went ssomping off into the dark, and | watched the bobbing lantern, wondering what had gotten into
him al of asudden and why Bult wasn't following him with hislog if what Ev said wastrue. Bult was il
gtting out by the ponies—I could see the lights on hisumbrela

"Theindigenous sentients on Prii built bonfires as part of their courtship ritud,” Ev said, rubbing his hands
together to warm them. "They're extinct. They burned down every forest on Prii in less than five hundred

yearstime." Hetipped his head back and looked at the sky. "1 till can't believe how beautiful everything

is"

It was presentable-looking. There were abunch of stars, and the three moons were jostling for position

inthe middle of the sky. But my teeth were chattering, and there was a strong whiff of ponypile from
downwind.

"What are the names of the moons?' he said.
"Larry, Curly, and Moe," | said.
"No, redly. What are the Boohteri names?"

"They don't have namesfor them. Don't get any idea of naming one after C.J., though. They're Satellite
One, Two, and Three until Big Brother surveysthem, which it won't anytime soon since the Boohteri
won't agree to satdlite surveys.”

"C.J.?" hesad, like hed forgotten who she was. "They don't ook anything like they did on the pop-ups.
Nothing on Boohte has, except you. Y ou look exactly like | thought you would.”



"These pop-ups you're always talking about? What are they? Holo books?!

"DHVs." He got up, went over to his bedroll, and squatted down to get something out from under it. He
came back, holding aflat square the size of aplaying card, and sat down beside me.

"See?' he said and opened the flat card up like abook. "Episode Six," he said.

Pop-ups was agood name for them. The picture seemed to jump out of the middle of the card and into
the space between us, like the map back at King's X, only thiswas full-size and the people were moving
and taking.

There was a presentable-looking femal e standing next to a horse made up to be a pony and a squatty
pink thing like a cross between an accordion and afireplug. They were having an argument.

"He's been gonetoo long,” the femae said. She had on tight pants and alow-dung shirt, and her hair was
long and shiny. "I'm going to go find him."

"It's been nearly twenty hours," the accordion said. "We must report in to Home Base."

"I'm not leaving here without him," the femae said, and swung up on the horse and galloped away.
"Wait!" the accordion shouted. "Y ou can't! It'stoo dangerous!”

"Who'sthat supposed to be?" | said, sticking my finger into the accordion.

"Stop," Ev said, and the scene froze. "That's Bult."

"Wheréshislog?' | sad.

"| told you things were different from what 1'd expected,” he said, sounding embarrassed. " Go back."
Therewas aflicker, and we were back at the beginning of the scene.

"He's been gonetoo long!" Tight Pants said.

"If that's Bult, then who's that supposed to be?' | said.

"You," he said, sounding surprised.

"Where's Carson?' | said.

"In the next scene.”

There was another flicker, and we were at the foot of acliff, with big, fake-looking boulders al around.
Carson was Sitting at the bottom of the cliff, sprawled out against one of the boulderswith abig gashin
the side of his head and afancy mustache that curled at the ends. Carson's mustache had never looked
that good, not even thefirgt time | saw him, and they had the nibblers all wrong, too—they looked like
guinea pigs with fase teeth—but what they were doing to Carson's foot was pretty redistic. | hoped they
got to the part where | found him pretty soon.

"Next scene,” | said, and it flickered to me coming straight down the dliff in those tight pants, blasting a
the nibblerswith alaser.

Which wasn't the way it happened at dl. Unless|'d wanted to go down the same way Carson did, there
was no way off the cliff. The nibblers had run off when | yelled, but 1'd had to go back adong the cliff till |



cameto achimney and work my way down and back around, and it took three hours. The nibblers had
run off again when they heard me coming, but they hadn't been gonelong.

Tight Pants jumped the last ten feet and knelt down beside Carson, and started tearing strips she couldn't
afford to lose off her shirt and tying them around Carson's foot, which only looked alittle bloody around
the toes, sobbing her eyes out.

"I didn't cry,” | said. "Y ou got any others?'

"Episode Eleven," Ev said, and the dliff flicked into aslvershim grove. Tight Pants and Fancy Mustache
were surveying the grove with an old-fashioned transit and sextant, and the accordion was writing down
the measurements.

It looked like somebody'd cut up pieces of duminum foil and hung them on adead branch, and Carson
was wearing abluefuzzy vest that | had afedling was supposed to be luggage fur.

"Findriddy!" the accordion said, looking up sharply. "I hear someone coming!"

"What are you two doing?' Carson said and walked right into asilvershim. Helooked around, hisarms
full of gticks. "What on hell isthis?'

"Youand meg" | said.
"A pop-up,” Ev sad.

"Turnit off!" Carson said, and the other Carson and Tight Pants and the silvershims compressed into a
black nothing. "What on hell's the matter with you, bringing advanced technology on an expedition? Fin,
you were supposed to seeto it he followed the regs" He dumped the sticks with a clatter onto where the
accordion'd been standing. "Do you know how big afine Bult could dap uswith for that?'

"l... I didn't know..." Ev was stammering, stooping down to pick up the pop-up before Carson stepped
onit. "It never occurredto me..."

"It's no more advanced than Bult'sbinocs,” | said, "or half the stuff he's ordered. And evenif it was, he
doesn't know anything about it. He's over there tallying up hisfines." | pointed off toward the lights of his
umbrdla

"How do you know he doesn't know? Y ou can seeit for klomg!™

"And you can hear you twiceasfar!" | said. "The only way he'sgoing to find out about it isif he comes
over to seewhat al the hollering's about!"

Carson snatched the pop-up away from Ev. "What ese did you bring?" he shouted, but softer. "A
nuclear reactor? A gate?'

"Just another disk," Ev said. "For the pop-up.” He pulled ablack coin out of his pocket and handed it to
Carson.

"What on hdll'sthis?' hesaid, turning it over.

"Itsus" | said. "Findriddy and Carson, Planetary Explorers, and Our Faithful Scout, Bult. Thirteen
episodes.”

"Eighty," Ev sad. "Thereareforty on each disk, but | only brought my favorites.



"Y ou gotta see 'em, Carson,” | said. "Especialy your mustache. Ev, isthere some way you can tone
down the production so we can watch without | etting the rest of the neighborhood in on it?”

"Yegh," Ev said. "Youjus—"

"Nobody's watching anything till we get afire built and | make sure Bult's out there under that umbrella,”
he said, and stomped off for about the fourth time.

| got the sticks made into a passable fire by the time he got back, looking mad, which meant Bult was
there.

"All right," he said, handing the pop-up back to Ev. "L et's see these famous explorers. But keep it down."

"Episode Two," Ev said, laying it on the ground in front of us. "Reduce fifty percent and cloak,” and the
scene came up, smdler and in alittle box thistime. Fancy Mustache and Tight Pants were clambering
over abregk inthe Wall. Carson was wearing his blue fuzzy ves.

"Y ou're the one with the fancy mustache," | said, pointing.

"Do you have any ideawhat kind of finewe'd get for killing asuitcase?' he said. He pointed at Tight
Pants. "Who'sthefemae?"

"That'sFHn," Ev sad.

"Fin?" Carson said, and let out awhoop. "Fin? Can't be. Look at her. She'sway too clean. And she
lookstoo much like afemde. Half the time with Fin you can't even tdl!" He whooped again and 9 apped
hisleg. "And look at that chest. Y ou surethat's not C.J.7"

| reached out and dapped the pop-up shut.
"What'd you do that for?" Carson said, holding hismiddle.

"Timetoturnin," | said. I turned to Ev. "I'm gonna keep thisin my boot tonight so Bult can't get hold of
it," 1 said and went over to my bedroll.

Bult was standing next to Carson's bedroll. | glanced out toward the Tongue. The umbrellawas il
there, burning brightly.

Bult picked up my bedroll to look under it. "Damageto flora," he said, pointing at the dirt underneath.
"Oh, shut up,” | said and crawled in.
"Ingppropriate tone and manner,”" he said, and went back out toward hisumbrella

Carson laughed himself sick for another hour, and | lay there after that an hour or so waiting for them to
go to deep and watching the moonsjostling for positionsin the sky. Then | got the pop-up out of my
boot and opened it on the ground beside me.

"Episode Eight. Reduce eighty percent and cloak," | whispered and lay there and watched Carson and
me sitting on horsesin apouring rain and tried to figure out which expedition this was supposed to be.
There was a blue buffalo standing up the hill from where we were, and the accordion was pointing at it.
"Itiscaled soolkases in the Boohteri tongue,” he said, and | knew which one thiswas, only that wasn't
the way it happened.

It had taken us four hoursto figure out what Bult was saying. " Tssilkrothes?" | remembered Carson



shouting.
"Tssuhhtkhahckes!" Bult had shouted back.

"Suitcases?" Carson said, so mad his mustache looked likeit'd shake off. "We can't name them
suitcases!” and right then a couple thousand suitcases had come roaring up over the hill a us. My pony
stood there like an idiot and nearly got both of ustrampled.

In the pop-up version my pony ran off, and | was the one who stood there looking dumb till Carson
gdloped up and siwvung me up behind him. | was wearing high-hedled boots and pants so tight it was no
wonder | couldn't run, and Carson was right, she was way too clean, but he hadn't had to fall in the fire
laughing about it.

Carson siwung me up, and we rode off, my tight pants hugging the horse and my hair streaming out
behind me.

"Nothing heréswhat | expected,” Ev had said back a King's X, "except you." Tonight hed said, "You
looked exactly the way | pictured you." Which, | thought, trying to figure out how to make the pop-up
run it again, was pretty damn good.

expedition 184: day 2

By noon the next day we were gtill on this side of the Tongue and till heading south, and Carson wasin
such afoul mood | steered clear of him.

"Ishedwaysthisirritable?' Ev asked me.
"Only when hesworried,” | said.
Speaking of which, | was getting alittle worried mysdlf.

Carson'swater analysis hadn't showed up anything but the usud f-and-f, but Bult had inssted there were
tss mitss and led us south to atributary. There were tss mitss in the tributary, too, and he led us east
aongit till we cameto one of itstributaries. Thisone didn't have any tssi mitss, but it zigzagged down
through adraw too steep for the ponies, so Bult led us north dong it, looking for aplaceto cross. At this
rate we'd be back at King's X by suppertime.

But that wasn't what was worrying me. What was worrying me was Bult. He hadn't fined us for anything
al morning, not even when we broke camp, and he kept looking off to the south through his binocs. Not
only that, but Carson's binocs had turned up. He found them in his bedroll after breskfast.

"Fin!" held shouted, dangling them by the strap. "1 knew you had ‘em. Whered you find ‘em, in your
pack?'

"I haven't seen 'em since the morning we left for King's X when you borrowed 'em,” | said. "Bult must've

"Bult? Why would helve taken 'em?" he said and gestured at Bult, who was peering through hisown
binocs at the Ponypiles.

| didn't know, which was what was worrying me. Theindidges don't stedl, at least that'swhat Big
Brother tdls usin the pursuants, and in dl the expeditionswe'd gone on, Bult hadn't ever taken anything
away from us but our hard-earned wages. | wondered what €lse he might start doing—Ilike take us deep
into uncharted territory and then steal our packs and the ponies. Or lead usinto an ambush.



| wanted to talk about it with Carson, but | couldn't get closeto him, and | didn't want to risk another
dust storm. | tried riding up aongside him, but Bult kept his pony dead even with Carson'sand glared at
me when | tried to move up.

Ev stuck dmost as close to me, asking questions about the shuttlewren and telling me about appetizing
mating customs, like the mae hanging fly, which spinsabig baloon of spit and dobber for the femadeto
messwith while hejumps her.

Wefindly found aplaceto crossthe creek asit zagged Sdeways across amomentarily flat space, and
headed southwest through a series of low hills, and | did atriangulation and then started running terrains.

"Well, were in uncharted territory now,” | told Ev. "Y ou can start looking around for stuff to name after
C.J. so you can get your jump.”

"If | wanted ajump, | could get it without that,” he said, and | thought, | bet you could.

"I know how C.J. fedls, though," he said, looking out acrossthe plain. "Wanting to leave some mark.
Y ou go through that gate, and you redlize how big aplanet is, and how insignificant you are. Y ou could
be here your whole life and never even leave afootprint.”

"Try tdling that to Bult," | said.

He grinned. "Okay, maybe footprints. But nothing lasting. That'swhy | wanted to come on this
expedition. | wanted to do something that would make me famous, like you and Carson. | wanted to
discover something that would get me on the pop-ups.”

"Speaking of which," | said, leaning down to pick up arock, "how did we get on them?' | stuck the rock
in my pack. "How'd they find out about the suitcases? And Carson'sfoot?"

"I don't know," Ev said dowly, asif the question hadn't ever occurred to him. "Y our logs, | guess.”

It hadn't been in the logs about my finding Carson right when the twenty-four hours were up, though.
Weéd told some of the storiesto loaners, and one of the female ones had kept adiary. But Carson
wouldn't havetold her about my crying over him.

The hillsthrough here were covered with scraggly plants. | took aholo of them and then halted Usdless,
which didn't take much, and dismounted.

"What are you doing?' Ev asked.

"Caollecting pieces of the planet for you to leave C.J'smark on," | said, digging around the roots of a
couple of the plants and sticking them in aplastic bag. | picked up two more rocks and handed them to
him. "Either of theselook likeaC.J. to you?'

| got back on, watching Bult. He hadn't even noticed | was off my pony, let aone reached for hislog. He
was peering through hisbinocs a the hills beyond the tributary.

"Don't you ever wish you could have something named after you, Fin?" Ev was asking.

"Me?Why on hell would | want that? Who the hell remembers who Bryce Canyon or Harper's Ferry are
named after even when they've got their names on them? Besides, you can't name athing just by putting it
on atopographical map. That's not theway it works." | gestured at the Ponypiles. "When people get
here, they won't call those the Findriddy Mountains. They'll call 'em the Ponypiles. People name things
after what they look like, or what happened there, or what the indidge name sounds like, not according



toregs”
"People?’ Ev said. "Y ou mean gatecrashers?"

"Gatecrashers,” | said, "and miners and settlers and shopping mal owners.”

"But what about the regs?' Ev said, looking shocked. "They're supposed to protect the natura ecology
and the sovereignty of the indigenous culture.”

| nodded my head at Bult. "And you think the indigenous culture wouldn't sell them the whole place for
some pop-ups and a couple of dozen shower curtains? Y ou think Big Brother's paying usto survey al
thisfor his hedth?Y ou think as soon as we find something they want, they won't be down here, regs or

no regs?'

Ev looked unhappy. "Liketourists" he said. "Everybody's seen the sllvershims and the Wall on the
pop-ups, and they al want to come see them.”

"And take holos of themsalves being fined," | said, even though | hadn't redlly thought of Boohte asa
tourigt attraction. "And Bult can sl them dried ponypilesfor souvenirs.”

"I'm glad | came before the rush,” he said, looking at the water ahead. The hills parted on either side of
thetributary, and it wouldn't matter whether there were tssi mitss or not. A wide sandbar stretched
amog the full width of the water.

The ponies picked their way acrossit like it was quicksand, and Ev just about fell off, trying to lean down
tolook at it. "The femal e willowback needsto lay her eggsin till water, so the courtship ritud involves
the male doing a swimming dance that dams up sand across the stream.”

"And that'swhat thisis?' | said.

"l don't think so. It lookslikeit's just asandbar.” He sat up in the saddlebone. "The femae shae-dwelling
lizard scratches adesign in the dirt, and then the mal e scratches the same design on the shde.™

| wasn't paying any attention. Bult was peering through the binocs at the hills between us and the Tongue,
and Carson's pony was starting to sway. "Here'syour big chance, Ev," | said. "Rest stop!”

After Carson and | did the topographicals and we had lunch, | hauled out my rocks and plastic bags and
Carson emptied his bug-catcher, and we settled down to naming.

Carson started with the bugs. "Do you have anamefor it?' he asked Bult, holding it away from Bult so
he couldn't stuff it in hismouth, but Bult didn't even look interested.

Helooked at Carson for aminute like he was thinking of something else, and then said what sounded to
me like steam hissing and then metal being dragged over granite.

"Tssimrrah?" Carson said.
"Thssahggih," Bult sad.
"Thisll takeawhile" | said to Ev.

Figuring out the indidge name for athing isn't so much about understanding what Bult saysastrying to

keep it from al sounding the same, f-and-f al soundslike steam escaping in ablizzard, lakes and rivers
sound like a gate opening, and rocks adl begin with abelching "B," which makes you wonder about the
indidges opinion of Bult. All of them sound more or lessthe same, and none of them sound like English



letters, which isagood thing, or everything would have the same name.
"Thssahggah?" Carson said.
"Shhoomrrrah,” Bult sad.

| glanced a Ev, who was |ooking at the rocks and the bagged plants. It wasfairly dim pickings—the only
rock that didn't look like mud warmed over was horneblende, and the only flower had five
ragged-looking petals, but | didn't think Ev would try what the loaners usudly did, anyway, which wastry
to name thefirst flower we found a chrysanthemmum, no matter what it looked like. Chrysa, for short.

Carson and Bult findly agreed on tssahggah for the bug, and | took holos of it and of the piece of
horneblende and transmitted them and their names.

Bult had the flower, and was shaking his head.

"Theindidges don't have anamefor it," Carson said, looking at Ev. "How about it, Evie? What do you
want to cal it?'

Ev looked at it. "I don't know. What kind of things can you name them after?"

Carson looked irritated. It was obvious he'd expected " chrysanthemum.” "No proper names, no
technologicd references, no Earth landmarkswith 'new’ in front of them, no vaue judgments.”

"What'sleft?' Ev said.
"Adjectives," | said, "shapes, colors—except for Green—natura references.”
Ev was till examining the plant. "It was growing out by the sandbar. How about sandpink?’

Carson looked like he was trying to figure out if there was any way to make sandpink into Crissa. "A
pink's an Earth genus, isnt it, Fin?' he growled at me.

"Yeah," | sad. "It'll haveto be sandblossom. Next?'

Bult had names for the rocks, which took forever, and even he started to look impatient, picking his
binocs up and then putting them down without looking through them, and nodding at whatever Carson
sad.

"Biln," Carson said, and | entered it. "Isthat everything?'

"We need to namethetributary,” | said, pointing at it. "Bult, do the Boohteri have anamefor thisriver?
He dready had his pony up and was climbing onit. | had to ask him again.

He shook his head and got down off the pony and picked up his binocs.

Carson came up beside me. "There's something wrong,” | said.

"l know," hesaid, frowning. "He's been jittery al morning.”

Bult was looking through his binocs. He took them down from his eyes and then held them up to hisear.
"Let'sgo," | said, and went to gather up the specimens. "Wagons ho, Ev!"

"What about the tributary?' Ev said.



"Sandbar Creek," | said. "Comeon."

Bult was dready going. Carson and | grabbed up the specimens and Carson's binocs, but Bult was
aready up the bank and heading west between the hills.

"What about the other one?' Ev said.

"Other what?' | said, jamming the specimensin my pack. | dung Carson's binocs around the
pommelbone.

"The other tributary. Do the Boohteri have anamefor it?!

"I doubt it," | said, swinging up onto Usdess. Carson was having trouble with his pony. If we waited for
him, wewere going to lose Bult. "Comeon," | said to Ev and started after Built.

"Accordion Creek," Ev sad.

"What?" | said, trying to decide which way Bult had gone. | caught aflash of light from his binocs off to
the left and urged the pony that way.

"Asanamefor the other tributary," Ev said. "Accordion Creek, because of theway it folds back and
forth."

"No technological references,” | said, looking back at Carson. His pony had stopped and was unloading
apile.

"Oh, right," Ev said. "Then how about Zigzag Creek?'
| caught sight of Bult again. He was on top of the next rise, off his pony, looking through his binocs.

"We've already got aZigzag Creek," | said, waving to Carson to come ahead. "Up north in Sector
250-81."

"Oh," he said, sounding disappointed. "What &l se means back and forth? Crooked? Tortuous?!

We caught up to Bult, and | unhooked Carson's binocs from the pommelbone and put them up to my
eyes, but | couldn't see anything through them but hills and sandblossoms. | upped the resol ution.

"Ladder," Ev was muttering beside me. "No, that's technological.... crisscross... how about Crisscross
Creek?'

Wéll, it wasagood try. It wasn't "chrysanthemum,” and held waited till Carson wasn't thereand | was
worrying about something else. He was definitely smarter than he looked. But not smart enough.

"Nicetry," | said, till scanning the hillswith the binocs. "How about Sneaky Creek?' | said as Carson
caught up to us. "For theway it triesto dip past you when you're not looking?*

Either Bult had seen what he was looking for through his binocs, or hed given up. Hedidn't try to ride
ahead for the rest of the afternoon, and after our second rest stop, he put his binocsin his pack and got
out hisumbrellaagain. When | asked him the name of abush during the rest stop, he wouldn't answer
me

Ev wasn't talking ether, which wasfine because | had alot to think about. Bult might have calmed down,
but he still wasn't levying fines, even though the rest stop had been on a hillsde covered with
sandblossoms, and two or threetimes | caught him glaring at me from under hisumbrella. When his pony



wouldn't get up, he kicked it.

| wondered if irritability was asign of mating behavior, too, or if he wasjust nervous. Maybe he wasn't
just trying to impress some femae. Maybe he was taking us home to meet her.

| caled C.J."l need awhereabout on theindidges," | told her.

"And | need awhereabout on you. What are you doing down in 249-68?"
"Trying to crossthe Tongue," | said. "Arethere any indidgesin our sector?'
"Not aone. They'redl up by theWall in 248-85."

Well, at least they weren't in 248-76.

"Any unusud movements?'

"No. Let metak to Ev."

"Sure thing. Ask him about the creek we named thismorning,” | said.

| patched him through and thought about Bult some more, and then asked for another whereabout on the
gatecrashers. Wulfmeier gtill showed on Starting Gate, probably trying to come up with the money to pay
hisfines.

We got back to the Tongue by late afternoon, but it was still hilly, and the Tongue was too narrow and
deep for usto cross. We were close to the Wall—it wound up and down over the hills on the other

sde—and gpparently in ashuttlwren'sterritory again. Ev adternated between watching it make its rounds
and trying to shoo it away so Bult couldn't harpoon it.

Bult headed south, winding up over the tops of hills about like the Wall. | shouted ahead to Carson that it
was too steep for the ponies, and he nodded and said something to Bult. Bult plodded on, and ten
minutes later his pony kedled over in adead fant.

Oursfollowed suit, and we sat down and waited for them to recover. Bult took his umbrelahafway up
the hill and sat down under it. Carson lay back and put his hat over hiseyes, and | got out Bult's
purchase orders and went over them again, looking for clues.

"Do you always see shuttlewrens close to the Wall like this?' Ev asked. He was apparently recovered
from the tongue-lashing C.J.d given him.

"l don't know," | said, trying to remember. "Carson, do we aways see shuttlewrens when we're close to
thewadl|?'

"Mmph," Carson said from under his hat.
"These speciesthat give giftsto their mates” | said to Ev, "what other kinds of courting do they do?'
"Fighting," he said, "mating dances, displays of sexud characterigtics”

"Migraion?' | said, looking up the hill a Bult. The umbrellawas sitting propped againgt the hill, itslights
on. Bult wasn't under it. "Wheres Bult?'

Carson sat up, putting his hat on. "Which way?"



| stood up. "Over there. Ev, tie up the ponies.”
"They'redill out cold,” he said. "What's going on?"
Carson was dready hafway up the hill. | scrambled after him.

"Up thisgully," he said, and we clambered up it. It led up between two hills, atrickle of water at the
bottom, and then opened out. Carson signaled me to wait and went up a hundred meters.

"What isit?' Ev said, coming up behind me, panting. ""Has something happened to Bult?!
"Yeah," | said. "Only he doesn't know it yet."

Carson was back. "Just like we thought,” he said. "Dead end. What say you go up theré'—he
pointed—"and | go around that way?"

"And we meet in the middle," | said, nodding. | headed up the side of the gully with Ev behind me. | ran
along the crest of the hill in ahaf crouch, and then dropped to al fours and crawled the rest of the way.

"What isit?" Ev whispered. "A nibbler?' Helooked excited.
"Yeah," | whigpered back. "A nibbler.”
He pulled hisknife out.

"Put that away," | hissed a him. "You'reliabletofal onit and kill yoursdf." He put it away. "Don't worry.
It's not dangerous unlessit's doing something it shouldn't.”

He looked confused.

"Down," | said, and we crawled out onto aledge |ooking down on the space where the gully widened
out. Below us, | could seethe flattened area of a gate and alean-to made of atarp on sticks. In front of it
was Bult.

A man was standing haf under the tarp, holding out a handful of rocksto Bult. "Quartz," the man said.
"It'sfound in igneous outcroppings, like this." He reached forward to show Bult a holo, and Bult stepped
back.

"Y ou ever seen anything like this around here?' the man said, holding up the holo.
Bult took another step backward.

"It'sonly aholo, you moron,” the man said, holding it out to Bult. "Did you ever see anything like this
around here?' and Carson came stralling into the clearing, carrying his pack.

He stopped short. "Wulfmeer!" he said, sounding surprised and amused. "What on hell are you doing on
Boohte?!

"Wulfmeier," Ev bresthed beside me. | put my finger to my lipsto shush him.

"What'sthat?' Carson said, pointing at the holo. "A postcard?' He walked up next to Bult. "My pony
wandered off, and | camelooking for him. Same as Bult. How about you, Wulfmeier?'

| wished | could see Wulfmeier's face from where we were. " Something went wrong with my gate," he
said, taking a step back under the tarp and looking behind him. "Wheres Fin?' he said, and lowered his



hand to hissde.

"Right here," | said, and jumped down. "Wulfmeier,” | said, holding out my hand. "Fancy meeting you
here. Ev," | cdled up, ""come on down here and meet Wulfmeer."

Wulfmeler didn't look up. Helooked at Carson, who'd moved off to the side. Ev landed on all foursand
stood up quickly.

"BEv," | said, "thisisWulfmeier. We go way back. What are you doing on Boohte? It's restricted.”

"l told Carson," he said, looking warily from oneto the other of us, "something must have gone wrong
with my gate. | wastrying to get to Menniwaot."

"Redly?' | said. "We had averify that you were on Starting Gate." | walked over to Bult. "What you got
there, Bult?'

"l was emptying out my boot, and Bult wanted to seeit,” Wulfmeer said, still watching Carson.

Bult handed me the chunks of quartz. | examined them. "Tch, tch, taking of souvenirs. Bult, lookslike
you're going to haveto fine him for that."

"| told you, | got them in my shoe. | waswalking around, trying to figure out where | was."

"Tch, tch, tch, leaving footprints. Disturbance of land surface.” | went over to the gate and peered
underneath it. "Degtruction of flora" | leaned ingde the gate. "What'swrong with it?"

"I got it fixed," Wulfmeer sad.

| stepped inside, and came back out again. "Looks like dust, Carson,” | said. "We have alot of trouble
with dust. Doesit get in the chips? He better check it while we're here, just in case.”

Wulfmeier glanced back at the lean-to and over at Ev, and then back at Carson. He moved his hand
away fromhisside.

"Good idea" he sad. "I'l get my Stuff.”

"Better not," | said. "Y ou wouldn't want to overload the gate. Well send it dong afterward.” | went up to
the gate contrals. "Whered you say you were trying to go? Menniwot?*

He opened his mouth to say something and then closed it. | asked for coordinates and fed the datainto
thegate. "That should do it," | said. "Y ou shouldn't end up here again.”

Carson waked him over to the gate, and he stepped insde. His hand dropped to hisside again, and | hit
activate and got out of theway.

Carson was dready back at the lean-to, rummaging through Wulfmeier's stuff.
"What'd he have?' | said.

"Ore samples. Gold-bearing quartz, argentite, platinum ore." He leafed through the holos. "Whered you
send him?'

"Starting Gate," | said. " Speaking of which, | better go tell them he's coming. And that somebody's been
messing with Big Brother's arrest records. Bult, figure up the fines on this stuff, and welll send ‘em specia
ddivery. Comeon," | said to Ev, who was standing there looking at the place where the gate had been



like he wished thered been afight. "Weve gottacdl C.J."

We started down the gully. ™Y ou were great!" Ev said, scrambling over rocks. "I couldn't believe you
faced him down likethat! It wasjust likein the pop-ups”

We came out of the gully and down the hill to where he'd tied the ponies. They were till lying down.
"What'll happen to Wulfmeier on Starting Gate?' he asked while | wrestled the transmitter off Usdless.
"Hell get fined for faking hislocation and disturbing land surface.”

"But he was gatecrashing!”

"He says he wasn't. Y ou heard him. There was something wrong with his gate. Hed have to have been
drilling, trading, prospecting, or shooting luggage for Big Brother to confiscate hisgate.”

"What about those rocks he was giving Bult? That'strading, isn't it?'

| shook my head. "He wasn't giving them to Bult. Hewas asking if he'd ever seen anything like them. At
least hewasn't pouring oil on the ground and lighting it like the last time we caught him with Bult.”

"But that's progpecting!”
"We can't prove that either.”
"S0 he getsfined, and then what?' Ev said.

"HEll scrounge up the money to pay the fines, probably from some other gatecrasher who wantsto know
whereto look, and then helll try again. Up north, probably, now that he knowswherewe are.” Upin
Sector 248-76, | thought.

"And you can't gop him?"

"There are four people on this whole planet, and we're supposed to be surveying it, not chasing after
gatecrashers.”

"But—"

"Y eah. Sooner or later, therell be one we won't catch. I'm not worried about Wulfme er—the indidges
don't like him, and anything he gets hell haveto find himsdlf. But not al of the gatecrashers are scum.
Most of them are people looking for a better place to starve, and sooner or later they'll figure out where
aslver mineisfrom our terrains, or they'll talk the indidgesinto showing them an ail fidd. Andit'll beal
over."

"But the government—what about the regs? What about—"

"Preserving the indigenous culture and the natura ecology? Depends. Big Brother can't Ssop amining or
drilling operation without sending forces, which means gates and buildings and people taking excursion
tripsto seethe Wall, and forcesto protect them, and pretty soon you've got Los Angeles.”

"You said it depends” Ev said. "On what?'
"Onwhat they find. If it'sbig enough, Big Brother'll cometo get it himself.”
"What'll happen to the Boohteri?"



"The same thing that ways happens. Bult's asmart operator, but not as smart as Big Brother. Whichis
why we're putting the money from those out-of-stocksin the bank for him. So helll have afighting
chance."

| punched send. "Expedition calling King's X. Comein, King's X." | grinned & Ev. "Y ou know, there
was something wrong with Wulfmeier's gate."

C.J. cameon, and | told her to send a message through the gate to Starting Gate and handed her over to
Ev so hecouldfill her in onthe detalls. "Finwas great!" he said. ™Y ou should have seen her!”

Bult and Carson were back. Bult had hislog out and wastaking into it.
"You find anything?' | said.

"Holos of anticlines and diamond pipes. Couple cansof ail. A laser.”
"What about the ore samples? Were they indigenous?’

He shook his head. " Standard Earth samples." He looked at Bult, who'd stopped talying fines and was
going up the hill to get hisumbrella. "At least now we know why Bult was leading us down here."

"Maybe." | frowned. "I got the idea he wasjust as surprised to see Wulfmeier aswe were. And
Wulfmeier was definitely surprised to see us.”

"Held probably told Bult to sneak off and meet him after dark," he said. " Speaking of which, wed better
get going. | don't want Wulfmeier to come back and find us il here.”

"He's not coming back for awhile,” | said. "He's got aloose T-cable. Itll fal off by the time he getsto
Sating Gate."

Hesamiled. "I ill want to makeit to the other side of the Wall by tonight.”
"If Bult'll let uscrossthe Tongue," | said.
"Why wouldn't he? He's dready had his conference with Wulfmeier."

"Maybe," | said, but Bult didn't go half aklom before he led the ponies across, and not aword about tss
mitss, e or otherwise, which shot my theory to pieces.

"Y ou know the best part about that scene back there with Wulfmeier?' Ev said as we splashed across
and headed south again. "The way you and Carson worked together. It's even better than on the

pop-ups.”

I'd watched that pop-up last night. Wed caught Wulfmeer threatening the accordion and come out
punching and kicking, lasers blazing.

"Y ou don't even have to say anything. Y ou both know what the other one'sthinking." Ev gestured
expansvely. "On the pop-ups they show you working together, but thiswas like you were reading each
other's minds. Y ou do what the other one wants you to do without even being told. It must be grest to
have a partner likethat."

"Fin, where on hdll do you think you're going?' Carson said. He was off his pony and untying the
cameras. "Stop jabbering about mating customs and come help me. We're camping here.”

It wasn't abad place to camp, and Bult was back to fining us, or at least me, for every step | took, but |



was till worried. Carson's binocs disappeared again, and Bult paced back and forth between the three
of uswhile we were setting up camp and eating supper, giving me murderous looks. After supper he

disappeared.
"Where's Bult?" | asked Carson, looking out into the darkness for Bult's umbrella

"Probably looking for diamond pipes,” Carson said, huddling next to the lantern. 1t was chilly again, and
there were big clouds over the Ponypiles.

| was il thinking about Bult. "Ev," | asked, "do any of these species of yours get violent as part of their
courtship rituals?'

"Violent?' Ev said. Y ou mean, toward their mate? Bull zoes sometimes accidentally kill their mates
during the mating dance, and spiders and praying mantis femaes eat the maedive."

"LikeC.J.," Carson sad.
"l was thinking more of violence against something else, to impressthefemde," | said.
"Predators sometimeskill prey to present to thefemde asagift,” Ev said, "if you'd cdl that violence."

| would, especidly if it meant Bult was leading usinto anibbler's nest or over acliff so he could dump our
carcases a hisgirlfriend'sfedt.

"Fahrrr," Bult said, looming out of the darkness. He dumped abig pile of sticksin front of us. "Fahrrr," he
said to Carson, and squatted to light it with achemical igniter. As soon asit was going, he disappeared

agan.
"Rivary among maesiscommonindmog dl mammals," Ev said, "eephant sedls, primates—"
"Homo sap," Carson said.

"Homo sapiens,” Ev said, unruffled, "k, woodcats. In afew casesthey actualy fight to the death, but
inmogt it's symbolic combat, designed to show the female who's stronger, more virile, younger—"

Carson stood up.
"Where are you going?'

"To run meteorologicas. | don't like the looks of those clouds over the Ponypiles.” Y ou couldn't seethe
clouds over the Ponypiles, it was so dark, and held already run meteorologicals. I'd watched him while
we were setting up camp. | wondered if he was worried about Bult and had gone to check on him, but
Bult wasright here, with another armful of sticks.

"Thanks, Bult," | said. He glared a Ev and then at me again and walked off, till carrying the sticks.
| stood up.
"Whereareyou going?' Ev sad.

"To run awhereabout on Wulfmeier. | want to make sure he made it to Starting Gate." | pulled his
pop-up out of my boot and tossed it to him. "Here. Tight Pants and Fancy Mustachéell keep you

| went over to the equipment. Carson was nowhere to be seen. | got thelog and called up Bult's fines.



"Breakdown by day,” | said. " Secondary breakdown by person,” and watched it for awhile, thinking
about Bult and the binocs and Ev's mating customs.

When | got back to thefire, Ev was ditting in front of an officeful of terminals, which didn't look much like
aFindriddy and Carson adventure.

"What'sthat?" | said, stting down beside him.
"Episode One. That'syou," he said, pointing at one of the females.

| wasn't wearing tight pantsin thisone. | was wearing askimpy little skirt and one of C.J.'s shirts, landing
lightsand dl, and talking into a screen with ageologicd onit.

Carson gtrolled into the office in his luggage vest, fringed pants, and a pair of boots the nibblers wouldn't
have even had to bite through. His mustache was dicked down and curled up, and al thefemaes
sampered a him like he was abuck with big horns.

"I'm looking for someone to go with meto anew planet,” he said, his eyes sweeping the room and
coming to rest on Skimpy Skirt. Music from somewhere under the terminals started to play, and
everything went pinkish. Carson walked over to her desk and stood over her, looking down her blouse.

After awhile he sad, "I'm looking for someone who longs for adventure, who's not afraid of danger.” He
held out his hand, and the music got louder. "Come with me," he said.

"Isthat how it was?' Ev said.

Widl, my shit, of courseit wasn't like that. Hed swaggered in, sat down at my desk, and propped his
muddy boots up onit.

"What are you doing here?" I'd said. ™Y ou run up too many fines again?"'

"Nope," hesaid, grabbing for my hand. "1 wouldn't mind running up afew more fraternizing with the
sentients, though. How about it?"

| yanked my hand free. "What are you redlly doing here?"

"I'm looking for apartner. New planet. Surface survey and naming. Any takers?' He grinned at me. "L ots
of perks."

"I'll bet," | said. "Dust, snakes, dehyde food, and no bathrooms.”
"And me" he said with that smug grin. "Garden of Eden. Wantacome?"
"Yeah," | said, watching the pop-up go pinker. "That's how it was."

"Comewith me," Carson said again to Skimpy Skirt, and she stood up and gave him her hand. A draft
from somewhere started blowing her hair and her skimpy skirt.

"It be uncharted territory,” he said, looking in her eyes.

"I'm not afraid,” shesaid, "aslong asI'mwith you."

"What on hell's that supposed to be?" Carson said limping up.
"Theway you and Fin met,” Ev said.



"And | suppose those landing lights are supposed to be Fin's?

"Y ou finish your meteorologicas?' | cut in before he could say anything about not being ableto tell | was
afemdehdf thetime.

"Yeah," he said, warming his hands over thefire. " Supposed to rain in the Ponypiles. I'm glad we're
heading north tomorrow." He looked back at Carson and Skimpy Skirt, who were il holding hands and
looking sappy-eyed at each other. "Evie, which adventure did you say this was supposed to be?"

"It'swhen you first met," Ev said. "When you asked Fin to be your partner.”

"Asked her?' Carson said. "My shit, | didn't ask her. Big Brother said my partner had to be afemale, for
gender balance, whatever on hell that is, and she was the only female in the department who knew how
to run terrains and geologicas.”

"Fahrrr," Bult said and dumped hisload of sticks on Carson's bad foot.
expedition 184: day 3

| hauled my bedroll out by the poniesso | didn't haveto listen to Carson, and in the morning | said,
"Comeon, Ev, youreriding with me. | want to hear dl about mating cusomsfrom you."

"Chilly around here thismorning,” Carson said.
| strapped the cameraon Useless and cinched it tight.

"I don't like thelook of those clouds,” Carson said, looking at the Ponypiles. They were covered with
low clouds that were spreading out. Half the sky was overcast. "It's agood thing we're heading north.”

"Sahhth," Bult said, pointing south. "Brik."

"I thought you said there was a break north of here," Carson said.
"Sahtth,” Bult said, glaring a me.

| glared back.

"I don't liketheway he'sacting,” Carson said. "He was gone hdf the night, and thismorning he left a
bunch of dicein my bedroll. And Evie says his pop-up's missing.”

"Good," | said, climbing up on Usdess. "Ev, tell me again about what males do to impresstheir females.”

Bult led us south most of the morning, keeping close to the Tongue, even though the Wall was at least
two klomsto the west and there was nothing between us and it but one sandblossom and alot of pink
dirt.

Bult kept sending murderous glances back at me, and kicking his pony to makeit go faster. Not only did
it, our ponies keeping up with it, but they didn't ked over once al morning. | wondered if Bult had been
faking rest stops the way we did dust storms. And what else he'd been faking.

Around noon, | gave up waiting for arest sop and hauled dehydes out of my pack for lunch, and right
after we ate, we came to a creek, which Bult crossed without even looking in, and ahandful of
slvershims. Thewhole sky was gray by then, so they didn't look like much.

"Sorry the sun'snot out,” | told Ev. | looked at their grayish leaves, hanging limp and dusty. "They don't



look much like the pop-ups, do they?'

"I'm sorry | lost the pop-up,” Ev said. "I put it under my bedroll instead of in my boot.” He hesitated.
"Y ou didn't know that was how you got chosen to be Carson's partner, did you?"

"Areyou kidding?' | said. "That's how Big Brother dways does things. C.J. got picked because she was
one-sixteenth Navgjo." | looked ahead at Carson.

"Why did you cometo Boohte?' Ev said.
"You heard theman,” | said. "I wanted adventure, | wasn't afraid of danger, | wanted to be famous.”
Werode on aways. "Isthat redly why?' Ev sad.

"Let'schangethe subject,” | said. "Tell me about mating customs. Did you know therésafishon Stars
that's so dumb it thinks it's being courted when it's not?"

A hdf aklom after the sllvershims, Bult turned west toward the Wall. 1t bulged out to meet us, and where
it did, awhole section was down, ahegp of shiny white rubble with high-water marksonit. A flood
must've taken it out, even though it was an awfully long way from the Tongue.

Bult led us over the break and, finally, north, keeping next to the Wall dl the way back up to the creek
we'd crossed. Ev was excited about seeing the front side of the Wall, even though only afew of the
chambers|ooked like they'd been lived in lately, and even more excited about a shuttlewren that tried to
divebomb us riding through the bresk.

"Their territory obvioudy involvesthe Wal in someway," he said, leaning Sdewaysto get alook inside.
"Have you ever seen one of their nestsin the chambers?’

If heleaned over any farther hewas going to fal off hispony. "Rest stop!™ | called up to Carson and Bullt,
and pulled back on thereins. "Comeon, Ev," | said, and dismounted. "It's againgt regsto go insde the
chambers, but you can peek in."

Helooked up ahead at Bult, who had hislog out and was glaring back at us. "What about the fine for
leaving footprints?'

"Carson can pay it," | said. "Bult hasn't fined him in two days.” | went over to a chamber and |ooked
insdethedoor.

They're not red doors, more like a hole poked in the middle of the Side, and there's no floor either. The
sdes curve up like an egg. There was abunch of sandblossoms laid out on the bottom of thisone, and in
the middle of it one of the American flags Bult had bought two expeditions ago.

"Courtshipritud," | said, but Ev waslooking up at the curved ceiling, trying to seeif there was anest.
"There are severa species of birds that nest in the homes of other species. The panakeet on Y otata, the
cuckoo.”

We started back to the ponies. It was starting to sprinkle. Up ahead, Bult was getting his umbrella out of
his pack and putting it up. Carson was off his pony stomping back to us. "Fin, what on hell do you think
you'redoing?' he said when he got up to us.

"Taking arest stop,” | said. "We haven't had one all day."
"And we're not going to. We're finaly heading north." Hetook hold of Usdesssreinsand yanked him



forward. "Ev, you stay back here and bring up the rear. Fin's coming up to ride with me."
"I likeit back here," | said.

"Too bad," he said, and dragged my pony forward. "Y ou're riding with me. Bult, you lead. Finand | are
riding together."

Bult gave me amurderous glance and lit up hisumbrella. He crossed the creek and then rode up along it,
going west.
"Now, get on,” Carson said and mounted his pony. "1 want to be away from the mountains by nightfall.”

"And that'swhy | haveto ridewith you," | said, swinging my leg up, "so | can tdll you which way's north?
Itsthat way."

| pointed north. There was a high bluff in that direction, and between it and the Ponypilesastrip of flat
grayish-pink plain, splotched here and there with whitish and dark patches. Bult was heading
catty-corner acrosstheflat, till following the stream, his pony leaving deep pawprintsin the soft ground.

"Thanks," Carson said. "Theway you been acting, | didn't figure you knew which end was up, let done
north."

"What on hell'sthat supposed to mean?"

"It means you haven't been paying attention to anything since Evelyn showed up and started talking about
mating customs. I'd've thought you'd've run out of species by now."

"Well, we havent,” | snapped.

"Y ou're supposed to be surveying, not listening to the loaners. In case you haven't noticed, werein
uncharted territory, we don't have any aerids, Bult's haf aklom ahead of us—" He pointed up ahead.

Bult's pony was drinking out of the stream. It was till sprinkling, but Bult turned off hisumbrellaand
collgpsedit.

"—and who knows where he's going. He could be leading usinto atrap. Or around in circlestill thefood
runsout.”

| looked ahead at Bult. HE'd crossed the creek and ridden allittle way up the other side. His pony was
taking another drink.

"Maybe Wulfmeier's back and Bult's leading us straight to him. And you haven't looked at a screen all
morning. Y ou're supposed to be running subsurfaces, not listening to Evie Darling talk about sex.”

"Ligening to himisone hell of alot more fun than listening to you tel me how to do my job!" | kicked the
log on and asked for a subsurface. Up ahead, Bult's pony was stopped and drinking again. | looked
down at the stream. Where it cut the low banks, the rock looked like mudstone. " Cancel subsurface,” |
sad.

"Y ou haven't been paying attention to anything,” Carson said. "Y ou lose the binocs, you lose the
pop-up—"

"Shut up,” | said, looking at the bluff, backing the full length of the plain. The plain tilted dightly toits
base. "Terrain,” | said. "No. Terrain cancel.” | looked out at the closest whitish patch. Where the drops
of rain were sticking to it, it was pocked with pink.



"Y ou were supposed to keep the pop-up in your boot. If Bult getshold of it—"

"Shut up,” | said. Where Bult's pony had walked there were fifteen-centimeter-deep pawprintsin the
grayish-brown dirt. The ones up ahead were dark on the bottom.

"If you'd have been paying attention, you'd have redized Wulfmeier—" Carson was saying.
"My shit!" | said, "Dust storm!" and jammed the disconnect. "Shit."

Carson jerked around in the saddlebone as if he expected to see adust tantrum roaring down on him,
and then jerked back and stared at me.

"Subsurface,”" | said to thetermind. | pointed at the pony's paw-prints. " Off-line, and no trace."
Carson stared at the pawprints. "Is everything off?' he said.

"Yes" | said, checking the camerasto make sure.

"Areyou running asubsurface?'

"l don't haveto,” | said, waving at the plain. "It's right there on top. Shit, shit, shit.”

Evelynrode up. "What isit?" he asked.

"I knew he was up to something,” Carson said, looking ahead at Bult. He was off his pony and squatting
down at the edge of adark patch. "I told you | thought he wasleading usinto atrap.”

"What isit?' Ev sad, pulling hisknife out. "Nibblers?'
"No, it'sacouple of roya saps," Carson said. "Wasthelog on?"

"Of courseit wason," | snapped. "Thisisuncharted. Terrain, offlineand notrace,” | said, but | aready
knew what it was going to show. A bluff backing atilted plain. Mudstone. Salt. Seepage. A classic
anticling, just likein Wulfmeier'sholos. Shit, shit, shit.

"Whet isit?' Evdynsad.

Theterrain came up on the screen. " Subsurface overlay,” | said.
"Nahtth," Bult caled.

| looked up. He had his umbrellaup and was pointing with it at the bluff.
"The sneak,” Carson said. "Where's he leading us now?”

"Weve got to get out of here," | said, scanning the subsurface. It wasworse than | thought. The field was
fifteen kloms square, and we wereright in the middle of it.

"Hewants usto follow him," Carson said. "He probably wants to show us agusher. Weve got to get out
of here."

"I know," | said, scanning the subsurface. The st dome went the whole length of the bluff and al the
way to the foot of the Ponypiles.

"What do we do?' Carson said. " Go back to the Wall?



| shook my head. The only sureway out of thiswas the way we'd come, but the ponies wouldn't
backtrail, and the subsurface showed a secondary fault south of the creek. If we went off at an angle we
were ligbleto run into seep, and we obvioudy couldn't go north.

"Digance overlay,” | said. "Off-line and no trace.”
"We can't say off-linedl day,” Carson said. "C.J.'saready suspicious.”

"I know," | said, looking desperately at the map. We couldn't go west. It wastoo far, and the subsurface
showed seepage that way. "Weve got to go south,” | said, pointing at the foothills of the Ponypiles. "We
need to get up on that spur so well be up above the naturd table.”

"Areyou sure?" Carson said, coming around to look at the screen.
"I'm sure. Therocks are gypsum.” Which isfrequently associated with an anticline. Shit, shit, shit.
"And then what? Go up into the Ponypilesin that weather?' He pointed at the low clouds.

"Weve got to go somewhere. We can't stay here. And any other way's ligble to lead us Sraight into
Oklahoma."

"All right," he said, getting up on his pony. "Come on, Ev. Weregoing.”
"Shouldn't wewait for Bult?' Ev said.

"My shit, no. Hes dready gotten usin enough trouble. Let him find his own way out. That goddamn
Wulfmeer. You lead," he said to me, "and well follow you."

"Y ou stay right behind me," | said, "and holler if you see something | don't."
Likeananticline. Likean ail fidd.

| looked at the screen, wishing it would show a path for usto follow, and started dowly acrossthe plain,
watching for seep and hoping the ponies wouldn't suddenly go in knee-deep. Or decideto kedl over.

It started to drizzle, and then rain, and | had to wipe the screen off with my hand. "Bult'sfollowing us,”
Carson said when we were halfway to the spur.

| looked back. He had his umbrella down and was kicking his pony to catch up.
"What arewe going to tell him?" | said.
"I don't know," he said. "Damn Wulfmeier. Thisisdl hisfault.”

And mine, | thought. | should have recognized the signsin theterrain. | should have recognized the signs
in Bult.

Theground turned paer, and | ran ageologica and got amix of gypsum and sulfur in with the mudstone.
| wondered if | could risk turning the transmitter back on, and about that time Useless stepped in seep
over hispaw. It started to drizzle again.

It took us an hour and ahdf to get out of the ail field and the rain and up into thefirst hills of the spur.
They were gypsum, too, eroded by the wind into flattened and whorled mounds that |ooked exactly like
ponyshit. It apparently hadn't rained as much up here. The gypsum was dry and powdery, and before
we'd climbed fifty meterswe were coated in pinkish dust and spitting plaster.



| found a stream, and we waded the ponies up it to get the oil off their paws. They balked at the cold
water and theincline, and | finally got off and walked Usdless, yanking on itsreinsand cursing it every
step of the way up.

Bult had caught up. He was right behind Ev, dragging on his pony's reins and watching Carson
thoughtfully. Ev was looking thoughtful, too, and | hoped that didn't mean held figured things out, but it
didn't look likeit. He craned his neck to look at a shuttlewren flying reconnai ssance above us.

| needed to get the transmitter back on, but | wanted to make sure we were out of camerarange of the
anticlinefirgt. | dragged Useless up above aclear pool and into alittle hollow with rocks on dl sides, and
unloaded the transmitter.

Ev came up. "I've got to ask you something,” he said urgently, and | thought, Shit, | knew he was smarter
than helooked, but dl he said was "Isthe Wall closeto here?

| said | didn't know, and he climbed up the rocksto look for himsalf. Well, | thought, at least he hadn't
said anything about how well Carson and | worked together in acrisis.

| erased the subsurfaces and geologicals and reran the log to see how bad the damage was and then
reconnected the tranamitter.

"Now what happened?' C.J. said. "And don't tell me it was another dust slorm. Not when it wasraining.”

"It wasn't adust storm,” | said. "1 thought it was, but it wasawall of rain. It hit usbefore | could get the
equipment covered.”

"Oh," shesad, asif I'd stolen her thunder. "1 didn't think you could have adust storm in that mud you
were going through.”

"Wedidn't," | said. | told her wherewe were.
"What are you doing up there?"

"We got worried about aflash flood," | said. "Did you get the subsurface and terrain?' | asked. "'l was
working on them when therain hit."

There was a pause while she checked and | wiped my hand across my mouth. It tasted like gypsum.
"No," shesaid. "There's an order for a subsurface and then acancd .”

"A cancd?' | sad. "l didn't cancel anything. That must have happened when the transmitter went down.
What about aerid s? Have you got anything on the Ponypiles?' | gave her our coordinates.

There was another pause. "I've got one east of the Tongue, but nothing close to where you are.” She put
it onthe screen. "Can | tak to Evelyn?”

"He's drying off the ponies. And, no, he hasn't named anything for you yet. But he's been trying.”
"He has?' she said, sounding pleased, and signed off without asking anything else.

Ev came back. "The Wall isjust the other side of thoserocks," he said, wiping dust off his pants. "It goes
over thetop of theridge up there."

| told him to go dry off the ponies and reran the log again. The footprints did look like mud, especialy
with the rain pocking the gray-brown dirt, and it was cloudy, so there wasn't any iridescence. And there
wasn't asubsurface. Or an aeridl.



But there was me, saying to cancel the subsurface. And the terrain was right there on thelog for them to
see—the sandstone bluff and the grayish-brown dirt and the patches of evaporated sdlt.

| looked at the ponies pawprints. They looked alittle like mud, maybe, but they wouldn't when they did
the enhances. Which there was no way they wouldn't. Not with C.J. talking about phony dust storms, not
when wed had the transmitter down for over two hours.

| should go tell Carson. | looked down toward the pool, but | didn't see him, and | didn't fedl like going
to look for him. | knew what he was going to say—that | should have redlized it was an anticline, that |
wasn't paying attention, that it was my fault and | was acrummy partner. Well, what did he expect? Hed
only picked me because of my gender.

Carson came clambering up therocks. "I got alook at Bult'slog," he said. "He didn't write up any fines
down there."

"I know," | said. "I dready checked. What'd he say?"
"Nothing. HE's sitting up in one of those Wall chambers with his back to the door."
| thought about that.

"Hisfedings are probably hurt that we didn't pay him for leading us there. Wulfmeer obvioudy offered
him money to show him where therewas an ail field." Hetook off his hat. There wasaline of gypsum
dust where the brim had been. "I told him we got worried about the rain, that we thought that plain might
flood, so we decided to come up here.”

"That won't kegp him from leading us straight back down there now that it's stopped,” | said.

"| told him you wanted to run geologicas on the Ponypiles." He put his hat back on. "I'm gonnago look
for away past thefield." He squatted down beside me. "How bad isit?’

"Bad," | said. "Y ou can seethetilt and the mudstone on the log, and I'm on, cancdling the subsurface.”
"Canyoufix any of it?'

| shook my head. "We had the transmitter off too long. It's already through the gate.”

"What about C.J.7"

"| told her we ran into rain. She thinks the pawprints are mud. But Big Brother won't.”

He came around to look &t the screen. "It's that bad?"

"It'sthat bad," | said bitterly. "Any fool can seeit'san anticline.”

"Meaning | should'venoticed it," he said, brigtling. "I wasn't the one dawdling behind talking about sex.”
He threw his hat down on the ground. "I told you he was going to louse up this expedition.”

"Don't you dare blamethison Ev!" | said. "Hewasn't the one yelling a mefor haf an hour whilethe
scans got the whole damned anticline on film!™

"No, he was the one busy noticing birds! And watching pop-ups! Oh, he's been alot of use! The only
thing he's done this whole expedition istry to get ajump out of you!"

| dammed the erase button, and the screen went black. "How do you know he hasn't already gotten



one?' | somped past him. "At least Ev cantdl I'm afemale”

| stormed down the rocks, so mad | could havekilled him, fine or no fine, and ended up ditting on a
gypsum ponypile next to the pool, waiting for him to go off and look for away down.

After afew minutes he did, clambering up beside the stream without a glance in my direction. | saw Ev
come down from the Wall and say something to him. Carson barged past him, and went out along the
spur, and Ev stood there taring after him, looking bewildered, and then looked down a me.

Hewas right about onething, in dl histalk about mating customs. When the hardwiring kicksin, it
overridesrationa thought, dl right. And common sense. | was mad at myself for not seeing the anticline
and madder at Carson, and half-sick about what was going to happen when Big Brother saw that |og.
And | was covered with dried-on gypsum dust and oil and reeking of ponypiles. And, on the pop-ups,
my face was aways washed.

But that was no reason to do what | did, which wasto strip off my pants and shirt and wade into that
poal. If Bult saw mel'd befined for polluting awaterway and Carson would have killed me for not
running an f-and-f check first, but Bult was sulking up in the Wall, and the water was so clear you could
see every rock on the bottom. It spilled down over rounded boulders into the pool and poured out
through a carved-out spout below.

| waded out to the middle, where it was chest-deep, and ducked under.

| stood up, scrubbed gypsum plaster off my arms, and ducked under again. When | came up, Ev was
leaning against my gyjpsum ponypet.

"| thought you were up at the Wall watching shuttlewrens,” | said, smoothing back my hair with both
hands.

"l was," hesaid. "I thought you werewith Carson.”

"l was," | said, looking at him. | sank into the water, my arms out. "Have you figured out the shuttlewrens
courtship ritud ?'

"Not yet," he said. He sat down on the rock and took his boots off. "Did you know the mer-gpes on
Chichch matein the water?'

"You sureknow ahell of alot of species,” | said, treading water. "Or do you just make them up?’
"Sometimes,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. "When I'm trying to impressafemde.”

| paddled out to where the water came up to my shoulders and stood up. The current was faster here. It
rippled past my legs. "It won't work on C.J. The only thing that'll impress her isMount Crissa Jane."

He peded off hisshirt. "It'snot C.J. I'm trying to impress.” He pulled off his socks.

"It'snot agood ideato take your boots off in uncharted territory,” | said, swimming toward him through
the deep water. The current rippled past my legs again.

"The fema e mer-ape invites the mae into the water by swvimming toward him," he said. He stripped off
his pants and stepped into the water.

| stood up. "Don't comein,” | said.

"The mae entersthe water,” he said, wading in, "and the fema e retreats.”



| stood till, peering into the water. | felt the zag, wider thistime, and looked whereit should be. All |
could seewas aripple over therocks, like air above hot ground.

"Step back,” | said, putting my hand up. | walked carefully toward him, trying not to disturb the water.
"Look, | didn't mean to—"

"Sowly," | said, bending down to get the knife out of my boot. "One step at atime.”

He looked wildly down at the water. "What isit?' he said.

"Don't make any sudden movements,” | said.

"What isit?" he said. "Isthere something in the water?' and splashed wildly out of the water and up onto
the ponypile.

What looked like a blurring of the current zagged toward me, and | plunged the knife down with ahuge
gplash, hoping | wasaming at the right place.

"What isit?' Ev said.

Now that its blood was spreading in the water, | could seeit, and it was definitely e. Its body was longer
than Bult'sumbrdlla, and it had awide mouth. "It'satss mitsse," | said.

It was dso indigenous fauna, and I'd killed it, which meant | wasin big trouble. But blood in the water
and afish you couldn't see weren't exactly small trouble. | got away from the blood and out of the water.

Ev was till crouching bare-beamed on the rock. "Isit dead?' he said.

"Yeah," | sad, drying off my hair with my shirt and then putting it on. "TAnd soam 1" | garted pulling the
rest of my clotheson.

He got down off the gypsum, looking anxious. ™Y ou're not hurt, are you?”

"No," | said, looking in the water and wishing | had been. At least then | could have claimed
"sdlf-defense”’ on the reports.

The blood had spread over the lower half of the pool and was spilling over the spout into the stream.
Thetss mitsse was drifting toward the spout, too, and | didn't see any activity around it, but | wasn't
going back in the water to get it.

| 1eft Ev getting his clothes on and went up to the ponies, which were dl lying squeezed in among the
rocks. Their pawswere still wet, and | thought about us walking them up the stream, and Bult not saying
aword. Nobody on this expedition was doing their job.

| took a grappling hook and Bult's umbrellaand went down to get the tss mitsse out of the water. Ev
was buttoning his shirt and looking embarrassedly at Bult, who was over by the spout, hunched over and
looking at the bloody water. | sent Ev to get the holo camera. Bult unfolded himsdlf. He had hislog, and
he looked pointedly at the umbrellain my hand.

"I know, | know. Forcible confiscation of property,” | said. It didn't much matter. Bult'sfineswere
nothing compared to the pendty for killing an indigenous life-form.

Thetss mitsse had floated in close to the bank. | hooked it with the umbrellahandle and pulled it to the
edge and onto the bank, stepping away from it in ahurry, in caseit wasn't dead, but Bult went right over



toit, unfolded an arm, and started poking hishand into its side.
"Tss mitss," hesaid.
"You'rekidding," | said. "How big are the big ones?'

It was over ameter long and was perfectly visible now that it was out of the water, with transparent
jdlylike flesh that must have the same refraction index as water.

"Tith," Bult said, pulling the mouth back. "Ked bait."

They looked like they could kill bite, al right, or at least take off afoot. There were two long, sharp teeth
on either side of its mouth and little serrated ones in between, and that was good. At least it wasn't a
harmless algae-edter.

Ev came back with the camera. He handed it to me, looking at the tssi mitss. "It'shuge,” he said.
"That'swhat you think," | said. "Y ou'd better go find Carson.”

"Yeah," he said, and stood there, hesitating. "I'm sorry | jumped out of the water like that."

"No harm done" | said.

| took holos and measurements and brought down the scaleto weigh it. When | started to pick it up by
the head, Bult said, "Ked bail," and | dropped it with athud and then took a closer look at its teeth.

Definitely not an dgae-eater. The long teeth on either side weren't teeth. They werefangs, and when | ran
an andyss of the venom, it ate right through the vid.

| hauled the tssi mitss by thetail up the rocksto camp and started in on the reports. "Accidenta killing of
indigenousfauna,” | told the log. "' Circumstances—" and then sat and stared at the screen.

Carson came back, scrambling up the rocks from the direction of the pool and stopping short when he
saw the tssi mitss. "Areyou dl right?'

"Yeah," | said, looking at the screen. "Don't touch the teeth. They're full of acid.”

"My shit," he said softly. "Isthiswhat wasin the Tongue when Bult wouldn't let us cross?"
"Nope. Thisisthesmall verson,” | said, wishing hed get on withiit.

"It didn't bite you? Y ou're sure you're dl right?'

"I'msure” | said, even though | wasnt.

He squatted down and looked at it. "My shit," he said again. He looked up at me. "Evie saysyou werein
the pool when you killed it. What on hell were you doing in there?!

"I wastaking abath,” | said, looking at the screen.
"Since when do you take baths in uncharted territory?"

"Sincel ridedl afternoon through gypsum dust,” | said. "Since | get covered with ail, trying to wash it off
the ponies. Sincel find out you can't even tell half the time whether I'm femae or not.”

He stood up. "'So you take off dl your clothesand go in swimming with Evie?"



"| didn't take off &l my clothes. | had my bootson.” | glared at him. "And | don't have to have my clothes
off for Ev to be ableto tel I'm afemde.”

"Oh, right, | forgot, he'sthe expert on sex. Isthat what that was down at the pool, some kind of mating
dance?' Hekicked at the carcass with his bad foot.

"Don't dothat," | said. "I've got enough to worry about without having to fill out aform for desecrating
remans”

"Worry about!" he said, his mustache quivering. " You've got enough to worry about? Y ou know what
I've got to worry about? What on hell you're going to do next." He kicked the tssi mitss again. "You let
Wulfmeier open agate right under our noses, you lead usinto an ail field, you take a bath and nearly get
yoursdf killed."

| dammed the terminal off and stood up. "And | lost the binocs! Don't forget that! Y ou want anew
partner, isthat what you're saying?"

"A new—?"

"A new partner,” | said. "I'm sure there are plenty of femaesto choose from who'd traipse off with you
to Boohte theway | did."

"That'swhat dl thisisabout, isn't it?" Carson said, frowning a me. "It's not about Evie at dl. 1t's about
what | said the other night about picking you as a partner.”

"You didn't pick me, remember?’ | said furioudy. "Big Brother picked me. For gender balance. Only it
obvioudy didn't work because hdf the time you can't tell which gender | am.”

"Wéll, | sure can right now. Y ou're acting worse than C.J. We been partners for a hundred and eighty
expeditions—"

"Eighty-four,” | said.

"Weve been edting dehydes and putting up with C.J. and getting fined by Bult for eight years. What on
hell difference doesit make how | picked you?"

"You didn't pick me. Y ou sat there with your feet up on my desk and said, 'Wantacome? and | came,
just likethat. And now | find out al you cared about isthat | could do topographicals.”

"All | cared about—?" He kicked the tssi mitss again, and abig piece of clear jelly flew off. "l rodeinto
that luggage stampede and got you. | never even looked at any of those female loaners. What do you
want me to do? Send you flowers? Bring you adead fish? No, wait, | forgot, you got one of those for
yourself. Lock hornswith Evie so that you can tell which one of usisyounger and's got both feet?
Wha?'

"I want you to leave me done. | haveto finish these reports,” | said, and looked at the screen. "'l want
you to go away."

Nobody said aword during supper, except Bult, who fined mefor dusting off alump of gypsum beforel
sat down. It started to rain and al evening Carson kept going out to the edge of the overhang and looking

at the sky.

Ev sat inacorner, looking miserable, and | worked on the reports. Bult didn't show any inclination to
build any morefires. He sat in the opposite corner watching pop-ups until Carson took it away from him



and snapped it shut, and then he opened his umbrella, nearly poking mein the eye with it, and went off up
tothewall.

| wrapped up in my bedroll and worked on the reports some more, but it wastoo cold. | went to bed.
Ev was 4till gtting in the corner, and Carson was gtill watching therain.

| woke up in themiddle of the night with water dripping on my neck. Ev was till adegp in hisbedrall,
snoring, and Carson was sitting in the corner, with the pop-up spread out in front of him. He was
watching the scenein Big Brother's offices, the scene where he asked me to go with him.

expedition 184: day 4

In the morning he was gone. It wasraining redlly hard, and the wind had started to blow. Therewasa
stream running through the middle of the overhang and pooling at the back. Thefoot of Ev's bedroll was

aready wet.

It was alot colder, and | figured Carson had gone after firewood, but when | went outside his pony was
gone.

| climbed up to the Wall to look for Bult. Hewasn't in any of the chambers. | went back down to the
pool.

He wasn't there, and the pool wasn't either. Water was pouring everywhere over the rocks, white with
gypsum. The ponypile Ev had crouched on was completely covered.

| climbed back up to the Wall and followed it over theridge. Bult was at the top, looking south toward
what you could see of the Ponypiles, which wasn't much, the clouds were so low.

"Where's Carson?' | shouted over therain.

He looked west and then down at the il field we'd crossed yesterday. "Dan nah," he said.
"Hetook one of the ponies,” | shouted. "Which way did he go?'

"Nah seeliv," he sad. "Nah gootbye."

"Hedidn't say good-bye to anybody," | said. "We've got to find him. Y ou go up aong theridge, and I'll
check the way we came up.”

But the way we came up was flowing with water, too, and too dick for apony to have gotten down, and
when | went up to the overhang to get Ev, the whole back half was underwater and Ev was piling
everything on adamp ledge.

"Weve got to move the equipment,” he said when he saw me. "Where's Carson?"

"I don't know," | said. | found another overhang higher up, not as deep and tilted up toward the back,
and we carried the transmitter and the cameras up. When | went down for the rest of the equipment, |
found Carson'slog. And hismike.

Bult came back, sopping wet. "Nah fing," he said.
And apparently he doesn't want to be found, | thought, turning the mike over in my hands.

"That overhang isn't going to work," Ev said. "Theréswater spilling down the sde.”



We moved the equipment again, into a carved-out hollow away from the stream. It was deep, and the
bottom was dry, but by afternoon there was ariver running past it, spilling down catty-corner from the
ridge, and by morning we'd be cut off from the ponies. And any way out if the water rose.

| went looking again. Water was pouring from both overhangs we'd been in, and there was no way we
could get to the other side of the stream, even without tssi mitss. | climbed up onto theridge. It was high
enough, but we'd never last out here in the open. | tried not to think about Carson, out in this somewhere
with nothing but hisbedroll. And no mike.

A shuttlewren dived at my head and around to the Wall again. "Better get in out of this," | said.

| went back down to the hollow and got Ev and Bult. "Come on,” | said, picking up the transmitter.
"We'removing." | led them up to the ridge and over to the Wall. "In here," | said.

"| thought thiswas againgt theregs," Ev said, stepping over the rounded bottom of the door.
"So'severythingdse" | sad. "Including drowning and polluting the waterways with our bodies."

Bult stepped over the door and set his equipment down, and got out hislog. " Trespassing on Boohteri
property,” hesaidinto it.

It took usfour tripsto get everything up, and then we till had the ponies, which weredl lyingina
waterlogged pile and wouldn't get up. We had to push them up through the rocks, protesting al the way.
It was dark before we got them to the Wall.

"We aren't going to put them in the same chamber with us, are we?' Ev said hopefully, but Bult was
aready lifting them over the door, paw by paw.

"Maybe we could knock out a door between this passage and the next one," Ev said.
"Destruction of Boohteri property,” Bult said, and got out hislog.

"At least with the ponieswéll have something to eet,” | said.

"Degtruction of dien life-form,” Bult said into hislog.

Degtruction of dien life-form. | should get busy on those reports.

"Where was Carson going?' Ev said, asif held just remembered he was missing.

"l don't know," | said, looking out at therain.

"Carson would've waded right in when he saw that thing and killed it," Ev said.

Y eah, | thought, he would have. And then yelled at me for not running an f-and-f check.

"They would have done a pop-up about it," he said, and | thought, Y eah, and | know what that would
have looked like. Old Tight Pants without her pantsyelling, "Help, hdp!" and afish with fse teeth
lunging up out of the water, and Carson splashing in with alaser and blasting it to hell.

"| told you to get out of the water, and you did,” | said. "I would've jumped out myself if | hadn't been so
far out.”

"Carson wouldn't have," he said. "He would have cometo get you."



| looked out at the darknessand therain. "Yeah," | said. Hewould have. If hed known where | was.
expedition 184: day 5

It took me al the next day to fill out the reports on the tssi mitss, which was probably agood thing. It
kept me from standing in the door of the Wall like Ev, staring out at the rain and therisng water.

And it kept me from thinking about Stewart, and how he'd drowned in aflash flood, and about his
partner Annie Segura, who'd gone off looking for him and never been found. It kept me from thinking
about Carson, washed up somewhere along the Tongue. Or sitting at the bottom of a cliff.

The chamber wasn't much of an improvement on the overhang. The ponies got the runs, and the
shuttlewren flew frantically back and forth around our heads. With the rounded floor, there was no place
to st, and the wind kept blowing rainin. Ev and | could've used one of Bult's shower curtains.

Bult didn't need one. He sat under his umbrellawatching pop-ups al day. Carson had |eft it behind, too. |
tried to take it away from him, which got me afine, and then made Ev show him how to makeit not take
up the whole chamber, but as soon as Ev went back to watching out the door, Bult put it back to full

Sze

"He's been gonetoo long,” Tight Pants said, swinging up onto her horse, which wasin the middle of the
ponies. "I'm going to find him."

"It's been nearly twenty hours," the accordion said. "We must report in to Home Base."

"It's been more than twenty-four hours,” Ev said, coming back in from the door. " Aren't we supposed to
cdl CJ?

"Yeah," | said, and gtarted filling in Form R-28-X, Proper Disposa of Indigenous FaunaRemains. Inall
those trips up the ridge in the pouring rain, | hadn't thought to bring the tssi mitss, which meant | was
going to get dapped with another fine.

"Areyou goingto cdl her?' Ev sad.

| kept filling out the report.

Toward evening C.J. caled. "The scans have been showing the samething al day," she said.
"It'sraning. Werewaiting it out in acave.

"But youredl dl right?'

"Werefing" | sad.

"Do you want me to come pull you out?'

"No."

"Canl tak to Ev?’

"No," | said, looking at him. "He's out with Carson seeing how bad theflooding is.” | Signed off.
"l wouldn't havetold her," Ev said.

"I know," | said, looking at Built.



Carson and Fin were standing in front of him. "It'll be uncharted territory,” Carson said, holding out his
hand.

"I'm not afrad,” Finsad, "aslong asI'm with you."
"What are you going to do?' Ev sad.

"Wait," | sad.

expedition 184: day 6

The next morning therain let up alittle and then started again. The roof of the chamber developed alesk,
right over where we had the equipment piled, and we had to moveit over next to the ponies.

It was getting alittle crowded. During the night four roadkill had dragged themsalves over the door, and
the shuttlewren went crazy, whedling and circling at the top of the chamber, making passesat Ev and me,
and at Tight Pants climbing down the dliff.

Bult wasn't watching. He'd gotten up for the hundredth time and gone outside to stand on the ridge.
"What'shedoing?' Ev said, watching the shuttlewrens.
"Looking for Carson,” | said. "Or away out of here."

Therewasn't any way out. Water was flowing off of every mound, carrying what |ooked like haf the
Ponypileswith it, and araging stream cut across the end of theridge.

"Where do you think Carsonis?' Ev said.

"l don't know," | said. During the night it had occurred to me that Wulfmeier might have gotten his gate
fixed and come back to get even. And Carson was alone, no pony, no mike, nothing.

| couldn't tell Ev that, and while | wastrying to think of something | could, Ev said, "Fin, comelook at
this"

He was peering up at thelesk in the calling. The shuttlewren was making little dives t it.
"It'strying to repair it," Ev said thoughtfully. "Fin, do you still have those parts of the one Bult ate?”
"Therewasn't much left,” | said, but | dug in my pack and got them oui.

"Oh, good," he said, examining the fragments. "I was afraid he'd eaten the beak." He settled down against
thewall with them.

The pop-up was till on. Fin was binding up the stub of Carson'sfoot and bawling. "It'sdl right," Carson
was saying. "Dont cry.”

The pop-up went dark and words appeared in the middle of the chamber. The credits. "Written by
Captain Jake Trallblazer."

"Look at this" Ev said, bringing over one of the shuttlewren pieces. "See how the beek isflat, likea
trowel? Can | run an analysis?

"Sure." | went over to the door and looked out. Bult was standing on the ridge, where the stream cut
across, intherain.



"I should have figured it out before," Ev said, looking at the screen. "L ook at how high the door is. And
why would the Boohteri make a curved floor like that?' He stood up and looked at the leak again. "Y ou
sad you've never seen the Boohteri building one of the chambers?' he said. "Isthat right?'

"Yegh"

"Do you remember metelling you about the bowerbird?' he said.

"Theonethat buildsanes fifty timesits Sze?"

"It'snot anest. It's a courtship chamber.”

| couldn't see where thiswas going. We dready knew the indidges used the Wall for courting.

"The mae Addie penguin gives around soneto the femae as a courting gift. But the stone doesn't
belong to him. He stoleit from another nest." He looked expectantly at me. "Who does that sound like?

Will, Carson and I'd dways said we thought somebody else built the Wall. | looked up at the
shuttlewren. "But it'stoo small to build something likethis, isn't it?" | said.

"The bowerbird's bower isfifty timesitsSze. And you said the Wall was only growing by two new
chambers ayear. Some species only mate every three years, or five. Maybe they work on it severa
years.

| looked at the curved walls. Threeto five years work, and then the imperidistic indidges movein and
take it over, knock the door out to makeit bigger, put up flags. | wondered what Big Brother was going
to say when he heard about this.

"It'sjust atheory,” Ev said. "I need to run probabilities on size and strength and take samples of the
Wall's compostion.”

"It sounds like a pretty good theory,” | said. "I've never seen Bult use atool. Or order one either.” The
Boohteri word for thewall was "ours," but so was the word for most of Carson's and my wages. And
that was Ev's pop-up he'd been watching.

"I'll need aspecimen,” Ev said, looking speculatively at the shuttlewren making frantic circlesaround us.
"Go ahead,” | said, ducking. "Wring its neck. I'll write up the reports.”

"Firgt | want to get thison holo,” he said, and spent the next hour filming the shuttlewren poking at the
leak. It didn't do anything toit that | could see, but by midmorning the ceiling had stopped leaking, and
there was atiny patch of new-looking white shiny stuff on the celling.

Bult camein, with hisumbrellaand two dead shuttlewrens.

"Givethat to me" | said, and snatched one away from him.

He glared at me. "Forcible confiscation of property.”

"Exactly.” | handed it to Ev. " 'Ours." Y oud better stick it in your boot."

Ev did, and Bult watched him, glaring, and then stuffed the other onein his mouth and went outside. Ev
got out his knife and started chipping flakes off of the Wall.

Therain was|letting up, and | went out and took alook around. Bult was standing where the stream cut



acrossthe ridge, staring up into the Ponypiles. While | watched, he splashed across and went on along
theridge.

The stream must be down, and the pool definitely was. Milky water was still spilling off every surface, but
you could see Ev's ponypat rock and the spout at the bottom of the pool. Off to the west the clouds
were garting to thin.

| went back up to the ridge. Bult had disappeared. | went into the chamber and started stuffing thingsin
my pack.

"Where are you going?' Ev said. Held looked around to make sure it wasn't Bult and then started
scraping again.

"Tofind Carson," | said, fixing the straps so | could put the pack on my back.
"You can't," he sad, holding the knife. "It's against the regs. Y ou're supposed to stay where you are."

"That'sright." | took off my mike and handed it and Carson'sto him. ™Y ou wait heretill afternoon and
then call C.J. to come get you. Were only sixty klomsfrom King's X. Shelll be herein aflash.” | stepped
over the door.

"But you don't know whereheis" Ev sad.

"I'll find him," | said, but | didn't have to. He and Bult were coming across the stream talking, their heads
bent together. Carson was limping.

| ducked back in the chamber, dumped my pack on the floor, and asked for R-28-X, Proper Disposal
of Indigenous FaunaRemains.

"What are you doing?' Ev said. "'l want you to take me with you. It's uncharted territory. | don't think you
should go look for Carson by yourself,” and Carson appeared in the door. "Oh," Ev said, surprised.

Carson stepped over the door and into the middle of the pop-up Bult had been watching. It was raining,
and Fin was standing watching two thousand luggage bear down on her. Carson swung into the saddle
and galloped toward her.

Carson snapped the pop-up shut. "How wide do you think thefield is?* he said to me.
"Eight kloms. Maybeten. That's how long the bluff is™ | said. | handed him hismike. "Y ou logt this."
Heputit on. "Areyou sureeight isasfar asit goes?"

"No, but after that there's caprock, so there won't be any seepage. If we don't run a subsurface, well be
okay," | said. "Isthat where you were, finding away past it?'

"l want to leave by noon,” he said and walked over to Bult. "Come on, we've got work to do."

They squatted in a corner, and Carson emptied out his pockets. Wherever held been, he'd collected lots
of f-and-f. He had three plantsin plagtic bags, aholo of somekind of ungulate, and awhole pocketful of
rocks.

Heignored us, which didn't bother Ev, who was busy dissecting his specimen. | packed up everything
and got the wide-angles on the ponies.

Carson picked up one of the rocks and handed it to Bult. It was a crystal of some kind, transparent with



triangular faces. By rights, | should be running amineralogica to seeif it aready had aname, but | wasn't
about to say anything to Carson, not when he was so pointedly not looking at me.

"Do the Boohteri have aname for this?' Carson asked Built.

Bult hesitated, asif looking for some cue from Carson, and then said, " Thitsserrrah."”
"Tchahtssllah?' Carson said.

Rocks are supposed to begin with abelching "b," but Bult nodded. " Tchatssarrah.”
"Tssirrroh?" Carson said.

They went on like that for fifteen minuteswhile | strapped the termina on my pony and rolled up the
bedrolls.

"Tssarrrah?" Carson said, sounding irritated.
"Yahss'" Bultsad. "Tssarrrah.”

"Tssarrrah,” Carson said. He stood up, went over to my pony, and entered the name. Then he went
back to where Bult was squatting and started picking up the plastic bags. "Well do the rest of these later.
| don't want to spend another night in the Ponypiles.”

And what wasthat al about? | thought, watching him put the plantsin his pack.

Ev was 4till working on his specimen. "Comeon,” | said. "Wereleaving."

"Just a couple more holos," he said, grabbing up the camera.

"What's he doing?' Carson said.

"Gathering data,” | said.

Ev had to take holos of the outside, too, and scrape a sample of the outside surface.

It was another haf hour before he was finished, and Carson acted fidgety the whole time, swearing at the
ponies and looking at the clouds. "It lookslikeit'sgoing torain,” he kept saying, which it didn't. Therain
was obvioudy over. The clouds were breaking up and the puddles were already drying up.

Wefindly set off alittle past midday, Bult and Carson in the lead and Ev bringing up the rear, taking
holos of the Wall and the shuttlewren who was supervising our departure.

The stream that had cut across the ridge was aready down to atrickle. We followed it down to where it
connected with the Tongue, and began following it east.

It made a wide canyon here with room on the far sde for ponies. Bult knelt down on the bank and
inspected it, though | didn't see how he'd be able to see a tssi mitss in the muddy pink water. But they
must al have been washed downriver in the flood because he gave the go-ahead and we waded the
ponies across and started up the canyon.

After thefirst klom or so the bank got too rocky to be muddy and the clouds started to drift off. The sun
even came out for afew minutes. Ev messed with his specimen, Carson and Bult talked and gestured,
deciding which way to go, and | fumed. | was so mad | could've killed Carson. 1'd been picturing him
washed up in some gulch, half-eaten by anibbler, for the last three days. And not so much asaword



when he came back about how on hell hed made it through the flood or where on hell held been.
We began to climb, and | could hear afaint roar up ahead.

"Do you hear that?' | asked Ev.

He had hishead in his screen, working on his shuttlewren theory, and | had to ask him again.

"Yeah," he sad, looking up blankly. "It soundslike awaterfdl," and a couple of minutes|ater there was
one. It wasjust a cascade, and not very high, but right aboveit the river twisted out of Sight, soitwasa
real waterfall and not just arough section of river, and we'd gotten above where therain started, so the
water ran anice clear brownish color.

The gypsum piles made awhole series of bubbling zigzag rushes, and it was presentable-looking enough |
figured Ev would at least make atry a naming it after C.J., but he didn't even look up from his screen
and Carson rode right past it.

"Aren't we gonnanameit?' | hollered ahead to him.
"Namewhat?' he said, as blank as Ev when I'd asked him about the roar.
"Thewaterfdl."

"Thewater—7?" he said, turning fast to look not at the waterfall, which wasright in front of him, but up
ahead.

"Thewater fdl," | said, pointing a it with my thumb. "Y ou know. Water. Faling. Don't we need to name
it?'

"Of course" hesaid. "'l just wanted to see what was up ahead first,” which | didn't believe for aminute.
Naming it hadn't so much as crossed hismind till | said it, and when I'd pointed at it he/d had an
expression on hisface| couldn't make out. Mad? Relieved?

| frowned. "Carson—" | started, but he'd already twisted around to look at Bullt.
"Bult, do theindidges have anamefor this?' he said.

Bult looked, not at the waterfal, but at Carson, with a questioning expression, which was peculiar, and
Carson said, "He hasn't been thisfar up the Tongue. Ev, you got any ideas?’

Ev looked up from his screen. "According to my calculations, a shuttlebird could construct aWall
chamber in Sx years," he said happily, "which matches the mating period of the blackgull.”

"What about Crisscross Falls?' | said.

Carson didn't even look annoyed, which was even more peculiar. "What about Gypsum Falls? We
haven't used that yet, have we?'

"They'd have to begin building before maturation,” Ev said, "which meansthe mating instinct would have
to be activated at birth."

| checked thelog. "No Gypsum Fals."
"Good," Carson said and set off again before | even had it entered.



Wed never named aweed that fast, let done awaterfal, and Ev had apparently forgotten all about C.J.
and sex, unless he thought thered be plenty of other waterfallsto pick from. He might beright. | could
gtill hear theroar of water, even when we went around the curve in the canyon, and around the next
curveit got even louder.

Bult and Carson had stopped up above the waterfal and were consulting. "Bult saysthisisn't the
Tongue," Carson said when we came up. "He saysit'satributary, and the Tongue's farther south.”

He hadn't said that. Carson had just told me the Boohteri hadn't been up thisfar, and besides, Bult hadn't
opened his mouth. And Carson looked preoccupied, the way Bult had right before the il field episode.

But Carson was aready splashing us back acrosstheriver and up the side of the canyon, not even
looking at Bult to see which way he was going. He stopped at the top. "Thisway?' he asked Bult, and
Bult gave him that same questioning look and then pointed off up ahill. And what was he leading usinto
now? If hewasthe oneleading us.

We were above the gypsum now, the sogpy dopes giving way to abrownish-roseigneous. Bult led usup
abreak in another, steeper hill, and toward aclump of silvershim trees. They were old ones, astal as
pinesand in full leaf. They would have been blinding if the sun had been out, which it looked like it might
beagaininaminute.

"Here're the silvershims you were so anxiousto see," | said to Ev, and after talking to his screen heraised
his head and looked &t them.

"They'd look alot better if wewere out inthesun,” | said, and right then it put in an appearance and lit
them up.

"| told you," | said, putting up my hand to shade my eyes.

Ev looked dazed, and no wonder. They glittered like one of C.J.'s shirts, the leaves shimmering and
reflecting in the breeze.

"Not much like the pop-ups, isit?' | said.

"That's what givesthe Wall its shiny texture!" he said, and dapped hisforehead with the flat of his hand.
"That wasthe only part | couldn't figure out, what gaveit that shine." He started taking holos. "The
shuttlewrens must chew theleaves up.”

Wédl, so much for the silvershims hed come all the way to Boohte to see. Was C.J. going to be mad
when she found out Ev had forgotten her and taken up with some |eaf-chewing, plaster-spitting bird!

The ponies had dowed to a crawl, and | would have been happy to take arest stop and sit and look at
the treesfor afew minutes, but Bult and Carson rode on through the middle of them. When Bult wasn't
looking, | picked a handful of the leaves and handed them to Ev, but | doubted if Bult would have fined
meif he'd seen me. He was too busy looking ahead at a stream we were coming to.

It wasn't much bigger than the trickle up on top of the ridge, and it was coming from the wrong direction,
but Bult claimed it was the Tongue. We started up it, winding in and out between the treestill the igneous
on either side began to shut them out. It stacked up in squarish pileslike old red bricks, and | grabbed a
loose piece and ran an analysis. Basdlt with cinnabar and gypsum crystals mixed in. | hoped Carson
knew where he was going, because there was no room to backtrail here.

The canyon was getting steeper, too, and the ponies started to complain. The stream climbed up in alittle
series of cascadesthat chortled instead of roaring, and the banks turned into reddish-brown blocks, as



steep as Sairs.

The poniesll never makeit, | thought, and wondered if that was what Carson was up to—leading usinto
some defile so steep we'd have to carry the ponies through it on our shouldersjust for spite. Carson'd
haveto carry his, too, though, and the way hewas kicking hisand swearing at it | didn't think he was

playacting.

Carson's pony stopped and leaned back so far on hisrear legs | thought he was going to pitch back onto
me. Carson got off and pulled on the reins. "Come on, you beam-headed, rock-brained hind end,”" he
shouted, leaning right in his pony's face, which must have scared him because he dumped a huge pile and
started to topple over, but the rock wall stopped him.

"Don't you dare try that,” Carson bellowed, "or I'll dump you in this stream for the tssi mitss to est.
Now, come on!" He gave amighty yank on the reins, and the pony stepped back, dislodged arock,
which went clattering down into the stream, and took off up the steps like he was being chased.

| hoped my pony would get the hint, and he did. He lifted histail and plopped abig pile. | got off and
took hold of hisreins. Bult took out hislog and looked at Ev expectantly.

"Comeon, Ev," | sad.

Ev looked up from his screens, blinking in surprise. "Where are we going?' he said, like he hadn't so
much as noticed we weren't still meandering through the sllvershims.

"Upadliff,” | sad. "It'samating custom.”

"Oh," he said, and dismounted. "The shuttlewren's flight range puts the slvershims well withinrange. |
need to run tests on the plaster's composition to make sure, but | can't do that till | get back to King's X."

| knotted the reinstight under Usdless's mouth, and whispered, ™Y ou lazy, broken-down copy of ahorse,
I'm going to do everything Carson's ever threatened you with and some he hasn't even thought of, and if
you shit one more time before were out of this canyon, I'll pull that pommelbone right out of your neck."

"What on hell's keeping you?" Carson said, coming back down the steps. He didn't have his pony.
"I'm not carrying thispony,” | said.

He sidestepped the piles and got behind Usdless and pushed for awhile.

"Turn her around," he said.

"It'stoo narrow," | said. "Y ou know ponies won't backtrail."

"Yeah," he said and took the reins and yanked her around till she was nose to nose with Ev's pony.
"Come on, you poor imitation of acow, let doneahorse," he said, and pulled, and she backed right up

the canyon.
"Y ou're smarter than you look," | called after him as he went back for Ev's,
"You an't seen nothin' yet," he said.

We didn't have any more trouble with the ponies—they hung their heads like they'd been outsmarted and
plodded steadily upward, but it still took us the better part of an hour to climb half aklom, and we were
going nowhere. The stream shrank to atrickle and half disappeared between the rocks. It obvioudy
wasn't the Tongue, and Carson must have had the same idea, because the next side canyon we cameto



heled usinto it back the direction we'd come.

It was just as steep and twice as narrow. | didn't have to stop and take mineral samples, | just scraped
them off with my legs as we rode past. The basdt blocks got smaller and began to look like abrick wall,
and between them there were zigzag veins of the triangle-faceted crystals Carson had brought home.
They acted like prisms, flashing pieces of the spectrum across the narrow canyon when the sun hit them.

Just about when I'd decided the canyon was going to run into a bricked-up dead end, we climbed up and
onto the flat and back into silvershims.

We were on awide overhang with trees growing right up to the edge, and | could see, off to theright, the
Tongue far below and hear theroar of itswaterfalls. Carson ignored it and rode off through the middle of
the trees, heading straight for the far edge, not even bothering now to pretend Bult was |eading.

| wasright, | thought, heisleading us over acliff, and came out of the trees. Held tied his pony to atrunk
and was standing close to the edge, looking out across the canyon. Ev rode up, and then Bult, and we
just sat there on our ponies, gawking.

"Well, what do you know?" Carson said, trying to sound astonished. "Will you look at that? It'sa
waterfdl.”

That cascade with the gypsum pileswas awaterfal. There was no word for what this was, except thet it
was obvioudy the Tongue, meandering through the silvershim forests on the far Sde and then plunging a
good thousand metersinto the canyon below us.

"My shit!" Ev said and dropped his shuttlewren. "My shit!"

My sentiments exactly. I'd seen holos of Niagaraand Y osemite Fallswhen | was akid, and they were
pretty impressive, but they were only water. This—

"My shit!" Ev sad again.

We were standing a good five hundred meters above the canyon floor and opposite arose brick cliff that
rose up another two hundred meters. The Tongue legpt out of anarrow V inthetop of it and flung itself
like asuicide down into the canyon with aroar | should never have mistaken for a cascade, throwing up
abillow of mist and spray | could amost fedl, and crashing into the swirling green-white water below.

The sun ducked under acloud and then came out again, and the waterfall exploded like fireworks. There
was a double rainbow across the top of the spray, and that one was probably from the water's refracting
the sunlight, but the rest of them were from the cliff. It was crisscrossed with veins of the prismatic
crystd, and they sparkled and glittered like diamonds, flashing chunks of rainbow onto the cliff, onto the
fdls, into the air, across the whole canyon.

"My shit!" Ev said again, hanging on to his pony'sreinslike they could hold him up. "That's the most
beautiful thing I've ever seen!”

"Lucky us stumbling onto it thisway," Carson said, and | turned to look a him. He had histhumbsin his
belt loops and was |ooking smug. "If we'd kept on up that canyon,” he said, "we'd have missed it

dtogether.”

Lucky, my boats, | thought. All that dragging us through silvershims and up steps and consulting with Bult
like you didn't know where you were going. Thisiswhat you were doing while | waswaiting for you in
the Wall, worried sick. Off chasing rainbows.



Hemust have found it by following the Tongue, looking for away around the anticline, and then gone of
wandering up cliffsand in and out of side canyons, searching for the best vantage point to show it to us
from. If we'd stayed on the Tongue, the way he probably had when he found it, we'd have caught ahalf
glimpse of it around some bend, or heard the roar get louder and guessed what was coming, instead of
having it burst on usdl at once like some view of rainbow heaven.

"Redly lucky!" Carson said, his mustache quivering. "So, what do you want to nameit?’

"Nameit?' Ev's head jerked around to look at Carson, and | thought, Well, so much for birds and
scenery, we're back to sex.

"Yeah," Carson said. "It'sanatura landmark. It's gotta have aname. How about Rainbow Falls?’

"Rainbow Fals?' | snorted. "It's gotta have a better name than that,” | said. " Something big, something
that'll give someideaof what it lookslike. Aladdin's Cave."

"Can't nameit after a person.”
"Prism Fdls, Diamond Fals™
"Crydd Fdls" Ev sad, dill garing at it.

Hed never get it past them. Chances were Big Brother, ever vigilant, would spot it and send usa
pursuant that said Crissa Jane Tull worked on the survey team and the name was indligible, and thistime
they'd be able to prove a connection, and we'd get fined to within an inch of our lives. It was too bad,
because Crystd Fallswasthe perfect namefor it. And until Big Brother caught it, Ev would get alot of
jumpsout of C.J. "Crystal Fdls" | said. "Youreright. It's perfect.” | looked at Carson, wondering if he
was thinking the same thing, but he wasn't even listening. He waslooking at Bult, who had his head bent
over hislog.

"What's the Boohteri name for the waterfdl, Bult?' Carson asked, and Bult glanced up, said something |
couldn't hear, and looked down &t hislog again.

| 1eft Ev drooling into the canyon and went over by them, thinking, Grest, it's going to end up being called
Dead Soup Fdlsor, worse, "Ours." "What'd he say?' | shouted to Carson.

"Damageto rock surface" Bult said. He was catching up hisfines. "Damageto indigenousflora.

| figured he was going to have to add, "Inappropriate tone and manner," but Carson didn't look so much
asannoyed. "Bult," he shouted, but only because of the roar, "what do you cal it?"

Helooked up again and stared vaguely off to the left of the waterfall. | took the opportunity to snatch the
log out of hishands.

"Thewaterfal, you pony-brained nonsentient!” | said, pointing, and he shifted hisgazein theright
direction, though who on hell knowswhat he was redly looking ai—a cloud maybe, or some rock dung
hafway down the diff.

"Do the Boohteri have aname for the waterfal?' Carson said patiently.
"Vwarrr," Bult sad.

"That's the word for water,” Carson said. "Do you have anamefor thiswaterfa|?' and Bult looked at
Carson with that peculiar questioning look, and | thought, amazed, he'strying to figure out what Carson



wantshim to say.

"Y ou said your people had never been in the mountains,” Carson said, prompting him, and Bult looked
like hed just remembered hisline.

"Nah nehm."

"You can't cdl it Nah Nahm," Ev said from behind us. "'Y ou've got to name it something beautiful.
Something grand!™

"Grand Canyon!” | said.
"Something like Heart's Desire," Ev said. "Or Rainbow's End.”

"Heart's Dedire," Carson said thoughtfully. "That's not bad. Bult, what about the canyon? Do the Boohteri
have anamefor that?'

Bult knew hislinethistime. "Nah nahm."
"Crown Jewds Canyon," Ev said. "Starshine Falls.”

"It should redlly be an indidge name," Carson said pioudy. "Remember what Big Brother said, 'Every
effort should be made to discover the indigenous name of dl flora, fauna, and naturd landmarks." "

"Bult just told you," | said. "They don't have anamefor it."

"What about the cliff, Bult?' Carson said, looking hard a Bult. "Or the rocks? Do the indidges have a
namefor those?"

Bult looked like he needed a prompter, but Carson didn't seem mad. "What about the crystals?* he said,
digging in his pocket. "What did you name that crystal?"

Theroaring of the falls seemed to get louder.

"Thitsserrrah,” Bult sad.

"Yeah," Carson said. "Tssarrrah. You sad Crystd Fdls, Ev. Well nameit Tssarrrah after the crystas.™
Theroar got so loud it made me go dizzy, and | grabbed on to the pony.

"Tssarrrah Fals™" Carson said. "What do you think, Bult?'

"Tssarrrah,”" Bult said. "Nahm."

"How about you?' Carson said, looking at me.

Ev sad, "l think it'sabeautiful name."

| walked over to the edge of the overhang, still fedling dizzy, and sat down.

"That sttlesit,” Carson said. "Fin, you can send it in. Tssarrrah Falls”

| sat therelistening to the roar and watching the glittering spray. The sun went in behind acloud and burst
out again, and rainbows darted across and above the dliff like shuttlewrens, sparkling like glass.

Carson sat down beside me. "Tssarrrah Falls," he said. "It was lucky the indidges had aword for those



crystas. Big Brother's been wanting usto give more stuff indigenous names.”
"Yeah," | sad. "Lucky. What does tssarrrah mean, did Bult say?'

" 'Crazy femae,' probably,” he said. "Or maybe 'heart'sdesire." "

"How much did you haveto bribe him with? Next year's wages?"'

"That waswhat was funny," he said, frowning. "I was going to give him the pop-up since helikesit so
much. | figured | might have to give him alot more than that after the ail field, but | asked him if held help,
and he said yes, just like that. No fines, nothing.”

| wasn't surprised.
"Did you get the name sent?' he said.

| looked at the fallsfor along minute. The water roared down, dancing with rainbows. "I'll doinonthe
way down. Hadn't we better get going?’ | said, and stood up.

"Yeah," he said, looking south at where the clouds were accumulating again. "Lookslikeit'sgoing torain
agan.

Heheld out hishand, and | yanked him to hisfeet. "Y ou didn't have any business going off like that," |
sad.

He till had hold of my hand. ™Y ou didn't have any business nearly getting yoursdf killed." Helet go of my
hand. "Bult, come on, you've got to lead us back down."

"How on hell are we supposed to do that when the ponies won't backtrail ?* | said, but Bult's pony
walked right through the silvershims and down into the narrow canyon, and oursfollowed singlefile
without so much asabalk.

"Dust gorms aren't the only things being faked around here," | muttered.

Nobody heard me. Carson was up behind Bult, ill doing the leading, down the Side canyon, back
through the one where the ponies had given us so much trouble, and then into another side canyon. | let
them get ahead and looked back at Ev. He was bent over histerminal, probably looking at shuttlewren
dats. | caled C.J.

After | talked to her, | looked ahead and caught aglimpse of the side of the falls. The rainbows were
lighting up the sky. Ev caught up to me. "They'll never get it on the pop-upslikeit redly was" he said.

"No," | said. "They won't."

The canyon widened, and we could see the falls from an angle, the water legping Sideways off the
crystal-studded dliff and straight down.

"Speeking of which," Ev said, "what's Carson'sfirst name?"
|'d told Carson he was smart. "What?"

"Hisfirst name. | got to thinking that | don't know it. On the pop-ups you never cdl each other anything
but Findriddy and Carson.”

"It'sAloysus” | said. "Aloysus Byron. Hisinitidlsare A.B.C. Don't tell him | told you."



"His fird names Aloysius™ he said thoughtfully. "And yoursis Sarah.”
As smart asthey come.

"Did you know that in some speciesthe males al compete for the most desirable femae?' he said, smiling
wryly. "Mogt of them don't stand a chance, though. She dways picks the one who's the bravest. Or the
snarted.”

" Speaking of which, you were pretty smart to figure out the shuttlewrens built the Wall."

He brightened. "I still haveto proveit,” he said. "I'm going to have to run content analyses and work/size
probabilitieswhen | get back to King's X. And writeit up.”

"It'll be on the pop-ups, too," | said. "Y ou'll be famous. Ev Parker, Socioexozoologist.”
"Youthink s0?' he said, asif it hadn't occurred to him before.
"l know s0. A whole episode.”

Helooked hard a me. "It'syou, isn't it? Y ou're the one writing the episodes. Y ou're Captain Jake
Tralblazer."

"Nope," | sad, "but | know whois" And her initidlsare C.J.T., | thought. "My shit, you may get awhole
sries”

The canyon opened out, and we were on another overlook, asbig asafield thistime, and lower down.
Off to one sde there was away down, adope leading back along the canyon to its floor. Beyond the
canyon you could see the plains, pink and lavender. | could see the bluff that backed the anticline off to
the east, too far off the scansto notice anything.

"Rest stop,” Bult said and got off his pony. He sat down under a silvershim and opened out the pop-up.
"Do you hear that?' Carson said, looking up in the sky.

"ItsC.J.," | said. "l told her to come get Ev so he can work on histheory. He's gottarun some tests.”
"Isshe doing aerids?' he said, looking anxioudy back in the direction of the bluff.

"| told her to go south and come in over the Ponypiles, that we needed an aeriad of them,” | said.
"What about on the way back?'

"Areyou kidding? She's going to have Ev with her. Shewon't be running any aeriaswith himin the heli.
My shit, she probably forgot to do the aerias on the way down, she was so excited.”

Carson looked a me questioningly. The heli swooped in and hovered above the fied. C.J. jumped down
from the bay, ran acrossto Ev, and practically knocked him down, kissing him.

"What'sdl that about?' Carson said, watching them.

"Courtshipritud,” | said. "l told her Ev named the fals after her. | told her he named it Crystd Falls." |
looked a Carson. "It wasthe only way he was ever going to get ajump. On this planet, anyway."

They weredill inadlinch.
"When shefinds out what we redlly named it,” Carson said, grinning, "she's gonna be redly mad. When



areyou gonnatel her?'
"I'mnot,” | said. "That'sthe name| sent.”
He quit grinning. "What on hdll did you do that for?"

"The other day Ev dmost got aname past me. Crisscross Creek. Y ou were worrying about what Bult
was up to, and | was busy trying to load everything on the ponies, and when he asked me what we were
going to namethat little stream we crossed, | wasn't paying any attention. It wouldn't have gotten past Big
Brother, but it got past me. Because | was busy worrying about something ese.”

Ev and C.J. had come out of their clinch and werelooking at the waterfdl. C.J. was making squealing
noisesthat practically drowned out thefals.

"Crystd Falswon't get past Big Brother ether,” Carson said. "And Tssarrrah Falswould have.

"I know," | said, "but maybethey'll be so busy yelling a usover naming it that and killing the tssi mitss
that they'll forget about the ail fidd."

Hegared a Ev. C.J. waskissng him again. "What about Evie?'
"Hewon'ttel," | said.

"What about Bult? How do we know he won't lead us out of these mountains and straight into another
anticline? Or adiamond deposit?!

"That's not aproblem ether. All youvegottodoistel him."
Heturned and looked & me. "Tel him what?'

"Can't you tell when somebody's got a crush on you? Making you fires, watching your scenes on the
pop-ups over and over, giving you presents—"

"What presents?’
"All thosedice. Thebinocs”
"They were our binocs."

"Y eah, well, the indidges seem to have alittle trouble with that word. He gave you haf ashuttlewren, too.
Andanail fidd."

"That's why he said hed help me with the waterfal." He stopped. "I thought Ev said hewasamae.”

eis" | sad, grinning. "And apparently he's got as much trouble telling what sex we are aswe did with
him"

"Hethinks|'m afemal e?"
"It'san easy enough mistake,” | said, grinning. | started to walk away.

He grabbed my arm and swung me around to face him. "Y ou're sure you want to do this? We could get
fired."

"No, wewon't. Were Findriddy and Carson. Weretoo famousto get fired." | smiled at him. "Besides,
they can't. After this expedition, we're going to owe them our wages for the next twenty."



Wewent over to C.J. and Ev, who were glued together again. "Ev, you and your pony go back with C.J.
toKing'sX," | said. "Y ou've gotta get that theory on the Wall written up.”

"Evelyn told me about histheory,” C.J. said. | wondered when held had the time. "And how he saved
youfromthe tssi mitss.”

"We're gonnago ahead and finish out the expedition,” Carson said, dragging Ev's pony over. "I thought
we'd survey the Ponypiles aslong aswe're here.™

We heaved the pony into the bay, and told C.J. to swing west over the Ponypiles and then north on the
way home and try to get an aexid.

Shewasn't paying any attention. "Take dl the time you need surveying,” she said, climbing on. "And don't
worry about us. Well befine." She went forward.

Carson handed Ev hispack. "I you could take holos of the WAl at different places, I'd appreciateit,” Ev
sad. "And samples of the plagter.”

Carson nodded. " Anything €l se we can do?"

Ev looked up at the heli. ™Y ou've dready done quite abit." He shook his head, grinning. "Crystd Fals”
he sad, looking a me. "l il think we should've named it Heart's Desire.”

He climbed up into the bay, and C.J. took off, dipping so close to the ground we both ducked.
"Maybewe did too much," Carson said. "'l hope C.J. isn't so grateful shekillshim."

"I wouldn't worry about it,” | said. The heli circled the canyon like a shuttlewren and swooped down in
front of thefallsfor alast look. They flew off, straight north across the plains, which meant we weren't
going to get any aerids.

"We'rejust postponing the inevitable, you know," he said, looking after the heli. " Sooner or later Big
Brother's going to figure out we've been having way too many dust sorms, or Wulfmeier'll sumble onto
that vein of slver in 246-73. If Bult doesn't figure out what he could get for this place and tell them first."

"I've been thinking about that," | said. "Maybeit wouldn't be as bad aswe think. They didn't build the
Wall, did you know that? They just moved in afterward, clunked the natives on the head, and took over.
Bult'd probably own Starting Gate and half of Earth insde ayear.”

"And build adam over thefdls" hesad.

"Not if it wasanationd park,” | said. "Y ou heard what Ev said about how he'd wanted to see the
slvershims and the Wall, especidly when they find out who built it. | figure people would come along
way to see something likethis" | gestured at the fals. "Bult could charge admission.”

"And fine them for leaving footprints” he said. " Speaking of which, what'sto stop Bult from getting a
crush onyou oncel tell him I'm not afemale?’

"HethinksI'mamale. Y ou sad yoursdf, haf the time you can't tell what sex | am.”
"And you're never going to let meforget it, are you?'
"Nope" | said.

| went over to where Bult was sSitting, watching the pop-up of Carson holding Skimpy Skirt's hand.



"Comewithme," Carson said.

"Comeon, Bult," | said. "Let'sget going.”

Bult shut the pop-up and handed it to Carson.

"Congratulations,” | said. "Y ou're engaged.”

Bult got out hislog. "Disturbance of land surface," he said to me. " One-fifty."
| climbed up on Usdless. "Let'sgo.”

Carson waslooking at thefdlsagain. "1 il think we should've named it Tssarrrah Falls" hesaid. He
went over to his pony and started rummaging in his pack.

"What on hdll areyou doing now?' | said. "Let'sgo!"”

"Inappropriate tone and manner,” Bult said into hislog.

"I wasnt taking toyou," | said. "What are you looking for?' | said to Carson.
"Thebinocs," Carson said. "Have you got 'em?”

"l gave'emtoyou,” | said. "Now, comeon.”

He got on his pony and we started off down the dope after Bult. Out beyond the cliff the plain was
turning purplein the late afternoon. The Wall curved down out of the Ponypiles and meandered acrossiit,
and beyond it you could see the mesas and rivers and cinder cones of uncharted territory, spread out
before me like a present, like abowerbird's treasures.

"Y ou did not give the binocs back to me," Carson said. "If you lost ‘em again—"
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