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PROLOGUE

My God, thought Jake Holman, | did it. He looked up a the faces watching hm from the naturd
amphithester of the Cdiforniahillade. Six thousand faces, white and black and brown and golden, large
and gmdl, bare and garishly painted, plan and ugly and genemod beautiful, rapt and wary, with and
without headgear. Six thousand people ready to go to the stars. And every sngle one of them crazy.

"No one thought we could possibly do this" Jake said into the microphone. "No one bdlieved that a
amdl, privately held corporation could actudly mount this expedition to Greentrees. No one believed we
could raise the money, could build the ship, could equip and gaff her. No one believed any of it would

Because no one believed rich people would leave Earth forever to go God-knows-where. The
enormous fare, the critics said, was the sumbler. Higtoricaly new worlds were explored and daimed by
governments and then colonized by the poor and wretched of society: darving Irish potato farmers,
persecuted Puritans and Jews, deported convicts. People with nothing to lose. Of course, hdf of those
higoricd emigrants died aboard ship, and hdf of the survivors died in the firg year from disease and
hodtile natives. Greentrees was aready ahead of the curve? the ship was safe and Greentrees had no
sentients, hodtile or otherwise. Stll, the unknown was dways dangerous. So why, asked the critics,
would anyone with enough money to buy passage on a starship use the money to leave Earth in favor of a
nonexistent colony on an unclamed, unexplored planet sixty-nine light-years avay?

It had turned out that there were as many reasons for the rich to emigrate from Earth as there were
emigrants. The critics had meant logicd reasons; the colonists had reasons of the heart.

"We are a diverse and miraculous group,” Jake continued, and from her seat in the front row his
busness partner frowned. Not too flowery, Gal mouthed a him. Jake ignored her. "And we have
chosen this path for diverse and miraculous reasons.”

Now some of the New Quakers were frowning a him as wel. Quakers, Jake had learned, didn't
believe in miracles. Well, too bad for them. This was the last Jake would see of any of them, except
William Shipley, for over Sx years. Only the Governing Board would be awake for the journey out, and
only as many of them for aslong as they could stand it.

"But dl of uswill have one thing in common: our new home. Greentrees. Mira Corporation salutes
your choice of that home and wishes you joy of it. To the ship that carries us there: Godspeed.”

Jake strode away from the microphone. Applause dtarted, tentative at fird, then stronger as the
trandators put his little speech into Arabic, Chinese, and Spanish. Gall amiled, no doubt rdieved that
Jake had been brief. A coordinator took the mike and began directing the first group aboard the Aridl.

Jake watched the various groups, as separate here as mogt of them wished to be on Greentrees, rise
from the sere grass and ding to each other before ther long cold deep. The Quakers, dmos two
thousand of them. The deposed Arabic royd family with its enormous retinue, the women veled and
gtting separately from the men. The Chinese, meekest of the contingents, obeying ther leaders without
question. Larry Smith's dubious tribe of "Cheyenne," a thousand strong and possibly the craziest of dl.
Gall's huge extended family, convinced that Earth had only one more century as a lifesugtaning



biosphere. Plus the scientists, adventurers, star-lottery winners, and miscellaneous millionaire eccentrics.
And Jake Holman, uncaught crimind.
My God, | did it.

"Ready, Jake?' Gal said. Her brown eyes shone? unusud for the effident and pragmatic Gail. Jake
looked at her sun-scarred, middle-aged face (no genemods for beauty here), a the triumphant stance of
her strong body. Feet apart, torso tilted forward, chin lifted. Like a boxer just before a match.

He amiled at her. "More than ready, Gall. For along, long time.”



Gall Cutler loved the Aridl. That astonished her, because after Lahiri's death she had not expected to
genuindy love anyone or anything again.

As Gall walked the narrow passageway that led past the tiny degping chambers to the wardroom, she
shat out one hand and stroked the gray metd bulkhead. It was a quick, tentative stroke; she didn't want
anyone ese to know how she fdt about the ship. For one thing, it was damn slly, this affection for a huge
hunk of meta. For another, the Arid would be disassembled and converted once they reached
Greentrees. Who could love, say, a sewage-purification vat?

"You seem to be in a cheerful mood, Gall," Fasa bin Saud said as she entered the wardroom. The
others were dready seated at the lunch table, except for Captain Scherer and his officers. "Good news
from Earth?"

"No news" Gal sad briefly. After two entire years, she dill wasn't sure she liked Saud. He was too
polished, too atificd. He seemed to embody too many contradictions a Mudim who prayed severd
times a day facing Sol, a Martian-educated connoisseur of Terran Elizabethan folios. His women lived the
segregated lives of the andarun, yet he dedt with Gall as a finandd and political equa. Also, he was
urfalingly tactful and accommodating, surprising in one who had been a prince.

"There mugt be some news”" Ingrid Johnson said b ligerently. "They don't waste quee link on nothing,
Gal."

Gall gazed camly at the geneticist. There was no ambiguity about her reaction to Ingrid: Gall detested
her. It was a point of pride, however, to keep this contempt wel hidden. In the dosed, confined
environment of a long-duration space voyage, she and Jake had written in the guiddines for the
Board of Governors, courtesy and tolerance will become as important as keeping productively
occupied.

"Yes of course, youre right” Gal sad to Ingrid, "there was some news. The United Atlantic
Federation passed differ pendties for illegd genemods. The war in West Africais worse. The rebdlion in
China has escalated. Another earthquake dong the Pacific Rim. Coffee crop falure in Colombia. The
Genetic Modification Indtitute has announced another drug to combat meanomas. You can get dl the
details printed on aflimsy right after lunch."

"l will do that, ds0," Fasd sad in his impeccable, sxily accented English. Gall, of course, was
immune to the accent, but she suspected Ingrid wasn'.

Transmissons came twice a month from Earth by quee, Quantum Entanglement Energy link. By now
the Ariel, moving at 1.25 gees, had reached some Szable percentage of ¢? Gal was no scientist. Quee
was ingantaneous, if codtly. It was the Aridl's only tie to home; every week Ieft farther behind not only in
space but, thanks to the rddivisic speeds the ship would attain before it began decderation, in time as
wel. When the colonigts disembarked on Greentrees, they would have spent Sx years and seven months
aboard ship. On Earth, nearly seventy years would have passed. Earth would be an unimaginadly
different place, and most loved ones long since become dust. Which was, of course, why most colonists
brought their loved ones with them, traveling in groups. Gall's entire extended family, 203 people, lay



adeep belowdecks.

"Wdl," Ingrid said peevighly, "I wish you'd paid for weekly news ingtead of just twice monthly. It
couldn't have cost that much more? were dready paying for that second quee link, anyway. What's for
lunch? Not fish again?'

"l believe it has a different sauce today," William Shipley said. "Doesn't it andl good!™

Shipley's chearful tact irritated Gall dmost as much as Ingrid's pettishness. Sow down, Gal told
hersdlf. Keegp control. We expected this.

Two years gone, four plus to go. Already everyone who had pad to day awake was tired of the
food, tired of the available entertainments, tired of the exercise room, tired of each other. Three of the
twenty had dready eected to be put into cold deep for the rest of the voyage Gail and Jake had a bet
on how much longer the rest would last. Cold-deep boxes awaited each of them. Only Captain Scherer
and his crew of Sx were redly necessary before the interstelar voyage ended, and the captain, unlike the
avilians, had the military appreciation for kegping his sallors fully occupied as a defense againgt boredom,
depression, and hodility.

"Where's Jake?' Shipley asked, hdping himsdf to fish and rice that until ten minutes ago had been
frozen solid. "He wasn't a breakfadt, ather.”

"He's with the other med shift,” Gal said. The wardroom could seat only ten when the table was
lowered from the wal; medls had been planned in two shifts. She and Jake ate with each hift, sometimes
separately, sometimes together to compare notes. It was important to track everyones mentd ability.
The only Sgnificant selection procedure for these colonists had been their money. "What did everyone do
thismorning?’

Todd Johnson, Ingrid's mild and dominated husband, said pleasantly, "We andyzed once again the
bacteria genomes from Greentrees soil samples”

"Not that we haven't been over them twenty times dready,” Ingrid said.
"Well have new data soon, honey, from Greentrees.”

"Oh, is another quee tranamisson due from the planetary probe?’ William Shipley asked with interest.
"May | see the data?"

"Cetainly,” Todd said, while Ingrid pursed her lipsin professiona territoridity.

Shipley, the New Quaker representative ("We have no leaders'), was interested in everything. Gall
could not have defined her exact expectations of a New Quaker, but Shipley wasn't it. The New
Quakers were supposed to be areturn to austere First Principles, a rgection of the "worldliiness' that had
crept into the rdigion gnce its plan and humble beginnings in the seventeenth century. Shipley, like his
1902 deeping fellows, dressed in unadorned gray coverdl with no jewdry or implants. One look at him
was enough to show he had no genemods. gray where he wasn't bald, wrinkled seventy-year-old skin,
fifty pounds overweight. He liked to est ... how was that austere? How austere was his keen interest in
Earth events, in classcd mudc, in gendtics, in the ship's drive ... in everything. And he was a medicd
doctor, which was certanly materid rather than spiritud.

On the other hand, Shipley never cursed, never watched vids, never used VR, never took fizzies or
drank what passed aboard ship for wine. Every Sunday he invited his awake shipmates to "meseting.” Gall
wasn't sureif anyone had ever gone; she hadntt.



Captain Scherer strode into the wardroom and did into his sest, followed by Lieutenant Gretchen
Wortz.

"Good afternoon, Commander,” Faisal said in hisimpeccable English.
"Hdlo, al. Ah, fish. Good." He helped himsdf liberdly.

The ship's crew, like everyone ese, was never returning to Earth. They had dl served inthe tiny Swiss
space fleet and had gpplied to Mira Corp together. Effident, stable, interested in the biggest ship and
longest voyage that would ever be available to them, they nonetheess remained enigmas to Gal and
Jake. Military men served in military organizations, on Greentrees these seven people would be the only
military that existed. For awhile, anyway. Jake had contracted with them to form the police force of Mira
City, the centrd city-state of the complex set of fiefdoms that Greentrees was dated to become.

Rudaolf Scherer had agreed readily. He and his crew, he told Jake with calm assurance, would make
an excelent law enforcement team. This was probably true; Jake had them subjected to background
checks that would have turned up a faling mark in grade-school spdling. All seven Swiss were as clean
as snow had once been. They were dso polite, efficient, and genemod attractive, dl seven of them.

So why did they make Gall dightly uneasy?

"Where is Lieutenant Halberg?' Gall asked Scherer. Three crew were scheduled for this med shift,
four for the other.

"He finds a routine machine eror." Scherer's English comprehenson was excdlent, and Gall
suspected that he could speak in more than present tense if he wished to.

"Rad error?' Todd asked. Cosmic bombardment regularly created bugs in the ship's computerized
equipment.

"I am sure" Scherer began to eat with good appetite. The salors dl kept to dringent exercise
schedules, as wdl as dructured work, leisure, deep, and med times. For dl Gall knew, Scherer may
have devised bathroom routines for his crew. Maybe dl that structure was what had kept them
noticeably more chearful than the cvilians

Depression, tension, anxiety, and hostility can result from long-term close confinement, Jake
hed written. It is important that all awake colonists realize how trivial difficulties on ship may loom
unreasonably large.

"If the equipment had been better shielded,” Ingrid said acidly, "there might not be so much computer
error.”

Scherer said between bites of breakfast, "The shidds are standard.”

Ingrid's face grew red. "Wha do you mean, 'standard,’ Captain? How can there be tested standards
when were only the fifth interstellar colony ship and the other four? dl military! ? had much shorter trips
to much nearer planets?’

"Ingrid," her husband said gently.

"The shidds are standard, Dr. Johnson," Scherer said mildly. He drained his hot coffee with no
wasted mation.

"Dont just brush my question asdel” Ingrid said.



"Honey, he's not doing that,” Todd said carefully. Gail had often wondered why such a quiet, bland
men had married a harridan like Ingrid. But, then, why did anybody marry anyone? And Ingrid was
beautiful, with ddlicate blond genemod looks and eyes like sapphires. Gal suspected that one reason
Ingrid was s0 brash was that her agtonishing beauty had been a professond liability in being taken
serioudy. Parents could be such fools. Not to mention menin lugt.

Ingrid said to Todd, "Don't tdl me what the captain said! | can hear as wdl as you!"

"But not as quidly,” Gal said, mustering her authority. This had gone far enough. "Ingrid, may | see
you in the office, please?’

It was not a request, and Ingrid knew it. Her face grew even redder, moattling the pale rose skin. But
ghe stood and followed Gall.

The Mira Corp office was a amdl room set asde for backup documentation on nondlectronic media
in case of catastrophic computer falure on Greentrees. Colonist records and contracts were stored here,
adong with written procedures for doing everything from ocean navigation by the stars to sawing down a
tree. Gall and Jake used the room for private conversation in an environment where privacy was scarce.
She mationed Ingrid to Jake's chair. The two seated women occupied most of the tiny space.

"Ingrid, | don't need to tdl you what stress we're dl under at this point in the voyage, or dl the reasons

"That's dill no reason for that sanctimonious? "

"l don't need to tdl you what stress we're dl under at this point in the voyage, or dl the reasons why,"
Gall repeated. Ingrid got the point. Gall was going to go on saying the same thing until Ingrid responded.
It was atechnique Gall had learned from Jake, not esslly.

"All right,”" Ingrid said sulkily.

"And | know you've been making a mgor effort to control your emotions for dl our sakes" God, the
lies a leeder had to tel. Why wasn't Jake doing this? "But I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to
increase thet effort.”

"But Scherer? ™
“I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to increase that effort.”
"Gall, please don't talk to me asif | were achild”

"You're not that. But, Ingrid, | have a clear obligation to this expedition, and | can't let you endanger
it. | won't."

That was enough. Ingrid had sgned the Mira Corporation contract; she was aware of Gal's power to
enforce cold deep if Gal deemed it necessary for the good of the expedition. Jake, the former lawyer,
had drawn up the contract. Rudy Scherer would enforce it without question. William Shipley would
sedate Ingrid so quickly she wouldn't even redize it had happened until she woke up on Greentrees.

Gall watched Ingrid sruggle with her temper, her outrage, her totaly understandable, space-induced
paranoia. They dl fdt it. Ingrid had given in, but only in aminor way. The geneticist was voldile by nature
but not disconnected from redities. Gall had counted on that. She hadn't even armed hersdlf.

"All right, Gall," Ingrid muttered. "I'm sorry. I'll try to keep mysdf in control.”



"l never doubted it," Gall said with totaly fase warmth, and waited. One, two, three ... yes, Ingrid
dammed the door as she went out.

This pathetic show of defiance depressed Gail more than the entire rest of the incident. What would dl
the awakes, induding her, be like when they findly reached Greentrees? The people 4ill out of cold deep
were dl intdligent and accomplished. There were the members of the Governing Board who had elected
aweke Fasd bin Saud, William Shipley, Liu Fengmo, and Scherer's military, who were the most
disciplined bunch Gall had ever seen. The stientists were usudly focused and resourceful: Ingrid and
Todd; the quiet, mousy paeontologist, Lucy Lasky; Maggie Striker, the ecologist; Robert Takai, energy
engineer; and the rest. Competent and seemingly stable, dl of them.

But everyone who colonized outsde the solar sysem was, by definition, anomaous. They had
overwhdming dreams, or fears, or? like Gall? bdiefs. Of course, she thought wryly, her bdiefs reflected
redlity more than the others aboard. Wdl, egotism aside, they did. She was leading her large, intdligent,
wedthy family to an unknown planet because the planet they had occupied had no more than another few
generations left.

Gall's people had dways anticipated, and profited from, globad economic changes and globd socid
changes and, now, globa ecologica change. "The Canny Cutlers™ the press cdled them. Canny and
dannish and caculating. Led intdlectudly by Uncle Harry and legdly by Galil, they were clear-eyed about
the coming ruin of Earth's precious biosphere. And they were getting out.

Jake's fledgling corporation had come dong at just the right time. The family hadn't wanted to move to
Mars, or Luna, or Europa. Hostile environments, dl of them. But the four planets dready clamed by
different Earth governments were not yet open to colonization. The fifth, a newly discovered and viable
biosphere, was empty. The landing probe said so. It had been sent out decades ago, when the United
Atlantic Federation had ill had tax money to do such things. The probe had been in trangt for over a
Terran century; its detailed information had come back indantly by quee. Soil composition, aimospheric
content, genetic andlyss of the lifewithin its limited range. DNA-based, of course. All five planets were.
The scientists argued ... no, Gall wasn't going to rehash that old argument in this fugitive moment of quiet.

She rubbed her eyes and leaned forward, ebows on Jake's console. God, another day of noise,
boredom, captivity. That's what it was, for dl of them: captivity, despite dl the careful provisons made
for recreation, work, exercise, dl of it. But nothing ever happened. Every day the same. Gall had aways
prided hersdf on being sdf-sufficent and adaptable, but thisl She hadn't, couldn't have, imagined the
ennui and irritability and digtortion of dl normd interactions. Of course, it would be different when they
reached Greentrees, but?

"Gal?' Jake stuck his head into the office.
"Jake, what kind of stupid name for a planet is 'Greentrees? Who picked it?'

"You did. You wanted something inoffendve in any language, and it's certainly better than that UAF
desgnation: '64a pending.’ Gall, we have a problem.”

She looked up. "A problem? What sort of problem? Lieutenant Wortz's computer error?”
"No. A human problem. Lucy Lasky."

"What about her?' The paeontologist had been the least trouble of anyone on ship, spending more
and more time in her tiny degp chamber. Studying, Gal had assumed. Lucy was inexperienced in
comparison to the other, older scientits. Mira Corp hadn't needed to recruit a top taent. Nobody
thought their surviva depended on paleontology. "lsn't shein your med group?'



"She didn't come to breskfast," Jake said.
"Wdl, whereis she?"

"She's locked in the hold. She unpacked a laser rock cutter and she's threatening to carve the ship into
tiny pieces.



Thisismy fault," Jake sad as they hurried dong the corridor to the hold hatch.

"Of course it is”" Gall snapped. "Mountainsfdl and it's your fault; stars go novaand it's your fault. We
haven't got time for any exigentid guilt now, Jake."

Which just showed, Jake thought, how much Gail could misunderstand human motivetion. This wasn't
abstract guilt. Lucy Lasky was holed up crazy and dangerous in the hold because Jake hadn't spent
enough time observing and reporting on her increesing withdrawa. He knew why he had faled in that
duty. Not that Gall, thet forthright lesbian, was going to understand it.

Gal sad to the screen on the outsde of the hatch, "Activate”

"Retina scan, please” the screen said. Gall leaned forward and positioned her eye over the scanner
and Jake looked away.

Even after dl thistime, even in these circumstances, he Hill flinched at any retina scan.
"Abigal Sandra Cutler, Mira Corp, vice president,” the scanner said. "Authorization adpha.”
"Open the hatch," Gall said.

Jake sad impatiently, "Don't you think | tried that?"

"Opening,” the screen said. And then, "Equipment falure. Opening mechaniam destroyed on the
opposite sde”

"Method of destruction?”
"Laser cutter."
"Pay survellance vid."

The screen replayed the recording Jake had dready seen. Lucy, suited and helmeted for the arless
hold, entered it through this same hatch. Her movements looked unhurried and deliberate. She keyed in
the correct manud code (and how had she gotten it?) to open the crate holding the heavy-duty laser
cutter designed to dice through the hardest of igneous rocks. Carefully she released the mechanism that
hed its rollers immobile Jake fdt the same disbdief as his fird viewing. Lucy Lasky, with her dight,
amaogt boyish figure, her wigps of fine light brown hair, her wide eyes under dightly too-high eyebrows,
S0 that she dways looked surprised. Lucy Lasky, Slent and pleasant and practicdly invishble, ralling out
the laser cutter againg the 1.25 gravity and podtioning it precisely to point a the outer hull. Her thin
fingers keyed in the code to turn it on.

"Jesus" Gal sad.

Lucy gave the laser cutter a brief proprietary pat. Then she unpacked a amdl cutter, the type that
would eventudly be used for cutting up subsections of the ship, and methodicaly destroyed the
computerized hatch mechaniam. Now the hatch could only be opened manualy.



Gal demanded, "Why the hdl didn't darms sound?

"They did," Jake said. "That'swhy | came. You didn't hear them?

“No!"

"Wdl, | did. She mugt have disabled some but not known how to get them dl. But she got Scherer's.”
Gall swung around to face Jake. "You didn't call hm?'

"Not yet. Gall, think. If we can tak her out of there, we can put her in cold deep before anybody dse
finds out this even happened. Everybody's jumpy enough without? "

"You put way too much faith in talk, Jake! Jesus, lavyers. While you're reasoning with a lundic, she
could breach the hull." Gall raised her wrig to turn on her phone.

"No, wait? " Jake began, and another voice behind hm said, "Yes, Gall, wait. Please."

Jake whirled around in the narrow corridor. William Shipley stood there, his rotund body squeezed
between the gray bulkheads, his face urgent.

Gal sad hardhly, "This is an unauthorized locetion for you, Dr. Shipley. Return to the wardroom
immediady."

"Let mejudt tak to her, Gall. Please. | wouldn't ask if | didn't think | could do some good.”

"Yeeh, wal," Gal sad, "I think Captain Scherer can do some good. Bridge ... Captain, we have a
gtuation at the cargo hold hatch. Code One. Lucy Lasky has locked hersdf in and? "

Jake stopped ligening. Something in Shipley's eyes hdd him. The man was ardigious crazy, but more
then once Jake had seen him talking to Lucy, engaging her in low, intense-looking conversation. That was
more than anyone else had done. Gall squeezed around Shipley, ill taking into her phone, and ran back
adong the corridor. Probably going to meet Scherer hdfway.

"Please, Jake," Shipley said.
Jake said to the Htill-activated screen, "Two-way communication.”
"Retina scan, please.”

He made himsdlf lean into the scanner, fought the nausea that rose into his throat. God, after dl this
time...

"Jacob Sean Holman, president, Mira Corporation.”
"Two-way communication, damn it!"

Shipley stepped forward, nudging Jake aside. "Lucy? It's Dr. Shipley." His voice had logt its urgency;
it was quiet and warm.

Theimage of Lucy on the screen froze. Then she moved quickly to the large cutter and said, "Go
away, Doctor. Please. | don't want them to hurt you, too."

"Who, Lucy? Who's gaing to hurt me?"
"Them," she said desperately. "The others. You know who | mean.”



"No, | don', Lucy. Can you tdl me?'

"Them!" she said, and even through the tenson Jake could marved that her voice stayed low. He had
never heard Lucy raise her voice.

Maybe that was part of her trouble.
"Lucy? " Shipley said.
"Please |et me concentrate, Doctor. Very soon now | mud fire”

Jake's chest turned cold. Gall's voice on hiswrist phone said, "Jeke? " and he clamped his other hand
over it. Lucy could hear whatever Gall said.

Gall's voice came through his fingers, muffled and urgent. "Jake, Rudy's going to do an EVA. Crawl
aong the hull and enter from the outside. He and Gretchen are suiting up now.”

Something was wrong with time. Jake could hear Gail's voice, could hear Shipley taking softly to
Lucy, but he could dso visudize Rudy Scherer and Gretchen Wortz crawling dong the hull, hurtling dong
with it a nearly c. Then entering the hold from the outside haich, suited and armed. It hadn't happened
yet, but to Jake it was judt as red as Shipley's bulk a foot awvay. Rudy raised his own laser gun and took
am, and the little figure of Lucy crumpled beside the laser cutter even as Shipley said, "Lucy, do you
know what your name means?'

Something in Shipley's voice had caught her attention. "My name?’

"You said the enemy ship coming toward us learned your name, remember? And that's why you must
fire on them, to save us dl. But do you know what your name means? It's very important.”

Besde the laser cutter, its activation light glowing, Lucy turned her samdl, thin face toward the hatch.
"My name?"

"Your name. 'Luxina.' It means 'little light.” And so you are, Lucy. But if you fire that laser, you will
breach the bulkhead and be sucked out into space, and that would deprive us of your light.”

"l have no light anyone would want!"

"Oh, you are so wrong, my dear. Every soul carries light within. And you, especidly, because you
understand the meaning of silence. We New Quakers bedieve that wisdom begins in sllence, you know.
Y ou mug not deprive us of your light."

"I have no light," Lucy sad flatly. "And you don't understand. Aliens are out there. They're going to
destroy usunless| fird"

Jake sucked in his breath. This wasn't working. Shipley was afodl to think it would. A moldy, archaic
reigion?

"If you fire, you will also be depriving us of the diens light," Shipley said.

Lucy said nothing. She turned back toward the laser cutter, which Jake now saw as a cannon. He
took a step forward, helpless.

Once before he had confronted terrible violence, and had known how to profit from it. But not this...
"The diens have their light, too," Shipley continued, just as if Lucy's imaginary diens actudly existed.



"Degth is not an evil, my dear, but the teking of lives is, because it deprives the world of others light.
Who knows what we might learn from these creatures?”

"But they want to kill ud" Lucy cried. She looked much more agitated. Was that good or bad? Jake
wondered. Did Shipley redly know what he was doing? And why had Jake, supposedly the
smooth-talking universal negotiator, let him do it?

Because Jake himsdf had had no idea what to do.

Shipley said, "You think you're protecting us, doing the right thing." His voice never wavered from
cam warmth. "But just congder this, Lucy. When we do the right thing, we have a sense of inner peace,
no matter how much outer turmail we create. Do you have that sense of inner peace and resignetion, my
dear? Do you fed guided by the Light?'
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"Becauseif you do not, then thisis not the right action for you to take. If you fed inner conflict, anger
that seems to be tearing you apart indde, then this is not the mora course of action. Look ingde, Lucy.
Wha do you fed?

"Doctor,” Lucy sad intensdly, "l never fed inner peace and resignation.”

Nor do I, Jake thought, and looked at the image of Lucy on the screen. He had never suspected they
were so much dike. Or maybe he had, and that was another reason he had avoided her.

"Inner peace and right action are too much respongibility for one person to bear,” Shipley said. "That's
why we Quakers seek the guidance of the Light in the medting consensus. Everyones Light has
something to contribute, Lucy, and the best way to deal with othersis to address the Light in them.”

"These diens have no Light in them!"

"Can you say that with complete respongibility?" Now Shipley's lone had grown in intensity. "Do you
have that much knowledge and ingght? Can you redly have that high an opinion of yoursdf?'

My God, Shipley was gppeding draght to Lucy's weakness: her low opinion of hersdf. Was that a
mord action?

" don't think you are that egotitical, Lucy. Please come out and let us experience your Light, and you
experience ours. Help us reach a good decison on this"

An agpped to Lucy's dedre to be of use, as wdl as her sdf-doubt. Jake looked at Shipley with
profound distrust. He had had no idea the Quaker doctor was capable of this much subtlety, this much
manipulation.

And Lucy Lasky turned her face back to the laser cutter, hesitated, and deectivated it. She walked to
the hatch and manudly opened it, sraining with the effort. As soon as it opened, Shipley reached for
Lucy and drew her to him. She put her head on his shoulder. Jake saw she was trembling.

"Jake, get my bag from my bunk. Phone Gail, and Rudy if you can. Lucy and | will wait here” Gently
he kicked the hatch closed.

Dazed, Jake did as he was told. On the hatch screen he saw Scherer and Wortz, suited, come around
the edge of a huge tethered crate with their weapons drawn. A second later Gall's voice legped from his
wrig phone, and the two menacing figures on the screen halted, suddenly as dill as if time itsef had



stopped.

"Her leves of cortisol, catecholamine, and arzendrol were about as high as a body that sze could
dand," Shipley sad. "It's a wonder she held together as long as she did. A young woman of great soul.”

"Oh, right,” Gall said. "Such great soul she dmogt killed usdl.”

Lucy had been sedated, sampled, and put into cold deep for the rest of the voyage. Jake, Gail, and
Shipley sat in the "library,” the most popular room on the ship, which they had just ordered vacated. In
addition to the wardroom and the gym, the library was the only other generd gathering place. It hdd a
VR console, bins of vids and musc for viewing on individuad cubes, and computer access to ship's
library. It dso had a window, which done would have attracted everybody. Usudly the library hed as
many off-duty people as would fit. But the Mira office and the equipment-jammed two-person gym were
both too amdl for Shipley to join Gal and Jake, and so Jake had cleared out the library, to much
grumbling. He said, "What are those blood chemicas you named?’

Shipley leaned back into the molded red chair. Bright colors, Jake's research had said, are important
on long, confined voyages. Not that red chairs had done Lucy Lasky awhole ot of good.

Shipley said, "Catecholamine is an enzyme produced by the body under time urgency. Cortisol is a
generdized response to stress. Arzendrol is produced under conditions of psychotic deluson.”

Gall said, "So Lucy is psychotic? That mousy little thing dways so eager to please?!

"Bang eager to please is part of it Shipley sad patiently. "What happens is ... let me dart at the
beginning. Usudly when the body responds to stress, after the stress is over, the nervous system returns
to equilibrium, where dl its chemicds are in balance. But if the tenson is congtant, it can never recover
equilibrium, so you get a chronic nervous disequilibrium that over time can? ™

"What stress was Lucy under that the rest of us aren't?" Gall demanded. "She's a paeontologist! We
have no dinosaur bones on ship? nobody asked her to do anything at dl!™

Shipley folded his hands on his ample bdly. "That was part of the stress, Gal. A person like Lucy
needs to fed she's accomplishing something. She dso finds congtant interaction with people stresstul,
even under conditions of noncrowding. Some people do. And there isn't much way to avoid interaction
on the Ariel."

"She spent most of her time donein her bunk,” Gail argued.

"Which made her fed even less useful. Lucy needs a great ded of time done, but done in an
environment that lets her work a her own pace. She didn't become a paeontologist by chance, you
know. Once we reach Greentrees, shell be fine"

Jake wasn't so sure of that. Lucy might fed so ashamed of her breakdown that shame itsdlf stressed
her. Jake knew something about that himsdf.

Gall turned unwe come atention to him, damn her. "Jake, when | firg told you about Lucy, you said,
Thisismy fault.' Why?'

Shipley was watching him closdly, reason enough to not reveal much. Jake said, "Oh, | just meant that
I'm supposed to be on the dert for thiskind of thingin dl personnd. As president of Mira Corp.”



"No morethan | am," Gall sad.
"True" Jake sad lightly.

No, it was my fault because | deliberately avoided Lucy. Because | found her very attractive,
that sweetness and intensity combined, and any relationship with a woman like that always means
more than physical intimacy. They want genuine intimacy, to know you, to learn for real who you
are. And | cannot allow that. Ever. So | pushed Lucy away, and she fet it, and retreated farther
into isolation and rejection.

"W, the problem is solved now," Gall said.

"Yes" Jake agreed. "Dr. Shipley, thank you again. | have to admit that | wasn't pleased that you
chose to stay awake. But weve dl benefited from your unique point of view."

"Lawyer talk," Gal cdled this, dl smooth misdirection. Jake was good at it. It was not a point of
pride.

Gal stood and stretched, her raw-boned figure extending itsalf luxurioudy in the rarely empty room.
Who filled Gail's sexud thoughts? The libido suppressors only worked to alimited degree. Asfar as Jake
knew, dl the other awakes were graight. But Gal had never redly gotten over Lahiri's terrible death.
Maybe she never would. Just as he had been indterably changed by Mrs. Daton's degth.

Shipley Ieft firgt. Gail took advantage of the privacy before anyone dse returned to the library to say
quiely to Jake, "I ill don't like him."

"Why not?' He was meanly pleased.
"He's a manipulator. Usng his rdligion to defuse poor Lucy."

Jake druggled briefly with his thoughts, honesty won. "Gall, | don't think it was manipulaion. He
genuindy believes dl that guff.”

"W, then that's worse," she sad illogicdly. "The last thing | want around is some sort of hovering
santly Buddha, judging us dl on our souls and blood enzymes™

This seemed to Jake a complete misreading of Shipley, but he sad nothing. Gall, like Lucy, wasn't
immune to the stresses of along voyage in constant contact with uncongenia people.

Nor, Jake knew, was he.

But it wasn't any internd stressor that made her knock on his bunk door later that night. "Come in)" he
cdled, surprised. Segping bunks, each seven feet by five feet by four feet high, were sacred. You never
bothered anyone with his door rolled down over the only actud privacy any of them had. You even
averted your eyes if you passed a rolled-up door, careful not to notice the occupant's choice of decor,
usudly persond pictures and mementos, unless invited.

Gall ignored dl that. She ducked her head and sat on the edge of Jake's mattress, ralling down the
door behind her. Her legs squeezed sideways into the one foot of space between the bunk and door.

"Jake, | just talked to Rudy. Erik Halberg found his computer error.”
Jake sat up, careful not to bump his head on the shelves indaled on the bulkhead. "Where wasiit?'
"In the astronomicd data. The program had flagged a fast-moving object where no path had been



projected, and Erik had at firs assumed it was a bug due to cosmic bombardment. But he ran it and
checked it and compensated for it every way possible, and he indgtsit wasn't an error.”

"Uncharted comet,” Jake said. "Runaway planetoid, accderating rock from a gravity swing-by ...
God, Gall, it could be anything."

"Erik says he checked everything. It wasnt.”

Jake thought, You can't ever assume comprehensive exclusion. Fallacious reasoning. He did not
say thisaloud. Gal hated lawyer talk. "So what does Erik think it was?'

"He doesn't know. But he says it was moving at ninety-eight percent of c. Nothing large except us
should be moving at that speed in this section of space. He says it's a fabricated object. Such as, for
indance, another ship.”

"From Earth, you mean."
"No. If anything ese had launched from Earth, we'd have learned about it by quee. You know that."

Joke stared at her. Four colonized planets outside the solar system, and no advanced aviliztions
discovered. Hell, not even any sentient life forms. The best that had been managed by evolution
anywhere other than Earth was a warm-blooded, armored, turtle-like predator with the intdligence of a
pigeon. Greentrees had not of course been explored, only sampled by the quee probe, but nothing in the
atmospheric compasition had indicated any indudtria emissons of any kind.

"Gal, could Lucy have? "

"No, of course not. She didn't know what Erik had decided about his computer error. Hel, he hadn't
even decided it when Lucy cracked. That part's coincidence. Buit if thet thing was aship? "

"It wasn't," Jake said. "If? "

"Dont tdl me" Gal said crosdy, "tdl Halberg. And everybody ese. They're in the wardroom, and
they want you."

Jake found Haberg, Scherer, Shipley, Liu Fengmo, Faisad bin Saud, and the energy engineer Robert
Teka sgueezed into the wardroom. They had dl evidently been arguing with Halberg. The lieutenant
looked as upset as Jake imagined he ever got: agate eyes and ajawline like an erection.

"There was not a computer error! Nein!™
"Friend Erik," Shipley began, but it was Faisd whose smooth voice cut through the close air.

"Lieutenant, what you saw could not have been a ship of any kind. Look at the evidence. Look at the
scae. In cosmic terms, we humans have only stepped a few feet outside our own back door. A little
territory and weve been probing it roboticaly for a century and a hdf. If there were sar-faring diens
zipping around, if avilizations existed here with that advanced a technology, we'd have found some
indicators by now."

"More than that," Robert Takai said, "they'd have found us. That 'object’ in your data passed within
ten thousand kilometers of us. If it were any kind of ship, she must have picked up the eectromagnetic or
thermd sgnas from the Ariel No way could she miss us. And ther€'s been no attempt at contact, hodtile
or otherwise. So it wasn't aship.”



"But? "
"It wasn't aship, Friend,” Shipley said gently.

One by one, the others nodded in agreement. Jake fdt something loosen in his chest. Faisd was right;
a ship only ten thousand kilometers away would inevitably have detected the Ariel. So it wasn't a ship.
Halberg's computer error had been a comet or a gravity-boosted planetoid or even just that: an error.

There was nothing there.



Thereis everything here, William Shipley thought. Everything anyone could ever need.

His legs gill hadn't fully accepted Greentrees lighter gravity. After nearly seven years of the Arid's
1.25 gess, the planet's 0.9 gee made him fed soringy and light, but of course his body wasnt light (and
probably never would be again). Either he used too much force per step, sending him into a little
off-balance bounce, or he usad too little and sumbled instead of walking. The younger people, he noted,
were doing much better.

And a good thing, too, snce they were doing mogt of the manud labor, bringing maerids from the
Ariel to the 'bot builders and diggers and welders. Objects were srewn everywhere, metd and rocks
and foamcast, broken apart and rgoined and unfinished and discarded. What would one day be Mira
City looked at this moment like a junkyard.

But none of that mattered next to the sheer, unearthly beauty of Greentrees.

Shipley had seen pictures, of course, sent by quee from the probe. Endless pictures. But the colors
hed been off, somehow? a different spectrum of sunlight? Shipley was no physicist. Whatever the cause,
the effect was of light cooler than Earth's, bathing the strange ddlicate plants and high narrow trees in a
tranquil glow. The temperature hadn't yet gone below jacket westher. The ubiquitous groundcover, a
purplish broad-leaved plant, grew thicker than grass. Most flowers seemed to be purples or blues,
adding to the feding of sweet repose.

Shipley bent to pick a wildflower that had somehow escaped being trampled in the building frenzy.
The flower was a pale blue with four long, dim, petalike things folded back over some ddicate dien
sructures of deep purple. Not samen or pidil or anything ese Terran ... alien. Just thinking the word left
Shipley bresthless. He, William Shipley, stood on ground that had not been born with Sol, that had never
known Sol's cheerful yelow glow. Did that awful fact dazzle the others asiit did him?

" This other Eden, demi-paradise,' " he said doud. " This fortress built by Nature for hersdf? '
"What?' Maggie Striker called, rushing past.
"Nothing," Shipley said, but she was aready gone.

Not that Greentrees was Eden. The planet held predators, some of them large and dangerous,
dthough Shipley hadn't yet seen any. Maybe they feared the human camp, or maybe the ecologi,
Maggie Striker, had dready taken steps to keep them away. There were probably dso dangerous
insect-analogues, but those, Shipley knew, had been diminated in the amdl cirdle of camp activity.
Beyond that circle, nature undoubtedly carried on just as vidently as she had when Earth had belonged
to primitive mammas.

Nor did anything in the camp match Shipley's sense of planetary repose. People worked like 'bots,
tirdess and efficient. They were s0 glad to have something to do again! Planetfal had energized the
twelve who had stayed awake for the entire voyage. Petty differences had disappeared, and Shipley
watched Jake Holman, assisted by geneticit Ingrid Johnson and deposed Arab prince Faisal bin Saud,
as they set a girder in place on the community hdl for ‘bot welding. The combination of persondities



tickled him.

Gal Cutler raced by, carying a tray of something. Samples for Todd McCdlum, probably. The
scientists were rabid to andyze everything, but they had agreed to spend a certain number of hours per
"day" in erecting habitats, and they were keeping their bargain. Nobody was degping much, nobody had
redly adjusted to the twenty-two-hour-and-sixteen-minute day, and nobody cared. It was a gian,
frendtic, productive party.

"Dr. Shipley,” Gall cdled, "Lieutenant Wortz wants you."

"Where?'

"Shuttle™ She raced out of Sght.

Shipley's joyous mood evaporated. He could guess what Lieutenant Wortz wanted.

Captain Scherer's crew had stayed awake for the entire voyage, seven of the twelve people who hed
managed to do so. Shipley found this intensdly interesting. Scherer's military schedules and employments
undoubtedly accounted for some of the crew's slawart endurance, but not dl of it. There was more going
on here. The salors dl kept a certain formd distance from everybody else, despite the crowded
conditions ... look how everyone d<se dill referred to most of the sailors by title. "Lieutenant Wortz," not
"Gretchen." She would be in charge of the gradud ferrying down of newly awakened colonidts, the order
of awakening having been set by a combination of needed kill and passenger lottery.

"Dr. Shipley," Gretchen Wortz said pleasantly, "we seem to be ahead of the building schedule. Jake
Holman would like us to begin awakenings a day earlier than planned. Can you be ready to leave in an
hour?'

"Yes, of course A day earlier. Shipley made himsdf nod and amile. The first load of colonists, then,
would be landing on Greentrees tomorrow. Among them were four New Quakers, which should be a
cause of rgoicing. And was, hetold himsdf fiercdy. The lack was in himsdf, and nowhere ese. Thistime
he would grive to do better, to give hmsdf up to the guidance of the light instead of trying to impose his
own will on the Stuation. Thistime would be a new beginning, on this new planet.

Thistime he would seek peace with Naomi, instead of their everlagting, heartbreaking war.

"How does it look down there?" Taiji Brown asked wigfully. "Wonderful," Shipley said. "Youll be
there soon, my dear." Tariji snorted. "Not while they need me up here. | was adamn fodl to tdl them I'm
amedic. Shouldve said | was a plumber.

Plumbersthey need. Let's get at ‘em, Doctor. None of them are getting any younger.”
Shipley amiled at Tariji. Just looking at her made him fed good.

A tdl, srongly built black woman with hair trimmed close to her shapely head, she radiated cheerful,
wry capability. Tariji could dedl with anything that might go wrong, up here or down there. On Earth, she
hed helped him organize the more fearful New Quakers who wanted to colonize Greentrees but didnt
want to face anything unfamiliar. "Now, you can't svim without getting wet," Tariji had said. "You diving
in or saying on shore?' Her deep laugh had taken any pushiness out of the demand, and most of the
New Quakersin the United Atlantic Federation had ended up coming.

"I got the lig here" Tariji said. "Tweve people. You ready, Doctor? The firg one is Goldman,
Benjamin Aaron, enginesr.”



"Three of the twelve are engineers" sad Shipley, who knew the lig by heart. Unlike Tariji, who'd
spent the voyage in cold deep, held had nearly seven years to memorize it.

The procedure was ample. Shipley keyed in the right coffin? terrible word, someone should have
known better? and the conveyor delivered it to what had been the library. Next he keyed in the "aweke'
codes, and the coffin did dl the rest, draining out the fluids, warming the body, adminigering the right
drugsin the right order.

"Here he comes" Taiji sad. "Welcome to Greentrees, Mr. Goldman."

Benjamin Goldman, naked, struggled to St up. He fdl back on muscles giff from years of disuse. He
looked so comicaly surprised that Tariji laughed her rich, reassuring rumble. "Take it dow, Ben. You're
going to be wobbly, then nauseated, then hungry, but it's got to happen in order. Just take it dow, take it
easy, take my hand.”

"Are we ... there?' Goldman gasped. Tariji helped him st. The coffin had been placed to face the
window, and the planet happened to be in view, a blue-and-white globe looking so much like Earth thet it
was a long moment before the grateful eye registered the strange configuration of continents, the three
Moons.

"Aashhhhhhhh," Goldman said in deep satisfaction, and threw up into his coffin.

After Shipley and Tariji got hm gabilized, dressed, and gtting up in a char in the wardroom, they
garted on Barrington, Thekla Bdia, agriculturigt, who immediaidy demanded to know what plants down
there had proved edible.

"None so far," Tariji said, "because nobody tried to eat anything.

Think they'd start the feast without you? They're living on Arid rations, Doctor, and egting their heads
off with work and joy."

" want to go down!"

"Soon. You gotta vomit your guts out first, and we gotta wake up ten more people ... there you go,
that's good, get it dl out."

By the time they'd woken up the ninth coloni4t, the firg two were ravenous. Shipley moved them to
thetiny gdley, out of Sght of those awakes who were dill queasy, and showed them how to order from
the synthesizer and use the instabake. He returned to the library.

"Frayne, Naomi Susan," Tariji said, and Shipley fet himsdf diffen.

Naomi's coffin did into place. The machinery hummed softly; the lid did back. Naomi? Nan, she
wanted to be caled, he had to remember that? fought to St up, her body so thin that her davide jutted
like coat hangers. Her shaved head with its tattoos and atificid skin crest looked fantly blue. The inlaid
metdlics on her amdl breasts glittered.

"Lord, you don't have any body fa a dl," Taiji said. "What do you plan on usng to keep yoursdf
wam?'

Naomi tried to speak, but no words came out. Just as wdl, Shipley thought. She would have
scorched Tariji for her presumptuous concern.

Taiji sad, "Wecome to Greentrees, Ms. Frayne.”



Naomi glanced at the window. No planet thistime, just stars. The corners of her mouth turned down.

"Jug gt dill a minute, you're going to be sck,” Tariji sad chearfully. Neomi glared at her, then a
Shipley.

"Yau ... here. Already."
"Yes Naomi. I'm here.”
"Should have ... known. No ... escape.”

Taiji looked puzzled. Shipley said, "Taiji Brown, this is my daughter,” jus as Naomi leaned
deliberately over the edge of her coffin and threw up on her father's shoes.

What does one do when a child goes wrong?

For years, Shipley had sought for reasons, asif a cause would provide a cure. Through the childhood
defiance and geding that had become the adolescent drugs and running away. Through the destruction
that the adult Naomi had brought to everything she touched. Through the horrific sdf-scarring and more
horrific suicide attempt. Through the robbery conviction and jall sentence, which at least had kept her
sy locked up for five years.

Perhaps, Shipley thought despairingly, it had been her mother's death when Naomi was only sx. But
the defiance and pointless anger had begun before Catherine died, and their other children had not
reacted like that, Sedy and John and Terry, dl dill in cold deep with ther families

Perhaps it had been genetic. Shipley was a third-generation Quaker doctor. He had combed Naomi's
genescan, looking for known genetic abnormdities ... but so little was certifidbly normd. The deeper that
humenity had gone into its own genome, the greater the diversty had become. At the cdlular levd,
people were amazingly different? not intheir DNA, much of which man shared with apes, mice, fruit flies,
and peach trees. No, the differences lay in how the genes generated proteins, in how those proteins
folded, in how their various combinations affected cdlular machinery. There was so much genetics hadn't
known. And as the state of Earth worsened globdly, scentific funding dried up, and less was learned
esch decade.

But the red problem with blaming Naomi's genes, Shipley knew, was that it was an evason. People
were more than their chemistry. People bore the responghility for their decisons and choices.

So perhaps it was Shipley's own choices that had shaped Naomi. Silence, amplicity, truth ... he had
tried his entire life to be guided by the principles of the Light. But Slence, the profound quietude that let
one hear the inner light, dso meant that others were not spoken to, not suffidently guided. Smplicity ...
he had been so fearful of imposing hiswill on his children, of making them his own ingtruments insteed of
thar own. Had he erred too far in that direction, so that Naomi fdt his reticence as indifference? And as
for truth ... wdl, Shipley had not needed a medicd practice to understand that there were people who
could not bear much truth.

And maybe, for a child, that truth had been unbearable. Sedly had said once to Shipley, "Naomi
thinks you love God better than you love us” | do, Shipley thought, but Seely had not been the child
who'd indsted on facing that.

Now Shipley lay, exhausted, in his bunk on the Aridl, saing into the darkness. He and Tariji had
awakened thirty-sx people, of the gx thousand in cold deep. Twenty-four had adready gone down to
Greentrees, induding Naomi. The other twelve would go down tomorrow morning, when Shipley would



begin reviving another thirty-sx. After that, the awakenings would pause until the people on the ground
hed built enough fadilities to temporarily house the next groups of arrivees. It had dl been planned
caefully, taking advantage of the quee-described experiences of military settlers on the other four
Earth-like planets, and of Jake and Gail's meticulous, intdligent research.

Meticulous. Intdligent. Planned. Such good qudities, and not one had helped Shipley with his
daughter. Just as nothing helped now.

Why had Naomi even chosen to come to Greentrees? It had been decades snce sheld attended a
medting for worship. Shipley had been astonished by her decison to join the rest of the family in
emigraion. Astonished, then eated. Maybe, he had thought then, Naomi's own inner light could ill be
found, dill be heeded. Maybe she had begun to heed it. Greentrees could be a new beginning for her,
just as it was going to be for the New Quakers who desired to pursue ther fath away from the
corrupting, deadening, blaring materidiam of Earthly globd culture.

Now Shipley was not so sure. Lying in the darkness, he chastised himsdf for his doubts. Naomi had
chosen to come here, to leave her former life He, her father, must have fath in her. Act in accordance
with trust in the Light, and the rest would follow. "Let your life speak," George Fox had told the first
Quakers nearly sx hundred years ago. Shipley must do that, and then trust that hislife, and the shared life
of the Meeting, spoke to Naomi.

His eyes burned. He wished he could dill love her. That was the wordt, the sruggle to love his own
daughter. It horrified him that he wished Tariji Brown were his child instead of Naomi. Or the brisk,
pragmétic Gal Cutler. Or even Lucy Lasky, whaose psychotic episode on the Aridl had actudly shown to
Shipley the humility and pliancy of the girl's essentid nature.

He lay there deepless above the beatiful planet, trying not to hate himsdf, trying to love his terrifying
daughter.



Gal stood beside Jake Holman a the edge of the "dty," its work-in-progress clutter behind her and
the ralling Greentrees plain before her, saying good-bye to 967 Cheyenne Native Americans. Nothing,
she thought, about this new planet was as amazing as these demented romantics and their demented
plans.

"We are leaving now,” Larry Smith said formaly. He was a short, stocky man with brown hair and
intdligent light gray eyes, dressed in a brown coverdl of practicdly indestructible Threadmore. On Earth,
he had been a cattle breeder. Now he was a Cheyenne chidf.

Beyond him, on the plain covered with dense purple ground-cover, men and women began to pul
travois made of newly fdled trees reinforced with rods of diamond fiber. Heaped on the dumsy hybrid
contraptions were packs covered with Threadmore tarps. Among the travois moved solar-powered
rovers, looking asif they'd strayed in from a different millennium. As, of course, they had.

"You can comlink with ether us or the ship whenever you choose" Gall sad to Larry, because she
hed to say something and what could possibly be appropriate? There were no precedents.

"We won't choose to," he said. "Not unless you break the contract.”

And what could one say to that? We promise to keep our treaty with your people? There was a
rich higory of how well that had worked out.

"Wdl, good-bye," Gal sad awkwardly.
"Good-bye, Gal Cutler. May the spirit be with you."
"And you," Gal sad.

Larry Smith turned to his waiting tribe. They had dl been awakened over the last weeks and
transported downgtairs by shuttle, where they had immediaidy erected temporary teepees beyond the
perimeter of Mira City.

When Smith was out of earshot, Gail said accusingly to Jake, "You might have helped me out there,
ingead of just sanding there grinning.”

"l wasn't grinning."

"You were grinning indde. Oh, Lord, how weird people are! They redly think they can duplicate a
tribal, hunter-gatherer dvilization that's mogtly a romanticized figment of the imagination anyway."

"That's too harsh," Jake said, watching the Cheyenne pull away. "They're making modern adaptations,
planetary adaptations.”

"They cartainly are,” Gal said. "Look over there. That's a fully equipped genetics lab in that huge
rover."

"It's only urtil they determine what's edible and what's not,” Jake said.



Gall snorted. The Cheyenne rovers, genetics lab, and gear had taken up a surprisng amount of room
on the Arid, for which the Cheyenne had paid wel. Smith's "tribe’' was a splinter group, made up of
individuas and families burning with idedism for this new life, which was being financed with the genemod
dinic earnings of severd generaions. Their contract with Mira Corp detailed just what services the
corporation would provide until and through awakenings, and then specified that there would be no
formd ties at dl after that, and no "intruson” on the large subcontinent they were daiming as their own.

"Do you think they'll make it?" Gall asked Jake. She waiched a woman druggle to pull a travois a
respectful distance around a patch of red creeper.

"Of course they'll make it. They know as much about the planet as we do."
"Whichisto say, effectively nothing."

"Gall, have you ever been on a Native American reservation?”

"No. Have you?'

"Yes" he said, surprisng her. "And I've read about them. Once they were terrible places, the dregs of
the arable land, full of poverty and acoholism. Since the natives figured out that as a separate nation they
could legdly offer services that places part of the United States could not, they flourished. First gambling,
then genemod and pet-cloning dlinics, and? "

"I'm aware that reservations are great scientific centers,” Gail said dryly. "And greenly rich. That's why
| don't understand why this lot wants to dump it dl and go back to living as if the last two or three
centuries hadn't ever happened. But with genetic labs in tow, of course.”

"Ah, you're a socidized creature,” Jake said. "Planted in the middle of your huge family.”
"Hardly. Only 9x of them are awake yet. My family's at the end of thelig."

"A quibble. You're a socid person, and you never seem to redize that many, many people want
desperately to escape society and never look back."

Gal looked curioudy at Jake. He 4ill watched the retreating Cheyenne, growing smdler as they
trekked across the grassy plan toward the disant mountains. Jake sddom spoke about his past. She
wasnt sure he was doing so now.

"Jeke? "

"Do you know that Larry Smith is changing his name? All of them are. But they'll wait to choose new
names until some incident happens to them or the tribe sees some persond characteristic emerge.
Apparently that's how it was done once."

"S0 the next time we see Larry Smith, hell be Man Who Owns Genetic Lab?’

"You think it's funny,” Jake said. "Do you think Shipley's funny, too, escaping to a new life with his
New Quakers?'

She had to be honest. "No, or anyway not as funny. At least he's prepared to live with a star-faring
dvilization. But | can't even figure out what his group believes or doesn't believe. Can you?'

" don't try," Jake said dismissvdy. After seven mortaly long years, Gal knew wel that Shipley made
Jake uneasy. The New Quakers were being steadily awakened and transported downdairs? how was



Jake going to react when he lived surrounded by two thousand of them?

She sad, "Tdl me? did you include the Quakers in the voyage only because without their third share,
you wouldn't have been able to raise enough money?'

"Of course. That's why we included everybody, induding your family and Larry Smith's Cheyenne.
You know that."

"But | don't know why you couldn't have waited afew more years to see if anyone more congenid to
you turned up. What difference did a few years make when you were leaving Earth forever?' She had
wanted to ask him thisfor along time.

"No difference” Jake sad ligntly. "Anyway, | worry more about the Arabs than the New Quakers.
Shipley's lundics are a least democratic. | know Faisa explained to us how his family has dways been
politicd and religious moderates and that's why he had to leave his country when a new militant regime
took over so they wanted anew sart in afresh place. But nonetheless...”

Gal stared at Jake. They'd been over dl this many times before; Jake sounded as if he were offering
the rehash modlly to distract her. From what?

Abruptly he said, "Come on, welll be late for the Board meeting,” and strode back toward camp.

She should be used to his evasions by now. After ten years as partners, nearly seven of them confined
to the Aridl, Gal knew everything about Jake: whet he liked to eat, how often he burped, what jokes he
thought funny, what gifts he'd received on his Sxth birthday, his grades a law school. Yet she sometimes
fdt she didn't know him at dl, that he understood her far better than the reverse.

Or maybe she just wasn't that hard to understand.

At eight years old, Gail had been taken by Aunt Tamara, now in cold deep on the Aridl, to ardigious
mesting in a huge, gleaming sports arena in Portland, Oregon. Preachers had thundered about the death
and dedtruction coming to adulterers, geneticigts, thieves, and the nonbelieving nonrighteous. They would
dl perishinrivers of fire and ravishments of the Earth. The next day, a quake in the fault under Portland
hed killed saven thousand people.

The effect on Gall had been the opposite of the preachers intentions. She watched the newsvids, and
even a eight she could see that both the righteous and the nonrighteous, believers and non-, had dl died
the same way. She'd been impressed by the impersond, immense power of nature, that same power she
thrilled to in thunderstorms, and had decided then and there to become a scienti<t.

Gall's mother, an evolutionary biologist, had been furious when she found out that Aunt Tamara had
taken Gal to the revivd. Emily Cutler was an evolutionary biologist of strong but eccentric views. She
believed that men and women could never live happily together. "It's the only reasonable concluson,”
sheéd sad petiently, "for anybody who will consider reason. Made and femade humans evolved to fill
different niches hunter-competitor and gatherer-nurturer. Eight thousand years of so-caled dvilization
can't undo five million years of evolution. Men and women aren't different species, but they are variants
of the same species, and to expect them to enjoy living together is like expecting wolves and poodles to
share alair. They should live separately and vigt.”

A decade later, when Gail announced to her family that she was gay, Aunt Tamara blamed her sster
Emily's teachings. Everyone ese nodded and smiled and asked why Gall was faling both chemistry and

physics.



Science bored her. But money did not, and at nineteen she had a degree in business. At twenty-five
she was managing more of the familid invetments than anyone dse in her sprawling,
ecologically-obsessed family. By then sheld met Lahini and life was ful and complete, sweet with the
buttery-rich taste of happiness.

Then Lahiri had died, dowly and horribly, of a gendticdly dtered virus released by a terrorist trying to
hold Minnegpolis hostage to some cracked poaliticd demand. Lahiri shouldnt even have been in
Minnegpalis; it was an unplanned business trip. The UV and CO, leves of Earth had risen in twenty years
to heights that hadn't been supposed to occur, according to scentific predictions, for another century.
Therich grew richer, and as the poor grew poorer in a federation of North Atlantic nations not used to
patience, domegtic violence and domestic terrorism increased. Internationd terrorism had become a
given. Genetic fixes to crops began to lose the race againg resstant blights and increased population.

Gall'sfamily voted to get out. Gail had come to Jake, and from the firg he had seemed to understand
thet after Lahiri, there would never be anyone ese for Gall. No one else understood that. Jake and Gall
had become working partners and squabbling friends, and never once had she fdt held let her see who
he redly was.

There goes Faisd, degant as usud," Jake said as they approached the ugly inflatable structure serving
as agenerd gathering hall. "All the royd family seems to be adjusting well."

"The mde hdf, anyway," Gal sad acidly. "How would we know about the women? They hardly ever
leave that compound or whatever it is, and then they're valled."

"You know that when we talked to them before we left Earth,” Jake said mildly. "All of them agreed
that this was how they wanted to live. Even with voice-stress andyss.”

And what a battle that had been, to get the Arabs to agree to voice andyses of thar women. Gal
suspected that Faisal, cosmopolitan and practica, had used leverage Gall didn't want to know about. But
Jake was right: even under VSA, which had shown no deception, the Arab women, royas and servants
dike, had avowed that this was the way they wanted to live Behind wadls, in Mira City but not redly of
it.

So now the northern section of the dty east of the river was surrounded by a ten-foot wdl of
foamcast. Within the meding, Gall knew but had not persondly seen, were more wals segregating the
women's quarters, the andarun. She imagined courtyards out of old Persan woodcuts, with fountains
and flower beds and velled dark-eyed women, childlike and protected. But she didn't redly know. When
he was outsde its walls, Faisd spoke very little of his private kingdom. His lieutenants? dl mde, of

course, many of whom seemed to be his sons? followed his example. Except for ceremonia occasions,
Fasd wore the same brown Threadmore coverdl as Jake, as Gal hersdf.

She knew he had three wives, Jabbareh and Homy and Khanom, but he never mentioned them. All
that Mira City was dlowed to glimpse of lifein the medina was the minaret riang tal above the wdls, the
ay cdling the faithful to prayer, the occasondly interrupted meeting while Faisa knelt, without prayer rug
or gpology, toward Sol to pray.

"We wigh to restore the true Idamic ways" he had told Gall and Jake when fird hed come to them
with his proposition to join the Greentrees colony. "The warm, joyful heart of 1dam, grounded in family.
Not the fanatic warmongering it has become.”

"But your women? " Gall had begun, Faisa cut her off.

"Our women themsdves will assure you that they wish to live by the old precepts.”



And so they had, even through the VSAs Gall had ingsted on. She didn't like it, this perpetuation of a
patriarchy on a new planet, but as Jake had acidly pointed out, she didnt have to like it. Aslong as the
Arabs would live and let live, which they had done, their gods did not have to be her gods.

"| think they only have one" she'd said through gritted teeth.
"Whatever," Jake had shrugged.

And, redly, was it any stranger than Larry Smith and his Cheyenne going off to resurrect the dead
gods of Nature?

"Hdlo," Fasd said, pausng at the door of the tent. Today, for whatever reason, hed put off the
coverdl. His white robes actudly looked comfortable and attractive agangt Greentrees cool blues and
purples.

"Hdlo, Fasd," Gal sad. Did his retinue cal him "Y our Highness'? Only the Chinese contingent and
Gal's own family, it seemed to her, had come with their faces turned toward the future and not the past.

Jake said, "Are they dl in there? And will we be able to get any of them to speak English?’

Faisd laughed. The Board of Governors met twice every month. A "month” had been defined as the
trangt of the largest of the three moons, Gamma. (And how much imagination did it show to name them
Alpha, Beta, Gamma? Never mind, there was enough ese to imagine) One monthly meeting was to
assess and plan progress on Mira City and to cope with any problems, which so far had been
adonishingly few. The second mesting, held today, was to hear reports from the scientists who provided
the raw data for assessing, planning, and coping. It was the scientigts, with their specidized jargon, who
didn't speak English.

They were a varied lot. Nine scientigts in various disciplines, and only Robert Takai, engineer, had
pad his own way. The others were dl funded by the Wdlcome Trugt, a British foundation with a
centuries-old tradition of teking risks on scientific endeavors without any payback except information of
bendfit to humanity. Gall wasn't sure that the information from Greentrees, fathfully sent back by quee,
was of any use to the Wellcome Trugt, or to anybody ese on Earth. Strange to think thet dl the trustees
who had funded these scientists were dead and buried. Seventy years had passed on Earth.

And everything was as bad, or worse, than when the Ariel hed left. Water, hunger, terrorism, despair,
ar qudlity, politics, greed. CO, leves up, food production down, globa wesather so extreme that much of
the planet was in ether flood or drought.

"I've identified and anayzed three more geologica drata,” said Roy Cdlipare, the geologist, and Gall
stopped ligening. These reports were necessary but boring. Although not to the scientists, who heeded,
argued, laughed with, and attacked each other asif the presence or absence of beryl was a matter of life
and degth.

Gal gazed furtivdy around, trying not to be obvious about her inatention. Fengmo, the Chinese
member of the Board, was absent today, busy with something else. The others, except for Faisa in his
white robes, blended with the inflatable: brown or green coverdls againg the dull green walls and gray
foamcagt furniture. Wdll, eventudly Mira City would become more colorful. The inflatables were only
temporary, and so were the coverdls, dthough new dothing was far down everyones lig of priorities.
Stll, someone could have at least brought in a vase of Greentrees flowers.

Lucy Lasky gave a brief report as colorless as the surroundings. The paleontologist had kept to
hersdf since her awakening, going out every day with the geologist in one of the two-person rovers.



They'd sampled more than a dozen Stes and then settled on one about seven miles away that, as Gall
understood it, had both alot of rocks and alot of fossls Gall put hersdf on automatic throughout Lucy's
presentation.

She did the same with Maggie Striker, ecologist; Benjamin Goldman, building-materials engineer; and
George Fox, biologist. Gail considered it hilarious that George, a amiling exuberant man with a taste for
fizzies had the same name as the man who had founded the origind Quakers in the seventeenth century.
William Shipley merdy said that many people bore such a common name. Jake had just nodded
abgtractly, and so Gail had to savor the joke done.

She tuned in to Robert Takal, energy engineer, long enough to learn the state of his solar-, wind-, and
geothermal-driven energy projects. All were on or ahead of schedule. The geneticists, Todd McCalum
and the tiresome Ingrid Johnson, reported on more flora and fauna, sating that every sngle one so far
was DNA-based. Wdl, big ded. Every life form on every settled planet was DNA-based. Panspermia
was the generd scientific consensus, a cloud of spores that had drifted through the gdlaxy billions of years
ago, leaving behind it the genetic code for life

And a good thing, too, or Thekla Beia Barington, the British agriculturist, would not be reporting
such sunny prospects for growing and eeting, after a few judicious genetic dterations, so many of the
locd plants. Maybe as many as fifteen percent, she said happily. "Better than anyone expected. Bloody
wonderful, infact. The first experimenta beds are dready planted.”

Even William Shipley was amiling.
Then Nan Shipley strolled in and shattered everything.

Attendance a Board meetings was supposed to be limited to Board members, which meant leaders
of those groups that had purchased stock in Mira New Quakers, Cheyenne, Gail's family, Liu's Chinese,
Saud's Arabs, plus Jake and, as a representative of the Welcome Trugt, George Fox, senior scientis.
Nan Shipley sauntered in as if she belonged there. Although probably near thirty, she was dressed in a
loose tunic sewn with tiny mirrors and cut out in many tiny holes, through which could be seen shifting
glimpsss of blue-painted skin. The latest teenage fashion of seventy years ago, Gal thought meanly.
Among the utilitarian coverdls everybody ese wore, Nan looked as exotic and usdless as a peacock's
tall.

"Naomi, thisis a private meeting,” Shipley said diffly to his daughter. "I think you should? "

"Theres a comlink message from the Ariel, priority one" Nan said casudly. Clearly she was enjoying
hersdf. "It came into Mira Corporation planetary headquarters, and | happened to be in there. Rudy
didn't want to put it on the generd frequency so he asked meto tdl you dl what it is and then get Jake or
Gal."

"What were you doing in Mira Corp headquarters?' her father asked. Gall saw his embarrassment
and irritation. Nan had irritated Gall, too, on severd counts by being in the Mira Corp inflatable, by
iddy refering to it as "planetary headquarters,” by sauntering in here as if a priority one were benegth
her notice, by cdling Captain Scherer by his fird name. And why had Scherer entrusted her with the
content of a priority one? Didn't make sense.

Jake sad sharply, "Wel, what is the message?’

Nan paused a moment, then smiled. "The message is that the Ariel scout was doing a low flyover, for
mapping and such, and Lieutenant Wortz found a village. Two villages, actudly. With thatched huts and
outdoor hearths and cultivated fidds.



"We're not done on Greentrees.”



Not possible, was Jake's firg thought. His second was, Of course it is.

The galaxy, or rather thistiny section of it, had proved empty of intdligence but loaded with life, dl of
it DNA-based and remarkably smilar in cdl congtruction. Wherever the panspermic drift of spores had
fdlen onto a viable planet? and there were alot more of them than origindly thought? they had deposited
darter genes that gave rise to life Life had then taken diverse evolutionary paths. Only Earth's had had
the lucky conditions, or the time, or the something, to get as far as sentience. Colchis hadn't even gotten
asfar asflowering plants. That was the theory, anyway.

There was no reason part, or dl, of the theory couldn't be wrong.

When Jake came out of his stunned shock, biologis George Fox was aready sputtering. "...out of
range of our explorations so far! If they came from star systlems we haven't reached yet, they could? ™

Ingrid Johnson said acidly, " Star-faring? With outdoor hearths and thatched huts?!

George said, "Maybe Captain Scherer was wrong about those. Or a star-faring dvilization might
edablish primitive-type vacation camps..." He trailed off, knowing how weak this sounded.

Jake forced himsdf to cdm. "We can't conclude anything without more evidence. We need
information.”

"An expedition,” George said eagerly. "To introduce ourselved!™

Gal made aface. Her green eyes dill looked agppaled. "An expedition could be dangerous, if they're
unfriendy and Captain Scherer has misiaken ther leve of technology. Or even if he hasn't. Spears can
kill, you know." She paused. "Spears or whatever they ... u"

"You don't know that they 'use anything," Ingrid said.
George sad, "The chance to learn? ™
"The probes never reported? "

"? dways knew probes could only sample a amdl area, plus whatever was visble from space. Smdl
huts? "

"? gansfor extraterrestrid biology? "

"There are legd issues here" Jake said loudly. The others looked a him in surprise, but he suddenly
fdt on more solid ground. Lawyer talk.

"l mean it, there are legd issues. The Planetary Federation issued guiddines a century ago'? now
dmog two centuries? "covering contact with any sentient species that humanity might encounter
interstdlar. There are issues of eminent domain, peaceful assumption, good fathin?

"Enforcegble by whom?" Ingrid said scathingly.



"Doesnt matter, does it, then?" Thekla Barrington said. "We have a mord obligation to respect this
people's firg dam ... God, what am | saying? We don't even know if they're redly sentient!”

"But well find out!" George Fox said, and the babble started again. Jake tried to gather his thoughts,
to reason clearly. If these were sentients, how many were there? Did they inhabit every continent? If so,
did they have their own customary ?

"There are no sentients on Greentrees! Nonel"

Lucy Lasky, rigng to her feet and shouting, such a surprisng dght that everyone dse indantly fel
glent.

The paeontologidt's face mottled maroon. Jake, who was dways uncomfortably aware of Lucy's
presence anyway, wached her closdy. He had sensed her hestant, continuing shame over her
breakdown on the Ariel and over the enforced cold deep that had followed it, and held pitied her. Or
wasit more like identification?

But Lucy didnt look shamed or hesitant now. When her color faded, she stood draight, a thin amdl
figure, and spoke with a force Jake had never expected from her. "Ligen to me, dl of you. I've spent
three months sampling the fossl record on Greentrees, at more than a dozen different Stes. There is no
indication anywhere of anything made by sentience.”

Gal sad, "So you haven't sampled the right Site yet.”

Lucy had camed hersdlf. "You don't understand. The evolutionary path is long to sentience, let done
to thatched roofs and cooking pots. There would be relics everywhere, if only stone axes or flaked
knives. No rdics, no sentience. Thet's true on Earth, on Colchis, on dl five planets humans have settled
on. I'm positive about my findings No sentience evolved on Greentrees.”

"Are you sying these ... beings came from somewhere ese?' Thekla Barington said skepticaly.
"And then their avilization degraded?”

Todd McCdlum said, "That would leave suff behind, too, wouldn't it? A degraded culture built on a
more advanced one has layers of debris. Like Carthage, or Kinshasa."

Joke sdid, "Lucy? What about thet?

"Yes No," Lucy said. She seemed to redize she was dill sanding, reddened again, and sat down. "I
only know what I've found. Or havent found. There are no sgns of evolved sentience or devolved
cultures”

Ingrid said, "Lucy, let's be frank here. First you see diensthat aren't there, on the Ariel, and now you
refuse to see diens that are there. Could the problem be you?"

"Shut up, Ingrid,” Jake said, surprising himsdf. "Persond attacks don't help anything.”
"It wasn't a persond attack! It was? "

Gall spoke louder than Ingrid, drowning her out. "Jake's right. The thing to concentrate on is what we
do next. Thisis probably a matter for the Board of Governors, snce Jake has brought up legdity and our
contracts with each of your populaces is pretty specific. But Jake and | have no intention of shutting out
you scientigts”

She looked a Jake for confirmation. "No, certainly not," he said, wishing he hadn't defended Lucy so



harshly, or so publidy. Or was he just focusing on that to avoid thinking about what was redly at stake
here?

"Thefirg thing? " Gall said.
"Thefird thing is to answer Rudy,” Nan Shipley said, looking amused. "He's ill waiting.”

They had dl forgotten she was there. In fact, they'd dl forgotten Scherer. Jake sad, "Il go. Gall, get
things organized." He stood and strode toward the door, grabbing Nan firmly by the elbow as he went
by. God, he didiked her.

"All right, I'm removed," she said outside. "You can let go of me now."

"Nan, | don't have to tdl you that you shouldn't talk about this to anyone. Don't spread unnecessary
dam. Infact ... why did Captain Scherer even tdl you about the villagesin the firg place?’

She amiled. "Can't you guess?'

Scherer and Nan. After a moment, Jake shook his head. "No. Not Scherer. No matter what his taste
inwomen. He's too good a soldier.”

"Youreright, Jake. | didn't think you were that perceptive.” She drolled off, dlowing him glimpses of
her blue flesh through the undulating holesin her tunic. She hadn't answered his question.

No time for that now. Jake hurried to the Mira Corp inflatable and took Scherer's cdl from orbit.

Everybody wanted to go, except Gall. "You can tdl me about it," she told Jake. "Theres a lot of
things to sort out here. People are dill being awakened. The pipe-ingdling 'bot program has a bug the
techs can't find. Theklas getting the greenhouse up next week. And Liu's people have some sort of
dispute over city boundaries. Also, the more | think about it, Jake, the more | think that Scherer's reports
don't show anything that we should worry about. So you go and establish diplomatic relations”

"Nothing to worry about? Aliens?"
"No. Not unless they attack.”

"The ar-survellance reports say that's not likdy," Jake said. Actudly, the ar-survellance reports
were puzzing. Low flight had identified only four villages, with no other settlements within hundreds of
miles Very low flight had brought the skimmers right above the huts at a height of three hundred feet.
Lieutenant Wortz reported villagers rasing their heads to ook up at the aircraft. Yet there had been no
running, gethering, pointing, or atacking. The crestures had Imply raised their heads, stared, and
resumed doing whatever they had been doing, neither scared nor interested.

How could they be neither frightened nor interested? And if that were true, how could they be
sentient? But, given the detaill Wortz had recorded, cooking pots and woven thatch, how could they not?

The recording had been viewed eagerly by the nine scientists and five Board members, over and over.
The diens were bipeda and bisymmetrica, about four feet tal, covered in thick reddish-brown hair that
had immediatdy earned them the name "Furs"" They had long snouts, crests of darker fur high on ther
backs, squat powerful-looking bodies, and thick tails.

"Bdandng tails" George said, "like kangaroos. They can probably jump.” He frowned.
"What isit, George?' Jake asked.



" can't say for sure, of course ... but Greentrees is a warm planet, warmer than Earth, without much
seasonal change because of the very minor axid tilt. And it doesn't have much predatory activity, at least
not compared to Earth at the same stage of evolution. But the fur on those diens, the powerful baancing
tal? those usudly evolve on a colder, higher-gravity planet. And look a those eyes: two in front and one
near the top of the head. That evolved on a dangerous world ful of flying and waking predators.
Greentress imt."

"It isnt dangerous now," Ingrid said, "but maybe it was in the past. Maybe they killed dl their
predators. We did on Earth.”

"We don't have eyes on the top of our head, ether,” Todd said. "Didnt kangaroos have tals like that,
before they went extinct? They evolved on Earth.”

"True" George said, leening closer to study the images on the screen.

Jake sad, "Well just have to wait until we get there and see in person,” which indantly raised the
group tenson. Who should go? Everyone had an argument for being included.

Fndly Jake and Gall decided. "I know you don't like it," Jake told the scientists, "but we made our
choices based on who would be ussful there and who can't be spared here. Do you know that out of five
thousand people we don't have asngle red linguist?

We decided English-Chinese trandators, say, won't be hdpful. Also, we don't want to overwhdm the
dienswith too many people. So it's me, George, Ingrid, and Lieutenant Halberg, in the shuttle. Lieutenant
Wortz will pilot and stay indde the craft.”

To Jake's surprise, William Shipley said, "I think | should go, too."
IIYw?I

"I'm a doctor. You've included a biologist and a geneticis, but Ingrid works a the DNA levd and
George it trained in pathologies. | think | should go.”

Ingrid said, "How the hell would you recognize a pathology on an dien?'

"I can assess the generd hedth of the diens by comparing them to each other in details you wouldn't
notice."

Jake sad, it having just occurred to him that Shipley shouldn't be downgtairs at dl, "Why aren't you
doing awakenings aboard ship?'

"l turned it over to Taiji Brown. She's as capable as | am at this point, and she's got an assigtant.
Besdes, Jake, Mira City has plenty of doctors, if no linguigs. I'm not vitd here."

George sad awkwardly, "Will, I'm not sure you're needed there, ether.” Jake noted yet agan tha
George was comfortable caling the Quaker "Will," one of the few who was. George seemed to have no
fedings a dl about Shipley's rdigion.

"Yes, | an needed,” Shipley said. "I know tha Lieutenant Haberg will have dl sorts of wegpons to
protect you, but it's possble one of you might get hurt anyway in some way the lieutenant can't
anticipate.”

Tha made sense. Jake said, "Just one more thing, Doctor. You mentioned weapons. Lieutenant
Halberg will be fully armed, everything from tanglefoam to icers, and hell be supplying the rest of us with



gmdl arms. | know you New Quakers don't approve of violence ever, under any circumstances.”

"That's right,” Shipley said pleasantly, "and | won't persondly carry any ams. But your decison is
yours, according to your own consciences.”

That held awhiff of sanctimony that Jake didn't like. But Shipley's point about having a doctor present
was good, and the amdl skimmer held sx. Also, Shipley was a mgor stockholder, with whom it would
be good to cooperate. They might someday want a favor from him. Jake looked a Gail, who shrugged
and nodded. "All right," Jake said, "yourein, Dr. Shipley. We leave as soon as the smdl skimmer returns

from mapping.”

It took longer than that. Halberg inssted on each person demondtrating proficiency with the weapons
he issued them. This exercise took place well away from the camp, on the open plain from which Larry
Smith's Cheyenne had departed. Jake sddom left the disinfected, modly defoliated, eectronicaly
protected confines of Mira City. It fdt odd to be so out in the open, ganding on untrimmed purple
groundcover. What, if anything, might be crawling through it? Some large crestures flew overhead, crying
raucoudy, and he fdt again that sense of dienness that often deserted him on his dally Greentrees. What
did those flying things eat? How aggressive were they about getting it?

Haberg put them through formetion drills for gpproaching the village, covering each other with
weapons, carying wounded, and retreating to the shuttle. Shipley participated in three of these, portly
and puffing. Haberg watched the Quaker doctor expressonlessy. The lieutenant was genemod
handsome, like dl Scherer's team, and he shared Scherer's uncommunicative solidity. Fndly he was
satisfied with everyone's performance.

Gall comlinked Jake as the exercises were concluding. "I've been thinking. Maybe you should take the
villagers some presents. Tokens of goodwill."

"Like South Sea idanders? What presents do you choose for an unknown dien, for God's sake?
"Ask Shipley," Gall sad.
Jake didn't see why, but he did as she asked, and to his surprise Shipley had a ready answer.

"I've been thinking dong the same lines as Gail. We could bring dightly improved versons of articles
they aready have and will recognize. Some dloy cooking pots, or hearth grates. They're going to find us
eventudly and redlize we have more advanced things than they do. Pots and a grate would begin to
edablish that without frightening them.”

Jake sad, "Where do we get a hearth grate?"
"Gal will find something.”

Shedid, alatice work of carbon fiber freshly assembled by adie 'bot. She brought it in a Mira Corp
rover, roaring over the horizon to ther makeshift training ground like cavary reinforcement. "United
Shopping and Parcd, thatll be three million dallars, ar.”

"Haha" Jake said humorlesdy. "How's everything a Mira?"

"Fdling apart without you, you van creature. No, everything's normd. One of Fengmo's people has
filed aforma complaint that the city park boundary is off by Sx inches. I'm beginning to think the Chinese
aejud as crazy as everybody ese, they're just quieter about it."



Sx inches. Sentient diens on Greentrees and Sx-inch boundary deviations. Jake just shook his head.
Fndly, they lifted off and started to the village.

Jake hadn't seen Greentrees from low flight before now; hed been too busy to leave camp. The
twenty-two-hour-sixteen-minute day was nearly done. Long cool shadows danted across the
bluish-purple groundcover. An andlog of bacteriorhodopsin, George Fox had told him, closer to a class
of Earthly bacteria that converted sunlight to energy than to chloroplasts. The Greentrees plants al used
it, which gave them ther tranquil purplish hues.

From the groundcover the tal, narrow trees rose like graceful spires. The blue river wound its dow,
broad way between low hills through groves and meadows. A herd of something large and gray
lumbered toward a lake. "Were cdling them ‘tedies’ " George sad into Jake's ear. "Warm-blooded
herbivores, brains the Sze of wanuts. Move very dowly."

"Why don't they get eaten”?’

"They do. But not eesly? that's athick carapace you're seeing on the adults. Also, there's speculation
that thair flesh tastes bad to the dominant predators.”

"God bless evalution,” Jake sad.

The landscape didn't change as they covered hundreds of miles. Restful, beautiful, monotonous. This
part of Greentrees lacked mountains, dthough they rose e sewhere, sharp and high. It was a young planet
compared to Earth.

"Approaching the village" Lieutenant Wortz said in her guttural accent. "Landing imminent.”

Jake wondered briefly if held ever heard any of Scherer's crew talk without giff military lingo.
Haberg, maybe, but not Wortz, whose English was limited.

Jake's brief glimpse of the village from the ar looked exactly the same as the recordings.
Thatch-roofed huts, outdoor stone hearths, smdl fidds beyond. A few Furs waked between the huts,
when the humans emerged from the lander, they stopped and watched.

Watched? but nothing else. The three adults and one child didn't flee, or approach, or as far as Jake
could see, change expression. He took a deep breath. "Let's go, people.”

Haberg Ieft the skimmer firdt, ready to cover the others if necessary. Then Jake, followed by the
scientigts, with Shipley bringing up the rear. Jake had learned long ago how detached and artificd could
seem the most important moments of one's life, asif you watched yoursdf from the outsde. I'm walking
toward humanity's first contact with aliens, Jake thought, and athough his chest tightened, he 4ill felt
like an actor playing afaintly ludicrous part.

Thefour Furs had not moved. Weren't they going to do something? Apparently not. Jake stopped,
Halberg to hisright, a few yards from the closest one and smiled. No response.

"Hedlo," Jake said carefully.

Nothing.

"Humans" he said, pointing to himsdf and then Halberg.
Nothing.



Behind him, Shipley said, "Give him the gifts”

Jake hdf turned and Shipley was right there, ready with the cooking pot, which Jake had forgotten
about. Ingrid and George were undoubtedly recording. Jake took the pot and offered it to the Fur. The
other three Furs had not moved, even the child.

The Fur looked at the shiny pot but made no move to take it. Jake hed it out for ten seconds, twenty,
thirty. Findly he put it on the ground at the Fur's feet and, amiling, pointed from it to the dien.

"Back away from the gift," Shipley suggested, "0 he redizes we're leaving the pot for them.”

Jake did. The Fur watched impassvely. A ful minute went by. Then the Fur walked away, leaving the
pot on the ground. Halberg tensed. The Fur went to the edge of the closest fidd, picked up what seemed
to be a primitive hoe, and began digging up plants. The other Furs started to move about what was
presumably their norma business.

George said, "l think we've been rejected.”

Jake said, "More like they bardy registered us. Just a momentary interruption, then routine as usud.”
Ingrid said, "What now? Can we go into the village?"

Haberg said, " Counterindicated.”

"Oh, for God's sake, Lieutenant,” she snapped, "they're obvioudy not bdligerent. And what's the
point of coming at dl if we don't make some sort of connection?”

George sad, "Jeke?'
"Might as wdl." He fdt helpless. What did you do when diens considered you irrdevant?

They walked forward as a group. The adult with the child had moved to a cookfire and was dirring
something in a large pot. It ameled vile. As the humans approached, the Fur looked up but didn't stop
dirring. The child stood as impassve as the adult.

Children, if they weren't shy, were usudly curious. Sowly Jake reached indde the pocket of his
coverdl and pulled out a amdl flashlight. 1t was bright orange, with a blue button. Jake pressed the button
and a beam of light shone onto the stones of the hearth. Jake released the button and held the flashlight
out to the child. He heard someone draw in a quick breath. Images of animas savagely defending their
young flashed across Jake's brain, but he went on holding out the flashlight.

The child didn't take it.

Jake lad it on the edge of the hearth and moved back a step. The child didn't pick up the flashlight.
The adult Fur went on girring the pot.

"Jesus Chrigt," Ingrid said. "They're e@ther stupid or blind."
George sad, "If they're not going to notice anything we do, then | want to take some samples™

"Counterindicated!" Haberg said. George ignored the soldier and stepped up to the child. He put his
hand on the child's furry head, and Jake tensed for attack. The child looked up briefly at George and then
returned to watching the pot. Deftly George snipped a handful of fur with the cutter concealed in his
pam. Neither Fur reacted.



In the fidd, the other adult hoed. The fourth Fur had gone indde a hut.

Now, perversdly, Jake wanted some reaction from the diens. Attack, fury, anything but this stolid
pretense that the humans barely existed, were somehow as insubgantid as ghods. He said, "Were
moving toward that hut.”

Haberg didn't even say, "Counterindicated.” Maybe even he was frustrated by this nonbehavior. The
five humans moved to the open door of the nearest hut. No one tried to stop them. Jake peered insde,
George eagerly beside him, Ingrid and Shipley crowding behind.

Theindde of the hut held a pallet of tree branches, a cooking pot full of the same smdly Suff as the
firg Fur's culinary efforts, and an adult Fur nurang an infant. She lay on the ground on her side, the baby
lying beside her with its mouth fastened on the teat exposed from undernesth the thick reddish fur. She
stared at them without reacting.

Jake fdt an odd reluctance to remain. "Weve gone far enough into these ... peopl€e's privecy asit is.
Back to the kimmer."

The group moved out of the hut and waked back to the skimmer. Not one Fur looked up or ceased
work as they boarded and lifted off.

"Something," George Fox said, "is very wrong with this picture.”



William Shipley sat in meeting and knew he was making a mess of it.

Meeting for Worship was usudly the best time of Shipley's week. He emptied his mind and waited, in
blessed slence, for the inner light. If it did not come to him, it might come to another, who would be
moved to rise and offer vocal minigry. From these voices, over time, came the harmony and smplicity of
truth, and Shipley left the meatinghouse feding at peace with himsdlf. This was true even if the entire hour
passed with no one saying anything. In the shared slence was a shared Soiritudity, sweeter than words.

But not this week. Shipley looked a the Friends seated on the smple foamcast benches of the new
mestinghouse. It, too, was foamcast, a plan windowless room without digtracting adornment. New
Quakers, like the old, had no icons, liturgy, priests, or theology.

They had been meeting outdoors, but it had rained hard three Sundays in a row, and so each medting
had taken the time and allocated the resources to erect a meetinghouse. Nineteen of them dotted Mira
City, which otherwise conssted dill of inflatables with the occasona converted section of the Arid a
gleaming hard anomaly. In the meding, Faisd said, the Arabs had begun congructing a wooden manson
with wood from the newly formed, ecologicdly safe Mira Logging Company. So far the manson was
merdy aframe. Mira City was green inflatable buildings and gray foamcast meetinghouses.

Nearly a hundred Friends sat in slence, eyes cast down or closed, for hdf an hour. A few were
missng. Alia Benton had fdlen and fractured her femur; Shipley had her in a monitor cast that deivered
genemod meds to help the bone mend faster. Paul Dubrowski had developed an dlergy to something on
Greentrees, which was interesting because it meant the human immune system was adjusing to new
irritants. Marlie and Harrd Forrester had been moved to attend a different medting this week, as had
young Guy Lowel, whom Shipley suspected of interest in a young woman there. And, of course, Naomi
was missing.

But his daughter was not what was distracting Shipley from worship.

Cameron Farley rose. She said, "'l wrestled with mysdf thisweek. A coworker at the greenhouse, not
aFriend, wore a necklace of beautiful pink stones. | wanted it. | asked her if she would =l it for Mira
script, and she said she would. | have the script. But | know that the necklace is pulling me away from
ampliaty. | fed it. I would not own the necklace, it would own me. | haven't bought it ... but | dill want
to." She sat down, a beautiful young woman troubled in her mind by a sring of pink stones.

No, by a sruggle with materidigtic desires. A person preoccupied with things is ill-suited to st in
Slence and ligen for the sill small voice of God.

Nor, Shipley thought, is a person preoccupied with genetic informeation.

George Fox, Ingrid Johnson, and Todd McCalum were holding a meeting? so different from this
meding? later today to discuss the results of their genetic andyss of the hair taken from the child Fur.
The biologig and two geneticists had been working furioudy for a week. In that time Jake had led
expeditions to two of the other three villages, and he, too, was going to report the outcomes. A amdl
group had been dropped off just this morning outside the firgt village, to camp there and see if prolonged



contact made any difference to the Furs impassvity. And none of this should have been duttering up
Shipley's mind during Meeting for Worship.

Old David Ornish rose. "New Quakers don't need or want alot of things in thair lives That's why we
came here. So our children can be freed from the relentless pressure of owning things and find the Light."”
He creaked down again.

Ten more minutes passed. Then Olivia Armstead rose and Shipley suppressed an uncharitable groan.
Oliviawas an intdligent, educated woman with no STOP code. More than once someone had risen after
twenty or thirty minutes to tdl Olivia, "Friend, bring your message to a conclusion.”

"These diens on this planet," she began with no preamble. By now everyone knew about the diens,
mogt people watching the recordings whenever they had pauses in the endless work of sgting up a
pionearing society. "Hidoricdly there are five states in which diplomatic relaionships can exist between

peoples”

And they were going to hear dl five, Shipley knew. He made himsdf ligen. If Olivia was moved to
share this, then it was part of her Light and a contribution to the truth that emerged only as the Light
brought out the best in each worshipper.

Olivia said, "Fird, there is complete detachment, no rdationship at dl, as when countries refuse to
recognize or trade with each other.

"Second, there is hedthy negotiation from a bascdly dlied pogtion, with mutud-aid pacts, trade
agreements, arbitration, open borders. Thisisthe rdaionship that we New Quakers have with the other
contractees of Mira Corp on Greentrees.

"Third, there is covert sruggle, with no open hodtility but no negotiation, either, and with subversve
actions to undermine each other.

"Fourth, there is a dominant/dependent relationship. It may be benevolent or tyrannicd. This is what
imperid powers have had with their colonies throughout Earth's history.

"Hfth, thereiswar.

"We mudg not engage in war with the Furs. Nor in dictatorship, nor in covert gruggle, nor in
pretending these people do not exist. We must treet them as dlies” She sat down.

Shipley was impressed. Oliviahad been not only intdligent but rdaivey brief. But how did you treat
as "dlies”" with mutud aid and trade pacts and contractud agreements, people who were treating you
with "complete detachment?

No one ese spoke. When the hour was over, David Ornish reached for the hand of the person stting
next to him. Everyone raised ther heads and then clasped hands. The dhift from inner faith to outer
activian was complete, and the Mesting for Worship was over.

Outside, people mingled and chatted. This meeting was a sociable lot. Many Friends looked refreshed
and cleansed. Shipley thought that he himsdf might as well have spent the time growing med cultures. He
hed been incapable of recaving the Light.

He hurried dong the unpaved "dreets” These were laidy clean of garbage or debris, and around a
few of the inflatables bloomed beds of those trangplanted native flowers approved by Maggie Striker, the
ecologidt. Before the Furs had been discovered, George Fox had been cregting a taxonomy and genetic
higory for Greentrees flora. Now that he was working day and night on the dien samples, people had



garted to invent their own names for the prettiest flowers. Shipley had heard the same delicate mauve
blossom referred to as "moonweed,” " Greentrees lace,” and "sweet Leda”

When he reached the inflatable, Ingrid Johnson had aready begun taking. The scientists and Board of
Governors listened with dl the rapt focus Shipley had not been able to summon in mesting.

"Todd and | finished the genome andysis. In the short verson: the Furs genome is DNA-based, like
evarything €lse weve encountered in space, which only strengthens the panspermia theory. They're pretty
much like Earth mammas warm-blooded, probably viviparous. The crest of darker fur on their backs
seem to occur only in maes. The genes that correspond to a neurd system in the other Greentrees
mammas, however, are not very numerous. They're an old species? there is a lot of incorporated
fosslized genetic materia, from andogues to viruses. Weve started matching protein expresson to
genetic sequence, but of course without tissue samples from the Furs we're just guessng. The basis for
our guessss is the data we have from other Greentrees mammas, which may or may not be andogous.”

Todd said, with his quiet amile that Shipley aways found so much more appeding than his wifes
assartiveness, "In other words, we don't know anything.”

"Not true, Todd," Ingrid said, contradictory even with her spouse. "We have some information.”

"Okay," Gall said. She seemed to be chairing the meeting. "We can hear the long form later. Will we
nongeneticigs understand it?'

"No," Ingrid said.
"Yes" Todd said, "if we explain wel enough.”
Gal amiled. "Wha's next? Jake?'

"We vigted the other three villagesin the cluster, if that's what it is. The reaction was exactly the same:
totd indifference. We might as well not have existed. We left some more gifts, and when we went back
the Furs were usng the cooking pots and hearth grates, but they gave no Sgn the things were in any way
connected to us.

"One village is the same dze as the fird one. The other two are much smdler. In fact, one has only
gxteen Fursinit and seven empty huts”

Shipley said, despite his vow to smply listen, "They're dying out?"

Jake made an odd gesture with his left hand, swiping it Sdeways through the air. "It would seem so.
We actudly looked for some sort of graveyard, but we didn't find any markers for it. Maybe they don't
have any degth rites.”

George Fox said, "I'm a biologist, not an anthropologist, but there's no humean avilization at thet leve
that didn't have some degth rites”

"Widl, then, maybe they do," Jake said. Shipley saw that the subject made hm uncomfortable. "We
didn't seeit.”

Gal sad, "Could there have been a plague or something? And these are the only survivors?'
"No," Lucy Lasky sad. "That's not possible.”
Shipley studied her. Lucy spoke firmly but met no one's eyes. Color mottled her cheeks. Clearly she



was dill degply ashamed of her breskdown on the ship and thought that because of it, no one would take
her serioudy. Equdly dearly, she was certain of what she was saying.

It was dways the conscientious, hardworking ones, Shipley thought, who were the most vulneradle.
The people who cared. Those who didn't care, who just wanted to get through the job or the day or the
hour and to hdl with everyone who didnt likeit? those people were protected from shame by their own
incifference.

Like Naomi.

Lucy forced hersdlf to continue. "I know I've said this before. But there is no fossil record of the Furs.
They weren't a numerous species wiped out by plague. They didn't even evolve here. I've been to the
village with Jake and took subterranean soundings. There's some archaeologica debris there, which there
isnt here by Mira City. The Furs might have been there as long as a thousand years. But no longer. There
just isn't any paeontologica evidence.”

Todd sad, "But, Lucy, if they'd been here even a thousand years, there would be more of them. The
gene pool isredly smdl.”

"Yes," Lucy said. "That's what I'm saying. The evidence doesn't add up. The Furs didn't evolve here.
They were brought here, no more than, say, twelve hundred E-years ago. They were brought.”

"By whom, Lucy?' George said gently. "Weve never found any evidence of sentient life anywhere
outsde the solar system. Let done a star-faring dvilization. Surdy we'd have detected them? or, more
likdy, they'd have contacted us. We're not dl thet far from home, remember, in interstdlar terms.”

"l know dl that," Lucy said, not without dignity.

Shipley thought suddenly of that object dreaming past the Arid a ninety-eight percent of c, back
when the ship had dill been light-years from Greentrees. Everyone had findly decided it had been ether a
computer error or anaturd object, convinced by the fact that the "object” didn't seem able to detect the
Ariel Only Erik Halberg had maintained otherwise.

Lucy continued, "But the evidence on Greentrees dill says that the Furs were brought here.”

"You mean, absence of evidence" Ingrid said. "Youve only offered what isnt here. As far as we
know yet."

Gal sad, "Captain Scherer?'

Scherer said in his German accent, "The satellite data fal to show some additiond settlements of Furs
on Greentrees. But | caution. We have a good resolution, to a quarter meter, but the computer dill
orthorectifies dl data, it does not finish yet. And the planet is big. If some settlements are amdl and put
themselves under many trees, we maybe not find them. Not yet, anyway. We look, 4ill.

Nothing we discover presents a security risk to humans”

Ingrid said acidly, "You don't know if there's a biologica risk. Contamination by parasite, for instance.
That'swhy Todd and | need to? "

George Fox cut her off. "There can't be just this one group of Fur villages, Captain Scherer. That
redly would be anomaous.”

Scherer said diffly, "We find only one group.”



Lucy looked close to tears. Jake sad tactfully, "Let's consider for a moment that they might be an
exiled group, dropped out here by ther own species as ... oh, a pend colony or politica exiles or
medicd quarantine.”

Shipley said, startled, "Medicd quarantine?"
George's eyeslit up. "Maybe that explains their zombidike behavior.”
"If that's true," Gall said, "could their disease be dangerous to us? Doctor?"

"It's rare for diseases to jump Terran species, let done species with entirdy different evolutionary
paths. And any microbe would need time to adapt to us. No, | don't think were in danger.” Gal looked
relieved.

Ingrid said impatiently, "An entire other planet as a quarantine area or pend colony seems a bit
extreme, if you ask me. Besides, I'm ill not convinced the furry beasts just don't beong here.”

Shipley said mildly, "They're not beasts.”

Gal broke in. "Wél, wherever they came from, for whatever reason, the Furs are here. Looking at it
sdentificdly is interegting, but from a practicad standpoint, | can't see that it's going to make much
difference to Mira City. There are only a handful of Furs, they're over a hundred miles away, they aren't
bothering us. If they indicate they don't want us camped beside ther village, well stop bothering them.
But our plans for Mira City aren't going to be affected at dl, asfar as | can see. Anybody disagree?!

Everyone stared at her. Staggered, Shipley said, "Gall ... you're just going to ignore them? The only
contact humanity has had with sentient diens?’

Fasd bin Saud, glent until now, said, "They do not sound very sentient to me. | agree with Gall.
These Furs are negligible to our plans.”

Gal sad, "What do you want us to do, Doctor? We sent a report to Earth by quee ... havent we?"

"Um, not yet," George said. "Since we're S0 limited in our quee tranamissions, we wanted to gather
more definitive information first. Besdes, we've dl been so busy sudying the Furs that? "

"W, that's the red problem, as| seeit,” Gall said, with sudden hesat. "Haf our scientigts are either at
the Fur village or working day and night on Fur data in the lab, and work is getting neglected here. Dr.
Shipley, | appreciate that you at least have stuck around in case some humean actudly needs medicd help.
But Ingrid, Todd, George? Theklais complaning that your input into the agriculturd effort has come to a
complete hdt. George, we don't have any kind of index of possbly poisonous plants or creatures. Jake,
adminidrative problems are? "

"All right, al right," Jake said tedtily, surprisng Shipley. Jake usudly had an outer shdll of forced cam.
"We see your point, Gal."

"Good. Who's out at the village now for this extended camp-out? And who thinks they're leaving for
the village this afternoon?”

"I am," Lucy sad. No one contradicted her. Mira City didn't have urgent need of an evolutionary
paeontologi<.

"l am," Ingrid said. "Tissue samples? "



"Tissue samples can wait," Gall said.
"lssues of possible biologicd contamination? ™

Jake broke in. "WEell just have to take our chances. But I'll tdl you what, Ingrid? you write the report
to Earth.”

Ingrid smiled, pleased as a stroked cat. Whoever broke the news to Earth would have an ingant
place in history, Shipley knew. Jake knew his people. Ingrid would stop clamoring to go to the village
And since quee link could only take so much data for the stored energy they had, the report would be
short enough to not consume too much of Ingrid's time.

Captain Scherer said with his precise diction, "Fve people stay now by the dien village Private
Mudler, for security. Two scientigs? "

"From our genetics gaff,” Todd said with strained cordidity. "They were supposed to fill in only while
Ingrid and | andyzed the dien hair samples. This afternoon? "

"No, you two are daying here" Gal said. "One of your daff can say; you pick. Get the other back
here when the skimmer takes Lucy. Thisis a colonization effort, remember, not a scientific expedition.”

And you people signed contracts, she didn't say. Shipley knew everyone heard the words anyway.
Jake would have been more subtle. But Jake had lapsed into pensiveness, sseming not to listen.

Captain Scherer continued, "One of Prince Faisd's group? "

"My fifth son," Faisd said. Evidently this was news to Gall, if not to Jake. "We are interested in the
natives. Sdah investigates for us™

"Interested how?' Gall said, frowning.
Faisal amiled his charming, impenetrable amile. "Purdy intdlectudly, Gall."
"Good. And thefifth person? "

"? isMiss Frayne" Captain Scherer said, Shipley's heart jolted. Naomi? What was she doing there?
She hadn't told him.

"What is she doing there?' Gall said. "She's not a scientis.”
Scherer said, "She asks to go."

Gal sad, "Hdf the dty wants to go, to a least have a look at the diend Captain, who authorized

"l did," Scherer said.

Thetablefdl slent. Scherer stared draight ahead, but the flesh above histight collar throbbed. Shipley
watched it, dazed. Naomi at the Fur village...

Gal sad levdly, "Why, Captain? You have the right to do so, of course, but why did you give Nan
Frayne permission and passage to the village?'

"l see no reason to say no to Miss Frayne" Scherer said, which was no reason at dl. Shipley's chest
turned over. What was going on between Naomi and this man? Not the obvious, Shipley suspected.



Scherer was too controlled, too militarily correct, for sexud bribery, and anyway Naomi hardly seemed
someone who would appedl to him. So what?

Jake moved the medting past the awkward moment. "All right, then, weve finished with the Fur
village. Ingrid, pick one of your gaff to stay there and comlink the other to be ready for pickup when
Captain Scherer takes Lucy. Lucy, do you need an assgant?'

Fasd sad, "My son Sdah would be honored to assg you, Dr. Lasky. He is untrained in
paeontology, of course, but then so is nearly everyone else on Greentrees except yoursdf. And Sdah
can provide you with anything in our compound's power, anything at dl."

Lucy knew a good thing when she saw it. She said, "Thank you, Mr. Saud. I'm sure Sdah will be very
useful.”" Jake Holman scowled.

"Then let's move on to legitimate colony business,” Gall said. "Jake, about the solar panels? "

Shipley stopped ligening. He dipped out of the room, avoiding everyone's eyes. Outsde, he walked
ina draight line to the edge of the human activity, nodding brusquely when anyone spoke to him but not
dowing down. By the time he cleared the lat inflatable, he was puffing.

Beyond the embryonic city, the wide river flowed between low grassy banks dotted with wildflowers.
These flowers were beautiful; perhaps dl flowers were beautiful. Ancient Egyptians had included flowers
among the treasures seded into tombs with the dead. However, snce George Fox was dill testing native
florafor substances toxic to humans, and snce nonedible flowers were not high on the biologist's list, no
one knew yet how many of these blossoms might be poisonous.

So far the humans had been remarkably lucky. They were, according to George Fox, in the best
possible postion. Because life on Greentrees was DNA-based, it was possble to dter the genome of
meany plants to make them digestible to the Earthly interlopers. The atered seeds would be cultivated as
so0n as the gendticids and the agriculturigts were done tinkering with them. On the other hand, Earth's
and Greentrees evolutionary paths had been different enough that the locd parasites hadn't evolved to
colonize human guts, eyes, or brains. The same might be true of plant toxins as well; they had evolved to
affect other life, not humans. Only the predatory vine nicknamed "red creeper” had proved dangerous. It
tangled smdl mammads in remarkably fas-moving, ground-level tendrils and dissolved them. All red
creeper had been eradicated ingde the city perimeter.

This section of riverbank, however, with its lush wild growth, was dill outsde the perimeter and
off-limits, even though the river was the reason humans had settled at this Ste. Tegting the river water had
been the biologidt's fird job. George had determined that filters were needed, due to high traces of
minerds Shipley couldn't remember, plus unidentified microorganisms that might?

What did any of that matter now! Shipley pulled out his comlink.

Intheir desire for amplicity, New Quakers didn't usudly carry comlinks. But Quakerism had dways
been a more flexible rdigion than outsiders imagined. Individua conscience counted more than rules, and
Shipley was one of a few dozen physicians for five thousand people. He carried a comlink so patients
could contact him quickly, just as he used a computer to aid in diagnosis. The point was not to turn one's
back on technology, as Larry Smith's Cheyenne were attempting to do, but to subordinate it to the living
souls of men and women. This was the firg time Shipley had ever used his comlink for a personal reason.

He didn't know Naomi's private code, if she had one. Of course she did. But he knew the code for
Private Mudler, ayoung man even more slent than most of the Swiss security people. Shipley keyed in
the code. Mudler answered ingantly.



"Ja. Private Mudler.”

"ThisisWilliam Shipley. May | speak to Naomi Frayne?'

"l key you." Another ghrill.

"y e

"Naomi? Thisis your father."

"Ah, Daddy. Just noticed your derelict daughter is gone?'

Shipley said, "Why didn't you tdl me you were going to camp by the dien village?'

"Why don't you tdl me that you care one way or the other? | won't believe you, of course, but you
can tdl me anyway."

He contained his despair. "Naomi, what are you doing there? Ingrid Johnson says there could be a
chance of contracting parasites or microorganisms from? "

"Tdl you what, Daddly, if | get dien fleas | promise not to bring them around to you."
He said nothing, the familiar hurt and frusiration and guilt svamping him. Oh, Naomi ?

Her voice unexpectedly softened. "You won't believe this, but I'm actudly working. How about that,
Dad?'

“Working?'

"Obsarving. Making notes on the Furs. Seeing if we can find their communication mode with each
other and maybe decode it."

"Naomi, you don't know anything about? " He stopped. Wrong, wrong.

"Anything about anything, is that what you were going to say, Daddy? Poor untrained usdess Nan.
But thiswork conssts mosily of Stting ill, watching carefully, and running recording equipment. Startling
asitis, | can actudly do that aswel as atrained baboon.”

He said humbly, "I'm sorry. Areyou ... isthe work interesting?'

Agan her voice warmed unexpectedly. "It is interesting, in a hopeless sort of way. Your worthless
daughter might even end up meking a minor scientific contribution.”

"That's wonderful, honey." He wanted to ask her about Scherer, about why the captain had brought
her there, but he was suddenly afraid of jeopardizing this temporary, unhoped-for rapport. “Teake care of
yoursdlf."

"You, too, Dad. Bye"

She cut the link. Shipley stood garing at the comlink in his pudgy hand, then out at the curve of the
river through the tranquil purple land. He saw neither. Was it possible that Naomi ... if she actudly found
something congtructive to do ... might she aso find her inner light?

Joy filled him. Shipley closed his eyes. Even though he knew it was premature, was unearned, was in
fact ridiculous, he gave himsdf to the sweetness of grace and rdlief.



"Doctor?'
Jake mug have followed him from the meeting. Shipley opened his eyes and smiled.
"Doctor, you're out beyond the perimeter. This area hasn't been disnfected.”

Shipley said, "Jake, have you ever thought a Stuaion was hopdess and then suddenly some
completely unforeseen door opened out of it? A door you had mistakenly thought led only to more
dissster?’

To Shipley's surprise, Jake turned his back and walked abruptly away.



He shouldn't have done that. He hadn't ever done anything that reveding before.

It was this planet, Jake thought. He tried to wak casudly back into the meeting, asif held merdly gone
to use the toilet. Which must be what everyone assumed because Gal kept on taking without even
glancing at him. Did she think Shipley, too, had had a sudden bladder emergency, as if the two of them
were some sort of urinary clones? Who knew what Gail thought. Who cared.

Jake cared. He made himsdf gt down, look interested, get himsdf in control. Usudly that was easy. It
waan't the planet that was fucking with him. It was Shipley.

Gall tended to digmiss Shipley as arich, harmless rdigious nut, the nuttiness inexplicably coupled with
unusud kil as a physician. Jake had tried to view Shipley the same way. But something about the man
disturbed him. Some qudity of perception, of penetration.

"Have you ever thought a situation was hopeless and then suddenly some completely
unforeseen door opened out of it? A door you had mistakenly thought led only to more disaster ?"

Jesus Chrigt, Shipley hadn't been taking about Jake! He knew thet. But he had stalked off diffly
anyway. There was no better method of suggesting guilt. He, Jake, was a platinum fool.

Gal sad, "Jake? What do you think?"

He said, not missing a beat, "l think we need to consder dl the implications before we make a
decison on this"

Gal nodded, jugt asif he'd actudly said something. Faisd bin Saud said, "Yes, thet iswhat | have said
dl dong. If we? " Jake tuned out again.

He looked across the room a Lucy Lasky. In profile, her amdl face looked even more serious. Her
thin arms, bare to the elbows, stirred him. She leaned forward a moment and her fine brown hair, cut to
the angle of her dlicate jaw, swung over her face and then back. She nodded a something Gal was
arguing forcefully.

Lucy, Jake imagined himsdf saying, there's something | need to tell someone. I've kept it secret
for fifteen years, and it's the entire reason any of us are on Greentrees in the first place. But now
that we're here? that I'm here? the momentum is gone. I've lost the inertia that kept me moving
forward, and the secret is going to crush me.

" ? Ixteen percent of energy from water power by? "
"? down to one millionth per part and then? "
"? geothermd energy tapped into successfully so we can? ™

You must know what it's like to teeter on the rim of fear. | suspect you live there all the time,
Lucy. Why is that?



"? juridiction should fdl to? "
"? agreement we made prior to the vote held for? "
"? greenhouse space dlotments according to? "

Lucy, | did something genuinely heinous. And got away with it. Should that matter now, after
%0 long, so far away from Earth? Everyone involved islong dead. Why does it still matter to me?

He would never say it. Not Jake Holman, Jake the successful, Jake the smooth talker.
"Jake, do you agree with Faisal?' Gall asked.

"l think he's raised aredly interesting issue” Jake said, "but 1'd like to hear a bit more about that last
aspect before making up my mind."

"Good point,” Todd said. "You dways cut to the heart of things, Jake."

Three days later in the late afternoon, Jake sat a his computer, accessng data in the ship's library.
Vay little of the Arie was left in orbit, or left as a ship. After everyone had been awakened and
transported downgtairs, and dl the gear shipped down as wel, cannibdization had begun. Everything
went as planned, initsdf remarkable. Whole sections of the Ariel had been brought down, controlled by
thrusters and parachutes. Those sections were now functioning hydroponic vats, genetics lab, infirmary,
water filtration equipment, and haf a dozen other structures.

One chunk of the vast ship, however, remained in orbit. It included orbital defenses, sensors, and the
man library. With the comlink satellites in place, the library could be accessed, copied, added to from
any termind on Greentrees. What it could not be was phydcaly destroyed by activity on the planet,
neturd or human.

Jake said, "Quee-link data. Non-solar sysem. Most recent.”
"Accessing,” the termind said. " Spoken, on-screen, or printout?”
"On-screen. Trandate dl to standard English.”

Quee-link messages were short; they required consderable energy. Someday the Arie would stop
trangmitting. Of the shipsin orbit around other colony worlds, one, the Phoenix, had dready ceased.
Whatever had happened to the quee, neither Earth nor the other three worlds would ever know abot it.
A sttled colony might have the energy to run a quee, but hardly the elaborate manufacturies to build a
new one.

Quee reports appeared on-screen from the UAF vessd, the Winston Churchill, and from the
Chinese ship, the Good Fortune. Jake scanned them, dowed by the computer's strange trandations of
Chinese, a cross-cultural software problem never redly solved in a hundred fifty years: Population now
sixteen thousand of souls in successful spirit ... Heaven makes water system criss not
chronological...

He was looking for what was not there. No sentient life had been discovered on ather Avaon or
New Hope. Nor did either contain any new information about developments on Earth.

Ingrid had composed her momentous quee message to Earth about the Greentrees Furs. The



message, a model of compressed data, had been sent two days ago, after approval by the Board of
Governors mesting in gpecia session. Quee dill had the power to awe Jake. Instantaneous transmission,
thanks to the quantum entanglement he didn't understand at dl, across sixty-nine light-years of space ...
to be received by whom? What was Earth like now, seventy years after the Ariel had left her?

The message had been addressed, like dl ther quee messages, to the World Governance Alliance
based in Geneva, a body of useful figurehead vaue and no actua power. The answer had come back an
hour later, in English:

WGA dishanded. Geneva under siege. Cannot help with alien invason. Proceed at
discretion.

"What the bloody hdll?' Theklahad said. " 'Alien invason?'
George exploded, "Doesnt it even regigter that weve discovered the firg diensin the univer se?”

Liu Fengmo's quiet voice somehow rose above the indignant babble. "This is a militay person who
speaks by quee. Hisinterest islimited to his own desperate stuation in Geneva."

Desperate situation. Jake looked dosdy a Liu Fengmo. The Chinese, smdl and neat and
sef-contained as a biochip, rarely spoke of anything but pragmatic matters. Jake had never heard Liu
speculate before ... dthough Liu's words didn't carry the tentative ring of speculation. Liu, Jake suddenly
recalled, had been a soldier in Generd Chu's disastrous war againg India "His interest is limited to his
own desperate situation.” Jake fdt sudden coldness at his spine.

Todd McCdlum had spoken for dl of them. "What could be going on back on Earth?"
No one knew. No other quee message had come since.

Now a diffident voice interrupted him. " Jake? Are you busy?'

"No, comein," Jake said automaticdly, blanking the screen.

Frank Byfidd stood in the Mira office doorway. He was the head of one of Mira City's paliticd and
judidd subdivisons, Section Six. "Do you have that decision for me? On the supplies disoute?”

Jake had completdly forgotten to bring it up at the Board of Governors mesting.

"Frank, they're dill considering dl the factors involved. | know you're eager to get this settled, and
you're absolutely right. Il see what | can do to hurry them dong.”

Byfidd said unhgppily, "Thanks. We redly need to know before we can move forward at dl.”
"l know you do," Jake said warmly. "I'l talk to Gall mysdf this afternoon.”
"| appreciateit.” Byfidd left.

God, the adminigrative details in running a colony! Why hadn't he understood that back on Earth? He
had understood it; held been a lawyer, after dl. Not a great lawyer, but adequate. And now, with Sx
thousand people (minus a thousand Cheyenne) in his care, he wasn't even adequate.



At least he could take care of Byfidd's problem right now.

He comlinked Gail, who said, "Jake? Why are you bringing this up now? It should have been
thrashed out at the meeting.”

"Yes but Frank Byfidd hadn't yet given me dl the information. Now he has. The Studtion isthat? "

"For God's sake, | can't ligen to it now, I'm about to descend fifty feet underground into the new iron
mine The 'bots are finished with the prdiminary excavation. Y ou knew that."

"Yes, you're absolutely right, but? "
"Fnd me later.” She broke the link.
Jake stood, took severd deep breaths. He went to find Lieutenant Wortz.

She had returned with the skimmer. Jake caught her heading through the warm dusk for the women's
baths, dill in the uniform Scherer required of his people, with a towel dung around her neck. Jake
wondered briefly what shed look like naked. Too fleshy, he decided. Hed better resume the libido
SUPPressors.

He was lying to himsdf. He wasn't going to resume them.

"Lieutenant Wortz. Can you take me to the Fur village? | know you're off-duty, but no one ese is
avalable"

She didn't react to the lie Maybe it wasn't a lie Jake hadn't checked. Gretchen Wortz said in her
careful English, "To the Fur village? Now? | return just from there.”

" know. I'm sorry. Something's come up.”

She didnt ask what; Scherer had his soldiers trained to military acceptance of authority, and on
Greentrees authority was Jake. Usudly this irritated him, but now he was grateful for it. Twenty minutes
to wak to the skimmer, parked out beyond the eectronic perimeter that kept away Greentrees
predators, and they wereinthe air. Two of the three smdl moons were up, the close one moving visbly
across the darkening sky. Sunset happened fast here; Mira City sat not far from the equator.

Lieutenant Wortz surprised him by offering actud conversation. "Look down, Mr. Holmen. The
rhinos”

Bdow them moved a herd of warm-blooded, turtldike predators. George Fox had named them
something, Jake couldn't remember what, but not "rhinos” He grinned. People were usng ther familiar
names for the unfamiliar, even though the creatures below |ooked nothing like rhinoceroses.

He said, "They're so dow."
"Ja. But | see the fadt eaters. Thelions They livein the trees.”
Jake tried to imagine tree-living lions, but gave up. Lieutenant Wortz said nothing else.

Expertly she set the skimmer down in the "meadow" beside the dien village Purplish groundcover
made a lush carpet. A few Furs were working fidds. They didn't look up as Jake waked, waiching
carefully for red creeper, toward the cluster of huts set between the meadow and a wood of tal bluish
trees. The human camp had been pitched on the east sSde of the village Lucy Lasky was aone in the
largest inflatable, working at atermind.



"Hdlo, Lucy."
"Jeke? What isit?'

She stood, looking darmed. Of course an unannounced vist by the Mira Corp president would make
her think something was wrong. Jake said quickly, "Nothing's wrong. I'm just making a routine vigt to see
how the work isgoing.”

Now darm was replaced by wariness. She thought he was checking up on her: her diligence or her
relevance or her sanity. The incident on the Arid dill haunted Lucy. She sad diffly, "The work is going
fine"

"Actudly, Lucy, Dr. Shipley wanted me to look in quickly on his daughter. He's ... concerned.
Although I'd prefer you didn't mention that to Nan Frayne.”

He watched her relax. "No, of course. But Nan's doing fing, too. In fact, better than fine. She got a
Fur to tak to her."

"Shedid" His surprise was genuine.

Lucy smiled, a rare event, and he saw how it lit up her whole face. "She did it by pure nerve. She
stood in front of a Fur on its way to afidd and wouldn't get out of its face. Every time the Fur moved,
Nan did, too. Lieutenant Haberg had afit.

"Il bet he did. She was risking her life"

"She didn't think so, because they're so passve. Anyway, the Fur tried to get around her for twenty
minutes. Can you bdieve it? Fndly the Fur just gave up and sat down on the ground. Nan sat, too, dill
crowding the Fur face-to-face, and started to talk. Just her own name, pointing to hersdlf, over and over.
And the Fur eventualy answered!"

"What did it say?" His heart had begun to thud dowly. Alien communication.

"Nan doesn't know. It was just one sound, sort of like ‘eeeeeerat.’ It might be a name, or not. It took
her five hours to get that much.”

"Hve hours of saying ‘Nan'?"

"Yed" Lucy laughed. Jake redized held never heard her laugh before. "And Nan's dill there. This only
happened today, which iswhy you don't have a report onit. Do you want to see?'

"Inaminute. Is Haberg dill ganding by, covering Nan with some weapon or other?’
"Yed" She laughed again. "They resemble one of those unmoving medieva tableaux.”
"And your work? Any breskthroughs?’

Her mirth vanished. "No. Jugt confirmation of whet | dready told you dl."

"That the Furs didn't evolve here. That's what | want to hear more about. Can we wak and tak? I've
been gtting in the kimmer.”

"Okay."
Outside, the ar smdled sweetly tangy. They set out across the meadow, pardld to the edge of the



wood. Thetal narrow trees cast long shadows blurred by the purple groundcover. Jake drew Lucy out
about her work, usng every conversationa kill he had, and after awhile she began to tak fredy, without
her usud muted despair. He listened without interruption, letting her say everything she wanted to get out,
sometimes nodding respectfully. The lobes of her smdl ears were ddlicate and pink as shdlls.

Sowly Jake fet himsdf unknotting.
"Do you bdieve me, Jake?"

"Yes. | do. | don't see how the Furs could be naive to Greentrees. Not with dl the facts you've
uncovered.”

Shelet out a deep breath, somewhere between a sob and asgh.
"Lucy ... do you likeit here?!

She answered more quickly than he expected, as if sheld dready given the question considerable
thought. "Yes. | do, even with everything that ... happened. Greentrees is beautiful, and | can do work
here that nobody ever would have let me anywhere near on Earth.”

"Isthat why you came? For the work?"

"No." After amoment she added, "I volunteered to the Wellcome Trust because | couldn't stand to be
on Earth any longer. Or even anywhere in the solar systlem. It won't make sense to you, maybe, but there
was ... my hushand left me for somebody else. He didn't even wait for our marriage contract to run out.”

She sad it garkly, without emation, but Jake heard the emotion anyway. Yes, a person like Lucy
would love with her whole heart, her whole universe, and if she were betrayed she might wel flee an
entire star system. That ought to have made her ridiculous. But, walking beside him with quiet dignity,
taking the risk of tdling him this, she seemed to Jake something rare and precious. a person capable of
unswerving commitment.

He said, "You didn't have any children? Or other family ties to keep you on Earth?’

She shrugged. "A dgter. Some cousins. No one | genuindy cared for. I'm afrad | don't love very
eedly. I'm cold.”

"That's not coldness. That's depth.”

She laughed. "Pretty to think so, anyway. Did you leave anyone important on Earth?!
"I hed a brother once, but he died."

She nodded, watching the tredine, and Jake went icy dl over.

He had never mentioned Donnie, not to anyone, not in fifteen years. Jake's persona records lised no
brother. The news dippings in the library archives had documented him extensvey? SUDDEN
BILLIONAIRE TO LAUNCH FIRST EVER PRIVATE STARSHIP!? without findng any
brother. What the hdl had made him mention Donnie now?

"Lucy,” he said, and she mugt have heard some terrible note in his voice, for she turned to him
wide-eyed, "I never mention my brother. Please ... don't."

"Of course not. | never mention my husband, ether, Jake. That's why | wanted to tdl you."



He dmog said, | did something horrible that | never mention, either, but he didn't say it. Instead
he leaned forward dowly, took her in his arms, and kissed her.

She came more esgerly than held expected. Her lips were soft, her thin body light in his ams.
Ingantly Jake had a huge erection. He pulled her closer, leting himsdf drown in her scent, letting the
moment obliterate everything else.

Something screamed.

It was a high driek that pierced the soft dusk like a missle Jake and Lucy tore gpart and looked
around wildly.

"It's coming from the villagel" Lucy cried. She took off running.

Jake raced after her. At the edge of the village they met Lieutenant Halberg and Nan Frayne. Halberg
had a drawn gunin one hand and a tanglefoam wand in the other. Nan Frayne ydled, "Therel”

Besde a hut on the edge of the village, a creature dragged a Fur child. Ingantly Jake saw what
Gretchen Wortz had meant about "alion thet lives in the trees™ The anima had the long deek body of a
cat but with tentacled fordegs and tail that probably wrapped around branches. Its tentacles hed the
child as long, wicked teeth tore at the furred flesh. It balanced on powerful hind legs, backing away with

its prey.

"Fucking hell, shoot it!" Nan cried. Halberg, after a quick look around to ascertain the safdy of every
human, moved to get a clear shot and fired.

Theanimd dropped to the ground, a laser hole in its head. Before Haberg could grab Nan, she had
darted to the child. It had stopped screaming and even from thirty yards away Jake could see that it was
dead. One furry arm hung only by a few shreds of muscle. He looked away.

Two adult Furs stood off to the Ieft. They watched Nan, Halberg, the dead predator, and the child.
Thar faces didn't change. Then they both continued, hoes 4ill in hand, toward a smoldering cook-fire
and peered into the pot. One dipped in a hand and began to eat.

Lucy drew a sharp breath.
Haberg said to Nan, "Get away from the carcass, Miss Frayne."

She actudly complied. Nan stalked over to the adult eating his dinner and peered into his face. Then
she did the same to the second adult. She waked over to Jake.

Lucy said ungeadily, "They don't care that one of their young was just killed.”

"No," Nan said furioudy, "and they can't care. But they arent like that naturdly. No speciesiis, or a
least not any species that can build huts and hoe fidds. Fuck. What the ghit is going on here?’

Lucy sad, "They're sck. All of them. That's why my findings show that the species is dying out.
They've got some mentd defect that makes them stupider and more indifferent with every generation.
They won't last two generaions more.”

Nan stared at her. Sowly she nodded. Jake was startled to see grief on that usudly sullen face. "Yes
Yes, Lucy, you're right. They're sick with something we don't understand. A virus?'

Lucy raised one hand, let it drop helplesdy. "How would we know? The physology is completely



dien"
"Then let's make it less dien!"

Nan gstarted back toward the double carcass. Haberg put a hand on her arm to stop her, and she
threw it off contemptuoudy. Pulling a tiny laser gun from her pocket, she diced off the head of the Fur
child. Blood, or some substance like blood, spurted out in a brownish fountain.

"Hey!" Jake cdled, meaning, Guns are forbidden except to Mira City security!

Nan ignored him. She picked up the amdl severed head and wrapped it in her jacket. "Jake, how did
you get here? Skimmer? Take me back to the |abs now."

Jake sad quietly, "Don't give me orders, Miss Frayne.”

His tone reached her, as hed intended it should. But ingead of a scornful insult, she said sadly,
"Okay. Just get me back, please. We need answers before the Furs are gone completely.”

Haberg sad iffly, "The others here? "
"Can stay, and you, too," Jake said. "Lieutenant Wortz is with the skimmer. Come on, Nan. Lucy?"
"l ... will come, too."

The severed head had bled through Nan's jacket. She held it on her lap anyway, dimbing into the
second row of seats in the skimmer, Lucy beside her. Jake sat in front. "Back to the city, Lieutenant
Wortz."

"One moment, Mr. Holman. Please to hear this. It comes snce two minutes ago. Computer, repesat
the last message.”

"Jeke" Gall's voice said, "where are you? We need you. We have a Studion here.”

A situation. Various disagters tumbled through Jake's mind: an outbreak of some native plague, a
horrendous congtruction accident, a skimmer crash, a colonist gone berserk and shooting...

"It's Lary Smith. He just comlinked,” Gall said, which was the last thing Jake had expected. The
Cheyenne had been very clear about severing dl ties with Mira City. "The tribe came across a bunch of
dienslivingin a village. The diens attacked ingtantly with spears and clubs, trying to kill everybody they
could, for no reason at al. The Cheyenne have got four dead and ten injured.

"Lary sad the diens are tdl and covered with reddish-brown hair, with big sharp teeth. They sure
sound like Furs to me."



It was one thing when a bunch of primitive diens stayed in a few digant villages and refused to
interact. That was no threet at al, thought Gall. 1t was quite another when diens started throwing spears
and swinging clubs at humans, even if those humans were not under Mira Corp's jurisdiction. The second
Stuation required a persond evauation.

Scherer had not wanted her to go: "Mr. Holmen is dready at the Ste. It is the unacceptable security
risk for both leaders of this colony to go."

"Why? do you think your soldiers can't protect us? If your laser cannons and what-al can't beat off a
bunch of spear-chuckers, then we're dl in more trouble than just losing Jake or me”

"l think it is not advisable," Scherer said 4iffly.

Gall ignored him and dlimbed into the second skimmer with George Fox and Dr. Shipley. Shipley had
crammed as much of hisinfirmary as possible into the empty seats.

Shipley said, "Gall, will the Cheyenne let me treat them? They're supposed to have left behind dl
vestiges of modern avilizetion.”

"Then what was Larry Smith doing with a comlink? Come on, Private Mudler, let's go." She hoped
Mudler could fly the skimmer. Scherer indsted on saying to "protect” Mira City, and both Wortz and
Haberg were at the camp beside the firg Fur village.

Of course Mudler could fly a skimmer; Scherer had traned dl his people to do everything. She
waan't thinking clearly.

The firg thing Gail saw when she got out of the skimmer was a group of Cheyenne braves making
spears. No more than Sxteen or seventeen years old, the young men squatted in a circle and sharpened
stones with Y -powered diamond cutters. A pile of fresh wooden lances sat beside them, ready to be
tipped with stone. One of the boys glanced up at the group from the skimmer and then back to his work,
flicking back long light brown hair circled with a headband. Gall saw his eyes, glowing with excitement.

"The eagerness of youth for war," she said to Shipley.

Shipley shook his head. "I think there's more than that here, Gall.”
"Oh, sure. Mydticism. Nostalgia. Deep psychologica weirdness.”
"More than that."

"I thought you New Quakers were opposed to this sort of violence."

"Completdy opposed,” Shipley said. "But remember, the Cheyenne didn't ask for this. They had
something seinmind.”

Whatever it was, Gall wasn't impressed by it. Conicd tents dotted the plain, which bore the ubiquitous
purple groundcover. She saw open cooking hearths, a few anima skins stretched taut between poles.



The huge rovers weren't immediatdy visble. In fact, the place didn't look dl that different from a Fur
village. Why would a people want to go backward?

Shipley sad, "Isthat Naomi ?'

Gal squinted into the dusk. Yes, Nan Frayne waked quickly toward them. She carried something,
and Shipley gasped at the same moment that Gall redlized Nan's tunic was covered with blood.

"No, itsnot me" Nan sad irritably. And the "blood" was the wrong color, Gall now saw. Too brown.

Shipley said, with aforced cam that Gal gave him much credit for, "What happened, Naomi? Were
you here when the diens attacked, instead of at the Fur village with Lucy?'

"No. | was there. Thisis? fuck it, where's the lab these morons are supposed to have in the middle of
their primitive insanity? Did you see Jake or Lucy pass by?'

Jake was here. Good. Although why was Lucy Lasky with him? If there was one thing this Stuaion
didn't seem to need, it was a paleontologist.

George sad, "The rover is behind those trees. See?’

They hurried toward the dm metd bulk. It was nearly ful dark now. Mira City was of course
illuminated; night on this plain, lit only by open fires, suddenly seemed very dien to Gall. Did she redly
bedong now to this strange planet, with its cool, fertile beauty and murderous predators? Overhead,
strange configurations of stars appeared, dong with a pair of too-small moons.

Insgde the lab rover, however, modern Earth abruptly reasserted itsdf. A Cheyenne tech (and wasnt
that contrary to Larry Smith's grand vison?) worked at sophigticated biomed equipment. Seven people
lay jammed together over most of the avallable floor space. All were quiet, probably sedated. Shipley ran
an expert eye over them and kndt by a woman with blood-soaked bandages on her exposed bdly. Her
eyes were closed.

"What have you given them?' he asked the tech, and Gal wondered if shed hear of some exotic
Eathly herb carried seventy light-years across the void.

"Assteling" the tech said and Shipley nodded, apparently satisfied.

George Fox said, "The report said ten injuries. Are the others able to talk to me?!
"Yes. Only superficid wounds. AsK at the teepee of Blue Waters."

"Who's Blue Waters?' George sad.

"Theformer Larry Smith.”

Blue Waters. Gall stopped hersdf from ralling her eyes. Yet Shipley had sad "something else in
mind" inarespectful tone. What in this soft-headed experiment did he see that Gail was missng?

George sad, barely able to restrain his eagerness, "Do you have anything that humans used to drike
back with? Anything that might have dien hair or blood or tissue on it?'

The tech looked & the biologist. She was a short, dumpy woman with gartlingly beeutiful green eyes.
She said quietly, "Better than that. We have an dien corpse. We killed one of them. Out back.”

George was gone ingantly. Nan Frayne, who'd been talking to someone outside, pushed her way past



Gall. She sad to the tech, "Now you have two dien corpses. Or at least the head of one. | want to do
some sort of brain scan on this. To seeif there are parasites or viruses or something. It's important.”

“No," thetech said. "It'snot."
"Dont you try to tdl me? "

"We don't do brain scans here. This lab is a temporary necessity, to identify those foods and animas
we can safdy eat, and to treat our people medicdly while were adjuding to Greentrees. We have no
advanced equipment for meddling with the brain. Eventudly well destroy this entire rover, and the other
two as well. We need nothing from the Volcano Man."

Nan sad, "You're crazy. All of you. You deserve nothing but contempt.”
The tech turned her back on them.

Gall took Nan by the arm and pulled her out of the rover. "Nan, stop that talk. Now. We are guests
here, this subcontinent is Cheyenne land, and we will behave with courtesy and respect. You do that for
the Furs, why not for your own species?'

"If you don't know the answer to that dready, you're incapable of understanding my explanation.”

Gall laughed. "Y ou think that sort of sophistry impresses me? Or hurts me, the way you're hurting your
poor father? Someone else you don't treat with respect because you, Naomi Shipley Frayne, disapprove
of his beliefs. What do you think you are, the standard for the universe? Does the word ‘hubris mean

anything to you?'

"lan't that what Lahiri dways used to accuse you of?* Nan said and stalked off, leaving Gall feding as
if shed been punched in the somach. How had that little bitch known ... what had she accessed and
where...

Gal stood dill, pulling hersdf together. It took longer than it should have. Then she turned on her
flashlight and set out to look for "the tegpee of Blue Waters."

It sat in the center of the nomad encampment, with two animd skins stretched on poles outside it. This
time Gail looked closdy at the skins. One was light tan, dmogt hairless. The other, much smdler, was a
gray-purple pdt, dso hairless. She remembered George saying that the Furs could not have evolved on
Greentrees, their heavy fur belonged to a much colder world.

How long would it be before the Cheyenne stretched Fur pelts outside their teepees?

Seaing no way to knock or ring, she lifted the tent flap and waited to be recognized. Larry Smith sat
on synthetic rugs in his plastic teepee with five other men and women. They dl wore a bizare
combination of Threadmore coverdls, work boots, belts made of some naive fiber, and colorful
headbands sawn with amdl glittering nuts, stones, and feathers. The ar was blue with a thick, sweet
smoke.

"Comein, Gal."
"Lary, 12"
"Not 'Larry,’ " he said. "Blue Waters."

"Okay. Blue Waters, I'd like to talk to you and your ... your tribal council about this attack.”



"We welcome you, our guests™ a woman said. Her hair, long and lustrous, was braided with purple
feathers. Her eyes were obvioudy genemod for augmented vison.

"Thank you," Gall said. She fdt an insane sense of disorientation.

"Please dt," Larry? Blue Waters? said. "You want to know how the Cheyenne will meet our new

"Yes They ... they were here fird, you know. I'm sure that a Cheyenne tribe can recognize that sort
of dam." Damn, where was Jake? This was his sort of negotiation.

Blue Waters said camly, "They were not here firdt. Y our own scientists say they are no more ndtive to
this planet than we are.”

"That isdill adigputed point even among our own scientigts,” Gal said.

"Ligen, Gall. We understand that the diens have adam. But so do we, by contract with Mira Corp.
Yes, it sipulates that any sentient netive life on this subcontinent supersedes our dam, but these are not
natives. Still, they are here, and we're prepared to live with them in peace. Ther numbers are smdl, and
S0 are ours. They aren't palluting or desecrating the land. There's game and room enough for dl. But if
they go to war, we have no choice but to respond.”

"Larry, the foundation of life on Greentrees was supposed to be no violence between any groups.
Live and let live. That's written into every contract, every land charter? ™

The woman with braids said angrily, "So do you want us to Smply let them daughter our people? Or
should we bomb them out of existence? Maybe you think a laser sweep from orbit would solve your
problem.”

"No," said Gall evenly, "that would only compound the problem. But you could negotiate.”

"We intend to," Smith said. "But what we've seen so far isn't encouraging. If they will not negotiate,
wewill protect oursalves”

"With spears? | saw some young men actudly chipping spears!”

"With what we can fashion from the land. We will not let ourselves be decimated again. The
Cheyenne are a proud people.”

Oh, for God's sake, Gal didn't say doud. She'd read the personnel records. Larry Smith was one
thirty-secondth Cheyenne. The "tribe" indluded Irish, German, Spanish, Swedish, and French blood, and
it was in the mgority. One brave was three-quarters Chinese, with features that no seventeenth-century
Native American had so much as ever set eyes on.

She said only, "Nobody wants violence, Lar ... Blue Waters. Yes, thisis your land, and Mira Corp
won't interfere with you. But the diens, ndive or not, have precedence according to our charter.”

He said, "Does that mean you will protect them? By violence againg us?'

It was the red question, of course. Gall didn't have the answer. She said honestly but pointledy, "We
don't want violence"

Blue Waters said, "When you have an answer to my question, come back. Otherwise, please leave
our lands”



"Were here a your request! For Dr. Shipley to help your wounded!"

"l know that," he said. "And we thank you. It is a temporary Studion; we are dill learning how to
adapt our own heding methods."

Gall stood to leave. She had accomplished nothing. The woman with braids said scornfully, "Volcano
Man."

"At least keep your comlink for now," Gall told Larry Smith.
Communication was better than nothing.
Maybe.

The skimmers took off together, in a confuson of people and objects milling around in the dark.
George carried a Fur corpse wrapped in plagtic, aided by an unwilling Lieutenant Halberg. Gail saw Jake
gingely holding a plagtic bag. Lucy carried three recorders? to whom did the others belong?

"Jake, where the hdl were you? | talked to Larry, and he said the tribe will retdiate againgt these Furs
if there's another attack. He asked what we will do. What will we do?"

"We need to tak about it."

"We certainly do. Where were you? And what's in that bag?"
"The head of a Fur child," he said.

"What?"

"The child was killed by one of those predators sort of like lions. George is going to run a brain scan,
or something.”

"Killed? Y ou mean, here?"

"No. At the fird dien village Gall, well tak back a Mira City. I'm riding in the other skimmer." He
hurried off, setting down his plagtic bag to help Lucy load what looked like severd buckets of dirt into
the larger Skimmer.

Gal dimbed wearily into the smdler skimmer. Lieutenant Wortz, an oasis of dolid cam, sat at the
pilot console.

"Lieutenant, the other skimmer is taking off now. We're watting for Dr. Shipley to finish his doctoring.
Two Cheyenne will escort him here.”

"Yes" Wortz sad neutrdly.

Gall put her head back on the seat and closed her eyes. She was glad not to be riding in the other
skimmer, with an dien corpse and an dien severed head, plus severd spears tipped with Fur tissue
samples. And dirt. What did Lucy want with dl that soil”? Probably checking it for evolutionary artifects,
after which she would again ingg that the Furs came from somewhere ese.

From where? And how? They hadn't ridden here on brooms like some folkloric witches. Lucy must
be wrong. It was another ungtable ddusion, like the one Lucy had had on the Ariel, when shed tried to



annihilate a nonexigtent dien ship.

Something tugged at the back of Gail's mind, something connected with Lucy's breakdown ... she had
it. Lieutenant Halberg had reported on a computer glitch, an object in the astronomica data supposedly
moving a ninety-eight percent of c. Nothing like that had ever been detected again, and eventualy
everyone except Lieutenant Halberg accepted that it was a bug in the program due to cosmic
bombardment.

"Lieutenant Wortz? " Gall began. And then, "Never mind." Gretchen Wortz probably wouldn't know
any more than Gall about astronomicad data. And if she did, the doof soldier wouldn't tel her anyway.

Despite hersdf, Gall dept. When she woke, they were dready in the air. Shipley sat beside her.
"Doctor, what's 'Volcano Man'?'
It seemed to take him along time to focus. He mugt be exhausted. "What's what?"

" "Volcano Man." Two different Cheyenne referred to that, or cdled me that. What is it, do you
know?'

"It'san old American Indian legend, | think. The Volcano Man came sputtering up from underground
and started despailing everything, digging mines and shitting in lakes and killing bison and destroying
forests. It came to be associated with Western civilization wrecking the wilderness the Native Americans
depended on to survive. But it dso meant atotal disregard for the spirits of the land, the life force that
flows through dl things and makes them vaugble as more than themsalves. The life force that sees the
world as sacred and precious.”

Gal was dlent.

"Not a bad viewpoint,” Shipley said, and now Gall heard the quaver in his voice. More than just
exhaudtion.

"Doctor, where's Nan?'

He didn't answer.

"She went in the other skimmer, right? It was very confusing there & the loading...”

"She didn't go in the other skimmer. She stayed behind. To learn what she can, she said.”
"From the Cheyenne?"

"No," he said, pain eching histired face. "From the Furs trying to kill them."



It was nothing short of amazing, Jake thought, how individuds perssted in devating the events of thar
persond lives over the world-atering events of history. People could ache with despair through peace,
prosperity, progress. They could find happiness in the middle of war, chaos, uncertainly.

Jake was happy.

Lyingin bed beside a degping Lucy, her thinleg flung over his and her face burrowed childishly in the
pillow, he reflected on this agonishing happiness. Certainly it didn't come from any inner cam or
sugtained idedism. He didn't have, for example, Shipley's largeness of vison, which was funny when you
considered that it was Jake's vison that had gotten the entire Mira expedition to Greentrees. But that was
because, at that time in his life, his own circumscribed vison happen to focus on founding an interselar
colony. And that focus came from one choice made fifteen years earlier.

An entire life, he reflected, lying on his back and gazing up at the green cdling of his inflatable, could
be shaped by asngle choice. But even if hislife hadn't been, even if that night in Mrs. Ddton's library had
happened differently, Jake would dill differ profoundly from Shipley. They smply began from different
assumptions. Shipley bedieved in group decison, graced and guided by the Light. He bdieved tha
consensus of many humble minds, no matter how long it took to achieve, would dways lead to the best
course of action.

Jake's assumption was different. If you wanted something to happen, you had to make it happen. You
aone, because no one else was ever going to do it for you. All you had was yoursdlf.

Jake had made happen this sweetness with Lucy. She had been feaful and anxious. But he had
brought to bear every persuasive technique held ever learned, glad that this time he could use them not
out of manipulation but desire. And belief that this would be good for both of them.

And it was.

However, Jake thought, lying with his hands locked behind his head and the sweet morning ar drifting
into the inflatable, the sweet things in life were sweet only if you haven't had to pay too dearly for them.
Jake was not going to pay too much for this idyll with Lucy. He was not going to tdl her, ever, about
Mrs. Ddton. Lucy was not, hed come to redize, the sort of woman who would accept evil. If she were,
he wouldn't have wanted her. She wouldn't be the idedidtic person she was.

His wrigter vibrated. Gently he shook Lucy's shoulder. "Time to get up, Lucy. Breskfast megting in
half an hour.”

She made an inarticulate noise and burrowed deeper into the pillow.
"Reports from the bio groups today.”
Ingantly she sat up, blinking. "Oh! Yed"

He grinned. She looked delectable, gtting on her knees with her light, far har tumbling around her
head, her pink nipples saring a him like blind, knowing eyes. He reached for her.



"Jake, no, we don't have timg"

"We do if we skip bathing. Which would you rather do? gt at the meeting clean or St at the meding
Aidfied?'

She laughed, and her eyes darkened in the way, he had come to know, that meant desre. She
laughed again, a lower pitch, throaty and inviting.

The second Jake and Lucy walked into the inflatable, Jake knew this was not going to be just another
routine mesting. In addition to the Board, the full contingent of senior scientists was present: Maggie
Striker, Roy Cdlipare, Robert Takal, Ingrid and Todd, Thekla Barrington.

Gall whispered, "What kept you?' Jake didn't answer.

George Fox looked somewhere between exhausted and eated. I did as complete a tissue andyss as
| had time for. You can dl access my report, if you want to, but | warn you thet it's pretty technicd. Here
are the highlights”

The biologist paused. At another time the pause would have seemed just George's naturd theatrica
exuberance, but not this time. George Fox, it seemed to Jake, was genuindy dazed by whatever held
found. Around the foamcast table everyone tensed.

"Hrg," George said, "the Furs biologica systems are identica. Both groups, the stupid passive ones
and the aggressive ones, have exactly the same systems chemigtry. They're the same species.”

Ingrid said, "We can confirm that a the DNA leve. But there has been some minor genetic drift,
which suggests that the two groups have had no contact with each other for maybe a thousand years.
Given their distance apart and levd of technology, that fits”

George nodded. " Second, the bodily systems, respiratory and circulatory and muscular? hdl, people,
you must keep in mind that | don't redly know how dl those sysems work. This is DNA-based and
warm-blooded, but it's the result of atotaly different evolutionary path from warm-blooded life on Earth.
I'm making educated guesses here."

"We understand that," Gall said. As the person least interested in the diens, she had the most patience
with qudifiers

George ran a hand through his thinning and uncombed hair. "Anyway, the bodily systems are not only
radicdly different from ours, they're radicdly different from any other mammd-like creature I've seen on
Greentrees. Lucy was right. The Furs, dl of them, are as dien to this planet aswe are.”

Ingrid said, "Again, the genetics agree. There are the amilaities weve learned to expect anywhere in
the gdaxy, given that panspermia seeded DNA everywhere. But there aren't enough genetic smilarities
between Furs and anything else to suggest co-evolution.”

"Third," George said, and from his tone Jake knew that this was the big one, "'l ran MOSS scans on
the brain of the dead child from the passive Furs, and on the brain of the Fur killed by the Cheyenne. The
? n

Jake said, "What's a MOSS scan, agan?'

"Multi-layer Organ Structure Scan. It maps organs right down &t the cdlular leve. The two Fur brains



are identicd, within the parameters you'd expect for individud differences. With one exception. A amdl
section of the passive Furs brain isinert. Covered with scarring. My guessisthat it doesn't function.”

"A tumor?' Jake asked.

"No," George said. "Tumors are out-of-control growths. This was very precise, afecting what seems
to be a caefully delinested area of the brain. Also, since dl the Furs in the four eastern villages act
exactly the same way, indifferent and passive, I'm guessng that dl their brains would have this same
blanked-out area. Tumors don't do that; every growth is out of control in its own way. A better guess is
some sort of virus, or virus-andogue, that destroyed this section of the brain and only this section and
then salf-destructed.”

Shipley sad quietly, "Microorganiams aren't usudly that specific.”
"No," Ingrid said. "Not unless they've been very killfully engineered.”
Engineered. The word shimmered inthe ar like a cloud of deadly ges.

Maggie Striker, the ecologist, frowned. "Let me test my understanding here, George. You think a
virus infected the four villages of the passive Furs, making them passive, but never reached the Furs in
Cheyenne territory. And you think the virus was ddiberately created to do exactly what it did, to only
that particular group.”

George flung his hands wide. "How would | know for sure? I'm only offering one hypothesis that fits
the facts. If anyone has a better hypothes's, I'm eager to hear it."

Slence. Apparently no one had a better hypothesis. Findly Lucy said timidly, "Couldn't the virus have
evolved by itsdf to attack that section of the brain? Without somebody's enginesring it?"

"Agan, how do | know?" George said.
Ingrid added, "It doesn't seem likdy."

Jake didn't see why not, but this wasn't his fidd. He sruggled to assmilae everything. "So you're
sying some advanced dvilization brought the Furs here from somewhere else, and then maybe infected
just one group of them?"

Thekla, the agriculturist, had been ligening avidly. Now she said, "Before anyone answers that, there's
something | want you dl to see. A recording. Two recordings, actudly. Gail?'

"Go ahead," Gl said. She did not look happy.

Thekla said, "This fird recording came from Captain Scherer. He's dill section-mapping Greentrees
from space, of course, and when his satdllites picked up this, he did alow flyover himsdf. He gave this to
Gal lagt night. Computer, on. Show file 4593."

The walscreen brightened. Jake saw a space recording, dready trandated from the digitd, of piles of
... Something. Smdl dots sat mationless between them. Abruptly the recording changed to highest
reolution a low dtitude. The "somethings' were thatched huts, and the motionless dots were Furs,
somewhere in a mountainous setting.

A third group of diens on Greentrees.

Each Fur sat on the ground beside dead cookfires. These Furs were very thin, and their hair had fdlen



out in scruffy patches. But what surprised Jake the most was ther faces. Even through the reddish-brown
fur and dien features, one could see that these Furs were expressng some other emotion than had the
Fursin the passve villages Eyes and mouths were both wide open, exposng the impressve teeth. And
the eyes ... they reminded Jake of something, but he couldnt quite say what. As he watched, one Fur
rose, staggered inirregular circles, and fdl down again.

"Arethey 9ck?' Todd asked.

Thekla said, "I don't know for sure, but | don't think so. Now, this second recording was made by
one of my techsin the ag lab. They've dl been working hard, and they're young, and ... well, youll see.”

The screen brightened to show a young woman with glossy black hair, Stting cross-legged on the lab
floor and staring at a shoe. She raised her head and looked at the camera. Her pupils were highly dilated,
and on her face shone a look of such awe, such innocent miraculous wonderment, that Jake knew
ingantly what he was seeing.

Thekla sad dryly, "There has never been an Earthly human culture, except the Eskimos, that didn't
eventudly discover at least one psychotropic plant and make use of it. This one is a genemod verson of
some wildflower the kids are cdling ‘highgreen.’ They tested it firgt on poor Huffers, but she doesn't seem
to mind."

The camera angle broadened. Now the screen included a cat, one of the saverd dozen domedtic
animds brought from Earth. Most were dill in cold deep, but Jake knew the ag and genetics labs had
awakened some, cats and dogs and goats to use as test subjects in developing feed that would flourish
on Greentrees. The cat staggered in circles and then fdl down. A close-up of its face showed a fdine
verson of the same ecstasy thet it up the girl's.

Thekla said, "The recording was made by her lab mate, as a joke. | came across it in the computer
and gave them hell. It's too dangerous at this stage of our work to be trying substances on humans, and
we can't recklesdy risk our limited number of test animds ether. But nether Huffers nor Kendra
uffered any damage, so my guessisthat we won't be able to suppress highgreen even if we tried.”

George said, "Now that the cat is out of the bag,” and despite himsdf, Jake laughed. Lucy looked at
him fondly. Jake suddenly wondered what Shipley made of dl this New Quakers didn't use fizzies or
even caffeine. Did Shipley redize that mogt of the rdigions since the beginning of time, from the Rig Veda
through Idam and the Great Spirit, had used chemica enhancements to reach mysicism? Of course he
did.

Maggie said, " So the third group of Furs are usng some sort of psychotropic drug. What does that tell
lﬁl

"If that's what they're actudly doing, nothing,” Thekla said. "But in light of what George found, I'm
wondering if there isnt something going on in these creatures brains that's producing the same effect,
continuoudy. Look a them? they're not just having a good time and then going back to ther lives
They're not egting. Their bodies are neglected. The thaich is faling off their roofs. The cook-fires are dl
out. Maybe something has lodged in their brains to cause dtered consciousness dl the time, so that each
generaion gets worse and dips farther backward in technology and civilization.”

Lucy said dowly, "Something created, you mean. Genemod. Like the virus meking the other Furs
passve”
George sad, "We need one of those braind™



"Wdl, we haven't got one," Gal said acidly, "and nobody's going to start another war to get one.”

Nods around the table. Larry Smith? "Blue Waters'? had not comlinked about his "wa" with the
Furs. Scherer's satdlite survelllance had not caught any bellicose activity, ether. No one knew what was
heppening on the Cheyenne subcontinent, if anything, unless Nan Frayne had comlinked to her father. If
50, Jake hadn't been told about it.

Maggie said thoughtfully, "Posit for a minute that the sky-high Furs are victims of another genemod
virus-andog. What do we have? Some unknown entity brought three groups of Furs here and set them
down about a thousand years ago in widdy separated areas. Then, maybe a some later time, that entity,
or maybe a different one, released different Viruses in each group to affect ther brains, meking one
passive and one aggressive and one permanently high? " Her eyes widened.

"Y ou're describing an experiment,” Ingrid said flatly. "With the entire planet as a Petri dish.”
"My God," George said. "If? " He didn't finish.

Jake sat back, staggered. A planet-wide biologica experiment stretched over a thousand years. More
... you'd need ship time to get to Greentrees from wherever the Furs had come. What sort of beings...

" don't likethis" Maggie said. After amoment she added, "And | don't believe it."
"Why not?" Ingrid demanded.

"Occam'’s razor,” Maggie sad. "The smplest explanation that fits the facts is tha the Furs evolved
here in some weird evolutionary path.”

Lucy sad, her amdl figs clenched, "They did not evolve herel”

"Maybe not on this continent,” Maggie said, "but on Greentrees. That would make sense; we havent
examined the other continents closdy. Then these Furs came here and contracted some sort of virus they
weren't immuneto? "

"Three different viruses?' Ingrid sad scornfully. "l don't beieve it. Those viruses were geneticdly
engineered to produce three different effects”

"Engineered by whom?' Jake said.
"How should | know? More advanced members of their own species. Or another species entirdy.”

Jake sad, "If other continents on Greentrees had populations with that levd of technology, Scherer
would have detected them in his mapping expeditions. Hell, you wouldn't even need low flyovers? thered
be thermd sgnatures and such that our orbital probes would pick up.”

Thiswas unarguable; no one spoke for a moment. Then Robert Taka said quietly, "If Ingrid is right in
her genetics? "

I am!”

"? then someone is runing an experiment here on Greentrees. A giat Petri dish. The most
Occam-razor explanation for that, Maggie, is members of their own species who planted them here from
some other planet.”

"Nonsense," Thekla snapped, her sharp British dip enraging Ingrid further.



"I'mtdling you? "

"? ridiculous idea that? "

"? Lucy'sfossl record? "

"? Stupid reasoning from? ™

"Sop!" Jake said. And then, more quigtly, "Wait."

He surveyed them impassvey; a least, he hoped he looked impassve. His somach hurt. "Let me
summarize what we've got so far. These are facts. There is no foss| record of the Furs in this area. The
three Fur groups show three diginctly different sets of behavior. We're farly certain the ubiquitous
behavior in each group has been brought about by dterations to the brain, and we believe this was done
by some sort of vird andog. All three groups have backdid in dvilization and appear to be dying out, but
for different behaviord reasons. Can we dl agree on these facts?"

One by one, the thirteen people facing m nodded. So far, so good. Jake wasn't under any illuson
that the consensus would last.

"All right. Now, the Furs might lack a fossl record ether because they came from somewhere dse on
Greentrees or were brought here by someone. The brain tamperings might be deliberate or they might be
neturdl, Snce &fter dl these are diens. The? "

"The tamperings aren't naturd!” Ingrid said. Her face was red. Jake held up his hand, pam outward.

"Jug wait a bit, Ingrid. Please. Now, if you put those varying interpretations of our agreed-on facts dl
together, you get four posshbilities.

"One the Furs came to this area from some other, equaly primitive area of Greentrees and contracted
disease or diseases that are killing off their species, so that we're looking at the tal end of naturd
evolution.”

Maggie nodded vigoroudy. "Yes. Like Neanderthals. That makes sense.”

Roy Cdlipare, the geologigt, said, "l think so, too. Those drunken Furs don't even need a fancy virus
to account for ther state? they're just usng the equivdent of opium or peyote, and usng it bedly.”
Thekla aso nodded, looking judtified.

"? Two," Jake continued, before Ingrid could attack Roy, "the Furs came from off-planet but
contracted the viruses naurdly. The Furs came here voluntarily, just as we did, to colonize. Then the
colony or colonies were attacked by viruses over the last thousand years, and this pathetic remnant is
what's left."

"Oh, God, not the 'lost space colony' scenario,” Ingrid said. "How many bad vids has that spawned?’

"No, if makes sense,” Liu Fengmo said, surprisng Jake. "Why should the Furs not come to colonize
and then degenerate”?’

Lucy said, "Because there are no artifacts from when they were not degenerate!”

"Not near here" Fengmo said thoughtfully, "but on other continents, maybe. No thermd sgnaure
would be detected from deserted technology or cities haf buried under vegetation. | believe this™

"And |," sad Fasd and Robert, dmos smultaneoudy. Robert quickly added, "Or maybe they



developed away to detect the virus, and the hedthy Furs left, teking dl of ther technology with them.”

William Shipley nodded dowly, then shook his head. Jake didn't stop to figure out what that might
mean.

"A third combination of facts the Furs brains have been ddiberately tampered with. That implies that
they were brought here from somewhere by someone, snce weve dl agreed that Greentrees doesn't
hold a dvilization sophisticated enough to geneticdly engineer targeted viruses. So this means that the
Furs were geneticdly modified either before or after being dumped here by? "

"Why?' Robert demanded.
"We don't know that," Jake said patiently. "Maybe it's a pend planet of sorts.”

"Too expengve to use a whole different planet,” Robert said. "Interselar energy costs are huge,
Jake."

"I know. I'm just tossng out posshilities Maybe Ingrid is right and it's some sort of biologica
experiment to? "

"Thanks for that, anyway,” Ingrid muttered.

"? improve their race, or do some radica socid experiment, or punish some equivaent of families or
clans ... we can't possibly know."

"That'strue" George said. "But | think? "

"Jud a minute, George," Jake said. God, it was like herding cats. "There's just one more posshility,
however remote. The Furs were brought here and tampered with by some other race. If there can be one
unknown sentient speciesin space, there can be more than one.”

There. HE'd succeeded in setting forth dl combinations of the facts, even if the last one, manipulative
Uber -diens, sounded completely ridiculous even to himsdf.

Ingrid said, "1 go for Jake's third or fourth theory. These Furs were brought here from someplace dse
and gendticaly modified. | don't know who did it, or why, but thisis not a natura phenomenon. It's not."

"l agree," said Todd, loyd husband, with a glance at Ingrid that farrly begged for approval. He didn't
et it.

" agree, t0o," Lucy said. She didnt look pleased, Jake thought, to find hersdf on Ingrid's team, but
her tone was firm. "Jake ... what do you think?'

He sad dowly, "I don't know yet."

Scherer surprised them dl. "I know how | think. If someone? if anyone? brings the Furs here for the
experiment, they come back. To see how the experiment goes. Maybe they come back soon. We must
be prepared.”

"Oh, God," Gal sad, "thisis getting way out of hand. If who comes back? We're not going to divert
Mira City's resources into preparing for invason by some hypothetica Uber-aliens who probably don't
even exig!"

A hdf-dozen voices clamored a once. Ingrid won out. "Just because Greentrees might be a petri dish
doesn't mean that we're in danger!™



"It doesn't mean we're not,” Roy said soberly.

Shipley, very pale, said, "Let us suppose that if this is an experiment, the experimenters do return.
Wha would be best is to prepare some plans to meet them, a protocol that will welcome them without
arousng anger. These are fdlow beings, with souls of therr own.”

Shipley was the worst person to have said that, Jake ingantly redized. Because the suggestion came
from the New Quaker, everyone visoned some sort of quasi-reigious, pacifisic evangdizing, and
everyone immediaidy wanted nothing to do with it.

George sad, "Even if the Furs were an experiment, that's no guarantee the experiment is dill in
progress. Look how few Furs are left, how primitive and degenerate they are. | don't think anyone's been
to check up on them for hundreds of years.

"That's because they're alogt colony,” Liu Fengmo said. "If we become diseased and degenerate, no
one from Earth may ever know it, ether.”

Jake thought of the nonexigtent quee tranamissons from the Phoenix.

"l think Fengmo is right,” Robert said. "Thisis a logt colony, or an isolated and dying remnant of a
netive species on the way out. Whatever they are, they're no threat to us. We have far too much to do to
create our own life here to devote too much effort to the mystery surrounding the Furs.”

George burgt out, "How can you say that about the only other sentient species weve ever found in the
universs?'

Gal sad decisvdy, "l think Robert's approach is the only sensible thing that's been said here dl
morning. We can study the Furs, but basicaly we just have to wait and see what information turns up
about them. Or doesn't turn up. Meanwhile, Mira City comes fird."

"Wait and see" Fengmo said dowly. "Yes"
"Nein!" Scherer said. "We mus prepare to defend oursalved™

Jake saw that his militarism was as unwelcome as Shipley's religion. And as eedly dismissed: Scherer
was a soldier, therefore he would naturdly anticipate war. Robert Takal said, not troubling to keep the
disodief from hisvoice, "How would we prepare againg dienstha use sar sysems as test tubes? How
the hdl would we fight them?'

Scherer didn't answer quickly enough. Jake fdt the group sdlidifying againg Scherer. They might
argue? would argue, fiercdy and endlesdy? over the Furs origins That debate was not going to
disappear. But they were scientists and administrators. Thelr basic atitude was going to be wait-and-see
on anything more than talk.

"It's bad science," George Fox said, "to assume we know enough to proceed with any action. We
don't, redly. Not yet. We need more facts.”

"Yes" everyone sad in various ways, and Jake found that he, too, agreed. They just didn't have
enough information for a solid conclusion. The mystery was not solved.

Maybe it never would be. In some ways, that was the most disquieting idea of all.

He and Lucy discussed it later and, to his surprise, she was not content with doing nothing.



"It's not paranoia,” she told Jake. "It's not. I'm a paeontologist. | know the Furs didnt evolve
anywhere on Greentrees, and they didnt come here in some crashed spaceship and then dwindle
precipitoudy in numbers, ether. They? "

He said gently, "Y ou haven't examined dl of Greentrees, Lucy. Only afew limited stes™

"l ran computer smulations? Jake, it bothers me that you don't believe me. It feds like youre
questioning my professona competence.”

She was dways so direct. Like Donnie. "'I'm not doing that, Lucy."
"My sanity, then. Or at least my mentd gability.”
He took a second too long to answer. She diffened and walked away.

They made it up, of course. Their passion was Hill so new, dill a the stage where it could override
anything else. By mutud tacit agreement they didn't talk again about what George took to cdling "the
Petri Dish Theory." They tadked about Mira City, they gossiped about the people they knew, they
laughed and teased and made love. It was dl right.

But Jake was aware that now there were two things they couldn't discuss.

"Jake, we have a problem,” Gall said afew weeks later.

At leadt it wouldn't be a Furs problem. Gall continued to think that the entire Fur Stuaion was
irrdevant. "What's the problem?"' Jake said, and saw from her face thet it was serious.

He ran through the lig of current problems he was aware of: a breskdown in the pipelaying
equipment, which Ben Goldman was having trouble reparing. The ravages done to the experimenta
genemod whegt crop by a handsome, voracious creature vagudy like a beetle. The maiming of a young
Quaker in an indudrid accident. The damage to severd inflatiables from a recent sorm. The arbitration
dispute? dready! ? between two people over some dlegedly abused equipment on loan from one family
to another. Thislast was Jake's domain.

He had set up the legd system on Greentrees to provide judtice with as little expense intime and effort
and money as possible. The model was the United Atlantic Federation pend code, but most disputes
came under binding arbitration, not jury trid. Legd software was employed whenever feasible. Everyone
on Greentrees except the Cheyenne had signed contracts holding them to this system, without appeal.
Rudy Scherer was prepared to enforce it, if necessary. But dmog dl of the colonigts, induding the New
Quakers and Gail's ecologicdly minded family and Faisd's benevolent dictatorship and the Chinese
group, were peaceful people, not indined to crime. The ethnic communities largdly lived separately within
Mira City, but each was dso under the kind of close, constant community scrutiny that established strong
culturd controls over behavior.

"What's the problem, Gall?' he repeated when she didn't answer. They sat in the Mira Corp office,
amog as crowded as it had been on the Aridl, despite being so much larger. Everything not in actua use
somehow ended up dumped here: bedrolls and recorders and rock samples and broken equipment and
reports that someone was someday going to file somewhere.

Sill Gail didn't answer. Jake looked more dosdly, and now he saw the stunned horror on her face.
His chest tightened.



She sad, "It's Nan Frayne. She killed a Cheyenne brave and Larry Smith indsts she be punished by
the tribal council. They'll probably put her to death.”
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William Shipley sat in the arborne skimmer with his face blank and his hands clasped so tightly
together that the fingers were bloodless.

They hadn't wanted him to come. In fact, Jake and Gail weren't going to tel him about the trip to the
Cheyenne. He wouldn't have even known what Naomi had done, or what might be done to her, if she
hadn't comlinked him hersdlf.

It had been right after Meeting for Worship. Shipley had emerged feding the Light within, even though
nothing remarkable had been said in the meeting. But the slence, the harmony, the meeting worshipping
together, the presence of Shipley's children and their families and the rest of the congregation humbly
waiting for Light? dl this hed lent its grace, and peace filled Shipley's mind and heart.

"Dad? It's Nan."

Hed stopped dead in the middle of one of Mira City's newly paved paths. Two more plants had been
approved by the bio group for transplant, and the path was bordered on one sde by a thin, bright line of
flowers, purple and deep red, with dien-looking petals.

"l only have a minute before they notice,” Nan said breathlesdy. "I'm supposed to be in isolation but
this old Cheyenne womean thought | should at least get to contact my family and she brought me a
comlink. They're gaing to kill me, I think. | killed a man, a bastard who actudly deserved it, no question,
but Larry Waterfoot or whatever he's caling himsdf? ™

The comlink cut off.

Shipley stood halding his link, paralyzed. Then he set off a a dumsy, puffing run for Mira Corp's
office. Jake and Gall were both there, and the second that Shipley saw ther faces, he knew tha they
knew what had happened.

"Doctor,” Gall said, moving swiftly to pull out a chair. "Sit down. You're dl red.”
"I? " He couldn't go on.

Jake sad, "We know. Larry Smith just linked. Dr. Shipley? "

Gal sad, "Did Nan cdl you? How?'

"Yes" Shipley got out. "I don't know how. She said an old womean thought she should contact her
family? what happened? Do you know? Oh, please tdl me™

"Easy, Doctor," Jake said. "Yes, we know. Larry Smith comlinked us. We're leaving for there as soon
as Lieutenant Halberg refuds a skimmer."

"But ... but what happened?' He heard his own pitiful wall and tried to pull himsdf together. 1t would
not help Naomi if he gave way to grief.

Gal and Jake exchanged looks. Jake, aways better at handling people, nodded. He leaned toward



Shipley.

"Doctor, it'sdill abit unclear. The good news is that Larry comlinked us at dl. That means he hasn't
redly made any firm decison about Nan or held just carry it out. Ther€'s every reason to hope tha when
we tak to himin person, the Stuaion? "

Gal sad, "Oh, cut the soft positives and tdl the man what happened,” and Shipley was grateful for her
bluntness.

Jake sad, "Nan was gpparently living with the Furs. She? "
"With the Furs?' Shipley said. "Those aggressive ones in the Cheyenne territory? How did she? "

"We don't know," Gall said. "Somehow she got them to accept her. She didn't have a comlink with
her or, it seems, anything else. The Furs have been making night raids on the Cheyenne, smdl skirmishes
a the edges of the camps. The Cheyenne were ready for them, posting guards and so forth, and then
esch time the Furs ran away. So far nobody ese has been killed, dthough two braves were injured. But
goparently some young braves decided to carry these war games into enemy territory. They attacked a
Fur village.

It happened to be the one Nan was daying at. Five Furs were killed, and Nan somehow killed a
brave. The Cheyenne then wiped out the entire village with a laser gun.”

Jake sad somberly, "They weren't supposed to have any laser guns, according to tribd law and ther
Mira Corporation contract. That should give us a negotigting edge with Larry."

Shipley was too distraught to see how. "And Naomi? "
"The braves brought her back with them and turned her over to the tribd council.”

A sense of unredity was sdtling over Shipley like stone dust. Triba council, night raid, braves ...
Naomi. It was like something out of a bad vid about the nineteenth century.

"Do you know," he heard himsdf saying, "tha the frontier Quakers in what was then America could
frequently vist Indians safely even when the tribes were at war with the whites? It's true. Nonviolence...”
He stopped.

Gall sad kindly, "Doctor, thisis a shock. Of courseitis. Just St quigtly for aminute”

He sad, "I'm going with you."

Jake said, "l don't think that's a good idea. Well comlink you from the Cheyenne camp.”
"I'm going! Thisismy daughter!”

Agan Gal and Jake glanced a each other. Gall shrugged.

Jake said, "'l don't think youll be permitted to see Nan."

"l understand,” Shipley said. He fdt camer now; he had something to do.

But what? Sitting in the skimmer, Shipley closed his eyes and tried to open himsdf to slence. If only
he could have taken this to meeting! So often the truth emerged only when many minds gave a part of it,
guided by the Light. But there was no time now for mesting.



And what could be done, anyway? Naomi had killed. No matter what the meeting did, no matter
what Jake did, that couldn't be changed, or ignored. William Penn had seen that with the darity of the
Light, centuries ago: "A good end cannot sanctify evil means, nor must we ever do evil, that good
may come of it."

It didn't matter what judification Naomi thought she had for fatd violence. She had severed a soul
from life

Lieutenant Halberg landed the skimmer in the same place outside the camp that he had used before.
Evidently this was the Cheyenne aircraft landing stage, another thing that was not supposed to exid.
Larry Smith waited there with three others, two men and a woman, each consderably older than he was.
The Threadmore coverals were gone. All four wore tunics of some anima skin over synth pants and
boots. Ther hair, black and brown and dirty blond, was tied back and trimmed with feathers and stones.

As they dimbed out of the skimmer, Shipley fdt a warning hand on his am: Say nothing. Shipley
nodded at Jake.

"Hello, Blue Waters" Jake said.

"Hello, Jake."

"I'm sorry we meet under such circumstances. Can we go somewhere to talk?'

"We can tdk here. There isn't much to say.” Smith's sunburned face was set inrigid lines.

"If you don't mind," Jake said apologeticdly, "Dr. Shipley is feding a bit faint. Can we get out of the
un?'

"You shouldn't have brought him," Blue Waters said, but he conferred in low tones with the other
Cheyenne, and led the way toward the camp. Lieutenant Halberg stayed behind, looking unhappy a
Jake's order to remain with the craft.

Good, Shipley thought with the part of his mind sill working rationdly. Get a nonthreatening foot in
the door. Jake was good. Shipley let himsdf hope.

Much of Cheyenne life seemed to go on outdoors. Shipley saw people dumsly weaving baskets out
of what he recognized as red creeper tendrils, tough and pliant. Two men lad strips of meet over a low,
smoky fire. The odor wafted lazly in the warm air. In the distance a group of smdl, haf-naked children
ran and shouted happily.

Shipley, Jake, and Gail were led to a teepee occupied by two young women who sat sewing. The old
womean said something to them that Shipley didn't catch and they left, wide-eyed. Everyone sat on green
Arab rugs with gold borders, as out of place here as a VR set. Seven more people crowded into the
teepee, and Shipley found himsdf jammed between Gal and the old Cheyenne woman. Jake sat across
from them, undoubtedly to keep attention focused away from Shipley. The ar was pungent with human
and food amdls.

Jake sad, "Firdt, Blue Waters, members of the council, thank you for agreeing to see us. | know that
by contract you didn't have to, and | deeply appreciate it."

Two Cheyenne nodded, but not Blue Waters.

" was thinking as we rode up here how little | actudly know about your culture. | was expecting to
see that your group had broken into smdler tribes. Wasn't that your origind plan?'



"Wewill do so eventudly,” Blue Waters answered. "When we better understand this environment.”
"And each tribe will be nomadic hunters, isthat right?"
"Each tribe will livein harmony with the land, taking its gifts but not exploiting it."

"l wish I'd learned more," Jake said. Blue Waters crossed his arms across his chest. "However, one
thing | do remember isthat the chief persondly bears accountability for the entire tribe. He must answer
to the spirit of the land itsdf? have | got that right?? for the conduct of his people. Thet has to be a great
responshbility, Blue Waters."

"Itis Canwe? "

"Srong leadership is an admirable thing? we could probably use more of it a Mira City," Jake said
ruefully. "If we'd had it, maybe this whole awful incident with Nan Frayne wouldn't have happened.”

Shipley's breath caught, a deep panful wad of ar he couldn't seem to expd. Blue Waters said
nothing.

"I blame mysdf," Jake continued. "l shouldn't have let her stay here in your territory. That was a
breach of contract, and | want to give you my apologies. | mean that, Blue Waters. This was our faullt,
not yours."

Shipley watched Blue Waters uncross his ams. He placed one hand flat on his knee, and now Jake
did the same. Jake said, "You have the right to dedl with Nan Frayne according to your tribal customs.
That's absolutely clear. But let me ask you this? what would it take for you to turn her over to us instead,
in return for the promise that if one of your nomadic tribes ever commits any crime in Mira Corp's
territory, even graying in inadvertently and in the indefinite future, well turn them back to you?'

" can't do that," Blue Waters said.
"Why, specificdly, can't you?' Jake's tone was genuindy interested.
"We have atribd council. The decison is not mine"

Jack looked confused. "Yes, but ... you're solely responsible to the spirit of the land, right? The living
Spirit that's suffused into everything in nature?"

"Yes.."

"Wdl, | think | see what you mean. Dr. Shipley here is a New Quaker. His group governs by
consensus, too. But each Quaker, as | understand it, is responsible for his or her individud conscience.”

Jake looked quedtioningly a Shipley, and he managed to nod in agreement.

"And youre the same" Jake continued. "Group decison, but of course you as chief bear
responghility. Strong leadership.” He smiled admiringly.

Blue Waters frowned.

"S0 let me repedt ... wha would it take for you to turn Nan Frayne over to us? What do we need to
do? What can we do to keep relaions peaceful while we both adapt to this environment?'

Blue Waters looked at his fdlow Cheyenne. Some sgnd passed between them that Shipley couldntt
read. Blue Waters said, "Weve made our decison.”



"l know you have, and you have that right,” Jake said. "But then, if in the future some Cheyenne do
dray into Mira Corp's territory? your children, for insance, who may grow up less respectful of the
boundaries then the firgt generation ... how many kids did you say you have, Blue Waters?'

"Three. But, Jake..."
"Shipley here has four. None for me or Gall, worse luck. Anyway, in the future? "

He kept at it an hour. Never blatant, dways deferentid. He admired what was honestly admirable
about Cheyenne culture as Blue Waters dowly reveded it to him, and missed no chance to draw pardlds
with the New Quakers. The ided of a smple and dignified life The naturd world as a wondrous
benefaction, a haly gift. The congtant awareness of the mysterious splendor behind every smple act of

edling, moving, gazing a the sky.

Jake also asked Blue Waters advice, repeatedly acknowledged his tribd sovereignty, tried to get the
other three Cheyenne involved in the discussion. Eventualy he succeeded in this. Then he doubled back,
ubtly pointing out how rdessng Nan Frayne fit with the admirable things held learned about the
Cheyenne. Rdleasing her was consgtent with the kind of people the tribe was (or wanted to be). He
stressed the reciprocity of leniency for their children, or ther children's children. Blue Waters must 1ook
out, Jake said, for future generations, that fdl under his mandate of strong leadership. By degrees Jake
got Blue Waters to agree to something smdl, then something larger, and then somehow Blue Waters was
the one coming up with a plan, and then dl a once everyone was sanding and Naomi was free.

"My God, Jake," Gal sad when the three were done, and her tone was not entirdly admiring. "1 hope
| never have to oppose you on anything important.”

"Shut up,” Jake said, and for a second Shipley saw the raw edge of the man, scraped by the price he
paid for his persistent manipulaion.

Naomi was led up to them by two Cheyenne women. She wore only a blanket wrapped loosdy
around her thin body. Her har was filthy and matted and she looked like she hadn't dept in days. She
sndled dreadful.

"H-hi." Her voice quavered.

"Naomi? " Shipley reached out to his daughter.

"Don't touch me" she said, sounding more like hersdf. "Dont..."
"l wont," Shipley said hdplesdy.

At the skimmer, which Jake got them to as quickly as possible, she dimbed in the backseats with
Gall. Shipley had no choice but to lumber in beside Jake. Nan's reek filled the smal cabin.

As soon as they were in the air, Naomi began to tak. Words tumbled out of her, unstoppable, and
Shipley redlized she was the closest possible thing to hyderica.

"l killed him, | killed the bastard, and I'm glad. | ran the spear through him from behind, it went in
eedly but then struck something hard in front, maybe the breastbone, Dad you'd think I'd know being the
daughter of a doctor you fdl down on my education. But nothing new there, is it? | heard the noise of
those supid braves attacking, 'braves what a joke of a name they had fucking laser cannons with them!
| jumped out of bed and ydled to warn my Furs but you cant make too many sudden moves they
misnterpret it as aggresson so Ninchee? "



"Who's Ninchee?" Gall said, with a gentleness that sartled Shipley.

"My friend, she's the reason the Furs let me go to them. | sneaked away from Piss Water's laughable
camp and took off al my clothes so | wouldn't look too much like the fake Cheyenne, and | found the
Fur village and Ninchee found me. That's not her name of course but it's as close as | could come their
vocd chords are different. Of course. She found me when she was foraging for food and of course she
would have killed me except 1'd learned from the sick Furs how to look harmless and passive? "

"The dck Furs? You mean the firg Fur village we found?' Gall said, dill with that unexpected
gentleness.

"Yes, of course, what €lse, from some fucking computer program? So | went into passive mode and |
think Ninchee might have killed me anyway except I'm femae and smdl and maybe she thought | was a
child. I think she did, they're very tender with children, there were two kids in one of the teepees the
hunting Furs attacked a few weeks ago and they killed the adults but not the children, and afterward
carried them outsde so they wouldn't see? which is more than humans would do for the Fursl They're
aggressive yes but who can blame them it's ther planet not ours and they have no use for the fucking
Supidity on nonviolence. 'Nonviolence! You're such afool Daddy it's not that kind of universe and so
when those braves attacked with lasers, | went a bit nuts, | think, | pushed in the spear from behind, only
it hit some kind of hard thing in front, maybe the breastbone, Dad you'd think I'd know being the
daughter of a doctor, and | killed hm. Dead. Gone. Blood..." She started to cry. The crying made her

angrier.

"Fuck thid" Naomi screamed. "Fuck it! So what if | killed him there was enough other killing going
on, dl the time, supid fucking Cheyenne it wasn't my Furs fault ever? "

"My" Furs.
Gal sad quietly, "No, it wasn't the Furs fault. Nor yours. God, you must be exhausted, Nan."

“I'mfine, don't try to coddle mel And | never said it was my fault, you can't guilt me like that or not
quilt me by saying you are..."

She went on, but Shipley heard her voice dow down, heard it drop in pitch until it was amost
inaudible. Occasondly he heard Gail's soothing tones, dso inaudible. He didn't dare turn around to look.

Jugt before they reached Mira City, the backseat fdl completely slent. Sowly Shipley twisted his big
body. Naomi lay adeep in the curve of Gail's am. The older woman held her protectively, despite
Naomi's gagging stench. When she fdt Shipley's gaze, Gall raised her eyes. In them was a puzzled
wonder.

"Sheredly cares about them,” Gall said. "The diens. Sheredly ... cares™

Shipley was unable to answer. He saw Naomi, filthy and maimed, in Gail's ams. He saw Naomi, a
cooing infant, cradled in the ams of her dead mother. He saw Naomi, a laughing toddler, in his own
ams. He saw Naomi, manacled and shouting obscenities, sruggling forcefully in the barely restrained
ams of a court bailiff. Shipley could only shake his head.

"l agree with her about the vidlent nature of the universe" Gall said, and even through his grief and
anger and rdief, Shipley registered that Jake stared stonily ahead.
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Gal sat a a meding of her disputatious, high-minded family and tried to concentrate on the
discussion, which concerned home-steading by Rick and Amdi.

The question of land ownership, which was intimatdy tied to the question of cgpitdism, was a
complicated one on Greentrees. For three years, by contracts signed by dl colonidts, there was no
individud ownership of land except for the subcontinent set asde for the Cheyenne, who agreed to
confine themsdvesto it for the next hundred years. That should be no hardship; the area was huge. The
rest of the planet's largest continent was hdd in trusteeship by Mira Corp.

For three years, everyone but the Cheyenne were theoreticaly required to live in Mira City. This was
the estimated length of time needed to establish a working rdaionship with the Greentrees ecology. By
keeping everyone close a hand and proceeding carefully with the necessary scientific sudies, Mira Corp
hoped to avoid loss of life to poisoning, crop fallure, naturd disaster, and territory fights. More important,
Greentrees would be protected from damaging exploitation before her ecology was understood.

After three years, sections of land would be assigned, usng the satdlite maps, with much area set
asde as public parks and much as wilderness preserves. One equd section of land would be given to
every adult, drawn by lottery. These could be homesteaded, mined under close regulation, or sold to
each other for whatever the market could bear. Ecologicd standards would prevent any land use that
was determined to present "ggnificant ecologicd danger,” as determined by a board of ten eected
officids Anyone who didn't choose to homestead was free to stay in Mira City, and enough land had
been dlotted within "dty limits' for consderable expanson, everything but inid "inflatable-use
properties’ buyable from Mira Corp, which in turn was required to use the monies to pay for police
protection, roads, water and sewage fadilities, and other municipa concerns. These, however, were to be
kept to aminimum. Child education, medica help, and culturd behavior, induding neighborhood upkeep,
were to remain the responsibilities of individuds or individud groups.

"In other words,” Jake had explained years ago on Earth, "were going to start out as a commune
crossed with a scientific research station, and end up as capitalism crossed with frontier community pirit.
All underlaid with libertarian contracts." No one had the dightest idea if this confabulation would work.
No one could think of anything better.

So far, which was less than sx months on Greentrees, the sysem had worked fine, a least in part
because Greentrees had turned out to be an even more benign and fertile place than anyone had hoped.
Also, of course, it had been only 9x months. Still, there were problems. Gall and her family were looking
a one such problem now.

In addition to its broad outline, Mira Corp's charter included many amendments and exceptions. One
of these provided for people who wished to leave Mira City before the three years were over. They had
two choices: live dsawhere but understand that they could not own the land, no matter how much they
developed it, or move to an entirdy different continent, across an ocean. The second wasnt redly
feasble. The shuttle, skimmers, and rovers dl belonged to Mira Corp.

"We know we won't be esablishing a permanent home" Rick Sibley argued. "But we want to do
ecologica work a some other place besides here. It's a big continent, people, and not homogeneoud



Soecificdly, Amdi and | want to work on the coast? here.”

Gal peered a the continental map that brightened the wall-screen. Damn, she was going to need
another corned adjustment soon. Getting older was not for cowards.

A red dot burned dong the western coast, where a river from the nearby mountains joined the sea.
Rick sad, "Deall,” and a sandler map of the area appeared. He began to tak about ecologica niches.
Gal tuned out.

She was an anomdy among the extended Cutler dans, the Sbleys and Statlers and Richmonds and
deBeers. For two centuries they had produced scientists, organic indudridigts, and passonate Earth
advocates (and look how much good that had done them). Rick was an ecologist who had held a post a
Harvard; his beautiful Mdaysan wife Amdi had a Ph.D. from Oxford on marine life computer models.
Gal had a degreein business. Science, to her own early horror, bored her.

Sheld outgrown the horror, and the shame that followed it, largely due to the scathing perspective
Lahiri had provided. The world? any world? needed adminigtrators to support its scientists and do beattle
with its ecologicd exploiters. Gal knew she was good & it, as long as she didnt have to absorb
extraneous detalls.

She wasn't being good at it at this moment, however. She was too preoccupied with Nan Frayne.

Gal prided hersdf on her judgments of people. They were pragmdic judgments, and she utterly
lacked Jake's manipuldive finesse in moving people around like so many chess pieces. But usudly she
was pretty sharp in assessing a person's basic capabilities and limits She had judged Nan Frayne as a
waste of oxygen, a spoiled whining piece of crumpled tissue, with about just that much durability or
practical use. She'd been wrong.

"So | think Amdi and | should go there" Rick concluded. The vote of the family board was nearly
unanimous, only Paul deBeers dissanting: " There's enough work here before anyone goes out hotshotting
someplace ese” Uncle Paul had aways been cantankerous.

"Now, about Aunt Tamara," Sydney Statler said. "She fdl and broke her hip and we need to have
more nurang care than just the medic 'bot because..."

When the medting was findly over, Gal waked toward Dr. Shipley's house. Hdfway there she
stopped, turned around, and went back. So what if sheld been wrong about Nan Frayne? Did she, Gall,
have to be right every sngle time about every sngle thing?

" "Hubris ? isn't that what Lahiri always used to accuse you of?" How had Nan known that?

It didn't matter how. Damn the bitch anyway. Gall had better things to do.

"Mr. Holman. Ms. Cuitler. | need to see you."

Gal hadn't heard Rudolf Scherer come up behind them. She and Jake stood arguing with Robert
Taka, Mira Corp's energy engineer, beside the hdf-finished dam across the river. It would create the
reservoir to supply Mira City.

"l told you, Jake," Taka sad heetedly, "that we need double the capacity you want. Water reserves?



"We can't, Rob," Jake said. "I told you, the ecologica study says Take this much and no more.’
Maggi€s team?

"Mr. Holman. Ms. Cutler. | need to see you."

Gal sad, "Not now, please, Captain,” but Jake gpparently heard something in Scherer's voice that
Gal did not.

"Isit important, Captain?'
"Very important.”

Taka made an exasperated noise, somewhere between a 9gh and a snort. Gall and Jake followed
Scherer out of Taka's hearing. The area around the dam dte was a mess of excavated soil and rock,
heavy 'bot machinery, an extruder monotonoudy producing carbon monafilament cable. The congtruction
crew's dathing lay strewn about; they'd removed it in the noonday heat. The ecotech's water-sampling
console hummed, unattended. Two women argued fiercdly over some detail of software interface for the
dam backup computer. Wildflowers had been trampled underfoot.

Scherer sad, "Thereisa ship inthis star system.”

At firg Gall thought she hadn't heard correctly, that Scherer had said, "There is a dip in this star
gysem.” She'd dmost answered, "What kind of adip?* when Jake said levely, "A ship?'

"Yes It is detected two hundred AUs out by the dl-sky search which we mantan for the
large-blue-shift objects. Its trgjectory bringsit to Greentrees in sixty-eight hours. It is? "

"Whose ship?' Gal burst out. "From Earth?" It was possble that in the seventy years since the Arid
hed left, Earth had launched another ship to Greentrees, with a faster drive. That was actudly provided
for ininternationd law; the first country on a planet had daim only to the first continent it colonized. But
Eath had been in such horrendous condition when the Arid left, had been disntegrating so fast
ecologicdly, pdliticaly, economicdly ... and then there'd been that last quee message, about what should
have been the shattering news of sentient dien life WGA dishanded. Geneva under siege. Cannot help
with alien invasion. Proceed at discretion.

Scherer said, "I think the ship is not from Earth.”

Gal and Jake gaped a him.

"l think," Scherer continued, and now even Gall could see the tremendous tenson he was halding in,
a what cost she could only guess, "thet it is some other thing. The ship moves at eighty percent of ¢, and

?

"So it isnt coming here" Jake said, rdief in its voice. "After dl, Captain, when the Arid reached
ninety-nine percent plus of ¢, we immediatdy had to start decderating. This ship, if it's two hundred AUs
out, can't possibly decelerate from eighty percent fast enough to stop a Greentrees.”

Scherer said, "It decelerates, by our prdiminary estimates, a roughly one hundred gees.”
Slence
Jake said, "That isn't possible. Unless ... oh, then it's robotic. Unmanned.”

Un-diened, Gall thought, and suppressed an insane desire to giggle



Scherer sad primly, "We think yes, but we do not know for sure. The current rate of deceleration
bringsit to ahdt at this planet. | advise we take dl the possible precautions.”

Gal blurted, "What are those? Do we have a protocol for the arivd of an dien ship?' So it was
happening, what they'd talked about as impossble in that other meeting that now seemed unreasonably

long ago.
"Yes, of course" Scherer said.
My God.

"The Arid abbreviation is now empty of personnd,” Scherer continued. "I leave her so, but | am her
to the maximum for the remote firing. |1 suggest a blackout for Mira City, in as many dectromagnetic
frequencies as possible, and a beacon we place far from Mira City. If the probe or the diens wish to
make contact, they go fird to the beacon. This makes the opportunity for the further assessment of the
gtuation. This assessment may or may not include if we try to determine the enemy's immediae
intentions”

Jake sad, "They are not 'the enemy,” Captain Scherer. We should not go in with that assumption!”
Scherer didn't answer.

Gal sad dowly, "It is whoever planted the Fur colonies here, isnt it? They're coming back to check
on ther exiles or crimind colony or whatever Greentrees is”

"That's dso an assumption,” Jake said. "WEell do better if we don't make a priori assumptions.”

Scherer said, "The beacon mugt illuminatein as many frequencies as possble. It mus stand a least a
thousand kilometers from Mira City. It must be heavily armed.”

"l think," Jake said, "we need to cal amesting of the Board of Governors. Now."

The Board adopted dl of Scherer's ideas. "We are condrained to do so, snce we have none of our
own," Fasd said. His usud urbane detachment had vanished. Liu Fengmo had said nothing at dl; his
smoath brown face creased in concern.

Dr. Shipley sad, "Wdl, | have an idea. It's one | tried to have discussed before. Captain Scherer,
please ligen.”

Scherer was dready giving orders for trangporting materid to the beacon Ste, asssted by a shaken
Robert Taka. At Shipley's words he looked over impassvely.

"Who will be at the beacon to greet the diens?’ Gal blinked. She hadn't even thought, hadn't even
conddered? Scherer sad ingantly, "No one mus wait at the beacon. The remote human presence only."

"I'm sorry,” Shipley said, "but that isn't acceptable.” Gall and Jake looked a each other. What the hell
? Jake stepped in. "Acceptable to whom, Doctor? What are your thoughts on this? | do want to remind
you, however, that thisis not your decison.”

"It's partly my decison,” Shipley said. His forehead glisened with swesat. "Please, Jake, Gall, Faid,
Fengmo ... we need to discuss this”

"We do indeed,” said George Fox, currently the science representative on the Board. George,



uncharacterigticaly, had said nothing throughout the firg part of the meeting. Now he was again coming
to life, dthough ill pae. "Thismay be the firs human contact with diens a our own leve of technology,
or better!"

Gal sad quickly, "Captain Scherer says there can't be any life aboard, not a a decderation of a
hundred gees.” The idea of superintdligent diens made her fed panicky.

"Not life as we know it," George said. "But who knows what's on that ship? Captain, can you tdl how
bigitis?"

"No," Scherer said. "Not yet. No one mug wait & the beacon Ste It is too great the risk. A
telepresence is aufficient.”

Scherer's unbending orders were beginning to annoy Gail. They must have had the same effect on
Jake because he sad with sudden irritation, "This Board mesting is ill in sesson. St back down,
everybody, except for you, Robert. Keep on getting that Suff to the beacon dte. All right, there's a
mation to discuss human presence a the beacon Ste. Captain Scherer has disagreed completely. Dr.
Shipley, whét is your thinking?'

Shipley spoke carefully, conscioudy choosing hiswords. "We did not expect to find the Furs here, but
we did. Human contact with the second Fur village has cost the Furs many lives. Our scientists, at lesst
mog of them, think the Furs came from somewhere else besides Greentrees. These new arrivals, whether
they're on that ship or only represented by some sort of telepresence, may have some connection with
the Greentrees Furs. It seemslogicd to think they do, unless we posit Greentrees as some sort of gdactic
crossroads, which doesn't seem likely.

"Weve killed some of these beings members, or pets, or experiments, or whatever they may be.
Maybe they can detect that before they land. Maybe they dready know it, through the cessation of some
ggnd or something from here. Also, the beings will undoubtedly redize that our beacon ste is heavily
armed. We will be giving every possible indication that our intention toward them is violence,

"Isthat redly what we want to do? Before we even meet them?”
He makes sense, Gall thought, and resented it.
Scherer said, "We wish to tdl them that we are able to make a defense”

"But, Captain,” Shipley said, with what looked to Gall like a desperate patience, "how will they know
it's a defense and not an incipient attack? It presents to them only violence.”

"Asuming they perceive things as we do," George said. "They might not. They might not even be able
to be communicated with, for dl we know. Life takes diverse and strange formd”

"George, you sound like a textbook," Jake said, but nobody laughed.

Shipley said, "Someone mugt be at the beacon dte, in person, to offer peace. To a least look
peaceful. Unarmed, open. | offer mysdf, on the grounds that everyone ese here is necessary to Mira

City."
Gal sad sharply, "You are chief phydcian for Mira City, Doctor. For another two and a hdf years”

"But you have many other physicians. There are no other leaders of Mira Corp besides you, Jake,
Faisal, and Fengmo. We Friends, remember, don't have leaders.”



"l want to go with you," George said abruptly.
Scherer began, "No one mug? "

"I'm a biologigt," George said. "I may be able to spot ways to communicate with them, based on
knowledge of different life forms, that? "

Jake said, with sudden violence, "George, you haven't been able to communicate with the diens we've
dready got. The only one who succeeded at that is Nan Frayne."

A little slence followed his words.
Liu Fengmo spoke for the firgt time. "I think Dr. Shipley is right. He should go to the beacon.”
Scherer said, "It istoo greet risk. A telepresence? ™

They argued about it for another haf hour. Gal sad little. It was amazing how she could aready
predict how the voting would go. Was it because the outcome they were going to get was the best
possble one, or because everybody was coming to didike Rudolf Scherer's unbending
s f-righteousness? God, not the latter. Let them dl be more rationd than that.

She studied Liu Fengmo. The Chinese were the least troublesome contingent on Greentrees. There
were only 539 of them, dl from the same neighborhood in Redlands, Cdifornia, UAF. When the Ariel
launched, about hdf had been recent immigrants from China, dipping through some loophole in both
countries congtantly shifting adminigtretive policies.

China had been badly battered by Earth's ecologicd ills violent weether patterns and globd warming
and various bio-disasters. Liu's people, both Chinaand UAF-born, were the kind who survived by
playing possum, meek and nearly invisble in the interstices of urban life. Used to having dmost nothing,
Greentrees seemed to them a cornucopia of riches handed to them by Liu, whom they revered less like a
patriarcha philanthropist than some sort of minor god. They had followed him unquestioningly to Mira
City, a polite and glent retinue who worked hard and played little, a least publicly. Gall sddom saw
Chinexe adults after the workday ended. They stayed with their own ingde their ugly little inflatables.
Even their children were quiet and controlled.

Jake sad that higory argued tha the next generation would be much different. Gal was not
concerned with the next generation; her interests lay here and now.

George sad, "Nan Frayne should go to the beacon dte, Jake. She's the only one who's
communicated with any Furs at dl.”

Jake pulled a the skin on his face. He mud, Gail thought, be much more agitated than he looked.
"How badly was she hurt by the Cheyenne, Dr. Shipley? Can she travd?'

"She should not," Nan's faher sad quietly. "She has sustained contusions, a minor fracture, and
manutrition. In addition, sheisdill ... excitable.”

Gal looked at him sharply to seeif he seemed to be conscious of ironic understatement. He didntt.

"l agree," Jake said, and Gall heard the reief in his voice. Nan was dways a wild card; Jake adready
hed too many of those in this hand. "And she haan't learned very much of the Fur language, anyway.
What she did say is that the two groups have different languages, so perhaps the starfarers have yet
another one, unless..." He didnt finish his thought. Gall suspected he hadn't had any coherent ending in
mind.



It wasfindly decided that William Shipley and George Fox would be at the beacon gte, if and when
the diens, if there were diens, landed there. The contact, if there was a contact, would be surveilled by
the others at Mira City. The attack, if there was an attack, would be repulsed by one of Captain
Scherer's soldiers, who would accompany the greting committee. The dien examingtion of the Arid, if
there was an dien examindtion of the Ariel, would be?

Gal gaveit up. Too many variables. No, too much tenson.

She went to draft a nonthreatening announcement to Mira City that they were expecting company.
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He had lied to the Mira City Board of Governors. No, not lied ... just left out a piece of the truth.
There was no way to tdl it to them, no way they could hear it just now.

Shipley sat in the man room of his new house, hands on his knees, head bent. This room served
primarily as a gathering place snce most dining was, at this stage of the city's growth, gill commund and
heavily dependent on ship's stores. No private kitchen fadlities had been indaled anywhere outside the
medina. No one minded; most colonists were thrilled to have any private place in which to deep, rdax,
and arange the few precious possessons brought from Eath. The inflatables had begun to be
superseded by permanent foamcast buildings. Shipley's had been one of the firs constructed because it
connected to the "hospita," a much larger structure than the house, dominating it like a looming round hill
beside a polished boulder.

The foamcast furniture was sturdy, unadorned, and sparse. The circular wals bore no art. New
Quakers made their own decisons about how much color and decoration they wished in their homes, but
the basic principle of amplicity, nondigraction from the spiritud, held. Two bedrooms and a bathroom,
dl opening off the main dome, completed Shipley's house. Through one closed door he could hear fantly
the murmur of Lucy Lasky's voice as she visited Naomi, dill confined to bed. When Naomi had findly let
her father examine her, he'd found two broken ribs, contusons, and cuts over much of her torso.

How could Shipley have told the Board the exact truth? How could he have said, "My daughter took
ahumen life | am troubled in my mind over this My repongihility is persona. There mugt be no more
violence between humans and diens, and | mug act to see thet there is not"?

Jake and Gall would not have understood. In ther world, the acts of grown children were not the
respongbility of their parents. They divorced how a child was raised from how she acted afterward? as if
you could bend atwig west for years and then complain you didn't have an east-pointing branch!

But his responghility for Naomi's act would dill have been easer for Jake and Gal to accept than
Shipley's other reason for going to the beacon Ste to meet the diens. | have been guided by the Light
of Truth to give a testimony for peace.

They would think he was crazy. Their opinion wouldn't matter, but it would matter that they wouldn't
have let im go. And he mugt go. He must do what he could to prevent any more violence. A cdl from
the Light was not merdly a private bdief; it was a cdl to action.

Gall came in without knocking, a good measure of how agitated she was. With her came a gust of
sweset evening ar. Shipley heard the fant cry from the medina of an imam cdling the fathful to prayer.
The notes floated in, drawn out and somehow plaintive, until Gail closed the door behind her. "Doctor,
have you told Nan about the beacon and the ship?"

"No," Shipley said, "and | asked Lucy not to tdl her. Lucy's in there now.” Another spiritud problem;
it was wrong to withhold the truth from an adult. But if Naomi knew that more diens were coming to
Greentrees, she would indst on being there, despite her injuries or Jake's orders. Shipley had just got his
daughter back. He didn't want to lose her again to another group of strange beings. Or, more accuratdly,
to her own strange impulse to join them.



"Good," Gall sad, nodding. "l think it's better she not know yet. Can|l ... can | go in?'

Gall's dtitude was oddly diffident. Why? Shipley found himsdf too distracted to concentrate on the
question. "Yes, my dear, go right in."

"Hdlo, Gall," Lucy sad. Naomi said nothing to Gall but went on taking to Lucy. Gal Ieft the door
open, and Shipley heard his daughter's voice sounding too high, too fast for the painkillers held given her.
She was speeding dong on older, more systemic endorphins.

"And they've combined the best of hunter-gatherer with domesticated crops. Lucy, they're so much
more advanced than the passve Furs we firg discovered that you wouldnt believe it. They make
jewdry. Back in the woods, they're carving an enormous stone statue of agod? a leadt, | think it's a god
? and they press ail out of those little biuish berries and store it in clay jars. My old Furs couldn't do any
of those things”

"My old Furs."

Lucy said thoughtfully, “The two groups have had maybe a thousand years to differentiate themsdlves.
It only took afew centuries for the origind settlers in Polynesia to develop societies at different levels of
advancement on different idands. Tonga had sophisticated art, wegpons, and socid organization. All
Chatham reached was primitive handheld clubs. But, Nan, tha was due to different environmentd
conditions on different idands? minerds and food supply and soil fertility. Both sets of Furs that you lived
with have exactly the same resources available to them.”

"Except,” Naomi said excitedly, "the passive Furs have George Fox's brain virus™

"Maybe" Lucy conceded, "but evenif it is avirus tha developed early on, the whole tribe would have
died out by now, given how little they can care for themsdves. And if developed recently, the tribe
should aready have more art, agriculture, and toolmaking. It dill doesn't add up.”

"Maybe" Gall sad, "the virus got progressvely worse.”
Naomi said contemptuoudy, "What do you know about it?"

"More than you think," Gall retorted, and Shipley's breath caught. Was she going to tdl Naomi about
the new diens? But no, Gall didn't lose contral like that. She asked Lucy, "Have you told her about the
third group of Furs, the ones that look permanently intoxicated on some sort of native plant?'

"Not yet," Lucy said. "Nan, don't try to st up! Your father said to stay fla!"
"The fuck with that! What third group of Furs?"
"I brought you pictures,” Gall said.

A long slence. Shipley got up and moved toward the bedroom. Naomi sat up in bed, sudying the
printouts intently. Fndly she raised her head and looked a Gail. Something passed between the two
women that Shipley couldn't read, some intense look thet led Gall to speak.

"Dont ever talk to mein that tone again, Nan."
And Naomi, incredibly, said softly, "I won't. I'm sorry."

Shipley fdt dizzy. What had just happened? He saw again the image of a just-rescued Naomi on the
skimmer, filthy and maimed, adeep in the curve of Gal's am. Despite the gagging stench, the older



womean had held Naomi protectively. When shed fdt Shipley's gaze, Gail had raised her eyes, and in
them had been a puzzled wonder.

Now Gail's gaze was locked with Naomi's. A long moment spun itsdf out, taut as piano wire. To
Shipley's astonishment, Naomi suddenly smiled, a smile so humble and sweet thet it didn't seem to belong
on his daughter's face. When had he ever seen Naomi amile like that? He had never seen Naomi amile
like that.

Gal sad, "l've just made an executive decison, Nan. There's something we weren't going to tdl you,
but 1 think that was wrong. Y ou have aright to know, and we may need you. Not now, but farther down
whatever road it is we're going to be traveling. We may need your ability to communicate with Furs.

"Andien ship ison itsway to Greentrees. It will be here in less than forty-eight hours™

Jugt before the skimmer |eft for the beacon Ste, Captain Scherer made one more try a changing the
plan. "Thisiswrong," Scherer said, hisjaw hard as diamond. "It is a midtake."

Shipley, Jake, Gal, George Fox, and Lieutenant Haberg turned to him. They stood beside the
skimmer, outsde the eectronic perimeter of Mira City. The settlement had been shut down as much as
possible. No lights shone, no congtruction machinery clanged or hummed. Within the walled meding, the
new minaret soared dlent and empty. No children ran through the rest of the unpaved streets. Shipley
redized that for the fird time in months he could hear the river without standing directly beside it. It
swirled around the hdf-finished dam, babbling and snging.

Jake sad, "Why isthis a mistake, Captain Scherer?”
Gall snapped, "We dready know the captain's opinion.”
Jake sad mildy, "Let im have his say, Gall."

Scherer surprised Shipley by spesking with something close to passion. "There is on Eath a long
higory of the smdl military force that defeats the much greater one? but only if the smdl force acts
quickly, to retain the dement of the surprise. One example: a Cgamarca, Francisco Pizarro, with 168
Spanish soldiers, conquers the Incan emperor Atahualpa, with a force of 80,000 soldiers. How can
Pizarro do this? He takes the emperor prisoner before the Incas can assess the Spanish as enemies. The
same thing occurs over and over in the human history, and we mug learn from this. Our optimum strategy
isto take these diens prisoner before they can assess our srengths, and next we use the prisoners as
some bargaining points with the force on their ship.”

Jake said, "Y ou're assuming that we're going to be in an adversarid position with the diens”

" do not know if wewill be so or not, Mr. Holman. Nor can you know. But it appears they do some
experiments on some sentient life. That iswhy the best tactic isto prepare.”

Shipley said, "Prepare for what, Captain? Prepare for war and you will surdly get war. Prepare for
peace and there is a chance it may come."

Scherer didn't even glance at him.
Jake said, "You're saying we need to prepare for the worst possibility.”
Gal cut in. "Jake, we don't have time for you to go through your people-handling skills of agreement



and persuasion. We just don't have time. Captain Scherer, you have your orders. Now let's get moving.”

Scherer appeared to have heard Gall no more than he had Shipley. His eyes stayed fastened on Jake,
whom he dearly regarded as the true authority here. Gall flushed angrily.

Jake sad, "l think we better gtick to the origind plan, Captain,” and Scherer's face went, if possible,
more wooden than before. "But | do appreciate hearing your views."

Shipley, Haberg, and George Fox dimbed into the smdler skimmer. As it lifted, Shipley saw the
others heading toward the bunker newly built for the telepresence equipment. Jake and Gall would hear,
see, practicaly smdl everything that happened at the beacon site, and they could project their holos there
if necessary. Although Shipley couldn't imagine what circumstances might make that necessary.

He bent his head, closed his eyes, and tried to clear his mind to slence. George Fox made this
impossible. The biologist seemed unacquainted with the solace of quiet.

"l wonder about Scherer sometimes, Doctor. The military mind. See adversaries everywhere, and you
create them. See potentid dlies and you might create them.”

Never had Shipley been so unwilling to hear the New Quaker philosophy voiced by an outsider.
Lieutenant Halberg in the pilot's seat in front of them? was he gtting even more diffly than before??
levded the craft twenty feet above the ground. Shipley stared at the back of Halberg's head without
answering George.

"Take plants,” George rattled on, oblivious. "The plantsin any given ecosystem risk being eaten by the
animas. Sometimes, it's true, plants develop defensve mechaniams like toxins or odors thet discourage
herbivores from edting them. But jugt as often, plants have developed evolutionary gStrategies to form
alliances with animas Verbena provides hummingbirds with nectar, and in return the hummingbirds
unwittingly crossfertilize the plants by transferring pollen. Or take the cocklebur, Xanthium strumarium..

George was evidently the sort of person who subdued nerves by chatter. Shipley thought of quoting to
him his Quaker namesske: "Listen to the ill small voice within." He decided againg saying this

"Or congder the lowly danddion? "

The beacon ste was four hundred miles northwest from Mira City. On a risng swdl in a high flat
plan, Robert Taka's robots had assembled a low tower of foamcast laced with extruded carbon
mondfilament cable. The tower pulsed a short sequence of prime numbers from an aray of
electromagnetic devicesin wavedengths not excessvely absorbed or scattered by the aamosphere: vishle
light; infrared, reflective, short wave, and thermdl; microwaves, and radio waves. It drew power from a
nuclear generator underground. Also underground was the computer. A monitor sat around the bunker,
with sensors hidden in the area to transmit audio and visud. At the base of the tower stood a smdl
bunker of foamcast shielded with lead.

Lieutenant Halberg landed the skimmer, dropped off Shipley and Fox, and then flew the skimmer a
mile away, sdtting it down behind a low rocky ridge. Shipley had a moment of panic. whet if Halberg just
left them there and didn't come back? But of course he didn't. A few minutes later they saw him come
into view, running over the purple groundcover. He was amazingly fast. Augments, undoubtedly. Not for
the firgt time, Shipley wondered about the ages of the Swiss security team. Ther bios and cdl samples
both indicated middle age, dthough dl of them, thanks to genemods, looked younger. Usudly it was the
young who became adventurers.



But, then, Shipley himsdf was here, wasn't he?
"Thereit is" George said suddenly.

Shipley shaded his eyes with his hand and peered in the direction of the sun. He could see a faint
gowing dot in the sky about thirty degrees east of the sun. "How much longer till they get here?'

"Projected time is twenty minutes.”

Halberg disappeared into histiny bunker. What did he have in there? Shipley wondered. Scherer had
made atrip last night to the newly completed bunker. "For the safety check," hed told Jake.

Twenty minutes was along time.

What was Naomi doing? Regting in bed, Shipley hoped, but he doubted it. She had worked on Gall
to let her join the Board in the Mira Corp's bunker, alarger verson of this one, where they monitored the
dien landing. Shipley didn't know if Gal had agreed, but he suspected she had. From her willful,
completdy unauthorized contact with the Furs, Naomi had built a sort of specid, semi-authorized
ganding for hersdf with the Board. And, perhaps, with Gall aswell.

Ten minutes.

Shipley thought of Naomi Warren Bly, founder of the New Quakers, for whom his daughter had been
named. Naomi Bly had written in 2008, "No one knows how another person may come to the Truth of
the Light. Treat each other with as much tolerance as your conscience dlows." But how much tolerance
was too much? And did Shipley's confused thinking a this very moment on this very point apply to
Naomi, Gail, Scherer, or himsdf?

His knees fdt wobbly.
Five minutes

George Fox said, "Something's wrong. They're not coming in. We should be able to see more by

A second later Jake's voice sounded in the receiver implanted in Shipley's ear: "They're not coming in.
The space data show they're moving at dow speed toward the Ariel. Could be docking speed.”

Shipley and Fox looked at each other. George, of course, spoke fird. "A party without the guedts.
Now what?'

The sky blossomed into brilliance, and back a Mira City, Jake and Gal started shouting. Shipley,
leening for support againg the bunker, tried to understand what was happening. Findly, with horror, he
did.

"Captain? " Gall screamed.
"Oh, my God? "
"Mudler? "

"No! No!"



Captain Scherer had not waited for the diens to board the Arid and learn about humans thus
destroying any tactica advantage of surprise. Scherer had destroyed the Arid instead, hoping to take the
dien shipwith it. If Rudolf Scherer had had his way, Pizarro would never even need to meet Atahuapa
to defeat him. The smdler outnumbered force could do it by remote nuclear explosion.
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Jake threw himsdf at Scherer, ydling something he could never remember. The soldier turned. Jake
saw the blow coming directly at his gut and tightened his somach muscles, franticdly trying to ghift to the
Sde to absorb the punch with his obliques. It mugt have worked because dthough he fdt fiery pain,
Scherer's gene-augmented blow didn't kill him. 1t did send him flying into the bunker wal. He hit the back
of his head againg the bunker, and waves of red and black washed over him. He shook his head to clear
it and tried to stagger at Scherer again. Gal had picked up something smdl and heavy? what? Somehow
Jake couldn't identify it, though he knew somewhere in his reding mind that it was something ordinary,
something he should recognize? and she tried to bash Scherer with it. He tossed her away as eadly as a
pillow. Gall did down the bunker wal and lay 4ill.

Waves of red and black ... not again ... he stood over Mrs. Dalton's body in the library and
watched her die, but not before he'd lifted her by the hair and...

Scherer hit him again in the sscomach. Jake went down, unable to breathe. The red and black receded,
replaced by an avful noise that Jake dimly redized was himsdf. He couldn't breathe, he couldn't get any
arinhislungs hewas going to die...

Gasping, in agonizing pain, Jake watched Scherer suddenly fdl as if in dow motion, twising as he
went down. Saw the laser holein Scherer's neck? saw it, improbably, a second before the blood started
to spurt in wild jets. Saw Private Franz Mudler, Scherer's handpicked soldier, sanding over the body,
50 ashen he looked made of sdt. Then Jake couldn't see anything at all.

When Jake struggled back to consciousness, the scene had only minimally changed, and he redized
he had only been out a minute or so. Private Mudler bent over Scherer. The soldier was arying Slently.
Jake, dill trying to force ar into hislungs, didn't know if Mudler would shoot him, too, if he moved. But
Gal lay so il againgt thewall...

He dragged himsdf toward her. Mudler jerked up his head. Tears flew off his cheeks like tiny
diamonds. "Mr. Holmar ... do not. Y ou are hurt maybe. | look by her.”

Jake's heart paused while Mudler bent over Gall. But Mudler didn't hurt her, merdly checked her
pulse and pulled back her eydlids. "Sheis okay, maybe. | cdl for a doctor!”

Now Jake became aware of a clamor coming from the monitors. Panfully he turned his head. Shipley
and George Fox, at the beacon dte, were demanding, "What's hgppening? Jake? Jakel" George was
ineffectudly waving his arms, his usudly cheerful face terrified.

Mudler sad, "Lieutenant Halberg," and then a rapid speech in German. Jake had forgotten about
Halberg. He wheezed into his own wrister, despite the sharp pain it sent through his lungs

"Dir. ... Shipley. Come back. Mudler ... shot Scherer. Gall... unconscious...” Too late, he redized that
he wasn't thinking clearly. There were dozens of doctors in Mira City, closer than Shipley. Jake tried to
sy this but no more words came out.



George Fox answered him. Fox's image on the monitor had stopped waving its arms. It stood stone
dill, gazing upward.

"Jake, we can't come now. Haberg says the dien ship wasn't destroyed by the blast. A shuttle is
coming down now. Itll be herein less than ten minutes™

Shakily, Jake stood. He moved every part of himsdf: no broken bones except maybe a rib or two.
He could stand, walk, tak. But he couldn't do any of it quickly, and sharp hot pans kept darting through
his chest. Fortunately, Mudler did whatever Jake told him. "Cdl for a doctor. Then bring me that surgicd
tape ... good. Now wind it around my chest, tight ... tighter..." It was torture to raise his ams out of the
way, but once Mudler had taped the ribs, Jake had alittle more mohility.

"Lay Ms. Cutler out flat and elevate her feet a bit ... good. Turn her head to the Sde in case she
vomits. Do we have a blanket?!

They didn't, but Mudler stripped off his own uniform jacket and covered Gall. Jake fdt a quick flash
of sympathy for the soldier, dong with a flash of regret that they hadn't dlowed more people in the
monitor bunker. More people would have meant more dothing, more help. Lucy had wanted to come,
and Robert Takal, and Nan Frayne ... Jake and Gail hadn't wanted the digtraction. Hal Consider the
blagting of the Ariel and desth of Scherer as distractions!

Haberg said over the monitor, "The dien mother ship remains in orbit. Damage, if any, unknown.
Shuttle lands in four minutes” The lieutenant's voice wobbled dightly, a fird as far as Jake could
remember.

Mudler said, "We must bury Captain Scherer. Soon right away."

It seemed a Strange statement under the circumstances? couldn't Mudler see that they had other
things to do "soon right away"? Jake chaked it up to nerves. Mudler had just shot his commanding
officer. And he hadn't cdled for a doctor.

"Mudler? adoctor!"
"Dr. Shipley comes”
"No, not Shipley! Someone closer! Cdl Fad.”

"No one dse comes here” Mudler said, not looking a Jake. It took a moment for Jake to redize
why. Mudler was trying to contain his crime, confining knowledge of it to those dready aware.
Unexpected empathy pierced Jake ... Mrs. Dalton, lying on the library floor...

"Damnit, cdl for a doctor!" Jake didn't dare leave his post at the monitor for the beacon ste what
might happen next? Mudler ignored him.

Gall tirred and moaned.
"I'm here, Gall," Jake said. "Dont try to get up. Just liedill."
"l see them," George Fox shouted. "Here they come!”

A peculiarly shaped craft screamed through the atmosphere and set down a few hundred yards from
the beacon tower. It resembled a horizontaly positioned egg with along, flexible tail that whipped around



for afew moments after landing. Almost immediatdly a door did open in the end of the egg opposite to
thetal, and a short, steeply pitched ramp lowered itsdf.

Jake braced himsdf for an attack of Furs, blood-hungry as the ones battling Larry Smith's Cheyenne.

A long moment passed. Then a amd| platform, no more than a foot square, rolled down the ramp. It
was covered with a clear dome that appeared sedled to the ramp, and it was going far too fast to be
gable a the ramp's steep rake. Theralling cart hit the ground, teetered, and nearly tipped. But it righted
itsdf and rolled out of the way just as a second cart started down the ramp.

Insde the dome appeared to be something very complicated, filling the dome with dull red-brown ...
somethings. Jake leaned closer to the monitor, asif that would create a higher resolution. He redized that
the ingde of the dome was dightly cloudy, asif with steam, which was one reason he was having trouble
seaing indde.

George Fox said, "My God, | think they're? " and the dome on the fird cart shattered.

"No!" Dr. Shipley cried. "Dont firel Haberg? "

Thistime Jake saw the laser beam shoot from the bunker toward the cart. It hit it again. The second
cart was ralling frantically back up the ramp.

"Oh, the? " Shipley sad before George Fox yanked him to the ground. The big men fdl heavily,
ungracefully. Jake actudly shook the monitor, which sent piercing pain through his chest. Another laser
beam shot out from the bunker and hit the shuittle, its door now closed. As far as Jake could see, the
beam had no effect on the shuttle.

"Haberg!" he screamed. "Cease firing now! Stop it, you son of a bitch!”

Ancther laser beam. Gall moaned, or maybe it was Shipley at the beacon ste. Jake couldn't even tell.
He couldn't see George Fox. Fuck it to hdll, Halberg was going to kill dl the diensif he could, the diens
that Scherer had aready tried to kill in orbit?

"Jeke" George's voice said, sheking. "He's dead.”

For a moment Jake thought he meant Shipley. But the Quaker was rigng panfully to his knees beside
the bunker. There was no more laser fire, and Jake redized that George meant Halberg was dead.

"l fried imwith my sde torch," George said, and now his voice definitdly shook. "We carry torches
to burn off brush in the wild... red creeper ... | didnt..."

"It's dl right, George," Jake said, which was idiatic because it wasn't dl right, of course it wasn't dl
right, it was the farthest from dl right thet it could possibly be.

Shipley was on hisfeet. Sowly he started toward the shuttle.

"No, Doctor, don't, it's too dangerous, they'll kill you!" Jake said. Shipley must have heard him but he
kept waking anyway, unsteady but determined, holding his hands in front of him with padms upturned,
demondrating that they were empty.

Behind Jake, Mudler made a sound. Jake wouldn't have been surprised if Mudler, too, had started
shoating, killing him or Gall or both. But Mudler didn't fire. Neither did the shuttle. Shipley crossed the
hundred yards of open ground until he stood beside the shattered dome on its little cart. By the time he
reached it, George Fox had caught up with Shipley. Both men stood beside the Slent shuttle, looking



down at the broken cart.

For the firg time, Jake noticed that the flexible tall on the shuttle had giffened and bent to point
directly at the two men. Never had he seen anything he was so certain was a weapon. But the tal didn't
fire

William Shipley said to the thing twisted among the shattered pieces of dome, "I am so sorry. | an so
vey, vaery sorry.”

George sad, alittle of the naturd excitement returning to his voice, "Jake, this thing is dead. But |
think it is? was? aflora-analogue. With leaves and vines ... yes. I'm sure. Thisdien wasn't a Fur. It was a
plant.

"And s0 was the other one that rolled back in when we started shooting.”

Nothing was smple. And yet it dl seemed to be decided quickly. Later, Jake would redize he head
made a dozen decisions, one after the other, quickly and without hesitation. At the time he was barely
aware of what he was doing; he just did it.

The diens did not emerge from ther shuttle. Nor did they fire on George and Shipley, who didn't
touch the dead dien but did stay gazing at it for a long time. Jake had ordered George to leave the
remnants aone. Let the diens have thar own degth rites, if there were any, if they chose to. Jake just
hoped the degth rites didn't indude racid revenge.

Nether Shipley nor George could fly the skimmer. "I don't want to leave anyway," George said. He
was recording everything he could about the dead dien. Were its fdlows watching? Would they object?
How the hdl did Jake know?

"l don't want to leave, either,” Dr. Shipley said, dthough with less enthusasm. "You have other
doctorsin Mira City for you and Gail, Jake."

"Yes" He had sad the same thing to Mudler. But that was before humans had killed the firs
dar-faring dien they'd ever met. "But | don't want news of this to spread too far. The rest of the Board
knows, of course; they're linked to my monitors. But they don't want panic, either. Faisal will handle
lifing of the blackout without causng a stampede of people out to the beacon tower. Fengmo is
contralling his own people. And Gall and | don't seem to be badly hurt. Did you examine Haberg?'

"Only enough to determine that he's dead.”
"All right. Look, I'm going to have Private Mudler fly the large skimmer out there? ™
"Can hefly it?" George asked supidly.

"Of course he can? dl Cgptain Scherer's people can pilot anything. For God's sake, George. I'm
going to bring Gail with me. | think the Stuaion has changed. The diensin the shuttle aren't retdiating, so

maybe some negotiation might be necessary? "
"With a plant?" Faisal's voice said over the link.

"l sad a 'plant-analogue,” " George said. "It's obvioudy not a plant. There are weird projections and
what might be adime-trall locomotion device, like on snalls ... | can't be sure of anything unless | examine
tissues™



"Absolutdy not!" Jake said.

"l know," George said unhappily.

Shipley said, "Are you postive Gail can be moved?!

"She's moving now, Doctor. She's stting up? she's sanding.”

"Then bring her here carefully,” Shipley said, and started indructions for trangporting Gail. She
interrupted these angrily. "I don't need a stretcher, I'm fine. Just what happened a the beacon?”

"Tdl youinaminute" Jake said. "Private Mudler, please go get the other skimmer and bring it here.
Private?'

The soldier stood gazing down a Scherer's body. His tears had dried, but there was a strange,
unreadable expresson on his face. Fear? That, and something else Jake couldn't identify. He said,
"Private Mudler ... Franz ... you will not be court-martided. You acted correctly. | will tdl Lieutenant
Wortz." Who was now ranking security officer.

Mudler didn't respond.

"Private Mudler!" Gretchen Wortz's voice from Mira City. Yes, of course, she was waiting with the
Board and the other scientists, ready to defend the settlement if necessary.

If possible.
Mueler responded to Wortz's voice. "Y es, maam.”

"Follow every one of Mr. Holman's orders. Mr. Holman, you have only Private Mudler by you in
security. | come aso.”

Jake sad harshly, "I think we've had enough contributions from the security team dready.” After a
moment he added, "I'm sorry, Lieutenant. Stay where you are. We don't know what the diens will do
with regard to Mira City."

"Yes dr," she sad, and Jake heard in her voice some strange counterpart of the complex look on
Mueler's face. He didn't have time to examine ether.

Mudler lft in the rover to get the large skimmer from its concealed location a few miles away. Jake
sd, "Fasd?'

"All goes well here, Jake. Do not worry about Mira City. Fengmo and | have things organized. May
Allah be with you."

"Can He negotiate with diens?' Jake asked, and cut the comlink. He bent over Gall. "How are you?'
"Hne" she said, crosdy but unconvincingly. "Except for my arm.”

"W, I've got broken ribs. So don't give me a bear hug and well both be fine"

"Jake ... what will they do?'

"How the fuck do | know?"'

She ignored this. "They approach our ship in orbit and we blow it up, trying to destroy them as well.



They land and we immediady kill the first dien out the door. If the positions were reversed, | know what
I'd do. I'd assume enmity and blow away the beacon tower and everything anywhere around it before |
was attacked agan.”

"Yes" Jake said.
"So why arent they?'
"Maybe they don't have the firepower."

Gall snorted. "They comein at a huge fraction of light speed and decelerate a a rate that should have
squished them dl into puree, and they don't have the technology to demolish George Fox while he stands
there gazing hungrily at their dead comrade? | don't think so.”

Jake didn't think so, either. "Gall, they're aliens. How are we supposed to know what they think?!
"We didn't have much trouble decoding what the Furs thought on the Cheyenne subcontinent.”

Jake didn't answer. Gingerly, careful of his ribs, he waked back to the console and accessed the
space satellite recordings. He wanted photos of the dien ship in orbit.

It was the weirdest-looking thing held ever seen. A thick flattish disk, with a dender tube projecting
from one side. The end of the tube bulged outward. It looked like a deformed drinking straw stuck into a
cow pie. He couldn't get any idea of the scde. He cdled Faisal back.

"Fasd, | need a physcig. There isn't one on the Board, but surey? "

"Of course we have physicigts, Jake" Faisa said, some of the urbane amusement back in his voice.
"Jug not on the Wellcome Trust team. | will send you one of my people, Karim Mahjoub, very good,
sudied with Nigd Fearling at Cambridge. And Karim has excdlent English.”

"Good. Actudly, he can jus report in from Mira City, he's probably aready accessed the sat
pictures.”

"Yes, but | think he would prefer to be with you. Where the action is” Faisa said, wryly proud of this
colloquidiam.

"But? "
"I will inform Karim," Faisal said, and the link went dead.

Nothing was happening at the beacon ste. George 4ill stood gazing at the dead dien. "Jake, there's a
bit of leaf or something that was torn off and landed a little away from the body. Can't | jugt? "

"No! Where's Shipley?"

"In the bunker. He's examining Halberg, for some reason.”

"Dr. Shipley?' Jake said. "Please answer. Lieutenant Halberg is dead?’
"Yes" Shipley said. "Jake, you're coming here now?'

"Yes. Why? |s there some new information?"

“I'm not sure yet," Shipley said. "Please come soon.” What new information could there be about



Haberg? Suddenly Jake didn't want to know. The crucid thing right now was the dien shuttle. It sat
immobile, unknowable. Unvengeful. So far.
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Gall kept cradling her left aamin her right. Curtly she refused Jake's offers of ading, comfort, anything
ese, s0 he shut up. When Mudler arrived with the skimmer, she dimbed in unassisted, a laborious and
painful-looking process. Before shed finished, a rover could be seen and heard on the horizon. Faisd's

physcg.
Four figures got out of the rover.
"No," Jake said. "Absolutely not. Good God, Ingrid, what the hdl do you think you're doing?"

“I'm senior geneticig,” Ingrid Johnson said. "'l need to be there. George does systemic biology, not
genetics. | need to be there when the diens land.”

"S0 you brought Lucy and Nan Frayne?"

Lucy sad, "Jake, don't be angry. We were dl together, waiting for news, when Faisa cdled for
Karim. | want to be at the site, too.”

"The last thing we need is a paeontologist!”

"l know," she said humbly. Her eyes said, But | need to be where you are, which was the stupidest
reason for letting her come that he'd ever heard. Or not heard, Snce only her gaze conveyed it. And Nan
Frayne...!

Nan 4ill looked rat-chewed, her hair cut ragged to remove the filthy mats, in places so short thet the
scap showed through. Her face and body were gaunt. But she stood solidly, looking defiant ... as if that
were anything new.

"Ligen, Jake," Nan sad, "you might need to negotiate with these people. That's what | do,
remember? I'm the only one who does it. The? "

Jake, Mira Corp's negotiator, said coldly, "You negotiate with Furs. Sort of. These are not Furs, and
you are not going.”

Nan's gaze looked past him to Gail, sanding in the doorway of the skimmer. "Gail ? you're hurt!”
"Broken am," Gall said. "Go back to Mira City, Nan."
"No."

Something exploded in Jake. "You mangy brat, I'm not your santly father. Get in that rover with Lucy
and drive back to Mira City or I'll have Private Mudler shoot you down where you stand.” He turned
and walked toward the skimmer, pushing Gall ingde. Ingrid, having not been mentioned in Jake's rant,
climbed in meekly after him. Karim Mahjoub followed. Franz Mudler got in and closed the door.

No one spoke until they were in the ar. Then Gall, leaning back in obvious pain againg the skimmer
seet, sad quietly, "It didnt do any good, you know. Nan and Lucy know where the beacon ste is
Theyll drive arover there



Jake said, with conviction, "Not Lucy.”
Gal merdy amiled.

Jake had been afraid the sght of the skimmer's landing might provoke some reaction from the dien
shuttle, but it did not. Nothing at the beacon ste had changed. Karim Mahjoub disappeared indantly into
the bunker to andyze any new data from Mira Corp's space sadlites about the orbiting ship. Dr. Shipley
came out from behind the amdl structure, his face stretched with tenson.

"George?' Jake called, across the hundred yards to the shuttle. "Anything?'

The biologist sat cross-legged beside the dead dien, walting for ... what? He said, "I can't judge the
rate of decomposition at dl. But no Greentrees insects are drawn to the body."

Jake didn't see the sgnificance of this, but Ingrid said, Sartled, "Are you sure?' She went to St beside
George.

"All right, come away from there," Jake said. It had been one thing for George to st in front of the
shuttle before Jake arrived; maybe it had inhibited the diens from emerging before Jake got there. But
now that he was present, he wanted to give the diens every chance to try contact again.

Reductantly George and Ingrid retreated from the shattered cart. Jake looked cosdy at George. The
shakiness the biologist had shown right after shooting Halberg was gone, but George was 4ill pae.

Ingrid said, "If there redly isn't any insect activity in? what? an hour? then it could be? " Jake tuned
her out, and led George away from her.

"George, are you dl right?'
His voice was fla, devoid of hisusud cheerful certainty. "I had no choice, Jake. | had to kill Halberg.”
"l know you did. Can 1? "

"No. Just leave me done and let me work." George turned away, and Jake let him go. Probably he
was right. Work would help.

Shipley deftly set Gall's am and stuck patches on her neck. Immediaidy Gall looked orders of
megnitude happier. Shipley said, "Now you, Jake."

"Something's on your mind, Doctor. What?"

"Let me seeto you fird." He taped Jake's ribs and stuck patches on his neck. The pain floated away
from Jake. But he fdt tired, very tired. Different drugs from what Gall got?

"All right, Jake," Shipley said, very low. "Come with me. Just you."

He led Jake around the bunker, leaving Gall, Ingrid, and George in intense conversation. Karim was
dill ingde at the computer. Dusk was darting to fdl, long shadows that preceded the abrupt equatorid.
Theair took on thet tart sweetness Jake had noticed before during Greentrees twilights Something that
flowered a night, George had said, but he hadn't yet identified the plant. Its sweetness was vagudy
disurbing.

Lieutenant Halberg's body lay on the ground, covered with a light tarp. To Jake's surprise, Mudler



was dready digging a grave, franticaly shoveing soil.
"No," Shipley said smply.
"l bury our officer,” Mudler said. He didn't stop shovding.
"It'stoo late, Franz," Shipley said. "'l dready know."
Mudler stood 4ill, and thistime there was no mistaking his expression: fear.
Shipley sad, "It'sdl of you, isn't it? All seven had it done?"
" know not anything ... what you say ... iswrong. Very."

"No. I'm not wrong. Franz, you have to let me take atissue sample. And not blood or skin, ether. An
organ sample.”

Jake burgt out, "What the hdll is going on here?

Shipley didn't take his eyes off Mudler. "An organ sample and a cerebrospind fluid sample. Do you
fed it, Franz? Tdl me the truth. You know what it can do, and you killed Captain Scherer because you
saw it in action. Samples, Franz."

For an impossible moment, Jake thought Mudler was going to raise the shove and bash Shipley with
it. But then he let out a heartbroken sob and dropped the shove. "I want not to die, Doctor!"

"No one isgoing to kill you, Franz. Y ou know how it works. Raise your shirt, son.”

Mudler did. His body was magnificent, toned and muscled, broad shoulders tapering to a narrow
wag and flat bely. Jake watched Shipley put the black metd box againgt Mueller's torso, a the front
below hisrib cage, and then at the back at the base of his spine. The medico hummed softly.

"l know soon, Franz," Shipley said. "Stop digging. Go St over there and collect yoursdf.”

Mudler looked uncertain and Shipley, to Jake's surprise, repeated the indructionsin German. At leest
Jake assumed it was the same ingructions; Mudler trudged to a narrow bluish tree out of earshot and sat
under it, his head down on his bent knees.

Shipley sad, "l think | should St down, too. It's been ... a day." He lowered his soft bulk to the
ground. In the gathering darkness he looked like some mongtrous outgrowth of the dien purple
groundcover.

Jake stayed standing, waiting. Dread did down his spine.

"| started an autopsy before you came, Jake. Rough, but enough to confirm what | suspected.
Haberg, and probably Scherer? infact, probably Scherer's whole Swiss team? are rebuilts”

Jake sad ingantly, "Not possble. We did the most extensve security checks avalable! Not to
mention medicd tests. We went into every medicd, finandd, and caimind posshility for dl saven of
them, we? "

"I suspect they had it done after your check and before the Ariel launched. Although of course dl the
arangements had been in place for decades.”

" Subsequent medica checks? "



"It doesn't show up in blood or skin samples.”
"But, Doctor, the cost done? "

"l can't explain that part for you, Jake. | can only explain the medica aspect. But are you going to tdl
me that you have never heard of anyone's suddenly and unexpectedly acquiring a fortune that was not
traceable?’

For a moment, Jake thought Shipley knew. About Donnie, about Mrs. Ddton ... but that wasnt
possible. It had been a lucky guess. Rage filled hm that Shipley could put him through this The
sanctimonious old?

"My autopsy on Haberg only got as far as a few adomind organs” Shipley said, as if he hadn't
noticed Jake's reaction. Which, of course, he must have. "But a few organs are enough. You probably
dready know alot about rebuilts, but let me explain them anyway.”

Jake's rage grew. Shipley was manipulaing him, talking to give Jake time to collect himsdf. No one
directed Jake Holman's emoations. It was Jake who was the negotiator, the manipulator. The one in
charge.

"A rebuilt body starts with a cloned cdl,” Shipley said. "The DNA is removed and dtered, then
inserted into a harvested egg. A baby is grown in either an atificid womb or a surrogate mother. When
the cloneis born, it's a perfect copy of the donor except for the genetic dterations, done in vitro, which
aredl to the brain. The childisanidiot. It can bresthe and digest, but it will never walk, tak, feed itsdf,
or be toilet-trained. Stll, he or she can amile, laugh, recognize people, respond to sunlight or music or

hugs

"When the child is in mid-teens, it's killed for its youthful organs, which are then transferred, dl of
them, into the origind person. Who, for reasons we dill don't understand, thereby extends his lifelime to
twice what it would have been. Somehow the aging process takes its cues from some, or dl, of the

body's organs.”
"l know about? "

"Of course you do, Jake. Rehuilts are illegd in every country on Earth. Partly because of the ethics
involved, and partly because somewhere around thirty percent of rebuilts develop menta illnesses. The
brain-body interaction is an enormoudy complex one. A brain paired with organs it did not grow up with,
even cloned organs, sometimes reacts welrdly. Different genes get expressed than would otherwise, or
they get expressed in different quantities, or they fal to get expressed. The neurotrangmitter mix in the
brain is affected. Sometimes subtly, sometimes not. The result can be the whole range of psychochemica
disturbances, from depression to schizophrenia. The most common disturbance is paranoia.

"Mira City hired a security team of rebuilts, and so far two of them have gone paranoid. Enough so to
try to murder the 'Other,’ which paranoids see as a threat. Aliens are the ultimate Other.”

Now Jake did gt down. He seemed to see nothing, and to see everything that had happened. Shipley
continued, "When it was just asmdl group of diens with spears, living in thatched huts, they were no red
threat, merdy a curiosty. But with superior technology ... wdll, the rebuilts saw that much differently.”

Jake said, in avoice he didn't recognize as his own, "Mudler? Wortz? The other threg?’

Shipley raised the medico and pressed a button. Data raced past on the miniaure screen. "No. No
cerebrospind protein anomdiesin Franz. Not yet, anyway. The condition can develop at any time, but it



can be controlled by medications intended for whatever mentd disturbances develop. Most of the time,
ayway."

Tota darkness fdl. Someone switched on lights and the area around the tower and the bunker was
flooded with brightness. Jake went on stting, until Shipley touched hisarm and he looked up, startled, as
if hed never seen the old man beforeindl his stupid, futile, misguided life.
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As soon as Shipley told Gal about the Mira Corp's security team being rebuilts, she thought, That's
what Nan had on Rudy Scherer. Nan Frayne, with her dubious aiimind connections, had somehow
heard about what the Swiss had done and had been usng the knowledge to squeeze specid treatment
out of Scherer. Gall looked curioudy a Shipley. Did he guess? No. He hadn't put his daughter together
with what the soldiers had done. The bliss of mora innocence.

Her second reaction was to fed dl the horror that Shipley wasn't voicing. Clones, human beings living
ther individud lives, feding pleasure and pain and enough other emotions to be human despite thar
mentd limitations. Then one day killed, mined for organs like so much dead rock for veinsof ore. . .

Gal shoved away the sckening images in favor of the practical. "How do we find out if the other
Swiss are affected? And what do we do if they develop the condition later?!

"We monitor cerebrospind fluid for agnificant proteins and we medicate appropriately,” Shipley sad.
"Will they agree? What if they don't?"

"l don't know," Shipley said. He looked exhausted. "But if Lieutenant Wortz agrees, | imagine she can
order the others to comply.”

Gal nodded. This was something for Jake to take over. She said, "Doctor ... why don't you dap
some of those patches on your own neck? With dl due respect, you look like you need a booster.”

He amiled, and Gall redized that New Quakers mug not use such things Wel, more fools them.
"Then a least go lie down for a bit. Ingrid and George have put up the inflatable that came on the
Kkimmer."

"Yes, | will. But, Gal ... promise to cdl meif anything sgnificant happens.”

She hesitated; a promise to Shipley somehow felt more serious than to anyone ese. "All right. I'l call
you."

"Thank you." He gave her his gentle smile and lumbered toward the inflatable.

The area around the beacon was garting to look like a ramshackle town, Gail thought, a miniature
veson of Mira City's intid mess. Hoodlights from the tower bathed a ragged quadrangle of
groundcover torn up by dl the activity. On one sde of the quadrangle sat the bunker, with Mudler
cregting a cemetery behind it. On another sde sprawled the inflatable, which could deep dl seven of
them jammed together on ar mattresses, assuming dl of them actudly dept a the same time Gall
doubted this would happen.

Various equipment cluttered the third side of the quadrangle, induding the portable stove off the
skimmer, on which Ingrid was heating something while arguing with George. George seemed to have
recovered from shooting Halberg; at least he didn't look as if he were dwdling on it. Gal approved.
Don't regret the unavoidable.



The fourth side of the quad was empty, and the most Sgnificant of dl. A floodlight had been angled to
illuminate the long space between the human activity and the slent lopsided-egg shuttle.

She was heading back around the bunker when Karim Mahjoub came out. "Ms. Cutler, | have some
things to tel everyone about the ship in orbit.”

"Anything critical that we need to know this very minute?'
He seemed taken aback. To him, everything in physics was criticd. "Wadll..."
"Then wait afew minutes™ She rounded the bunker.

Private Mudler had finished his grave. He looked up a her. "Ms Cutler, | like have ... én
Begrabnis."

A funerd. Now. But she saw hisface and said, "Maybe Dr. Shipley could say afew words.”
"Ja. Jus some few words. And Captain Scherer..."

She had forgotten the body in the monitoring bunker outside Mira City, had actudly forgotten the
panicky fighing and the sckening moment Mudler had shot his commanding officer. Blame it on
Shipley's patches. "Private Mudler ... Franz ... wouldn't you rather wait until Lieutenant Wortz can
conduct a proper military funerd?'

Mudler's eyes darkened. "We have not the military funerd for a treason, maam.”

Of course. Scherer and Haberg had both disobeyed Jake's orders. God, the torment this man's
bdliefs must be putting him through. She said gently, "Wait here. I'll get the others.”

Shipley was not yet adeep. "Jud five minutes, Doctor.” Obligingly he heaved his bulk up from the
mattress. Gall rounded up Ingrid, George, and Karim. "Where's Jake?"!

George sad, "He went to walk around the shuttle, see if he could see anything.”
"Alone? You let him?'

George sad, "How was | supposed to stop hm?'

Gall ignored that. "George, can you manage this? A funerd for Lieutenant Halberg?'

George's answer both was and wasn't relevant. "Nothing we do here is the same as before” Gall
nodded and went to find Jake.

It was the firg time sheld approached the dien shuttle. It gave her a sudden chill. What were they
doing in there, the plant-things? Were they mourning their own dead? Gall avoided looking a the
smashed cart and the dead dien beside it.

She found Jake standing on the far Sde of the shuttle, about ten feet away from it, beyond reach of the
floodlights. In the darkness she couldn't see his expresson.

"Jeke, thisian't safe. Come back. Private Mudler wants to have a brief service over Halberg's grave. |
know, 1 know, thisis hardly the time. But he's so torn up insde, | thought thet five minutes of prayer from
Shipley might make him fed better."

Jake didn't answer.



"Jeke? Are you dl right?'
"What would be dl right in this Stuation, Gail?*

His listlessness angered her. "Who knows? Not me. But if George can rdly, you can. After dl, you
didn't kill anybody. I'm just trying to do the best | can for these people here, and right now that means a
dumb military service for Haberg."

"A sarviceisa supid idea. Let Wortz handle it on remote.”

"Mudler doesn't think she will, because to his mind Halberg committed treason. So did Scherer. They
disobeyed a direct order from the commander-in-chief, who isyou."

That roused him. "I'm not a commander-in-chief, for God's sake! I'm an ex-lawyer turned space
entrepreneur turned colonist!™

"Not to the Swiss. Get your bals over there, Jake. We need you. Thisisnt like you."
He stepped forward, and she saw that his face looked ravaged. "Jake? what isit?'

"Nothing. Let's go have amilitary service" He pushed past, leaving her to follow around the impassive
dhuttle.

Shipley stood so long with head bowed over Halberg's grave that Gall had a sudden misgiving: Didn't
Quakers worship in dlence? Was Shipley ever going to say anything at al?

She stood with George Fox, who seemed composed enough, consdering. They stood far enough
back from the grave that they could see past the bunker to the shuttle. The others crowded closer, ringing
the mound of fresh earth. Someone had gathered a bouquet of wildflowers and put it on the raw soil.
Mudler? Apparently even these doof soldiers, these rebuilts, could act sentimentally. Gail wouldn't have

suspected it.

She tried to summon personal memories of the dead man. But Erik Halberg had aways been so doof,
50 correct and formd, that nothing came to mind. She hadn't known him at dl.

Fndly Shipley spoke. "We know that God does not require of us more than is possible to a humen
being living a normd life. Men may act wrongly, but it is not up to us to judge their actions so much as it
isto search our own. We cannot try to change others without examining our own hearts, and so being
willing to change ourselves.

"We cannot know what was in Erik Halberg's heart when he fired upon that poor dien being. We
cannot know if the things done to Friend Erik's body had affected his brain so that he was undble to stop
himsdf? even if he wished to. All that is for God to see. The most we can do, guided by the Light of
Truth, isto ask oursalves what this action will lead us to, and what is the right thing to do next.

"Brik Halberg was, by dl accounts, a conscientious man. His comrades respected him. There must
have been much in his life that was guided by the Light, as there is much in any life that will ligen in
ampliaty and silence. We honor that in Friend Erik, the good within him. What matters in human life is
often not what we think about something, but the best that can be thought about it. Let us remember the
best in this man.”

Hardly a eulogy, Gal thought. Talk about damning with faint praise! She caught Ingrid and



George exchange a raised-eyebrow glance, but Mueler seemed stisfied. He suddenly sang out, "Aaaa
... men," in such a sweet, high voice that Gail started. Where in his unknown higtory had that come from?

"Danke, Hen Doktor," he mumbled to Shipley, emation reverting him to German. Shipley nodded
weaily.

Jake said, as Gall had ten minutes before, "Doctor, go lie down.”
Karim was a his elbow, "Please, Mr. Holman, the ship in orbit..."

"Yes" Jake said. It looked to Gall asif Jake were making a huge effort to pull himsdf together. His
face smoothed from anguish to forced rigidity, and he gave the young physcig a ghestly amile. "All right,
Karim, let's hear it."

They moved to the front of the bunker. Indinctively, without anyone suggesting it, George, Ingrid,
Jake, and Gall sat in a semicirde, fadng the shuttle. After a moment's hesitation, Karim sat facing them,
his back to the dien craft. George moved dightly to get a clear view around him.

"I've looked at dl the data from the space sats” Karim said. As Faisd had promised, his English was
excdlent, with adightly guttura accent that lent his words authority, despite his youth. Gall estimated his
age as thirty, dthough dim and clean-shaven men dways |ooked younger than they redly were.

"My conclusions™ Karim continued, "are of course only tentative. This is whally dien technology. But
| want to tdl you my thoughts about the ship.”

Gall looked for Mudler and was gtartled to see him standing beside the bunker, behind them and to
the left, holding a gun. He had put himsdf on guard duty. But a gun ... oh, my God, were they going to
have a repeat of the shootings? She turned to Jake, who was dready ahead of her. He whispered,
"Shipley says Mudler's okay."

"l know that!" she whispered back.

Joke patted her am: Mudler is safe. Gal wasnt so sure. Jake seemed to have regained his
assurance just as she was losing hers.

Karim continued, oblivious. "The ship resembles the embodiment of a theory that has exigted in
physics for two hundred years but remained only a theory. It's cdled the McAndrew Drive, after the
Scots physics who firg proposed it, Arthur Morton McAndrew. Put Smply, it tackles the problem of
accelerating at more than, say, three gees without pulping the people aboard into jely.

"Theoreticaly, you could accelerate at, for ingtance, a hundred gees without feding it a dl, if you
could balance the force of acceeration with an equa pull of suffident gravity in the opposite direction.
They would cancd each other out, and the passengers would fed asif they were in free fadl. That's what |
think the adlien mother ship does. Seg, it is shaped like this"

Karim held up a data storage device, athick flat crystd disk with a holein the middle. He stuck a long
twig into the hole, gripping it at one end.

"You see, theliving quarters are ingde my thumb. The quarters are a capsule that can move fredy up
and down aong this shaft ... like this, closer or farther away from the disk.

"The disk is made of some materid we can only imagine, a materia with enormous densty, trillions of
tons in a disk a hundred meters or more across and perhaps one meter thick. To baance that much
gravitationd force, thelife capsule? that's my thumb, remember? starts wel away from the disk. Asyou



accelerate the disk away from the passengers, you move the life capsule closer, so increased gravitationa
pull dways baances the increased accderation. Of course, the life capsule must change shape, bowing a
the edges, asit moves closer to the disk, to compensate for force differentiation.”

Karim peered at them, asif to decide whether they understood.
Gal didn't. She kept waiching Mudler from the corner of her eye.

George sad, "But where do you get the energy to power the drive? I'm no physcigt, but wouldn't you
need a lot more than you could carry, even if you started consuming the disk to convert mass to energy?"

"Yed" Karim said, beaming at George as upon a particularly bright pupil. "So we don't know where
the ship getsits energy! My guess would be from the vacuum. The vacuum date yidds a very high figure
for its own energy whenever you try to reconcile generd rdaivity and quantum mechanics, as you
dready know."

Gall knew no such thing, but didn't redly care. The dien ship was here. The shuttle was here. The
dead "lefy" body, which under the floodlights she could just make out at this distance, was here. How
they dl arrived didn't matter. They were here.

Once again, the weirdness of the Stuaion overtook her. Stting on an dien planet, waiting to possibly
be wiped out by beings to whom this planet was dso dien ... Lahiri, thisis not what we'd planned.

George and Ingrid were asking questions about tidd forces and matter-antimatter reactions. Gall
heard afant rumble, little more than a suggestion of noise. She might not have noticed it at dl if she hadn't
been ligening for it. But, no, it was merdly thunder, very distant. It was far too soon for the other.

Fgure an average of fifty miles per hour in the rover, pushed a top speed, assuming farly even
terrain. All right, forty miles per hour. Four hundred miles No stops. Lucy and Nan wouldn't be here
until just before dawn.

"...and can accelerate and decelerate at a maximum of a hundred gees™ Karim finished. "That's what
we clocked it a coming in. If I'm right, that ship could reach 99.9 percent of ¢ fast enough to cover
interselar distancesin what we would consider afew days. Shipboard time, of course.”

Because they would come, Lucy and Nan. Jake had ordered them not to. But, as Jake himsdf had
pointed out, he was not a head of state nor a commander-in-chief. He was an ex-lawyer turned space
entrepreneur turned colonist, and nothing about this colony was going as planned.

In the middle of the night, Gall woke abruptly. Ingantly her heart started to jackhammer. She'd heard
someone outside the tent. Mudler and his weapons...

Mudler lay adeep beside her, with the heavy oblivious deep of youth. Now Gail remembered the plan
to have one of them dways awake, watching the shuttle. There was a rotation schedule. But two places
were empty: Ingrid and George.

She dready knew what they were doing, but she crept out of the inflatable anyway, gingerly crawling
over Jake. Outside, the floodlights still shone on full. Ingrid and George had set up their equipment, which
mug have come on the big skimmer, beside the cookstove. Ingrid looked up, guilty and so immediatdy
on the offensve.

"For God's sake, Gall, don't come cregping up scaring people like that! Go back to bed, you have a



broken arm, Shipley said to take care of yoursdlf. The lagt thing we need is the burden of an invaid.”
Gall ignored this attempted diverson. "Jake told you not to do that. Both of you.”
George sad pleadingly, "It's only a piece of ... appendage that was scattered away from the body.
Xvn%gign't touch the body itsdf. It's il there, just like Jake said. We only ran andlysis on thissmdl piece.
"He told you no, George. We don't know what degath rituds these diens may or may not havel™
"Gall, will you ligen a minute? We ran andlyss. It's not DNA-based life”

It took a moment for George's words to take on meaning. "Then you have a piece of something that
it lifel Synthetic dothing or something? "

"No. It's cdlular, even though none of the subcdlular structures ook even remotely familiar. And we
can't be completdly pogtive thet the part we've identified as the nudeus-andogue is that. But we think so,
and Gal ... it's not based on DNA."

She said qupidly, "All lifein the gdaxy is based on DNA. Everywhere."
"Everywhere we've been so far,” Ingrid corrected. "But not this. Thisis really dien lifel"
Asif the Furs weren't. All a once Gail's head hurt. "So where are these viney-things from?"

"How should we know?" George said. He looked asif he not only hadn't dept, but might never deep
agan. Exultant, with afant underlay of hyseria

Ingrid said, " 'Vines." That's a good name for them.”
Gal glanced at the shuttle. "Has it done anything?'
"No," George said. "Gall, the cdl walls? "

"l don't care" Gall said, and stalked back to the inflatable, leaving the two scientists Saring after her
asif it were she who was the actud dien.

By the time Nan and Lucy arived, everyone was cdling the diens "Vines"

The rover pulled up a dawn, Nan a the whed and Lucy adeep urtil the vehide stopped. From the
look of her, Nan was evidently on the same sort of accels as Ingrid and George. Nan's hair stuck out in
ratty patches, her skin was dill rubbed raw and bruised, and one front tooth was missng. She grinned,
higher than clouds, at Gail. Their eyes met.

Gall was astonished at the feding that rushed over her. She stood 4ill in the middle of the quadrangle
and let herdf fed it.

Oh, my God, no. Not her.
Friend William Shipley's daughter.
Ex-con.

Willful, self-centered bitch. No matter how much she was "changing” as she "found her cdling.”



Blackmailer of Rudy Scherer.
Not her.

Nan seemed to know, or guess, what was happening. She stared geadily at Gail, assessing. Lucy
woke up, looked around dazedly, and shook her head. Nan went on saring, and then she amiled a Gall,
agmile so humble and beseeching, so unlike Nan Frayne, that Gall fdt her legs carry her toward the
rover.

"Hdlo, Nan. Lucy."
"Hdlo, Gal," Nan said softly, and that was dl it took.



16

He had dept fitfully, dreaming vague, monstrous shapes without names. People came and went in the
night, sanding guard, he supposed. It wasn't until dmost morming that he fal into anything like restful
deep, and when he awoke, Naomi had arrived on a Mira Corp rover with Lucy Lasky.

"Good morning, Dr. Shipley," Ingrid Johnson said. She seemed buoyant and uncharacteridticaly
pleasant. "Nothing happened with the shuttle during the night. 1t's il just Stting there.”

Jake, who did not look buoyant, said, "Weve hauled water in the big skimmer for rudimentary
washing. It'sin the tank."

"Naomi is here, isnt she?' Shipley said. Lucy stood with her back to Jake, eating something George
hed apparently hested on the stove. George looked cdm; he had gpparently come to terms with shooting
Erik Halberg. Or perhaps he was one of those people who never had to come to terms with their own
actions

Jake sad shortly, "Yes. Nan and Lucy have arrived,” and strode off to the skimmer.
Shipley said to Ingrid, "Where is Naomi? Do you know?"
"She might be adleep. They brought another inflatable? it's set up over there”

Shipley hadn't even noticed the second, smdler inflaiable, set up to the right of the bunker. He didn't
approach it. George was handing out steaming cups of coffee, and Shipley took one.

Surprised, George said, "That's the fird time I've ever seen you take caffeine, Doctor."

Shipley didn't answer. It seemed too much effort to explain that no, ordinarily he didn't want the
atifiga animation, the digraction from his own inner dlence, that even a minor dimulant like coffee
provided. But this was not "ordinarily." He was dready cut off from slence by emotiond agitetion, as
unwelcome as physicd spasms. Too much was happening. At leaest the coffee was hot.

He drank hdf of it and knew it was a mistake. The exhortation to smplicity was there for a reason.
His heart thumped and skipped.

He was discreetly pouring the rest of the coffee onto the ground when Naomi, not adeep after dl,
came around the bulk of the larger skimmer with Galil, both of them lugging sacks.

"Morning, Dada,” Naomi caled. "Getting to look like a fucking used-vehicle lot around here, isnt it?'
She gestured with her free hand at the two skimmers and the rover, and laughed.

She was on something alot stronger than caffeine,
"Naomi? "

"I know, | look terrible™” she sad cheafully, "but I'm actudly dl right. And my appearance it
exactly critica at this point in human higtory, is it?" She hdf turned and winked a Gall, who frowned.
Naomi did look terrible, Shipley thought, but she dso looked something held never seen in her before:



purposeful.
Jake appeared. "What's that, Gall?'

Gall st down her sack. To Shipley, she looked ready for battle. "Some equipment Nan and Lucy
brought with them."

"What sort of equipment?' His tone was too leve.

Gall took a step forward and looked draight into his eyes. "Let's have this out, Jake. | know you told
them not to come, and they did, and you'reriled as hdl. But they're here now and they have some good
ideas about the shuttle. You owe it to the Stugtion to at least ligen.”

"l owe it to the expedition to send them back to Mira City. Which iswhat I'm doing.”
"Like the autocratic goon you are,” Naomi said.

"Nan? " Gal sad.

"Shut up, Gall, | know she's your girlfriend now but that doesn't mean? ™

"Why, Jake," Naomi taunted, "what happened to your famous diplomacy and tact?'

"Y ou worthless bitch? "

"Jake, don't you dare cdl Nan? "

"Sop!" Shipley roared, and the three of them, dong with the rest of the camp, fdl slent.

Weariness washed over Shipley. Girlfriend. They dl looked at him in astonishment: William Shipley,
physcian, New Quaker, who never raised his voice or gave orders. Laughable plastic icon. Believer in
primitive mumbo jumbo. Lord, he was tired. The coffee had only made it worse.

He said, "l want usto join in a Meeting for Slence. All of us. Now."
He didn't even say plesse.

Something about Shipley's outburst seemed to have restored Jake's smoothness. "l think that's a good
idea, Doctor. We could dl use a moment of slence to pull oursdves together. Come on, let's st down.
George? Kaim?'

Jake had named the two most amiable and least angry people in camp. They sank eadly to the
groundcover. Karim smiled up at Shipley, and with a soft grunt Shipley lowered himsdf to the trampled
purple ground.

After a moment Ingrid sat, too, followed by Franz Mudler. Lucy moved unobtrusvely to St near
Jake, agmdl cross-legged figure. She bent her head.

That left Neomi and Gail. Shipley tried to clear his mind, to ask nothing, to be demanding of nothing.
Let the good come, whatever it might be. His task was, amply, to wait.

Gall and Naomi sat on the ground, holding hands.

No one spoke. A few people shifted restlesdy: Gal, Franz. But into the slence came the sound of
animd song, the gill and oddly sweet flutings of what George had caled a reptile-analogue. A amdl



breeze, cool and fragrant, ruffled the groundcover. It dill bore afant tang of night-blooming flowers.

No testimony came to Shipley, nothing that moved him to speak doud. But dowly the slence cleared
him. He fdt it anking into him, that slence, papable and warm as sunlight. His ssomach un-knotted.
Peace crept into him, precious spiritua sustenance, in shared silence with this most unlikely congregation.

Shipley wasn't sure how much time passed. Probably longer than anyone thought. Time could lose its
meaning, in profound silence. When someone findly spoke, it was George Fox. In a low, quiet voice the
biologist said, "The shuttle door is opening.”

They came out one by one by one, each on a smdl ralling cart. Again the indine of the shuttle ramp
seemed too steep for the carts, which plunged down, teetered, then righted themsdves. The three carts
then stood in a dill row.

They were plants, Shipley thought? and were not. His eyesght was in better shape than the rest of
his aging body. Through the clear dome over each cart he could see dealy the centrd trunk, a
reddish-brown cylinder maybe a foot in diameter, a yard high. It looked tough, like hide or wood. Off it
sprouted many appendages? tentacles? branches?? that in turn sprouted flat, fleshy-looking, irregular
ovds of tissue, maybe a hundred of them. Leaves. Or fingerless hands. A few of the leaves’hands on the
ends of the longest tentacles/branches did seem to have fingers. Or maybe they were just deeply serrated
leaves. Or maybe they were other, more flexible plant-things, like vines. Nothing on the diens made for
easy andogues with Earth life Or with life on Greentrees, for that matter. These creatures lacked
discernible heads, eyes, legs. Some of the branches'tentacles/vines lay coiled loosdaly on the floors of the
carts.

None of the humans moved until Shipley, as dowly as he could, turned his head dightly to look at
Franz Mudler. The soldier had a gun beside him on the ground, but he made no move to touch it.

Jake, too, was checking on Franz. When he was satisfied, he began to rise, as dowly as Shipley had
turned his head. "Nobody ese get up," he said quietly. "Let's not panic them again.”

Naomi shifted, and Shipley was afraid she was going to flout his orders, make a scene, wreck the
moment. But dl she did was push her sack toward Jake.

"The Chinese-English trandator,” she said softly to Jake. "A long shot, but who knows?'

"Not yet," he said, and moved carefully forward.

As he started toward them, the diens began to wave their leaves’ hands/protuberances. Jake stopped.
Sowly one cart rolled forward.

Jake moved again, maching its pace. Shipley suddenly thought, irrdevantly, that one of Jake's
negotiating tactics had dways been to match his opponent's body language. That would be very difficult
here.

At agladid pace, dien and human moved forward. Eventudly they met, hafway between shuttle and
camp. Then they Imply stood, Jake looking at the dien, the dien perhaps looking back. Or not.

Ancther cart began to inch forward.
Gal sad, "George. You go. You're the biologig.”
George Fox needed no urging. He got up so eagerly that Gail hissed, "Sowly!" George made himsdf



move more dowly.
It took ten minutes for George and the second dien to meet. The third cart began to move.
Ingrid Johnson started to rise. Gall said, "No."
Ingrid began angrily, "But I'm? "

"Thewrong person for this" Gall said, kegping her voice low. Nonethdless, did one of the diens turn
its trunk dightly toward her? "Dr. Shipley. Go."

Surprised, herose. Yes, it fdt right. This was what he was supposed to do.

Up closg, the dien looked even stranger. Its body was not made of flesh, or wood, or chitin, but of
some substance different from dl of them. Shipley was twice as tdl as the creature would have been
without its low cart. He gazed down & the top of the dien, a dightly waving mass of branches and
tentacles and protuberances that, he could now see, were perforated with hundreds of tiny holes. The
nonprotuberance body parts, trunk and "vines" were covered with what |ooked like brownish dime.

Shipley heard hmsdf say, "Jake, let's 9t down. As we were when they came out.”

Jake and George sat. In silence, Shipley thought. It was the motionless sllence that had led the diens
to open their doors. The quietude and peace. Humans were so seldom quiet. So sddom ill.

"Jud St he said softly, and marveled at himsdf for usurping Jake's authority. Jake didn't seem to
mind. George looked asif he could St there, gazing hungrily at the diens, forever.

But could the humans behind them, Naomi and Karim and the others?

They did better than Shipley would have imagined. It was hdf an hour before he sensed two more
people creeping up behind him and stting down. He didn't have to turn to know that they were Ingrid
and Naomi. Whatever the others in the camp were now doing, presumably under Gall's direction, they
were doing it quietly.

Ancther haf hour passed.

Shipley could fed the second stage of slence taking him. Firdt, the sweet shared peace. Then,
sometimes, if one was fortunate, the deeper meaning. He had never found words to adequately describe
it. The closest he had ever come was in a poem by Andrew Marve, whose life had been the reverse of

tranquil:

Meanwhile the mind from pleasure less

Withdraws into its happiness;

The mind, that ocean where each kind
Does straight its own resemblance find;
Yet it creates, transcending these,

Far other worlds, and other seas;



Annihilating all that's made

To a green thought in a green shade.

Now Shipley, a green thought in a green shade, had no idea how much time was passing. A deep joy
pervaded him. Not the Truth of the Light, but something else, something of such beauty and humble
gladness that?

"Pheromones" George Fox said. "They're drugging us. No, don't get up, it's okay. Very light."”
Shipley sumbled upward, and his transcendence shattered.

The other four stayed where they were. Shipley staggered back to camp and said to Gall, "George
says they're uang pheromones on us. To make us fed things...”

"What things?' Gail demanded.

He couldn't say to her, | thought | had touched my own soul. Instead he said, "Happiness.”
She frowned. "Artifica happiness? Like fizzies?'

But he had never tasted fizzies

Lucy sad, "Tha doesn't sound right, Doctor. Ingrid and George's tests sad the diens aren't
DNA-based. How could they produce pheromones thet affect our DNA-based sysems?”

Shipley didn't know. Shame flooded him, that he had not been &ble to tdl the difference between a
genuire religious experience and a drug.

Gal said, "Should we go take them out of range? Whatever that i9"
"George says not. He seems to think it's just a ... alight effect that humans can handle. Like caffeine”
But Shipley could not handle caffeine.

Gal frowned. "Wel, dl right ... | guess he's the expert. But if it goes on too much longer ... do you
know how long you were jugt stting there, Doctor?"

"No. But I'm going back.”
"You are? Why?"

He couldn't explain. Because of the shame. Because in some way Gal could never see, he 4ill fdt he
was meant to make this contact, with these diens. Because his own soul directed him to, and that was the
only genuine prompting of the Light that he'd received for days. But Gall wouldn't have understood any of
that, so Shipley said the easiest thing. "Because Naomi is there.”

Gall nodded, too disciplined to blush.

Shipley started back toward the shuttle. But Lucy put a hand on his am. "Doctor ... wha do you
think they want?'

"So far, they merdly seem to want to gt with us”



"To gt with us," Gall repeated.
"Yes" Shipley sad.

"Wdl, no harm in that, | suppose. But no gain either. Do you know you've been stting there for sx
hours?'

Shipley hadn't. He shook his head. Gall then said, "Just Stting there without saying or doing anything?
weren't you bored?" and he turned to stare a her in astonishment, this dien who did not understand the
firg thing about him at all.

Eventudly the humans got hungry. Ingrid must have dipped away and then come back without Shipley
hearing her, because a sandwich and bottle of water were quigly pushed toward him on the
groundcover. He ate and drank both dowly, as did the others. This led to bathroom needs, and one by
one the five people left softly and returned just as softly. The diens didn't react, nor show any smilar
needs of their own. The joy-producing pheromones had stopped soon after they began.

By twilight, nothing had happened. Naomi dowly pulled her trandator out of its sack. Jake didnt
object, so she put it in front of him, turned it on, and returned quietly to her place.

"It's set to assmilae ther language” she whispered, "and to put together a lexicon and grammar as
soon as possihle”

"They're not usng any language,” Jake pointed out.

"Maybe they will if we do."

"I thisthing is so good, why didn't you use it with 'your' Furs?"
"They'd have smashed it," Naomi said.

Jake raised his voice, dthough it was ill a pleasant low tone. "Hdlo."

Was there a response from the diens? Shipley thought he saw dightly more branch/tentacle waving,
but he couldn't be sure.

"Hdlo. We are humans" Sowly Jake pointed at himsdf and then at Shipley and George, seated
beside him.

Nothing.

"Hedlo. We are humans. We are glad you are here.”

Agan the swest, treacherous, drugged smulation of joy dipped into Shipley's mind.
"That's a pogtive response,” George said. "Keep on taking, Jake."

"Hdlo," Jake repeated. "We are humans. We are glad you are here."

Naomi said from behind Shipley, "Hdlo. We are humans. We are glad you are here.”
"Hdlo," George sad, "we are humans. We are glad you are here"

Ingrid repested this, and Shipley fdt he had no choice but to do the same.

Regret washed over him. Silence as aform of communication was a an end.
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For an hour, people went on speaking to the diens, Imple sentences about the trees, groundcover,
aun, their bodies. Pointing and smiling accompanied the words. None of it seemed to make the dightest
difference. Jake fdt like anidiot.

He dozed off gtting on the "grass’; he hadn't had much deep the lagt few nights. Beside him, George
sad urgently, "Wake up, Jake. Something's happening.”

It was dusk again. One of the carts rolled toward the dead dien. Jake fdt every muscle in his body
tense. Was it going to come now, the retdiaion?

The cart stopped beside the shattered dome. From his angle of vison, Jake could just make out a dot
opening in the cart bed. Something snaked dowly out.

"Oh, blessmy ears and whiskers" George breathed.

The tentacle dowly? how dowly! These creatures did nothing in haste? didn't resemble the vines
ingde the dome. The tentacle was dimy and viscous, like a dug but more so. It crept lesurdy dong the
ground and over the dead dien. Then just as lesurdly it crept back and dipped into the dot in the cart.
Thedot closed. All three carts rolled up the ramp and the shuttle door closed. 1t wasfull night.

George, Ingrid, and Shipley crowded around the body. "Gligening with resdue,” Ingrid said.

"l think it's dissolving," George said. "They |eft behind an acid or toxin or maybe a bacteriaike
organism.”

Shipley said, "It might be infecting the environment.”

"Get away from there)" Jake said sharply. "No samples, Ingrid, George? none. We have no idea what
the Sgnificance of that isto these ... creatures.”

""Vines'" George said. "We should cdl them 'Vines!" Actudly, Gall suggested the name. | have some
Speculaions | want to talk about, Jake."

"At camp.”

Gal and Kaim had prepared food more eaborate than the usud synth instabake duff. Jake
suspected Karim was responsible for this Gail had never been much of a cook. There was a casserole of
actud vegetables from the faam Thekla was pioneering. The food revived Jake, who hadn't redized how
hungry he was.

"Are the vegetables dl right?' Karim said. "Thekla worries that the different soil will affect the taste of
Earth produce.”

"It tastes wonderful to me" Shipley said, "dthough | don't know if it's the vegetables or this wonderful
sauce" Karim beamed.

Food didnt matter much to George. After a few hasty mouthfuls, he said, "Okay. Ligen. I'd like to



put together what we saw. Jump in when you want to disagree or augment me."
"That bioarm that dissolved the dead dien? "

"That did what?' Gal said, startled, and George had to backtrack to describe the event for those
who'd remained the hundred yards away in camp.

"Anyway, the arm that came out of the cart resembled a biofilm, a colony of bacteria that can develop
properties far more sophigticated than a Sngle bacteria. Terran biofilms produce a coat of dime tha
protects them from some antibiotics. They adso develop complicated chemicd dgnd systems and
complex architectures of tubes and water channels to distribute nutrients and oxygen. And they're mobile,

cregping dong on pili.

"Now, here's my reasoning: the Vines don't breathe our atmosphere, the domes over them argue that.
They can't interact directly with the Greentrees environment. But they do have traces of that same dimy
substance on them under the domes. An extension of that, controlled by the Vine, could sedl itsdf ingde
the dime, protected from contamination by gas or solid outside the dome. It could aso deposit on thar
dead fdlow some chemical to dissolve its poor misplaced body."

"A degth rite)" Shipley said.

Lucy said, "But why did it take so long? We killed the Vine yesterday." She glanced around for Franz
Mudler, but he was a the stove, not ligening.

Ingrid said thoughtfully, "The Vine might have needed that long to synthesize the bioarm. They seem to
do everything very dowly."

George was gathering enthusiasm. "They're not DNA-based, s0? "
"There goes pangpermia as a gaactic theory," Ingrid said.

"? 0 even though they're something like animds and something like plants and something like
bacteria, we can't assume too much anaogous function. But at least thet triple hybrid is a way to begin
thinking about them.”

Gal sad tartly, "And do these thoughts indude what they might do to us? If they do everything so
dowly, maybe they take revenge dowly, too."

Jake had been thinking the same thing. "Tomorrow we should resume gtting there just the way we did
today. Remind them that were trying to make nonviolent contact.”

Ingrid said, "You don't know that's how they're interpreting what we're doing. You don't even know
they're aware we're there at dl.”

"Oh, great,” Gall said. "Knocking at the door of diensthat can't hear. That's a good use of time"
"Itis, though," Nan Frayne said, and Gall made a face.

Jake said, "Anything on your trandator program, Nan?"'

"Of course not. They have to make sounds before sounds can be andyzed.”

Gal sad, "I've been thinking. Perhaps a team should st here and meditate with the diens. But it
doesn't need dl of us to do tha. Faisd has been comlinking dl day, Jake. He's doing a good job of
running Mira City, with Fengmo's help, but there's alot of corporate information they just don't have. |



think | should go back tomorrow, with maybe Lucy and Karim and Nan and Dr. Shipley.”
Nan said angrily, "I'm not leaving!"
"Nor me" said Karim. "Aslong as there's a chance | might get indde that shuttle, | want to Say.”

Shipley said, "I, too, would like to stay, dthough | don't think | can st dl day on the ground again.
These old bones are too 4iff. | could tay in camp.”

Lucy said nothing. Jake hadn't spoken to or looked a her; he was Hill angry sheld come to camp
agang his direct orders. She flushed and looked at the ground.

Gal said, "You mean I'm the only one leaving?' She looked directly at Nan, whose brows rushed
together in a deep scowl.

Nan said shortly, "Looks that way. Unless you decide to Stay.”
Gall scowled, too. "I have obligations.”

Nan shrugged. Battle of the Titans, Jake thought. Two srong-willed lovers; it would never work.
They would kill each other. This thought made him think more kindly of Lucy, usudly so pligble. Although
not about being here at camp.

Gal sad diffly, "Then Lucy and | will return to Mira City tomorrow,” and Lucy didn't contradict her.

George was 4ill theorizing. "Terran plants are amazing biochemids. They produce a huge array of
complicated molecules, not only to sustain themsdves but to manipulate animas. Scent to attract
pollinators. Toxins to repel predators. Even methods of regulating other species reproduction ... Did you
know that there's a certain tree that indudes in its leaves a molecule that prevents caterpillars from ever
turning into butterflies? A way of limiting |eaf-eaters.”

"S0 maybe now were dl derile” Gal said.

George ignored her sarcasm. "I'm thinking of that intoxicating scent the Vines released when we
sarted taking. They wanted us to go on taking. They synthesized and released, probably from that
same dot in the cart as the biofilm, a molecule that would please us. But we're DNA and they're not!
Think about that aminute. They knew enough about us to create that molecule after a day's exposure to
us, and without any direct physica contact!"

Ingrid said, "They could have been sampling the ar from the second the shuttle landed. The ar
svarms with DNA life"

Jake said, "Or they could have been here before”” The idea had just occurred to him, and it was
gopdling. "George, can you make a guess at the rdaionship between the Vines and the Furs, other than
both having come to Greentrees from somewhere ese?'

"No," George sad.
"But the Furs are DNA-based."

"Oh, yes. Theyre dmilar to Terran mammas Not to any one species, but they're bipedd,
warm-blooded, brain encased in a cranid membrane, and so forth. In fact, remarkably like us, which
suggests there may be one basic optimum configuration for evolving DNA-based sentience.”

"Wha if," Jake sad dowly, "the Vines are here because of the Furs? They're obvioudy much more



advanced than Fursor? "
"Aants are advanced?' Gal said skepticaly.

George sad, "It depends on what ‘advances you vaue. We vdue language, writing, dl that. But
plants evolved on Earth earlier than we did, and have adapted to more niches. In fact, you could argue
that plants have domesticated us and not the other way around. For millennia humans have improved
plat species by atificdd sdection. We dso carry ther genes father distances than they could
themsdves, and we nourish them for their flowers and fruit and grains. In one sense, we're the plants
servants. We've functioned to hep them reproduce, conquer disease, and multiply. We serve them.”

“I'm going to bed,” Gail said abruptly.

If she expected Nan to follow her, she was disappointed. But Shipley said, "Me, too," and Jake saw
how haggard the old man looked.

George was unstoppable. "In fact, if plants hadn't developed flowers, humans might not exist. The
mgority of large mammals could only occur after fruits and seeds concentrated and multiplied the world's
supply of food energy. Without flowers, the world might ill belong to reptiles. Flowers created us, and
they developed shapes and scents pleasing to us, and we in turn serve them. They endave us with beauty
and sweetness, judt like women.”

Nan snorted. Despite himsdf, Jake looked at Lucy.

"And these Vines," Ingrid said, and there wasn't quite the enthusiasm in her voice that thered been in
George's, "intoxicated us once. Already.”

Kaim said, "And as toolmakers they're dso better than we are. They have that ship that can
accelerate/decelerate at rates we can only dream of "

Private Mudler suddenly appeared. "Mr. Holman, | think we mugt have the guard again tonight, dl the
night."

"Yes" Jake sad, "l think you're right.”

He left George and Ingrid dill talking botany and walked a little way toward the grove of tdl narrow
trees, hoping that Lucy would follow. She did.

"Jake, I'm sorry that | disobeyed your orders and came here"
"No, you're not. And I'm not ether, not anymore.”

He put his arms around her and she leaned againg him. She fdt ddicious in his arms. "Ah, Lucy, how
can | tdl you what to do, you or anybody else? Thisis an unprecedented dtuaion. Where in the Mira
Corp charters do | look up 'Director's Behavior During Slent First Contact With Alien Plants?!

She laughed. "Do you think they're going to blow us dl away, Jake? Isthis our last night dive?'
"If s0, let's make the mogt of it." His hand moved to her breast.
"But you don't redly think? "

"l think tomorrow will be exactly like today," Jake said. "More Stting, more meditating, more futile
chattering. And nothing will happen.”



Her voice dropped, grew huskier. "Then maybe we should? "
"Jake, Lucy," Ingrid's voice said, "I'm sorry to bother you..."
"Then don't!" Jake snapped. God, couldn't he have even this one moment of unanticipated sweetness?

Ingrid emerged from the shadows, her tone hardening. "Gail sad to get you. Faisd just comlinked.
There's a quee message from Earth.”

"Repedt it once more” Jake said, not caring if he sounded redundant. He was finding it hard to
concentrate.

Fasa spoke dowly and dearly from Mira City. " Third Life Alliance in charge in Geneva. War
continues. Resources strained but hope to launch smdl scientific ship to Greentrees late next year to meet
diens Meanwhile preserve good rdations with diens a dl cost.™

Jake pulled at the skin on his face. Preserve good relations with aliens at all cost. Right. And the
quee referred to the Furs, no message had as yet been sent to Terra about the Vines.

Lucy said, "Who are the Third Life Alliance?"
"We don't know," Gall said. "Whoever came to power, | guess”
"But will they dill bein power late next year?' George said.

Ingrid said, "It doesn't say who this Third Life Alliance are conducting a war against. Quee messages
keep getting shorter and shorter.”

"Presarving resources,” George said.

Lucy's voice was troubled. "So the new sdentific expedition can't arrive for a least Sx years, ship
time? Seventy-two years to us?'

"Not necessarily,” Karim said. "It's been over seventy years since we |eft Earth. There might have
been great scientific advances. They might have some new faster drive or space-time shortcut.”

"Not if they've been usng dl their resources fighting wars," George said.

Everyonefdl slent. Findly Faisal's voice said over thelink, "Jake? Should | answer?'
"No," Jake said, "not yet. Let's wait until we see what develops here with the Vines"
"Asyou say," Faisd sad neutraly.

Jake fdt Lucy's amdl hand ed into his. The thin fingers were warm, but he knew his libidinous mood
was not returning this night. He was suddenly exhausted, and dl he wanted was deep.

By dawn the dead dien's corpse had disappeared. The underlying groundcover didn't appear affected
except for the parts blocked from sunlight by the shattered cart, but George and Ingrid immediately

began taking samples.
"Either go back to camp with those or st ill here" Jake said. "The? "

"Here they come” Nan said.



The shuttle door opened and the three carts tumbled down. Jake, George, Ingrid, and Nan sat in the
same positions as yesterday, Nan turning on the Chinese-English trandator. I had a thought in the night,”
she said. "Thisthing picks up the vibration range of the human voice, but that's dl. What if the Vines are
trying to talk to usin that range only dogs can hear, what'sit caled? "

"Ultrasonic,” Ingrid said.
"Thenif they are, or some other range, we wouldn't even know if a? "
"Hdlo" aVine said.

Jake's head jerked back so fast his neck snapped. For amoment he couldn't see. His chest pounded.
When hisvison cleared, he saw that the others were looking at him.

"H-hdlo," he said.
"Hdlo, Jake Holman." The voice was levd, uninflected. Mechanicd.

"They've got atrandator,” Ingrid said, "working off everything we said yesterday. My God, it must be
biologica, maybe membranes vibrated by chemicad sgnd..."

"The human eardrum is biologica," George said. "Hdlo!"
"Hdlo, George Fox."

Jake repeated what yesterday had been canned prattle and today was amazing truth. "Hdlo. We are
humans. We're glad you're here.”

Ingantly the sweet mild intoxicant filled him. That was ther preferred way of communiceting; the
trandator was jugt for the bendfit of the humans The scent was didracting. And this was, after dl, a
negotiation ... His old skills rushed in, reassuring him.

"Please do not send us scents. We want more to tak." Always start strong, establishing dominance.
"Yes" aVine sad, and the intoxicant lessened, disspating on the dight breeze until it disappeared.

"Thank you," Jake said. Should he gpologize for the desth of the Vine? Not yet. Stay in a strong
position. But not too strong. Most humans, Jake knew, were not open to new information because they
were made too uncomfortable by feding ignorant; better to just close your mind entirdy. Were the Vines
the same way? Best to proceed on that assumption until he knew different. Don't seem overbearing.

The Vine said, "We are surprised to find you on this planet.”

Me, too, Jake thought. He said, "We came..." How long ago in Greentrees rotations? The "month”
was a meaningless concept when you had three moons. "...hdf ayear ago." Close enough.

"You come from world whet?'

"It's cdled 'Earth.' " That gave away nothing.
"Where?'

"Far away," Jake sad.

"We come from world a hundred light-years away."



They're being very open, thought Jake, followed indantly by, they're lying. Too far. Even a ¢ they
would have needed a hundred years to get here, not even induding acceleration or deceleration, athough
Karim had said they could do that frighteningly fast. But Karim had dso said their orbital ship was smdl,
how could it sustain even cold-deep life for that long? Although?

The Vines next words knocked the hazy cdculaions out of Jake's head. "Other diens here not you
come from very closer.”

"Other ... other diens?'
"Look like you. Same genes.”
The Furs. All you bipedal warm-blooded DNA types look alike.

It knew the word "genes" Had someone used that word here yesterday, or had the Vines been
ligening to the camp from a hundred yards away?

What did they know about us?
He said, "Same genes, yes. Where do they come from?

The dot in the bottom of the cart opened. The bicarm dithered out. Indinctively Jake recoiled, then
made himsdf gt Hill. The arm spread itsdf into aflat, irregularly shaped blob. It began to change color.

"It's drawing," Nan whispered.
Most of the blob turned dark. Scattered acrossit were light dots. Jake said, "l don't? "

"It's the ky," Nan said. "The same one you've been looking a every night, dummy, the congtdlaions
as seen from Greentrees!™

Jake didn't notice congdlations. One "da™ started to glow redly. The Vine said, "The enemy's sar
sysem."

Enemy?

"They kill us" the Vine said. "Like you kill one of us, but they do not stop like you stop. They kill us
on our planets. We cannot talk with them like we talk with you. They do not St with us in the sun. They
only kill."

"Your people are a war with the other diens. The ones with our genes™”
"Yes Long war. Eight thousand Greentrees years."

Jake's mind redled. He willed it steady and sorted through this information overload. Ingrid said,
"Timedilaion..."

"Yes" the Vine agreed in its mechanicd voice. "They kill us and kill us"
Jake risked, "And you kill them.”

"No."

"You do not kill them.”

"No. You are sorry you kill one of us”



Jake said, "Vey very sorry.”
"Yes We see. You gt with usin the sun.”

The bioarm turned monochromatic and dithered back into the cart dot. Jake said firmly, "We are not
your enemies”

"Yes you are not," the Vine agreed.
"We are not the other diens enemies”
"Yes, you are not."

At leagt that much was established. Maybe Mira City could reman neutrd, a noncombatant in
whaever was gaing on between these two powerful species ... except that the Furs on Greentrees had
looked anything but powerful.

A war that had gone on for eight thousand years.

Nan sad, "The other diens ... we cdl them 'Furs.""

"Furs," the Vine repeated. Impossible to know if it understood the word's root meaning.
Nan continued, "The Furs on this planet, on Greentrees, they are your enemies?’

"No," the Vine sad. "Yes"

The humans looked &t each other.

The Vine said, "The Furs who live on another star system they kill us. The Furs on Greentrees do not
kill us"

"Oh," Nan said. "Why not?"
"They have not weapons to hurt us," the Vine said logicdly.
Jake sad, "Why did the other Furs leave these Furs here on Greentrees, without wegpons?'

Now it was the Vines who were dlent. Minutes passed. Were they communicating? Each Vine was
seded in a separate dome. They could be sgnding by minutdy waving fronds or whatever their
appendages were ... but could they actudly see? Nothing on them resembled eyes.

Fndly the same Vine, dearly ther spokesperson, said, "The other Furs not leave these Furs without
weapons on Greentrees. The other Furs not bring these Furs to Greentrees. These Furs are experiment in
your genes. To win the war.

"We made the Furs on Greentrees."

It went on dl day. At noon Jake couldn't ligen anymore. Something in him reached saturation. George
and Ingrid were asking biology questions, and the Vine was answering them partly in words, partly in
bioarm drawings. The "tdking" Vine seemed to have endless patience, just as the two dlent Vines
seemed to have an endless capacity to St, slent, moving only when necessary to stay in the sun.

Jake rose, every musde diff from gtting so long on the ground-cover. He badly needed to pee. He



sad courteoudy, "I must go now. George and Ingrid and Nan will stay to talk, if you agree.”
TheVine sad, "We agree. A little more talk. But then we gt together.”

Oh, God, Jake was meking a breach of protocol by skipping the Stting-together part. He was about
to say he would rgoin them soon when the Vine said, "Y ou mugt go, Jake. You are amabile”

A what?

"You are dl mobiles, are you dl mobiles? We think yes. Mobiles must run and wak and go. On our
world our mobiles do not talk. They do not st together with us. We love them as mobiles. Y ou humans'
? George had taught them the word? "are partly mobiles, partly Vines™

"Yes" Jake sad, because it was indinct with him to agree with strong statements and then work to
modify his agreement later, according to negotiating necessity. But what had he agreed to? That humans
were "partly mobile and partly Vine"

"We love them as mobiles."

George sad eagerly, "Tdl us about the mobiles on your world."
"No, it is not mobiletime" the Vine said obscurely.

"Then tell us? " Jake I€ft.

Gal and Lucy had not set out for Mira City, after dl. Jake could hardly blame them. Taking Vines
were alot more compdling than mute Vines. "Y ou heard?’

"The sensors are dl dill in place out there” Gal sad. "My God, Jake, what does it mean? A war?
They 'made the Furs on Greentrees?’

"l know as much as you do," Jake said wearily. "We need to hear how George and Ingrid put it
together. And you, Lucy. Societies we can't examine directly are your bailiwick, too."

It was a peace offering, and Jake saw that she accepted it as such. He was suddenly very glad she
hadnt gone back to Mira City. Last evening's rage had evaporated in the unanticipated bout of
love-making in the middle of the night, when Jake had dept off his fird exhaustion. People, he knew, did
sometimes fdl into sex when danger was running high. But he had never done so before. His own
behavior bewildered him. Lucy smiled a him, and the smile warmed his confused mind.

She sad, "'l have some idesas, unless of course they get modified by whatever gets said this afternoon.
The Fur societies may be at different technologicd levels for some good reason. I'm going to bring the
plant-gitters something to eat.”

"After that could | talk to you afew? "

"Mr. Homan!" It was Karim, looking determined. "May | please get aboard that Vine shuttle? Will
you ask permisson of the Vines?'

Jake gazed a the young physicist. Everybody had a different dant here. Karim looked not the dightest
bit interested in the Vine biology that so captivated George and Ingrid, nor in the dleged creation of Furs
that fascinated Lucy and Nan, nor even in being caught in the crossfire of some sort of interstdlar war.
Karim was after the dien physics, and he had the sngleminded look of a bloodhound on the scent. Al
that was missing was the baying.



" don't know, Karim. They haven't offered to let us ingpect the shuttle close up.”
"We haven't asked."
"True. But it would be a migtake to push them.”

Kaim said, "They seem ready to answer any questions we ask, and they're giving us far more
information about them than were giving them about us. Do you have any reason to think they might
refuse to let me go ingde the shuitle?!

He would have made a good lawyer. "Let me think about it,"
Jake said. Karim moved off, looking unhappy. "Lucy, where are Mudler and Dr. Shipley?"

Her thin, pretty face grew somber. "They're taking awak. Franz is having a very hard time with what
Scherer did and Halberg did and he himsdf did. Dr. Shipley tested Franz's cerebrospinal fluid again, and
then he said he and Franz were going to take awalk."

Gal sad bitterly, "Let's just hope Mudler doesn't shoot Shipley.”

Jake understood the bitterness; she was having a hard time hersdf with what had happened. She and
Jake had hired the Swiss security team. He fdt quilty, too. He sad, "How did they dl dude the
background checks? Did you ask Nan Frayne?'

Gall accepted the connection that his question implied. Lucy moved tactfully away, out of earshot.
"Dr. Shipley was right. Scherer had arranged for dl the ... the rebuilt work to be done after we'd finished
our checks and before we launched from Earth. Of course, they'd Started the clones years earlier.
Mudler and Josef Gluck, the youngest, were barely out of thar teens. Scherer had served under ther
fethers. It was a multigenerationd pact.”

Jake asked, "Funded how?'

"Nan didn't know. Wherever the money came from, Scherer was very careful covering it up. In fact, |
was surprised to learn that hidden fortunes were possible in this comlinked age.”

Oh, they were possible, Jake thought, and carefully kept his face from giving anything away. "How
did Nan learn about it?"

Gall looked briefly away. "In prison. A chance encounter. She has a varied history, that one.”
"Gal ... are you sure you know what you're doing, choosng Nan?"

"Of course | don't know what I'm doing,” Gall snapped. "What makes you think any of us know what
we're doing? We're awash in diens while Smply trying to survive on an dien planet. Which reminds me,
Thekla has a problem with the genemod whest. She wants to talk to you.”

Jake found he was glad to comlink Thekla, back at the Mira City farms. It made things seem dmost
normdl.

Almost.
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Shipley came back from his wak with Franz Mueler more troubled than when held left. The soldier
hed ingsted on carrying a weapon and on staying within Sght of the group by the shuttle a dl times. As a
result, the walk had comprised a large semicircle, with Franz paying more attention to the diens than to
the conversation.

The only time Shipley fet held had Franz's atention was when he said quietly, "You didnt want to
have the cloned organs put in, did you?'

"Yes | did want!" Franz dmost shouted. A moment later he turned stony. "Captain Scherer make the
clone for me, when | am dill nineteen, twenty years old. My father and Captain Scherer. My father
commeands the unit Captain Scherer serves. Captain Scherer saves my father's life, in the fighting at Rio
de Janeiro ... you remember thefighting at Rio?'

"I've read about it," Shipley said. Food riots, about as brutd as urban uprisngs could get. It made
panful reeding; what had it been like to liveit?

Muedler continued, "They swear the Blutpakt. All of them dive after the fighting swear the Blutpakt.”

Shipley nodded. These were? had been? increesingly common on the Earth the Ariel had left behind.
The word might be German or Itdian or Bantu or Chinese, and the details differed, but the intent was the
same. In afragmented and lonely century, with globaization bringing neither strong kinship ties nor strong
reigion, a blood pact meant completely reliable loyaty. The members could count on each other for help,
protection, companionship, continuity, no matter what else happened in thar life They lived near each
other, took care of each other. They were what a community should be, had perhaps once been.

Was a New Quaker medting only amilder verson of a Blutpakt, cemented by different means?

No. A medting did not create, nurture, and murder innocent cloned human beings for a chance at
extended life.

"Franz, you could have had a Blutpakt without becoming rebuilts™
He didn't answer, saring fixedly &t the shuttle.

Shipley said, "You fed terrible about shooting Captain Scherer. Don't you aso fed terrible about
killing your clone?'

"No. The clone is not a human, it isthe clone. Doctor, Entschuldigen Se, but you are not a priest. |
am Catholic when | am a boy, but | am not Catholic now. And you are not a priest.”

True enough. Shipley had started thiswalk to seeif he could make Franz fed better, ease some of his
quilt. Somewhere Shipley had gone off track. But the image in his mind, of a teenage Franz Mudler
drooling and amiling, then strapped down and butchered for his heart, hisliver ... Shipley shuddered. The
image didn't seem to horrify Franz the way it did him.

"Franz, | mug, as a doctor, ask you some questions.”



"AK."

Shipley ran through an artful list, designed to didit not only information on Franz's physica state but his
emotiond one as well. When he was finished, Shipley knew no more than when he began. Franz was not
degping well, but then, who was? He was jumpy, given to mood swings, uncertain about the future, wary
of the Vines. But he did not seem depressed, ddusiond, paranoid, manic, or schizophrenic. He was
merdy the cdlous and confused product of a calous and confused age, thrust into a Stuation that would
confuse a Buddha. Or a George Fox, origind version.

George Fox, current verson, seemed the leest confused person in camp. He hurried in a
midafternoon, carrying a danking nest of empty canteens like robot dogs on drings. "Kaim! Where's
Karim, Doctor?'

"Laring | believe"

"The Vines said he can go aboard ther shuttle!™
Besde Shipley, Franz Mudler tensed. "I go, d<0."
Jake sad, "No."

At firg Shipley thought that Jake was forbidding Karim access to the shuttle. However, Jake
addressed only Franz. "No wegpons aboard the Vine shuttle, or anywhere near them in person. They're
friendly to us, and we want to keep it that way."

Franz said, "With respect, Mr. Holman? they seem friendly."
"Appearances are enough for now. No wegpons.”

"l can goiif | leave weapons here?'

Shipley saw Jake hesitate before he turned. "Doctor?”

"Franz does not seem mentdly unbaanced in any way." But he was augmented, surely, in ways
Shipley couldn't imagine, and was capable of doing a greet deal of damage even without visble weapons.
Sy no, Jake.

"Yes if you leave dl wegpons here. And if you stay just outside the shuttle, watching Dr. Mahjoub as
he goesin."

"Ja," Franz said solemnly.

Shipley watched the two of them set off toward the shuttle. A path was becoming beaten into the
purple groundcover. Behind him Lucy Lasky said suddenly, "Everything has a suspended fed, doesn't it?
Like we're dl hanging over a ... ahuge chessboard and we don't know what moveswill come next.”

More like hanging over an abyss. Shipley didnt say this doud. He watched the growing group
around the Vines, Karim and Franz added to George and Ingrid and Naomi. He wished he could find a
moment of inner Slence: quiet, peaceful.

Unsuspended.

The Vines again went ingde their shuttle at dusk, and Karim dropped his bomb. "It's not theirs."



At firg no one but Shipley heard him. George went on talking about the observed properties of the
bioarm, interrupted often by Ingrid. Shipley said to Karim, "What isn't theirs?"

"The shuttle” Karim said and this time he raised his voice. "The shuttle doesn't belong to the Vines.
It's not theirs”

Jake turned dowly to stare a Karim.
Shipley said, "Whose isit?'

Karim shrugged. "'l cant tdl that. How could | know? But the ingde is not configured for them. There
are seats, molded up from the floor and not removable. What would the Vines need with seats? And the
control console is too tal for their height. They've built a step up to it, and they've built little racks to hold
their carts while they're ingde, but both are dterations to the origind hull, built out of different materids™

He had the totd attention of the entire camp.

"Therés adime coating over the entire indde, but it doesn't cover the controls. | didn't get to see the
engine, of course, but what | could deduce about it from guessng at the controls just doesn't seem ...
right for Vines."

George sad urgently, "Karim, what do the molded seats look like?!
Karim made a vague shape in the air.

"l mean," George said even more urgently, "do they seem made for a bipedd creature not quite our
haight with a place for a thick powerful tail?'

Shipley saw immediatdy what George meant. It made him alittle dizzy.

"Yed" Kaim sad. "l didn't redize it ... but those seats would fit Furs perfectly! So would the height
of the control console! It's a Fur ship!"

"Or was" Ingrid said.

Shipley caught Sght of Naomi. His daughter stood very dill, and he fdt the conflict within her. She had
championed the Furs. She was fascinated by the Vines. The two were a war, and the Vines may have
taken over a Fur ship, but not one built by any Furs on Greentrees.

She looked draight a him and snapped, asif the interstelar war were hisfault, "Get away from me”

He didnt move. After a moment Naomi did, to the other sde of George, who was so caught up in
theorizing that he hadn't noticed the exchange between father and daughter.

"If the Vines are tdling the truth," George said, "then they've been a war with the origind Furs for
millennia. Time dilation at a huge fraction of ¢ would make that possible, wouldn' it, Karim? Especidly
since tha drive you mentioned, what did you call it? "

"The McAndrew Drive" Karim said. "Yes, it would let them accelerate and decelerate redly fast, 0
the shipboard time would be very smdl compared to the lapsed time on ther two planets. Or on
Greentrees."

"S0 the Vines have a bio-based technology,” George rushed on, "and the Furs have physics-based
tech. Like this shuttle. And if they're a war with each other..." He seemed to run out of statement.



Lucy said, "Therée's never been an higorical case where a lesser technology defeated a greater one for
very long."

Ingrid said, "But which hereis 'greater'? Biotech or physics tech? We don't know enough about ather
one, as these diens practice it, to decide.”

Shipley said quietly, "It dso depends on your definitions of 'great’ and 'defeat.™ No one heard him.

Karim tried to say something, but Ingrid was louder. She said, "The Vines said they made the Furs on
Greentrees. | think they meen it literdly. They created severa groups of Furs in different colonies, and
then? "

Naomi said angrily, "How could anyone 'create’ entire adult members of a species not even based on
the same gene suff?'

Ingrid ignored Naomi, the nonscientist. "? and then the Vines dtered each colony differently. One
colony was made incurious and inadaptable. One made permanently intoxicated. The Cheyenne-territory
colony made, | don't know, maybe? "

Lucy said, "A controlled experiment. But why?"
Jake said, "To find a biowegpon that would incapacitate the Furs on their home planet.”

"And ds0? " Karim began. Naomi cut him off, snarling, "That's dumb. Why not just kill the Furs on
the Fur home planet?'

No one spoke. Into the slence Shipley said weerily, "Because they don't practice killing.”

His daughter turned on him. "They're not fucking Quakers. Dad! Keep your anachronigtic reigion out
of thig"

"No," Jake sad, "Dr. Shipley's right. Look at the evidence. We blew up the Vine ship. They didnt
blow up oursin retdiaion. We killed the first one of them off the shuttle. They didnt fire back. We? "

Ingrid demanded, "How do you know they even have weapons?'
Karim said, "They have weapons. Also, they? "

George sad, "Therés no species | know of that doesn't have some defensve measures, even if it's
running away. Of course, that's Terran animd species, which these are not. Although plant defenses? ™

Ingrid said, "I'm 4ll bothered by the idea that the Vines could create an adult society of Furs without
? n

Karim shouted, "Will you ligen to me!”

Everyone stared. Karim, the palite young Arab and junior scientist, never ydled. He sad, "I keep
trying to tdl you. The Vines said to me during my shuitle ingpection that tomorrow they're going to the
Fur colonies on Greentrees. They invited us to come dong. They're perfectly willing to explan what
they're doing, | think. After dl, they've explained everything dse we've wanted to know.

"All we have to do is ask."



An dien, plantlike society that practiced nonviolence.

That's what Shipley had said to Jake. But it wasn't redly true, was it? If everything speculated about in
camp this evening was true, Shipley thought, then the Vines practiced a kind of violence equdly as
horrifying as the rebuilts kind. Rebuilts manipulated genes, the Suff of life, to create living sources of
spare parts. Vines manipulated genes to create ways of destroying their enemies brains, rendering them
S0 passive they couldn't even care for themsalves. How nonviolent was that?

Shipley couldn't deep. Hed crept out of the inflatable somewhere between midnight and dawn,
leaving the others bregthing deeply after hours of excited tak. Lucy Lasky was on guard duty. She
nodded to him but asked him no questions, for which he was grateful. Gal or Ingrid would have told him
to go back to bed, or stay in camp, or otherwise remain where, even adeep, he couldn't escape human
noise. Chatter. Snoring. Crying out in nightmares Shipley didn't want to know about.

He waked away from camp, avoiding the directions of both the shuttle and the smdl inflatable
occupied by Naomi and Gall. It wasn't redly dark; two moons and a glory of stars shone in a clear sky,
and the light Sgnd continued to flash from the top of the tower, beacon to any Vines that might be left in
the mother ship. Although Karim had said it was amdl for an intergtdlar ship, that living pod bulging from
its stick above the high-dengty disk. These four? now three? Vines might be dl that the ship had
contained.

Shipley didn't want to think about what Karim had said, what any of them had said. He wanted
Slence.

The purple groundcover, ghosily slver by moonlight, wasn't broken by boulders or fdlen logs. Shipley
hed brought an inflatable stool with him, so lightweight he hardly noticed carrying it but strong enough to
support his bulk. He inflated it and sat down heavily, facdng away from camp. Something smal scurried
away from him in the groundcover. He ignored it; his boots were practicdly impenetrable. The sweet
night scent of Greentrees wafted around him.

Truth, dmplicity, slence, conscience. Those were the New Quaker tenets. "The truth shdl make you
freg"" the Bible said, and it was right: truth set one free from deception, meaninglessness, emptiness,
egocentricity. The truth was the best that was in each person, the inner light that could blossom into joy.
The New Quakers had departed from Earth because there seemed no Terran society |eft that didn't vdue
lies image, scams, celebrity, and cynicdism over truth.

So why was he having such a hard time hearing the truth insgde him?

The Vines had deliberately refused the chance to kill humans in retdiation for the killing that had been
done to them. They had answered, as far as Shipley could judge, every question the humans asked with
openness and truth. They had demonstrated, asfindy as any Quaker in history had ever done, that it was
possible to offer to aggressors a potent nonviolence and so turn them into dlies. It was asif the Vines had
read the George Fox of Sx hundred years ago: "Take away the occasion of war." Shipley couldnt
imagine a more e oquent peace testimony than the ones these strange diens had offered humans.

And yet they were at war with the Furs. Hadn't the Vines offered the Furs the same nonviolence as
they'd offered to humans? Perhaps they had, and the Furs had refused to respond, redoubling their own
attacks. If those space Furs were anything like the ones that Naomi had stayed with near Larry Smith's
Cheyenne, Shipley could bdieveit.

A truly nonviolent group would then have refused to retdiate, even if it meant death. Better death than
participating in evil. But the Vines had, gpparently, not reacted that way. Instead they had brought DNA
samples of Furs, or Fur embryos, or something, to this remote planet, had engineered multiple colonies of



Furs, and had begun experimenting on them, usng living beings with the same cold-blooded lack of
regard that Franz Mudler had expressed for his murdered clone.

Was any of this even true? It was the result, after dl, of the Vines word? if "word" was the correct
term? combined with theorizing by George, Ingrid, and Lucy.

On the other hand, the theory fit Occam's razor: it was the Smplest explanation that was consstent
with observed fact and didn't leave out any facts.

Smples? A plant-run controlled experiment in eugenic horror on an dien plangt? that was the
gmplest explanation?

Shipley put his hand on his chest. Lately he could fed his heart skip besats, despite the mechanicd
regulator. 1t hadn't done that on Earth seven years ago, seventy years ago. He dapped another patch on
his neck and his chest quieted. Still, no organ lasted forever, no matter how you conserved it. You could
only replace it, like Franz had?

He was going around and around in unproductive circles. So he stopped thinking and let the silence of
the night fill him. Gradually, his agitated mind calmed. Shipley sat there along time, until his legs were Hiff
and histruth came to him somewhere before the brightening dawn.

It wasn't alarge truth. No great light shining on the problems of the Vines, or the Furs, or Naomi, or
Franz. But Shipley was grateful for the knowledge that did come to him, because it said dearly what he
mug do. There was no greater blessing than to know you were acting in accordance with right.

It was right for him to go with the Vines to each Fur colony. He would be needed. He didn't know for
what, but he would be needed. His part in this? whatever "this' actualy was? was not yet over.

At peace, Shipley lumbered to his feet. He stretched, feding his old bones creak, and started back to
the deeping camp.
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Gal sad, "You're very hard on your father," and immediady regretted it. Now they would have yet
another fight, and they'd dready had two in as many days. Neither woman was the type to back down.

But Nan only rolled over on her bdly and said, "Let metdl you a story from when | was akid."

Gall squinted a her inthe dim light. It was sometime after midnight, but they had left the screened top
of the inflatable open and cool darlight turned everything dlver. Gall, chilly after the heat of lovemaking
hed worn off, lay wrapped in a blanket. Nan, who never seemed to get cold or hot or hungry or tired, lay
naked, her negligible ass a dight mound in the long taut length of her body. Gail could see the scars, some
old and some new, which Nan seemed to pay as little attention as she did to any bodily need except sex.

"When | was @ght or ning" Nan sad, "I wanted a cat. Not just any cat, a genemod cat | saw
advertised on the vids. My mother had died a few months before, and | redly wanted this cat. It was
bright blue and it had huge Slver eyes and big ears like an dephant and it could tak. Not redly, of
course, but there was an audio program wired in its throat to respond to different tensons on the voca
chords, so that when it made a low contented purr there also came out words saying 'I'm so happy' or
some such shit.”

"l remember them,” Gall said. She'd thought them hideous, but then when Nan had been eight or nine,
Gal had been twenty-eight or -nine.

"| wanted this cat with everything that was in me. | tried to wear my father down. | talked about the
cat a breakfast. | talked about the cat at lunch. | talked about the cat a dinner. I'd stand outsde the
bathroom while he was in there peeing, and shout through the door about the cat. | emailed him holos of
the cat. | was relentless.”

Gall had no trouble bdieving this.

"The weird thing was, | could have afforded to just go buy the fucking cat. | had money my
grandmoather had given me over the years, quite alot of it, in a bank account. But | wanted him to give
methe cat. To show that he knew how much | wanted it, or that he approved of my desire, or some such
fucking thing."

To show that he loved you, Gal thought. She put her hand on Nan's bare ass. Nan didn't seem to
notice.

"But he wouldn't buy me the cat. Instead held St me down and talk to me gently about smplicity, and
nonviolence, and the truth of Ietting naturd creatures be what they were instead of dtering their genes just
for the vanity and egocentricity of humans. Hed go on and on, aways patient, never loang his temper.
And I'd get more and more indstent about wanting the cat. | spray-painted a picture of the cat on his
doctor-office door. | threw tantrumsin public. | even traced the outline of the cat on his bed in my own
shit”

Oh, my God, thought Gall. Poor Dr. Shipley.
"The more | pushed, the more he taked to me patiently and dragged me to slent Mestings for



Worship and tried to do stupid things like read me bedtime stories. But | didn't stop asking for the cat.”
"It was a power druggle”

"You bet your talented fingers. So one day he comes home with this kitten. Not the cat. Not
genemod. An ordinary, wide-eyed, puking-cute kitten, gray with white stripes. And that's supposed to
settle me. Do you know what | did?”

"Wha?' Gal dready knew she wasn't going to like the answer.

"I took my money out of the bank and | took the kitten to a geneshop on the Indian reservation. They
were legd there, you know, it wasn't U.S. land so? "

"I know," Gal said. "Goon..."

Nan rolled over, shaking off Gail's hand, and she lay on her back, looking up through the mesh screen
a the stars. "I couldnt make the kitten over into the cat | wanted, of course. But | had them insert
fluorescent genes under her skin so sheld glow blue. | had them add growth hormone to her ears. | had
them do ... other suff. And then | brought the kitten home and showed it to my father. 'See? | sad. ‘A
genemoad cat, and everything | got done to make her this way will kill her in amonth or two." "

"Nen? "

"Don't go soft on me, Gall. Or flay me, ether. | flayed mysdf enough. | hated what 1'd done. But |
didnt hate it as much as | wanted to get back a my father. And | really didnt hate what I'd done as
much as | hated his reaction.”

"Which was what?' She couldn't guess. Unimaginative, Jake sometimes cdled her.

"Dad cried. He had the kitten 'put to deep’ before it could suffer, and he cried for the kitten. And for
me. But he never ydled a me, or punished me, or told me what a fucking shit | was."

Nan's voice held fury, which confused Gail. She said nothing, waiting.

"Don't you see?' Nan lashed out. "I wasn't worth getting angry with! He'd dready written me off as
evil, beneath anger or contempt, and so he didn't spare me any! The bastard had dready dismissed me
as hopeess”

Gal lay quietly. She saw thet it wouldn't help to say anything, but that she was going to say it anyway.
"There might be other ways to interpret his behavior, Nan."

"You can't ress defending him, can you?'

"Oh, rot. | attack Dr. Shipley's ideas Sxteen times a day, and you know it. But | know that dl parents
make mistakes. That's why I'm profoundly glad | never wanted to be one.”

"Me, neither,” Nan said, and seemed to lose interest in the entire subject. "Are you redly going back
to Mira City tomorrow?"

"YS"
"The Stuation here doesn't redly interest you, does it? Two races of diens, a space war? "

"Hypothetical space war,” Gal said. "God, it sounds like something from bad vid. No, it doesn't
interes me dl that much. | know that's hard for you to understand, because the puzzle of it fascinates



you. What fascinates me is running Mira City. Making dl the pieces of that puzzle come together every
sngle day: managing the water and food supply in and the wastes out and the buildings going up and the
courts developing and the crops adapting to Greentrees. What do | have to work with? How can | best
useit? What dse do | need and where can | get it?'

To Gail's surprise, Nan nodded. "I can see that. Sort of. For you, anyway."
Gall amiled. "A gracious concession. We're not much dike, dear heart.”
"Nothing dike."

"Sowhy? "

"Oh, God, not this”" Nan said. "Every lover I've ever had has run this program on me eventudly. "Why
us? Why not? And don't go thinking that by that | mean were just a one-night's roll-and-tickle, Gall. |
likeyou. | just don't want to andyze why. Ask me something s

"All right,” Gall said bdlligerently. "How did you know that Lahiri used to accuse me of hubris? How
did you know about Lahiri?"

"Somebody overheard Jake mention her to you once. As for the hubris, | guessed.”
"Good guess. But | don't want you to mention her again.”
"Okay. My turn to ask something. Why are you partners with a dribble dick like Jake?"

Gal sad judicioudy, "I don't know that hisdick actudly dribbles, having never tested it out,” and was
rewarded by Nan's giggle "However, | like Jake. He put up his part of the money and he does his part
of the work and he does it well."

"His part of the work is manipulating people,” Nan said.
"Oh, and you never engage in that behavior yoursdf."

Nan grinned a her, a wicked grin Gall could see clearly. The sky mugt be brightening. But the next
moment Nan stopped grinning and said soberly, "Theré's something gnawing at Jake."

"l never noticed it. What?"

"That's why | like you,” Nan said, and the grin was back. "You never notice anything complicated
about people. | don't know what's chewing Jake. | don't care, either. Gall, don't go back to Mira City
tomorrow. The place can sumble by without you for one more day. Come with me to the Fur colonies
with those Vines™

Gall was touched. Nan had put aside the sarcasm, the fencing, the nagty strike-before-you-get-struck
pose. She was asking as Smply and straightforwardly asif they'd been lovers for years.

" guess Mira Corp can wait one more day. But one more thing? "

Nan leaned over to kiss her, and Gall forgot the one more thing. This battered, vulnerable, bedeviled,
relentless, untrustworthy girl ... Gal hadn't ever expected to fed like this again. It was worth giving up
one day of water supply and waste management.

The next day she wasn't S0 sure. George, who either had dept wdl or didnt need much deep, woke
everybody well before dawn. "We need to eat, pack up, be ready to go when the Vines are.”



"Go where?' Gall said grumpily. "Do your diens furnish an itinerary, George?"'

"l ask when they get up. Meanwhile, I've been working out a theory”? he looked at her face? "but
Il tel it to somebody dse"

"Good idea"

Lucy, gpparently another person a ease with morning, was ladling out bowls of hot noy, a
nutrition-maxed soy synth, high fiber, that actudly tasted pretty good. Gail took a bowl of noy and a cup
of coffee. She consumed them standing up, shivering alittle in the predawn chill and assessng who was in
what shape.

Dr. Shipley looked terrible, as if held hardly dept. He was dumsly heping Mudler carry equipment
out of the soon-to-be-abandoned tower. The beacon was beng left on, presumably in case more Vines
from the mother ship, if there were any more Vines, wished to come downgtairs. Ingrid and Karim were
taking down the large inflatable, and Nan the amdl one. That left only Jake. Gall didn't see him until he
came up behind her.

"l just talked to Faisd and? "

"He's up aready?'

"And had his morning workout. Not everybody's an unathletic dug, Gal.”
"Ummmm," she said, too groggy to bicker.

"Fasd sad everything's running smoothly in Mira City. They don't need us™
She said, "You don't look like you think that's good news."

Jake shrugged. "Nobody's ever indispensable, but | suppose we dl would like to think we are.
Anyway, the arrangements here are dl set. Findly. | wanted Mudler to drive the rover back and report
to Lieutenant Wortz, but he said no so? "

Gall choked on a mouthful of coffee. " 'Said no'? Since when does our security team override your
orders?’

Jake gazed a her serioudy. "Since never. But | dso talked to Dr. Shipley, and he wants to stay close
to Mudler until he's sure Mudler isn't going to have some sort of stress-and-rebuilt psychotic reaction to
evaything he's done."

"Good God, Jake, do we want to take that sort of person with us when we have diens dong who are
capable of who-knows-what? Two sets of diens. Why don't you send Shipley and Mudler both back to
Mira City in the rover?'

"Because Shipley won't go. He says he has to make a peace tesimony. And | won't send Mudler
aone, without supervison.”

A pesce tesimony. A psychotic reaction. Aliens. "When did the loco weeds start controlling the
garden?'

"Snce dways. Anyway, you have your own persona loco weed you're bringing dong. Nan's no
worse than Dr. Shipley.”

Gal said, "Interesting that you're defending him. | thought he made you unessy.”



"Can we stay with the topic here, Gal? Mudler, Shipley, Lucy, and | are going in the amdl skimmer,
and the other five of you in the large one. Karim can pilot. He's had experience.”

"And what about the rover?'

Jake pulled at hisface. "It's saying here for now. We may need it after we return from this fact-finding
expedition.”

"Isthat whet it is? Seems more like a Sdeshow. Ligten, Jake, I'm going for only one day. If the Vines
are conducting a guided tour for longer than that, the smdl skimmer is going back to Mira City, with
ether Mudler or Karim piloting. Can we agree on this?'

"Yes" Jake sad, and suddenly he looked very tired. "I may go with you. I'm not redly any use here,
you know. George and Ingrid and Nan are the only ones actudly equipped to make contact with the
Vines. The Vines don't seem like a threat to us, and no negotiation with them seems necessary. They just
tdl us anything we ask."

She said dowly, "Doesn't that make you suspicious?”

"Of what?'

"I don't know," she admitted. "But o little reticence just doesn't seem ... prudent.”

"And how many prudent plants do you know? But Karim did say something to me this morning..."
Gal fdt cold. Whatever Karim had said, she wasn't going to likeit. "What?"

"He said that if the mother ship is a McAndrew Drive type of thing, and it's drawing energy from the
vacuum to power an acceleration that matches the gravitationa force of ? ™

"SKip the technica detalls™" Gal said. "What's the problem Karim sees?

"The Vines have a huge amount of energy avalablein that drive. If they're redly a war with the Furs,
why don't they just attack the Fur planet with the plasma drive? It would make a formidable wesapon,
Kaim says. Why ‘create’ colonies geneticaly identicad to ther enemies and then work a creeting
molecules to keep them dive but harmless?’

"Oh, God, Jake, | don't know. Maybe they want daves. Or trading partners. Or zoo animas How
can we tdl what creatures so different from us might want?'

"We could ask them. And | intend to."

"You do that," Gall said. "Meanwhile, let's get this circusin the air.”

Someone, probably George, mugt have arranged things last night with the Vines, because they didnt
appear. Ingtead their shuttle lifted off just after dawn, a Slvery egg with along tail. It looked, Gail thought,
like one of the one-cdlled creatures with a flagdlum that she vagudy remembered from school biology
software. God, she had biology on the brain. George's influence.

Sitting besde Nan, Gall watched Greentrees flash by below them. Even though Karim hadn't taken
them very high, the planet 1ooked different from its appearance a ground leve: less dien, somehow.

The pointy trees and strange animds and red creepers weren't didinguishable. Instead Greentrees



offered sweeping savannas, winding rivers, placid blue lakes. If you ignored the foliage's being dull purple
ingead of green, it might dmost have been Earth, an Earth primd and prigtine asif twenty thousand years
of human history had been undone.

Which might not be a bad thing, Gail brooded. She seldom let hersdf think about Earth. Earth was
Lahiri. It was dso the physica and socid ruin that humans had made it, now apparently even worse than
when the Ariel had left. The Aridl, that Rudy Scherer had blown up rather then let fal into dien hands,
and this even before Scherer knew who the diens were and what they wanted. Had it redly happened
because Scherer was a rebuilt? Or because there was something ineradicably violent and destructive in
humean beings? The same something that was steadily destroying humanity's home world.

Gall didn't usudly think so negatively, or so abstractly. And she wasn't going to let hersdf do so now;
there was no percentage in it. One more day of this weird atmosphere full of talk about dien warfare, and
sheld be back home a Mira City, occupying hersdf with the useful and practicd concerns that would
keep Greentrees from becoming another Earth. That was what made sense.

Determinedly she turned to George. "Did your legfy friends tdl you how far until the firg stop on this
tour?'

"l think we're here now," George said. "That looks like a Fur colony. But it's not one of the three we
dready knew about!"

"Sop sdivating, George. Maybe they'll |et you have aturd to andyze"
He said serioudy, "A turd would be good.”

Gall was nervous about being attacked by wild Furs, but she needn't have worried. The three aircraft
St down near each other, and immediatdy Furs came racing toward them. But they stopped? or were
stopped? a some barrier Gail couldn't see.

"A force fidd of some type" Karim said excitedly. "But then why didn't they use it around their shuttle
a our camp? No, of course, it's probably not impenetrable to the energy weapons Mudler used. But
then later, when we made firs contact? No, they had decided to risk it because of dl that quiet Stting
Shipley made us do the day before.”

This was going to be easy, Gal redized. The scientists were going to ask and then answer dl thar
own questions. She didn't have to say or do anything.

The Vines disembarked with the usud precipitous ralling of ther carts down the too-steep ramp.
Karim guessed, "That's because the shuttle wasn't theirs. It wasn't designed for those carts. I'll bet they
captured it from Furs”

The Furs clustered at the invisble barrier didn't look asiif they could create shuttles. Neither were they
the impassive, incurious clods from the first Fur colony the humans had discovered.

Nan sad breathlesdy, "They're not disabled, not intoxicated, | don't think they're as warlike as my
Furs on the Cheyenne subcontinent...”

No, they didn't look warlike. In fact, many of them had children dinging to ther backs. Maybe even
mogt of them. And there was something else, something about ther Sze or coloring or something...

George sad, "They're dl femde. Every one of them. Look at their backs? no crests.”
Ingrid said, "The mdes could be out hunting. Or have some sort of ritud sequestration. Or? "



"Or thiscolony is dl femae" Nan said hardhly. "To seeif they're more controllable that way. Another
phase of the genetic experiment.”

Gall looked a her. Nan wore a complex expression: distaste, sorrow, the anger that with her never
lay far below the surface. So that's how it was going to go. Nan had been fascinated by both dien
species, but now she was choosing the Furs. Her firg contact. The experimented-upon. The underdog.

George was babbling excitedly. "On Earth there's a species of mite, Brevipalpus phoenicis, whose
members are dl haploid. Eggs develop without fertilization. The genome contains an incorporated
bacterium that feminizes aty maes. There's an evolutionary advantage: the mites don't have to divide
energy resources between two sexes, so the species can survive with a lower rate of reproduction. Also,
it avoids dl the costs of sexud reproduction with competing X- and Y -chromosomes.”

Ingrid said, "These haploids, if that's what they are, seem to have dl sorts of energy. The colony
seems to be flourishing. There are three new structures that | can see going up over there, and look at dl
those hedlthy-looking offspring!”

Lucy, recording furioudy, said, "l wish we could go into the village to see how the levels of tools and
art compare with the other Fur encampments.”

The Vinesrolled their cartsright up to the barrier. A bioarm, which dill gave Gall the creeps, snaked
out of one cart and fastened itsdf on the invisble wal. Three or four Furs, jabbering, crowded close.
Something seemed to be happening, perhaps some exchange of bodily fluids. Gall shuddered.

She said to Nan, trying to lighten her own mood, "A colony of dl women sounds good, but if there's
never any sex..." Nan didn't even hear her. Like Ingrid, George, and Lucy, she was s0 involved with the
two dien speciesin front of her that her own kind might not have existed.

Gall wandered back toward the assembled aircraft. Karim was again peering into the open door of
the Vines shuttle? did he have their permisson to do that? He mug have a least had Jake's, since Jake
stood beside Karim, talking earnestly.

Then, more quickly than sheld expected, it was over. Everyone clambered back into his, her, or its
trangport. Gall wished she gone in the other skimmer. Nan was ignoring her, and George didn't seem able
to shut up.

"| talked to Alph. He said? "

"Alph?* Gall demanded. "Which Vineistha? And how do you know it's a'he?!
" don't,” George said. "I'm just cdling them Alpha, Beta, Gamma."

"Thet's what we called the moons.”

"So what? | told you, they don't use sound-wave communication among themsdves, it's dl an
exchange of chemicd sgnds Their real names would be totaly meaninglessto us. | talked to? "

"If they communicate by exchanged molecules™ Gall said, feding bdligerent, "then how do they
communicate across great distances?'

"| asked them that, too. Alph sad? | think this is what he meant? that they don't. Mogt Vines are
interconnected somehow, so a chemicd ggnd just goes on and on until everyone 'hears it. Or maybe
they're dl so interconnected only one part of the organism needs to hear it. | think communication must
be very dow on thair planet.”



That figured. Gall remembered the Vines gtting in the sunlight, doing nothing, for hours and hours.
"But what about communication through space? To the mother ship?’

Kaim, a the control console, said, "They have Fur technology for that. | would bet it's Fur
technology. Maybe before they gat it, they didn't have any space program.”

"| talked to Alph,” George repeated forcefully. "They do have a bio-based technology. They'd never
left their planet until the Furs Started the war. But now they have afew outpost colonies, and this group of
Vines comes from there. It's much closer than the hundred light-years from Greentrees to their home
world. Both places have some fegture | couldn't understand, except that | got the impresson it was very,
vay important.

"And another thing? they're hoping to find a genetic way to render the Furs harmless without killing
them. Killing is anathema to Vines. That may be philosophicd, but 1 think it's equdly likdy to be
biologicd. If you're essantidly one large, loosdy connected, dow-moving organism that's sdf-sustaining
with sunlight and water and your own decayed maltings, there's no evolutionary advantage to sdlecting
for murder. 1t would be like killing yoursdif."

"You sound,” Nan said in a deadly quiet tone, "asif you approve of the Vines™

George was too excited, or too uninterested, to pay attention to Nan's tone. "Of course | approve of
them. Apart from how interesting they are biologicaly. An intdligent, nonviolent, planet-conserving
species ... what's not to like? If humeanity had been like the Vines, Earth wouldn't have been wrecked."

Nan sad, "Oh, there's nothing to not like, George. Nothing except the fact that your Vines are
experimenting with other sentient beings, DNA-based beings like yoursdf, cregting them just to destroy
them while they develop an efficent method of genocide. Nothing to not like"

"l don't think? "

"Obvioudy nat," Nan said coldly. "The Vines are no better than Scherer's crew, credting clones to
daughter for biologica advantage.”

"The difference, and it's crucid ? " Ingrid began hotly, and Gall tuned out. God, she was Sck of these
arguments about diens. She pulled out her comlink and opened the channd to Faisdl.

He didn't answer. Damn, Galil had thought he was more respons ble than that; hed agreed to keep his
link beside him at dl times. She comlinked Robert Takal, Miras chief engineer.

Taka didn't answer.

Neither did Thekla Barrington &t the farm.

"Lend me your comlink,” she said to George, who passed it over without pausing in his expogulating.
She couldn't link Faisal on George's handhdd, ether.

Gall sat chewing her lip. It probably wasn't anything. She'd logt track of which side of the planet they
were on. Of course, the sadlite sysem theoreticaly made comlink possible from anywhere on the
planet, but if one comsat was mdfunctioning, and the skimmer just happened to be out of range of the
next one, it was possible that there would be a gap in geographica coverage. Wasn't that possible? She
would have asked Karim, but he was busy pilating.

It was probably just a comsat glitch. That'sdl it was.



20

In the other, amdler kimmer, the flight was completely slent. Mudler piloted, and snce dl Jake could
see was the back of Mudler's head, Jake couldn't assess the soldier's expresson. Shipley sat with his
head back againg the seat cushion and his eyes closed, deeping or meditating or praying or whatever it
was he did. Lucy sat beside Jake, gazing out the window.

As the skimmer touched down at the second Fur camp, Lucy said, "Oh! This is the intoxicated onel”
Jake, who hadn't been there before and had only seen the vid of the tipsy Furs, didnt recognize the
place. But Lucy's comment cheered him. Why should that be?

He searched for the answer and found it: because he was unnerved by the earnest, cosmic, pacifist
Vines, and aso by Shipley's quick understanding that they were pacifists. Some drunken hilarity among a
DNA-based species promised a welcome contragt.

George Fox was dready off the large skimmer, waiting impatiently for the Vines to emerge from thar
shuttle. "I wonder if the Vineswill erect a temporary eectronic wal around this village, too. What do you
think, Jeke?"

"Havent adue" Jake said.
Ingrid said, "Possbly not. These Furs don't 1ook like they're going to be rushing us anytime soon.”

Thiswas true. As they waked cautioudy toward the village, Jake saw that it was in a dilapidated
gtate. Roof beams hung at a crazy angle over huts with hdf the thatch missng. One stone hearth was not
only broken but scattered, as though someone had hurled dl the rocks glegfully in various directions.
Weeds covered the one garden patch he could see. There were no Fursin evidence.

"Segping it off?* he said to George.

George frowned. "That psychotropic molecule shouldnt produce much of a hangover. At lead, it
doesn'tin us"

Jake refrained from saying the obvious. A par of Furs staggered around the corner of a hut and
lurched toward them.

Ingantly Mudler had a wegpon in his hand. Shipley, whom Jake hadn't noticed getting out of the
skimmer, lad ahand on Mudler's arm. It wasn't necessary. The Furs staggered a few more paces, then
collgpsed into each other and hung on, making a noise from wide-open mouths. Laughing? Jake didn't
know, but he had a clear view of the diens impressive teeth and he backed away. The Furs seemed
oblivious of the humans. They laughed (if that's what it was) until they fdl over, a which point the mde
started groping the femae's belly and the femde passed out.

George said, "That looks like alot of univergty parties | once went to."
Ingrid said, "Don't anthropomorphize, George. My cat behaves the same way with catnip.”
"We didn't indude catnip in the plants we brought with us" said George, "but maybe we should have."



"Jeke," said Gall's voice behind him, and he turned. One look at her face and he knew something was
wrong. Before he could ask what, a Vine cart? only one? tumbled down the shuttle ramp. Maybe Karim
was right about the shuttle being captured technology; the pitch was way too steep for the cart.
However, the cart didn't stop at the bottom of the ramp. It rocketed toward the humans a a speed Jake
never would have suspected those carts could do, and Mudler raised hisgun to fire.

"Franz, no!" Shipley said. "L ook, it's sopping! It wants to tel us something.”

The angle cart lurched to a hdt directly in front of Jake, who made himsdf not flinch. The uninflected
mechanica voice sad, "Jake, you go away. Now. All humans go away now. The enemy is here. Our ship
is destroyed.”

Lucy gasped. Karim pulled out some piece of portable equipment and began keying furioudy. Gall
sad, "l can't link Mira City, ether. My God, did they take out the comsats, too?'

"Yes" Kaim sad. "l just got the autometicaly beamed data, the comsats are dl gone. Wait, there's
one left? there it goed!™

Jake sad rapidly to the Vine, "Are Furs doing this? The Furs you're at war with?'

"Yes. They will find your city. If you go up in your skimmer they will find your skimmer. If we go up in
our shuttle they will find our shuttle.”

"Heat dgnaures” Kaim said. "How good is ther detection equipment? Can they find these
colonies?'

Ingrid said, "We found them from the air."

TheVine said, "Firg they will go to your beacon.”

"My God," Gall said. "What will they do to Mira City?"

"We do not know. They are not at war with you.”

Dr. Shipley said, "What will they do to you? And to these colonies?!

"They will kill us. We do not know what they will do to these colonies. We will wait in our shuttle.”

The cart rolled backward toward the shuttle. Jake cdled, "Wait! Don't you have weagpons on tha
shuttle? Fur wespons? They'll come in an identical shuttle, won't they? Can't you destroy themin the air?'

The Vine didn't seem to hear. It sped toward the shuttle and up the ramp.

Mudler said, "The large skimmer has some armaments. Not too many. | try to hit the Fur shuttle
beforeit lands."

"Wait," Shipley said. "Before you try violence? "

Jake said, "All of you be quiet. Now."

They were. He saw that they expected him to take charge, give orders. He needed more information.
"Franz, Karim, what weapons is the skimmer carrying?'

Karim answered. "Lasers, both pinpoint and wide-scan. Also some handhdds guns, tanglefoam, a



focused EMP tranamitter, and a focused beta-wave incapacitator, short range. Nothing redly heavy.”

The handheld weapons would be no good. "What are the chances of taking the Fur shuttle out, if it
comes to that, with the laser?"

Franz said, "How can we know? It is an dien tech."

Karim added, "All I've had is one brief glimpse a a Vine counterpart to the shuttle, and with time
dilation, it may dready be hundreds of years out-of-date."

Jake said, "Then, dl of you, what are the chances the Vines are tdling the truth here?!
Nan said hatly, "I'm glad at least somebody sees the possibility that they're not!™

Lucy, very pale, sad, "Why wouldn't they be?' Lucy, the innady truthful. We see the world as we
are not asitis.

Gal sad, "Well know soon enough, if another shuttle appears here”

"No," Jake said, "WEell know another shuitle has appeared. We won't know just from its appearance
who's aboard, or wha ther intentions are" Heads nodded. "Therefore, we need to be prepared for
various contingencies. Mudler, you stay in the skimmer and be prepared to deploy weapons, but not until
| give you the Sgnd. The comlinks are out, so it will be visud? araised arm, like this™

Mudler said, "No. Maybe you are not able to raise your arm. If they incapacitate you."
Everyone started taking a once. Gall sad sharply, "Quiet! Let Jake think, for God's sake!”

Jake tried to think. Mudler would have to decide on his own whether to attack... No. Impossible.
Mudler was a rebuilt who had dready killed his own captain. But held done tha to protect Vines.
"Kaim, can you operate the weaponry in the skimmer?"

"Yes" the physdd sad.
"Unacceptablel” Mudler snapped, sounding so much like the dead Scherer that Lucy jumped.

"Franz, it is acceptable because | need you to protect me persondly. I'm staying here to greet the
Furs, as head of Mira Corporation with legd dam to this planet. Franz will cover me from some secure
place. The rest of you are going to retreat into the forest until we know what's hgppening. Leave
someone farly nearby to report back to the rest. Leave ... Nan. She's the most used to Greentrees
wilderness™ And that would keep her from ingsting on hanging around here.

Nan looked hestant, then nodded. She'd be close enough to observe. But Gall sad ingantly, "No, not
Nan. A scientist, who at least has a ghost of a chance of decoding wheat they're looking at!”

"I'm daying,” George said.
"No, you're nat," Jake said, putting into it everything he had of authority.

Ingrid said uncertainly, "But if ... if you dl get killed here and we're in the woods and we can't use the
skimmer, how will we get back to Mira City? We mug be hundreds of miles avay!"

"I dont know, Ingrid" Jake said. "This is not a plan with multiple scenarios to cover every
contingency. Well have to see what happens. But | do know that for any species in the universe, from
Terran chipmunks on up, encountering two beings is a lot less likdy to provoke fear and violence than



encountering awhole crowd of beings”

He saw that they dl had noticed the "two beings” He'd dready forbidden George to stay. Gall, the
dternate leader for Mira City and never very patient with diens, was unlikdy. Karim, who mug be
romantic, looked envioudy at Lucy, but the others understood.

“Thark you, Jeke." Shipley said. "Il be glad to stay.”

Under Gall's fficient direction, as much life-support equipment and supplies as they could carry were
removed from the skimmer and gpportioned among Gall, George, Ingrid, and Lucy. Nan found hersdf a
watching place from the cover of some trees and augmented it with more branches and leaves. Mudler
did the same on the opposite sde of the dearing. Nan had high-resolution zoom goggles, but Mudler
refused them, saying Imply, "My eyes do this" Augments.

Before he left, Mudler checked that Karim knew what he was doing with the skimmer's limited
weaponry. To himsdf Jake admitted surprise that Mueller had agreed so reedily to turn the skimmer over
to Karim. Perhaps the soldier was going to be scrupulous about obeying orders, in order to separate
himsdf from what the other rebuilts, Scherer and Halberg, had done. That would be a plus.

Lucy, her dight body stooped under her burden of equipment even though Gall had given her less then
the others, waddled up to Jake. "Were going. Good luck. | love you" Hed been afrad of an
overwrought farewell, but she knew better. A brief dry kiss and she left with the others.

He was suddenly pierced with the intense desire to see her survive,

Within hdf an hour the place was eerily quiet. The three arcraft, humen and otherwise, sat in the
overgrown dearing that might once have been a tended farm. The two village Furs dill lay heavily adeep,
or possibly dead, between two dilapidated huts. Jake saw no other Furs until a trio of children emerged
from the forest.

"Dr. Shipley, look," Jake said quietly. Shipley had been stting on his ubiquitous inflatable stool, eyes
closed. He opened them and his gaze followed Jake's discreet gesture.

The children walked with the same drunken gaits as their elders. They spied the humans, opened their
mouths, and emitted sounds Smilar to the ones Jake had labeled "laughter.” One dapped the ground over
and over with histall; the others may have needed theirs for enough baance to stay upright at dl. Holding
on to each other, thetrio lurched forward.

Don't shoot, Mudller, Jake pleaded gdlently. Please don't shoot these kids. Mudler didnt, ether
because he had more restraint than Jake gave him credit for or because the Fur children veered off
toward the village and disappeared into a hut with only half its roof intact.

Kids. That's how hed thought of the young Furs: as "kids" They seemed? were? so much closer to
humans than the Vines. Were the Vinestdling the truth? What was going to come roaring at them out of

the sky?
And when was it coming?
"Waiting is often the hardest part,” Shipley said tranquilly.

What the hdl kept him tranquil in this unprecedented, absurd, dangerous Stuation? Jake didn't redly
want to know. Rdigious mumbo jumbo. It was on impulse that Jake had let Shipley stay, but hed known
even then that the impulse was sound. Shipley had seen that the Vines were pacifigs. He didn't panic.
He'd handled Mudler well, and seemed able to handle anything except his horrific daughter.



Daughters. Sons. Brothers.
He was not going to think about Donnie now.

But he wasn't quite disciplined enough to avoid it. Not even traveing 69.3 light-years to Greentrees
hed gotten him away from thinking about Donnie. Mrs. Daton.

"Jeke" Shipley said, and Jake was grateful for the interruption, "what are you going to say to these
Furs?'

"Areyou so sure it's Furs that will be arriving?'
"l think s0. | believe the Vines. What will you say to them?"
"Thet depends on what they say to us. Or if there's time to say anything before they cut us down.”

"Yes" Shipley said. "But if thereistime, may | communicate? | would use gestures. They're unlikdy to
speak English, you know."

Of course they weren't going to speak English. Jake hadn't been thinking. The Vines had listened, or
rather ther trandator device had, to a day of deliberate, nonstop humen didogue before it could
congtruct a program to trandate. If that was indeed whet it had done. George had been frankly skeptical
of trandation from chemica communication by exchanged molecules to sound-wave human speech, but
there was no denying it had happened. What would the Furs have, if anything?

Shipley said quietly, "We could ill get Naomi back here. She gpparently learned at least a limited
way to communicate with the Greentrees Furs."

"Who aren't the space-faring Furs" Jake said. "Let Nan stay where sheis”" A loose cannon if he ever
saw one.

Shipley touched a button to inflate his three-legged stool, lowered hmsdf onto it, and again closed his
eyes. Praying? Well, fing, if it heped him. Jake had no such consolation. He scanned the sky until his
eyes ached.

Three hours later, when he wished hedd had the foresght to keep some of the skimmer retions for
himsdf and Shipley, he saw it.

It started as a fant white spot againg the white-blue sky. The spot grew, became a light. A roar?
God, it was coming in fast!? and he logt dght of it for a minute. When he found it again it was a créft,
floating down gently toward the dearing. A dlver egg with a flexible tal. Identica to the Vine shuitle
dready gtting there.

Jake tensed, in case the Vine shuttle fired, or the new shuttle did. It didn't happen. Instead the shuttle
door opened immediady, the ramp descended, and an dien strode down the ramp.

A Fur.

Dressed only in bands of doth that crossed its hairy body a severd points and held ... things, the dien
was identica to the Furs drunkenly adeep a hundred yards away. To the Furs degpwaking passvely
through their dying village. To the Furs that had attacked Larry Smith's Cheyenne. To the femde Furs
that had mobbed the invishle fence, thriving babies dinging to ther backs. Except this Fur, a made,



waked as if he owned the planet. He threw back his head and roared, then kept waking toward Jake
and Shipley. He showed no fear of them or of the other shuttle.

Shipley stood. Jake prepared to die. Either this warrior? there was no other applicable word? would
kill him, or Mudler would kill it and then its fdlows would kill him.

Severd things happened at once.

While the Fur was dill twenty yards away, Jake fdt something bump his chest, something invisble and
diamond hard. Shipley, ganding a bit closer, was bumped by it firs and staggered backward, tripping
over his gool. A burgt of laser fire exploded from Mudler's pogtion. It had no effect whatsoever,
seeming to evaporate into the ar twenty yards from the Fur in the direction of Mudler's pogtion. Mudler
fired again. No result. Thetal on the Fur shuttle whipped around and pointed toward Mueller, and there
was no more humen fire,

The Fur walked up to Jake and Shipley, and Jake continued to fed the hard barrier againg his chest.
It must be a verson of the force fidd the Vines had put between themsdves and the dl-femde Fur
village. But portable. The warrior Fur was encased in a movable shidd that could withstand whatever
Mudler had been firing. Could it withstand Karim's arsend in the skimmer? The Fur didn't look fearful of
ather craft benind him.

He stopped five inches from the humans, threw back his head, and roared again. A part of Jake's
dazed mind noted that sound penetrated the shidd just fine

Jake sad, "l am Jake Holman. | am ahuman. Hedlo." Sowly he raised one hand, padm up to show its
emptiness, pointed a himsdf, and repeated, "I an Jake Holman. | am ahuman. Hdlo."

The Fur roared a third time. Jake saw that he was looking beyond the humans, to the unconscious,
filthy Furs lying on the ground in the village. The warrior's teeth, long and sharp, flashed in the sunlight.
Teeth evolved for tearing flesh, George had said. Carnivores or omnivores.

Two more Furs raced down the shuttle ramp. They were dressed, or undressed, the same as the fird
Fur. The ramp was, Jake noted irrdevantly, the right pitch for ther stride. The mde carried a dark
metdlic ova device, the femde a greenish stubby gtick. She pointed it a the Vines shuttle, and as eesly
as that, the shuttle door did open and its ramp descended. She charged insde.

Jake fdt sick. That Fur was going to kill the Vines, shatter their domes and burn them, just as Mudler
had. And he could see no reason why he and Shipley wouldn't be next. Why hadn't the Vines done
something? Ther shuttle wasn't weaponless, but they hadn't even tried to defend themsdlves.

The Fur with the black metalic egg had reached his leader. He set the egg down on the grass and the
leader roared again. He jabbed a hand a Jake and Shipley. Jake stared dumbly. What did the thing
want?

Shipley said, enuncaing clearly, "I am William Shipley. Thisis Jake Holman. We are humans. Hdlo."
Jake sad, "You think it's atranslator ?"
"l don't know," Shipley said. "Yes, wait, | think it's a trandator. The Fur has stopped roaring & us.”

It was true. The terrifying dien had gone impassive. In the brief slence it pointed to the egg and then
to Jake and Shipley. "We are humans," Jake said. "Hello. We came to this planet to live. We came from
far away. We? " He stopped.



A Vine emerged from the shuttle, its cart clearly pushed so hard from indde that it tumbled over on its
sde. The cart righted itsdf, but another cart was thrown through the air from ingde the shuttle, hit the first
one, and knocked it over. The third cart careened down the ramp, followed by the femde Fur.

She picked up the cart closest to her and pushed it away from the other two. Then she fired. The
domes shattered and the burned goo that had been living Vines oozed over the metdlic carts. The Fur
did something to her weapon, fired again, and the carts shattered. She picked something out of the
wreckage and strode away, not so much as glancing a the one living Vine left behind.

When she reached the other two Furs, she stopped and made a complicated gesture a the leader, a
amultaneous head jerk and foot gomping. A saute? Jake saw that the thing sheld plucked from the
shattered cart was another trandator egg.

She st it on top of the firgt, and the two did something to join together. Not mdt into each other, not
join with cables, not anything Jake could name. One minute they were two black eggs side by side on the
dusty purple groundcover, and the next they were a double egg that reminded him of a maformed
potato. No one moved. Jake looked a Shipley, who gave atiny shrug.

After at least two Slent, mationless minutes, the lead Fur said, or growled, or chittered? it sounded
like an unholy combination of al three? to the egg. It then said, in the same uninflected mechanica voice
Jake had been hearing for three days, "What are you? Why are you with our enemy? Did you create
these'? the trandator hesitated? "blagphemies?”

A word it mugt have learned from Shipley. There was no other possbility. And multiple questions? the
wordt kind to fire at a witness on the stand. But there was no judge to intervene. Jake was on his own.

"We are humans”" he said as cdmly as he could. "We did not create these blagphemies. They were
here when we came from our home planet. Our home planet is far awvay from here. We came to this
planet hdf a year ago only."

The trandator spat out some gibberigh; certainly it was highly inflected. The three Furs listened. They
then jabbered among themsdlves. Then the leader said to Jake, through the trandator, "Open your craft.
Tdl the humansingde to dl come out."

Thiswas the test, then. But of what? If Jake refused, surdly it would be interpreted as a hodtile action.
Or would refusd fit with some sort of ritud warrior behavior, as with Japanese samura or Larry Smith's
origind Cheyenne? If Jake agreed to let them examine the ingde of the skimmer, would tha be
interpreted as a peaceful gesture or as cowardice? If the Furs saw the leve of tech that the skimmer had,
would they then be convinced that humans had had nothing to do with the Fur "blagphemies'? Or would
they amply kill Karim, as they had dready killed Mudler and two of the three Vines?

There was Smply no way to know.

Jake's hestation, as these questions tumbled through his mind, lasted no more than a second. But
Shipley stepped into the tiny pause.

"Wewill open the skimmer. We wiill tdl the one human ingde to come out. We have nathing to hide
from you or from the others. We are beings of peace and truth.”

Damn him! Jake was speechless, hdf from rage and hdf from prudence. Every negoatiating inginct in
him said not to contradict Shipley, that above dl the humans mugt present a united front. But his blood
boiled. How dare Shipley usurp his leadership with his namby-pamby Quaker nonviolence!



The Fur was nodding. "Good. Go." And Jake, having no choice, gave the gnd he and Karim had
agreed upon for Karim to open the skimmer door and emerge, unarmed. The three Furs dl turned to
watch. Jake turned his body away from the trandator and said softly to Shipley, "Do that agan and
you're dead."

"I'm prepared for that, if necessary,” Shipley said. "This is the right thing to do, Jake." The serenity in
his voice enraged Jake further.

The skimmer opened and Karim emerged. He started toward them, ashen but not fatering, a young
men risking hislife when most of it dill lay ahead of him. The femde Fur who had stormed into the Vine
shuttle now disappeared into the skimmer.

Kaim reached Jake and Shipley, was briefly inspected by the Furs, and then was ignored. Jake took
Karim's am and unobtrusvely turned him away from the trandator. That was the best he could do. He
whispered, "Karim, stay cdm and quiet. That egg-looking thing is a trandator. You saw them kill the
Vines and Mudler?'

"Mudler's not dead," Karim said, but before Jake could ask more, the Fur leader turned back to the
three men.

"Yes You did not make these blasphemies. Sit." He strode away.

St? Shipley was dready <tling heavily on his stool. The femde Fur emerged from the skimmer. They
mug have some form of communication among themsdves not clearly evident, Jake redized. The leader
hed received his lieutenant's judgment on the skimmer tech before the lieutenant had emerged.

She waked from the skimmer to the Furs own shuttle and disappeared indde.

Kaim sad, "Weére ingde the fidd now!" The young physias was fallowing indructions to gt but was
doing itin a very peculiar way. He revolved as he lowered himsdf, his arms extended, so that he looked
like a dowing top. His fingers remained bent, as if a some barrier. Jake put out his own am and
discovered that they were enclosed in a circular, invisble wdl just large enough to hold the three of them
comfortably.

Kaim said, "They said to St down, Jake," and Jake sat.
"How do you know Mudller's not dead?

" was dlill receiving his heat sgnature. The skimmer detectors can pick up a single body at that short
distance, you know. Mudler's thermd energy wasn't fading. He's probably just knocked out somehow.”

So the Furs hadn't killed a human who had fired on them, despite what they'd done to the Vines That
was encouraging. Jake started to say, "Do you think their equipment can detect Mudler's heat signature,
or Nan's? " a the same moment that Shipley leaped off his stool, crying, "No! No!"

At firg Jake didn't see what had anguished Shipley. The two mde Furs stood quitly, impassive.
Karim grabbed Jake's am and turned him toward the Fur shuttle.

The tal was rising, sneking around until it pointed at the Fur village. A beam came out, a shimmery
disturbance of the ar rather than any actud color. It moved very, very dowly? surdy eectromagnetic
radiation couldn't move that dowly? The beam widened as it went. One broadening side passed within
ten feet of the humans invisble cage. The beam hit the Fur village, and the village disappeared.

Jake blinked. One minute the village had stood, and the next it was gone. All of it: groundcover,



ramshackle huts, cold cookfires, drunken passed-out Furs. Three Fur children.

Kaim sared in disbelief. Shipley stood with his head bowed, his face a mask of pain. A cold,
demonic impulse blossomed in Jake, one held known before. Donnie. Mrs. Ddton. It was the impulse to
hurt the dready hurting, who were in no postion to strike back.

"You did that, Doctor,” Jake said. "Y ou taught them the word 'blasphemies.” That's what you do with
blasphemies. You destroy them. Congratulations.”

The moment he said it he regretted the words with a pure, hard intengty that was dmost a prayer.



21

Kaim said, "They're back. Two of them, anyway." The three Furs had gone indde ther shuttle, to
confer or radio therr mother ship or, for dl Jake knew, to take a coffee break. During their absence, Jake
had said to Shipley, "I'm sorry." He hadn't been able to bring himsdf to say any more. Shipley had
nodded, face averted, and said nothing.

The two Furs, the leader and the other mde, strode toward the humans invisble cage. Jake was
struck dl over again by their contrast to their impassive clones and their drunken clones. Truly, behavior
made the species.

Karim, who had been watching not the diens but the aircraft, said, "Oh ... no!" Jake soun around to
look.

The wegpon/tail on the Furs shuttle was activating again. It snaked up in its egrily hypnotic rhythm
untl it pointed to the Vines shuttle, beside which the remaining Vine dill stood slently on its cart. The
very dow beam was emitted from the tal, widening as it went. From Jake's vantage point, it passed
within ayard of the cart. Then the shuttle no longer existed.

Karim cried, "But it was origindly their own!"

"Contaminated,” Jake heard himsdf say. Karim had said the ingde was coated with dime, presumably
part of the Vines sdf-sudtaining life-support syslem. They couldn't stay in their domed carts dl the time.

Thetall snaked through the air again.

"No," sad Karim, but this time it was a whisper. The leisurdy beam was sent out, and the skimmer
disappeared.

The two Furs had reached Jake. At his feet the trandator said, "We go now. We return later. You
humanswill be here”

"All right," Jake said, because it seemed expected that he reply. "How long will you? " But the Furs
had turned and were driding back to ther shuttle. A few minutes later, it lifted. Jake watched it until it
became part of the bright morning sky.

Kaim said ungeadily, "The cage is gone” He walked through what had been a clear wall. Shipley
remained Stting on his stool, head bent.

Jake breathed deeply until his head fdt clearer.

"All right. We know that they're coming back, but we don't know when. How do they know well il
be here?'

"Where would we go?' Kaim said. "No, that's not it. We could probably hide. Ther
therma-dgnature detectors cant operate over too great a range or they'd midake large
mamma-andogues for us. My guessisthat we're dill in a cage, but a much larger one.”

"Hnd the limits" Jake said. He raised cupped hands to his mouth and ydled, "Nan!"



"I'm herel" she cdled back. "Coming!" A moment later he saw her break cover and run toward him,
carying her recording equipment. Jake waited to see if Karim's "larger cage’ would stop her from
reaching him. It didntt.

"Nan, leave that Suff here and go see about Franz Mudler. If you can get to him."

She nodded and was off agan. Whatever dse the gl might be, she was ussful in a physica
emergency.

Jake sad, "Karim?"

"It's curious” he sad. "The wadl is right here on this Side, but it seems to veer off to take in a wide
territory in the direction Nan was hiding." Karim was feding with the flais of his pams aong nothing.

"You look like one of those old-time mimes” Jake said, despite himsdlf, but didn't wait to see if Karim
gmiled. He started toward Muéller.

Nan and Muedler came out of the woods, the soldier leaning on the wiry girl. Nan cdled, "He's very
dazed."

"Dr. Shipley!" Jake cdled. "We need you!" It was good to give the old man something to do besides
brood.

Nan sat Mudler on the ground and Shipley lumbered toward him. She came up to Jake and said,
"That energy-wall-thing curves right behind him. It's weird. They calibrated it to indude him but then
sop.”

He studied her carefully. Nan had championed the Greentrees Furs, thought of them as "hers™ Now
their older, meaner big brothers had shown up. How did she fed about Furs now? Her face, taut around
the eyes and with a sony set to the mouth, made Jake decide this wasn't the time to ask. Like her father,
she needed to be kept busy, too.

"Nan, Karim's tracing thewdl clockwise. Start right here and do the same thing counterclockwise. If
we'rein a cage, let's see how higitis”

Now the hardest thing. Jake walked over to the one Vine It dive. "Alpha?"

"Beta" came the cam, uninflected voice that was, under the gruesome circumstances, the most awful
thing Jake had ever heard.

"I'm s0 sorry for your loss. Our loss, too. For what happened to your ... your brothers.”
"We do not have ther desth flowers™" the Vine said.

Jake had no idea what it meant.

"We do not have their desth flowers forever.”

"I'm sorry,” was dl he could think of to say. Along with everything else, the pronoun disconcerted him.
Did Beta think of itsdf as plurd?"Can | ... can | do something for you?'

"Yes Later."

"All right,” Jake said, wondering what held committed himsdf to. "I ... dl right. May | ask some
guestions now?"



"Ya"

He sat, to bring himsdf leve with the Vine. Behind its clear dome it looked as dien as ever. The
projections that might have been vines or tentacles or semisolid biofilms, dimy and purple-red, sprouted
off the scaly-looking trunk. Two or three of the flesy leaves/hands/'sensory organs/who-knew-whats
seemed randomly digtributed. The Vine stayed motionless asit "talked," and if words hadn't been coming
out of the trandator Jake would have had no way of knowing if "Betd’ were as dead as his colleagues.

"Where do you think the Furs have gone now?'
"They destroy our other Fur colonies”

The other "blagphemies.” Shared genes gpparently meant nothing to the diens. Nor did compassion,
even for those made in their own image.

"Will they destroy the Fur colony on the subcontinent?' He had no idea if the Vine understood the
term or not, but he plunged ahead. "The big colony of hedthy Furs. Many Furs and more being born dl
the time. They seem hedlthy."

"Our control,” Beta said, surprising Jake. On second thought, he redized that the Vine must have
picked up a lot of English scientific terminology from the long hours of conversation with George and
Ingrid. Or, a leadt, the trandator program had.

"Yes, the control group. WIill the Furs destroy them? Even though you made them hedthy as a
control ?*

"YSH

The angle syllable chilled Jake. No mercy. He didn't bother to ask about the colony of parthogenetic
femdes.

"How will they find dl the control Furs? They have many villages and Nan says many of them go long
distances to hunt."

"They will find enough of them. They will destroy dl or dmos dl femades. Femaes do not hunt often.
The otherswill die out in a generation or two."

"Beta ... we have humans living in that area, too. Around a thousand. Will the Furs destroy the
humans?' Larry Smith's Cheyenne, on their quixatic, ridiculous misson. Jake stopped bregthing.

"We don't know if they will destroy humans”
"Induding us?'
"We don't know. Fur thinking is very strange to us. Like yours™"

Jake thought about this. Karim joined them. "Jake, the wal clockwise curves around where the village
was and then goes west, widening a a very dight angle. From watching Nan, it seems to do the same
thing counterclockwise, dthough she wants to go on checking. It's a very large cage, and | think it's
shaped the way it is for a reason.”

"Wha reason?"

"I think it's meant to enclose dl nine humans. Gail's group as wdl as us™



Gall's group. Lucy. They hadn't gotten away, after dl. On the other hand, if they were outsde the
invishle cage, where would they get away to? Mira City was four hundred miles away, through
unmapped wilderness filled with dien predators.

"If | am right,” Karim continued, "then they've probably encountered their end of the wall aready. Or
will soon.”

"Send Nan after them."
"She's dready gone.”
Without orders. Jake couldn't afford annoyance now. "How's Mudler?'

"Dr. Shipley says helll be fine He just was knocked out for a while and he's dill dazed. | have a
theory the Furs were usng some sort of..."

"Not now," Jake interrupted. "Tdl me later. Beta says he thinks the Furs have gone to destroy the
other experimental colonies as completely as they can.”

Karim digested this. Something moved behind his dark eyes, and his skin had a mottled look.

"St down, Karim," Jake said, before the young man was driven to ask. "You might have some good
questions to ask Beta, too."

Karim sat. "I'm so sorry about your brothers” he said to Beta, and bowed his head. Faisdl's people
hed such good manners.

"We do not have their death flowers” Beta said. It was 4ill eerie to hear grief expressed in that
mechanica monotone.

"No," Karim agreed.

"We do not have their desth flowers forever."

"No," Karim repested politdly.

Jake said, "May | ask more questions, Beta?'

"es"

"What do you think the Furswill do after they destroy dl the experimenta colonies?’
"They will talk to their ship."

"For orders, yes"" Tha made sense. "And then?'

"They will find the other experimenta colonies.”

Jake and Karim looked a each other, puzzled. Jake sad tentatively, "Other colonies? What other
colonies?'

"On the other planet. By the other gar.”

Karim let out along, low whidtle, a surprisng and oddly musica sound. Ingantly Beta said, "Make the
noise agan.”



Karim looked at Jake, who nodded. Karim repeated hiswhidle, then threw in eight bars of the "Taes
from the Vienna Woods."

"I didn't know you could whigle" Jake said. People were endlesdy surprising.

"Agan," Beta said, and despite the trandator's mechanica, emotionless tone, Karim mugt have fdt
encouraged. He whistled more of the waltz, then a complicated piece Jake didn't know, and findly a few
random bird cals, dearly showing off. When he stopped, he glanced sheepishly at Jake.

Beta sad, "It bringslight to my soul.”

Clearly Shipley's phrase. But Jake was oddly touched. In its grief, the Vine had found some sort of
comfort in human musc. Maybe there were some sort of birds on that native planet where Vines sat
dreaming slently in the sun. The Vines communicated by chemicd sgnds, but perhaps that didn't mean
they were entirdly unaware, in some peculiar manner, of sound.

Kaim said shyly, "I'll whistle more for you later, if you like"

"Thank you, Karim," Jake said. "Beta, what other colonies do you have by another star? More
experimenta Furs?'

"The same experiments. Different environment. We don't know the Fur planet. We never go to the
Fur planet.”

Jake tried to put it dl together. "You mean, you made the same kinds of experimental Furs twice, in
different environments? To learn which kind of genetic dteration would most make them harmless? Two
of each experiment?’

"Four," Beta said.

Four. Four planets capable of supporting DNA-based, oxyger/ carbon/nitrogen-bresthing, sentient
life Like Furs. Like humans. How far did they have to go to look? How long had this experiment been
going on? Jake of course understood the way that rdativigtic time dilation made hundreds of years pass
on planets but only a few on shipboard, which was how the Vines could experiment with Furs for
generations. But the same hundreds of years mugt be passng on both ther home worlds. What kind of
gpecies could sustain awar for thousands of years?

Humans had once, in a much more constrained arena, fought something called the Hundred Years
War.

Karim burst out, asif he were unable to contain the question any longer, "Why didn't you just blagt dl
over the Fur planet with the vacuum drive on your mother ship?”

"Wedon't doit."

The pacifiam thing again. Or maybe it was something ese. Jake said, "Did you make your spaceships?
The mother ship you had in orbit?"

"The mother ship was made by Furs. We use it. They have many. We use many. We think about the
ships a home, in the sun.”

Kaim sad to Jake, "If it's dl solen tech, then of course the Furs can counter it. But ... how did the
Vines? " He turned in embarrassment to Beta, "How did you capture so many Fur ships? How did you
get the tech to ... to think about in the sun?'



Beta was slent. Jake thought it wasn't going to answer, but then he saw that the cart's dot was diding
open and the bioarm dithering out. Beta was going to make a drawing of some sort, and it was going to
take awnhile

Jake twigted to look behind him. Mudler stood on the ground-cover, doing deep knee bends. He
looked fine again. Dr. Shipley lay stretched full length on the ground, his am flung over his face. Jake
hurried over.

"He degps” Mudler said. "Mr. Holman, | have my weapons. But againg the Fur shidd they did not
work. Why?'

Now Jake remembered the way Mudler's laser beam had smply disappeared before it hit the Furs or
ther shuttle. Another mystery.

" don't know, Franz. You can ask Karim, but | don't think helll know, ether. However, I'm going to
tdl you something very important. The Furs are going to return, and | don't want you to attack them
unless| clearly give a verbal command. Attack will only endanger our position. Do you understand? |
warn you, disobeying this order will be considered equivaent to treason.”

"Yes, dr," Mudler said unhappily. Jake, feding like a fraud for gpplying military structure when he
waan't military, gazed down at Shipley. The old man snored heavily. Well, deep was probably good for
him. No one knew what |lay ahead.

When Jake returned to Beta, the bioarm had flattened itsdf into a dimy dab and colors were forming
as various cdls pigmented. He waited until the process was finished, another ten minutes.

Kaim said, "It isa satdlite array. In enormous orbits, covering an entire star sysem!”

Jake looked at the bioarm. He saw alarge center circle, four widdy spaced amdler circles that might
have been planets, and hundreds of tiny dots quivering dl over the drawing. He said doubtfully, "I don't
think they're satdllites, Karim. Ther tech doesn't leen that way, and how could they have captured that
many satdlites from the Furs?'

"Not sadlites" Betasad. "Us"

Which cleared up nothing. Jake looked carefully at the picture, memorizing it. He now noticed that the
second amdler cirde had a sngle fine filament extending into space, not unlike atall. "Beta, is that second
planet from the sun your home world?’

"Ves"
"What isthat ... Sring? Tall going into space?’

"Not the tal," Beta said. "The ramp."

"Oh," Jake sad, cludess.

Shouting sounded from the east. Jake sprang up, sraining to hear. Nan?
Beta said, "Jake Holman."

"y e

"Can William Shipley st with us?"



"Il get him," Jake said, surprised. But before he could ask any more about this, Nan burst from the
woods and ran toward him & top speed. Jake waked to meet her.

"Jake! They're on thair way back, Gall and the rest. The wdl stopped just east of them, within feet.
So since the Furs knew just where they were, Gall decided they may aswel be here.”

"Thanks Nan," Jake said. The girl's face and arms were covered with scratches and bruises, none of
which she seemed to notice. There were leaves caught in her chopped hair.

Coming up to Nan, Karim said, "Is George coming? | have something to describe to him."
"Of course George is coming, did you think they cooked him and ate him? Stick to physics, Karim."

Jake went over to where Shipley ill lay adeep. Kneding, he shook Shipley gently until he woke.
"Doctor, are you dl right? There's a request for you.”

Shipley heaved himsdf up, looking toward the woods. " Someone's hurt?!

"No. It's Beta. The remaining Vine. It asked meif you would come gt with it. | think it's grieving." Or
something.

Shipley looked toward the encased dien. Something moved behind his eyes. "Are your people
Jewish, Jake?!

"No. Why?'
"Did you ever hear of Stting kaddish?'
"No," Jake admitted.

Shipley was glent a moment before saying quietly, "It never ceases to amaze me how humean the Vines

It had never ceased to amaze Jake how unhuman they seemed.

Shipley walked off toward the Vine. Watching him, Jake thought about Beta's asking specificadly for
Shipley. Shipley had been the one to firg suggest the humans just St quietly beside the Vines shuttle,
back at the beacon tower. He had been the one to teach the Vines a sentence like "It brings light to my
soul." Quakers, like Vines, sat dlent together, thinking or dreaming or whatever went on in their minds.

And he, Jake, thought the Furs were closer to humans. The Hundred Years War. Might makes right.
Tech means physics, and physics means weapons.

Disquieted, he walked toward the woods to meet Gall, Lucy, George, and Ingrid.

George sad, "Not satdlites. Spores.”

He studied a replica of the drawing Beta had made on the bioarm. Everyone but Shipley sat around
thefire Gall had made. Sheld grabbed a portable heater from the skimmer, but she was probably saving
itin case ... in case what? In case they were caged here a long time, or had to make ther way to Mira
City. Jake didn't believe that would be possible, but it was like Gall to plan for it anyway.

The abrupt Greentrees night hed fdlen. All afternoon had been spent putting together a camp from



whet they had. It was a pretty primitive camp because they didn't have much. Gal had taken from the
skimmer only what could be carried, and she had concentrated on food. There was a one-person
inflatable brought to protect the food from westher and predators. They had five blankets woven with
thermd fibers. They had dried food and a commund pot to cook it in and some spoons, plus the
water-clean machine and a large inflatable tank to keep the sanitized water in. The cage didn't encompass
ariver, but Nan had found a muddy pond and dl of them except Shipley had taken turns with the
numbing work of filling the cooking pot, carrying it the mile to the dearing, and dumping it through the
cleaner until the tank was full.

Jake hadn't been able to eat much. He hdlf listened to George, hdf scanned the darkness for Shipley
where he dill sat with the Vine. Jake had never seen such darkness; the sky had clouded and the only
light came from the fire. Gall was dso saving the flaghlights. The ar was turning chill and damp, and if
Shipley sat there much longer he would be giff as glass. Jake hoped like hdl it didn't rain.

George sad, "Sure, it could be, Karim. Their tech is bio, not physics. They can create molecules we
never dreamed of, with near-perfect control. So they create some sort of bacteria-analogue that eats a
whatever metd the Fur hulls are made of. Or some other vulnerable externd part of their ships. Make
them sdf-replicating a avery fast rate. They? ™

"Where are they going to get the energy for that fast replication?" Ingrid said.
"From the sun, where the Vines get it."
"They'd need water."

"Ingrid," George said, not patiently, "how do we know they need water? We don't know what they
need. They're not DNA-based.”

"Even s0," Ingrid argued, "they have to get building-block chemicds from somewhere to live and to
replicate. And how did they get up there in the firg place?’

George pointed to the drawing. " See this thin filament coming up from the planet? It could be a space
eevator.”

"Could be," Karim conceded. He took the drawing and squinted at it as if the crude representation
could actudly tdl him something.

Lucy said, "A kind of panspermia Only not creating life? puncturing ship hulls Until the Vines can get
up there and appropriate the craft.”

Ingrid said, "I see more holesin this theory than | can count.”

Kaim sad, "I know. But don't forget, Ingrid, theré's not only dien biotech behind this ... this
gar-system shidd, there's some dien physics as wdl. We can't get energy out of the vacuum to power
our ships.”

"If that's whet they redly do,” Ingrid said.

Jake got up and stretched. Lucy looked up at himinquiringly, but he smiled down and gestured for her
to reman. He wanted to bring Shipley into the makeshift camp. The old men had been gtting there,
without even dinner, for hours.

Shipley was just getting to his feet when Jake sumbled toward him through the darkness. He could
bardly make out the bulky lines of Shipley's body.



"Doctor? Gal says to come and eat.” Gall, not Nan. Nan hadn't once asked &fter or moved toward
her father.

"Yes. Betais adeep, or whatever they do."

Jake wondered how you'd tdll. He groped for Shipley's arm. "Let me guide you, Doctor.”
"Jug aminute, Jake. | want you to know something. Beta gave meits death flower."

"lts what?'

Shipley guided Jake's hand to a samdl packet wrapped in what fet like layers of tightly wound
groundcover. "This It's a death flower. A amdl piece of Beta tha the bioarm pushed through the dot. If
any opportunity arises, I'm to giveit to any other Vines we encounter. If anything happens to me, will you
doit?'

A complex emation seized Jake, one he didn't dare andyze. He said ingtead, "You swore a deathbed
oath to an dien?'

"New Quakers don't swear oaths™ Shipley said. "Our word should aways be good, making any
additiona requirement unnecessary. But yes, | said | would do this. Beta expects to die when the Furs
return. If | can't, will you? "

"No!"

Shipley tried to peer a him in the darkness. Jake heard hmsdf bresthing harder, fdt it dipping back
over him. Donnie. Mrs. Ddton. Dying requests. No.

"Jeke? "

"Ask Gal. Or George. And come back to the camp before you get hypothermia. Y ou're shivering
aready."

"Joke? "
"l said to comea"

Slently, Shipley sumbled after him to where the humans huddled, like a primitive tribe without even
cave or teepee, around the precious fire,

Soon after sunset the rain began, cold and relentless. Shelter was primitive. Gall had assgned the tiny
storage inflatable to Shipley and ingsted he take it. "Dont argue with me, Doctor, 1've got too much to
do to indulge you." Shipley had submitted. Jake figured he was the only one actudly dry, if not warm. As
compensation, the physician had refused to take one of the five therma blankets.

Jake and Lucy shared one, Gal and Nan another. Mudler had dso refused a blanket from, Jake
suspected, a tough-soldier stance. Or maybe Mudler had unknown augments and genuindy didn't need
it. Ingrid, George, and Karim each lay wrapped in the other three. All of them shared a crude lean-to
Nan had directed them to make, with large forked branches driven into the ground as supports and
layers of branches danting to the ground as roof and windbresk. It was mildy effective except when the
wind changed direction suddenly and cold rain blew in dantwise. Everyone dept fitfully.

A pressure built in Jake's head. He recognized it, and its intengty, and its end. Fear drenched him,



colder than therain.

"Lucy," Jake whispered in her ear, inches from his mouth. He breathed in the sweet, fecund samdl of
her dirty hair.

"I'm awake."
"Come outsde with me"
"Now? Outsde?'

"It's stopped raning.” It hadn't, redly, but it had dowed to a pervasve, misrable drizzle, and it was
no more wet out there than in the shdter. Or so Jake told himsdf. This sudden need to tak to Lucy
scared him with its srength. It was Shipley, Shipley and his deathbed oath to the damned dien, Shipley
and the memories he'd released ... Jake couldn't wait anymore. If he waited, he would explode.

Lucy rose, sepping over Ingrid and Karim in the dark. Jake groped for her hand and hung on blindly.

He led her through the drizzle to nowhere in particular, and ended up beside the invishle wal behind
the spot where the skimmer had once landed. Twelve hours ago, fourteen? It seemed days. Somewhere
inthe wet blackness Beta sat under his dome, its Sides streaming with a water he could never touch. Jake
pulled Lucy to a gtting pogtion with ther backs againg the wdl, the thermd blanket a hood over both
thar heads.

"Jake, what isit?'
"l have to tdl you something.”
He could fed her waiting.

"I have to tdl you something, but it isnt easy to say. | just heed someone? you? to know the truth
before | die”

She sad gently, "We won't die”

God, she was brave. He tried to maich her courage. "Maybe not. Maybe | want you to know
anyway. To know what kind of a person | am." And then you won't love me anymore. But that was a
risk he fdt impdled to take.

"l had a brother. Twelve years younger than |. He was ... wild. Our parents died when | was nineteen
and Donnie was seven. We were poor, and there wasn't anybody else, so | raised Donnie. No, that's not
true ... Donnie raised himsdf. | was too busy with college and then law school to do more than buy
groceries and give him lunch money. By the time he was ten Donnie was spending most of his time on the
streets, with predictable results”

"Jake, that wasn't your? "

"Just listen, please. Donnie had a police record by fourteen. | had just passed the bar and | tried to
be home more but it was impossible. Atlanta, where we lived, got worse and worse and Donnie would
disappear for days. So | forcibly put him in a pseudo-military school in Virginia, one of those places
where they supposedly outfit troubled kids for careers in space. Mativation, discipline. Godls, dl the crap
| ill believed in then.

"And it seemed to be working. He made new friends, not street thugs but kids from respectable



families He started spending histime with Hobart Sullivan Ddton 111."
Jake waited, but there was no reaction from Lucy. The rain picked up agan.
"You didn't ever hear about the Daton murder? Twenty-five years ago?"
"Jake, | wasfiveyears old.”

She dill mignt have heard of it, but he let it go. "The Ddtons were a wedthy family. Beyond wedthy.
They were what people meant when they said that the rich had taken so much they'd drained both poor
and the Earth itsdf. Anna Standish Ddton was a widow and Hobart was her youngest son. The two
older kids were good little vampires but Hobart had decided it was more fun to kick his rdatives than to
enjoy his advantages.”

Lucy said, "Like Nan Frayne."

"Itisnt the ... never mind. Maybe. Hobart and Donnie teamed up and stole insde the school, outsde
the school, anywhere they could. The school expelled them. Donnie came home and | gave im hdll so he
disappeared into the high-tech dums of northern Virginiawith Hobart. He emailed every once in a while,
and eventudly | had a jumper follow the eectronic trail and track him down. It took me a couple years to
et to it because | was having my own troubles. My wife and | were in the middle of a nasty divorce.”

"Your ... wife?'

"Rania” Strange to think that Rania had been dead and buried for decades now, back on that
shadowy Earth logt in time dilaion. "We didn't have much money, but she wanted it dl. | didn't want to
gveit to her. We spent enormous amounts of time fighting each other, and Donnie got lost in the smoke
of battle. But when | found himin Virginia, | took an aircab up there and checked into a hotel and started
the utterly futile process of arguing him back to a sraight life. It was like arguing with the wind. | could
see that Donnie, and Hobart, too, were both usng neptune and it was dready destroying them. They
were gaunt and crazy-eyed and filthy. | wouldn't give Donnie any money for the drug, and | gathered that
Mrs. Ddton wouldn't give Hobart any, either. He didn't come into any money of his own till he turned
twenty-one."

Thistime when he paused, Lucy stayed qui€t.

"l decided to go see Mrs. Ddton to discuss the boys, and | told Donnie | was going that same night. |
took a robocab to the estate. | was just gpproaching the front door of the suburban, dill out of aght of
the survellance vids, when the gate burst open and Donnie ran out. He was hydericd. | made him tdl me
what had happened. When he had, | thought quicker than | ever had in my life. | was a stat€'s atorney,
Lucy. | knew how these things worked."

Jake's mouth fdt dry, despite the rain. He licked hislips. Lucy was very dill.

"I made Donnie change clothes with me. Boots, coverdl, face mask, gloves. | told him to wak back
to the city, get as far as he could before the police caught him, and not to resst arrest when they did.
Hobart had taken the surveillance sysem down, and it was giill out. He knew, or had gotten, the codes. |
walked right in. | thought | might see servants, but | didn't.

"Mrs. Ddton and Hobart lay in her study, where Donnie said they were. Probably hed fired firg, and
hisgun was 4ill in his hand. She'd been quick, though, maybe even smultaneous, and her gun was right
beside her. Maybe Hobart hadn't expected her to useit. It's one thing to shoot your mother. It's another
to have a mother kill a child, even a child that's just forced her to open her e-account and transfer a



million dollars to you.

"When | went in, | planned on amply taking something, anything, that might help in Donni€'s defense. |
knew held be caught. Forensics is too damn sophisticated; held have Ieft fibers and God-knows-what dl
over the place. | did, too, but it was dl from Donni€'s clothing. They'd know someone ese had come in,
but they wouldn't know who. Not an inch of me was exposed. | picked up an e-tablet, thinking 1'd check
out later whose it was, what if anything it said. Then | noticed that Mrs. Ddton was 4ill dive. And | saw
something e

Lucy made a movement and Jake put arestraining hand on her arm. If she interrupted now, he didnt
think he could finish this

"Shed been shot maybe ten minutes ago. | was pretty sure she was dying, but her heart was ill
pumping. That meant her blood was 4ill flowing. As long as the blood flows anywhere, it flows
everywhere, induding through the capillaries in the eye. And Hobart had adready forced her to open her
e-account for atrandfer. 1? "

"No..."

"Yes. | dragged her by her hair to the termind and shoved her retina againg the scanner. It authorized
amoney transfer. | dropped her and transferred ten hillion dollars to the Balivian secret account 1'd set
up to keep assets away from Rania, and | left the house. It was a mgor conjunction of circumstances that
had come together, like a mgor conjunction of planets, and jugt as rare. To me it meant that | was
intended to defend Donnie. | took the money, which was 4ill only a fraction of the Ddton estate, to hire
the best lawyers | could to defend him. The cops would suspect where the money came from, of course,
but they wouldn't be gble to prove anything. They wouldnt be able to put me on the scene. My practice
and my lifewould be ruined but it seemed to me, in the fever of that moment, that my ruin was right, too,
because | owed it to Donnie. I'd failed him and it was my job to make it up to him. Lucy, | I&ft that house
inaglow of unhaly virtue, illuminated by my own inner light."

"Jeke?' Gal cdled from the direction of the shelter. "Lucy?"

Jake sad, "Only it didn't work out that way. There was no defense. Conjunctions of circumstances
last only an indant, you know, and then the planets move on. Donnie went Sraight to a neptune den in the
city, took an overdose, and died the next day."

Gal, more indgtent: "Jake! Are you out there? Are you dl right?'

"l was never even a suspect. The cops assumed ether Hobart or Donnie had transferred the money
before the shooting. Balivian accounts were absolutely secret and absolutely secure. If they hadn't been,
hdf the transnationa's might have collapsed. That ten hillion dollars had just disappeared off the face of
the Earth, for dl anyone could prove.”

"Jeke? "

"Jud a little bit more. | waited five full years. Then | spent one hillion of the ten to have the best
cimind jumper in the world create a rich unde to leave me the other nine in his will. By the time he
finished, my Swiss unde Johan had a lifdong e-trall, friends, old retainers, everything. Then | started Mira
Corp and looked for investors as eager to get off the dinking corrupt planet as | was. My fird investor
was William Shipley, upright leader of a New Quakers sect that wanted to live a purer and more
idedidtic life somewhere 2"

"Jakd" Gal cdled, and now there was red fear in her voice.



"Were dl right, Gall. Leave us done” Jake ydled, but insead of cdling back an embarrassed
gpology, Gal mus have started toward them. Jake saw a flaghlight bobbing toward them in the dark.

"You know the rest, Lucy. And now you know it dl. Youre a pretty pure and idedidic person
yoursdlf. Can you dill say you love someone who's done whet | did?!

He couldn't see her face. She was slent, and in her slence Jake saw why held told her. Not because
of Beta's deathbed request to Shipley, that Shipley had the damned gdl to pass on to Jake. Not so that
someone knew the truth about Jake before he died. Not even to test Lucy's emation for him. No, he'd
told her in order to destroy that emotion. And then you won't love me anymore. And he would be free
of the burden of living up to it.

"Lucy?' he said gently, dmost caressingly. Still she didn't move or speak. And then Gall had reached
them, oblivious, organized, officious Gail, shining her flashlight into both their faces and saying, "Hey, you
two shouldn't be out here donein the rain. Is something wrong?'

"No, Gal," Jake sad wearily. "Nothing's wrong except that were caged in the ran by enormoudy
powerful war-crazed diens intent on genocide. Other than that, things are exactly as they were before.”
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Shipley woke 4iff in every muscle, even though held lan on the cushioned inflatable floor in the only
dry shelter. It took him awhile to crawl out and stand. He flexed his knees and then his shoulders, which
helped not at dl, and fdt in his pocket. It was ill there.

Gal had given m a waterproof, e-sealed plagtic box the sze of his pdm to keep Betas "degth
flower" in, replacing the pathetic wrappings of Greentrees groundcover. Shipley didn't know what she'd
dumped out of the box to free it. Whatever it was, Gal would have effidently stored it somewhere dse.
She stood now directing breakfast, which was being cooked over the portable heater. Maybe there
wasn't enough dry wood after the rain. The sky was dill overcast.

Everyone ese seemed to be up and doing something. Shipley looked for Naomi but didn't see her. He
headed for Beta.

Thelittle Vines cart stood beside a curve of the invisble wall. After much discussion, humans il had
no idea why one Vine had been Ieft dive, even if only temporarily. For future torture, if necessary?
Shipley shuddered.

Nor did he know how to tdl if Beta were awake, assuming the Vine had any other mode. Beta had
talked of "dreaming,” but Shipley didn't know if that referred to deep, meditation, or some unknowable
dien date.

"Hélo, William Shipley,” the trandator said initsflat voice.
"Good morning, Beta"
"St with usin slence, William Shipley."

Hed brought his stool. Pressing the button to inflate it, Shipley lowered himsdf to the plastic and bent
his head. His ssomach rumbled but he ignored it.

Silence. Peace.

He wasn't sure how long he sat there. He was not moved to speak. Beta was.
"William Shipley, we die this day."

"If the Light chooses," he said, because he had to say something.

"Deeth is sadness to us"

"But only sadness” he said, and this time the words were not smply to fill the space. Something
moved in Shipley, deep and heartfelt, and he closed his eyesin gratitude.

"Yes" Beta said. "The death flowers will grow. They have grown two times. They can grow three
times"

"S0 you told me last night, Beta."



"You mud tdl Jake Holman."
Shipley opened his eyes. "Tdl Jake about the gene library? Why?*

"The Furs may kill you, William Shipley. They may kill dl humans. Or they may kill some humans.
You are not like us. You are like our mobiles. You are like the Furs aso. The Furs have a leader, one
who speaks fird. You have a leader, one who speaks fird. If they leave any human, they will leave the
leader. Tdl Jake Holman about the death flowers. Tdl Jake Holman where the death flower planet is. He
will return our desth flower to us”

It was the longest speech Shipley had ever heard from a Vine. How many of George's "chemicd
sgnds' had been required to fud the trandator? Shipley redized that Beta had been preparing this
speech dl night. How long could the Vine go ingde that dome, without outsde refuding of ... something?
George had guessed that the closed ecosystem might be self-sugtaining for awhile, but not indefinitdy, or
dl the dime wouldn't have been needed ingde the Vines shuttle.

He sad, "l will tdl Jake Holman," and the inner slence, the precious inner peace, vanished. "Beta? "
"Thank you. Wewill gt in shared dlence”
There was nothing ese he could do.

They were dill gtting there, Shipley and the Vine, when the noise began, mounted, became light in the
ky.

"They're here again," Jake cdled. "Everyonein'”
Shipley didn't move. Beta said nothing.

The Fur shuttle set down where the village had stood. Immediately the ramp opened and dl three Furs
stepped out. The femae waked over to Beta, while the other two strode to the humans, clustered behind
Jake.

Shipley stood. "No, please, ligen to mefirg? "

The Fur ignored him. She had no trandator; to her held been spewing gibberish. He took a step
toward her but she ignored that as well. There was something in her hand.

Behind him, Karim began to whidle, sweet and dow, one of the songs that Beta had so enjoyed the
day before.

"Good-bye, William Shipley," Beta said. The Fur fired. The Vine and itsllittle cart disappeared.
"Good-bye, Beta Ving" Shipley whispered.

The femde Fur waved Shipley toward the others. He stood numbly beside Naomi. The leader sad
through the egg-shaped trandator on the ground, "Y ou. Step here.”

He meant Jake. Jake hesitated, then moved to the place indicated, a few yards from the others. The
other mae Fur grabbed his arm and began cutting off his clothes with some indrument held in his furry
hand.

"Hey!" Neomi said angrily and leaped forward. Gail tried to grab her but missed. It didn't matter;



Naomi hit an invisble barrier. They were caged again.

Naomi started cursing, a stream of words so foul that Shipley stared in shock. Gall said sharply, "Stop
it, Nan! The trandator doesn't know those words anyway, so the only one you're upsetting is Jake."
Naomi subsided, leaning into the wall, her face a slent snarl.

The Fur continued shredding until Jake stood naked. Gooseflesh rose on him in the cool morning air.
Shipley looked away until the Fur ran a curved dark object over Jake's body, front and back. When held
finished, the leader said, "What are you?'

"l am ahuman,” Jake said. He stood with his arms defiantly a his sdes, refusng to shidd himsdf. His
genitds hung limp and pale.

The leader swatted him on the shoulder, hard enough for Jake's face to register pain. "What are you?'
The question, repeated in the emotionless trandator voice, sounded obscene.

Jake tried again. "l am the leader of the humans”

Evidently this was what was wanted. The femde pushed Jake aside. He lurched sdeways but didnt
fdl, encased in a second of the invisble walls

The other mde reached toward the huddle of humans. The closest one was Naomi.
"No!" Shipley cried, in adill reedy voice he didn't recognize as his own. Gail's was much stronger.
"Nan, don't struggle. Do you hear me? don't sruggle. Youll only end up dead or maimed!”

Shipley's eyes blurred. But for perhaps the firg timein her life, Naomi listened to someone. She stood
allen but quiet while the Fur cut off her dothing and ran the curved rod over her. It was a weapons
check, Shipley redized. He looked away from his daughter's naked body.

"Whet are you?'
Naomi growled, "I am the messenger for the humans™ The femae shoved her beside Jake.
Theinvigble barrier must open and close when the Furs wanted it to, Shipley redized. Naomi...

George was next. The middle-aged botanist was dightly overweight, and his doughy body was striped
with suntanned and white parts. He stood gtoicdly, not ressting.

"l an ascientis of plants”

"l am a stientigt of evolution." Lucy, her naked body so thin that her ribs showed below the smdl
breasts. Did the trandator understand the word "evolution"? Yes. Lucy was pushed beside George,
Naomi, and Jake.

"l an asdentig of stars and planets.” Karim, his hard, brown body barely hed in control, something
dangerous moving behind the dark eyes.

"l am a scientigt of genes.” Ingrid, for once not arguing.

"l am asoldier.” Mueler. Shipley would have expected him to go sooner. Or did soldiers hold back,
looking for a chance to attack? If so, Mudler hadn't found it. The rebuilt spoke as flaly as the trandator
itsdf. White welts marked the scars on his body where the cloned organs had been transplanted into him.



Only Shipley and Gall left. The whole obscene procedure reminded Shipley of something, pulled a
the edges of his sunned mind. Some point in higory, when humans had stripped other humans and
forced them to identify themsdlves, forming lines of those who would live and those who would die ... He
couldnt remember. He couldn't think. And there were no lines here, just a dump of naked, shivering
peaple behind awal they couldn't see.

Bdatedly, Shipley tried to step in front of Gail, but she elbowed him asde. While she was stripped,
Shipley watched Naomi. He had never seen such aterrifying look on any human face; he would not have
known a human face could ook like that.

"l am an adminigrator,” Gal said. The trandator was slent; it had learned English by way of Vine, and
Vine was unlikdy to indude aword for "adminidrator.” The second mae dammed his fig into Gail. She
staggered sideways and he caught her bruised armin a crud grip.

She didn't crumble. Obvioudy in pain, she said, "I am a keeper of names.”

Something changed on the leader's furred face, until now as dill as stone. His gaze jerked to her. The
trandator at hisfeet said, "You are the keeper of names and birds?'

Birds? Shipley thought he hadn't heard right. But Gall was quicker. She said firmly, "I am the keeper
of ligsand birds."

The leader et out the roar he had only before given on firg landing. The second mde dropped Gall's
am. Then dl three Furs dropped to their knees, the powerful baancing tails folded under them.

The genuflection? if that's whet it was? lasted only a moment. Then the Furs were sanding again,
balanced on their tals. The trandator said, "We honor the keeper of names and birds. Y ou may die now,
if you choose to die now for birds and the morning sky."

Gall sad shakily, "I do not choose to die now.”
"You will tel us when you choose to die for birds and the morning sky."
She sad, "l will tel you when | choose to die for birds and the morning sky."

The leader roared again. Gall was led, but not shoved, to the others. Shipley was dazzled by her
presence of mind.

Then it was histurn. He stood quietly, saring at the ground, while the dothing was cut from him. The
sudden ar on his chest and genitds fdt colder than he expected. Shame, primitive and undeserved,
flooded him. The curved rod was run lightly over his body, and stopped a his hand. Voluntarily he
opened it to show the sedled metd box.

"l fix broken humen bodies,” Shipley said. He doubted that "doctor" had been in the Vines lexicon;
with thair exquisite mastery of genetics, the Vines probably repaired themsdves. "This is my device to fix
humans | mugt have it to fix humans™

The Fur took Betas desth flower from him and tossed it onto the pile of shredded clothing. The
femde raised her weapon and fired, and dl of it vanished.

Beta's gendtic identity would never make it to the hidden library. Beta was gone forever. Shipley ill
couldn't recall where held read about the double line of naked prisoners, those to live and those to die,
thar ancestral lines ended with them. He wished he could remember.



He wished even more that he had known Betd's actud, true name.

The nine humans were herded aboard the shuttle. Either it had been built in two sections or it had
been dtered overnight, because the part they occupied was completely separate from any access to
anything else. A featurdess half-egg-shaped box, it contained nothing but thick padding on the floor. The
temperature was much colder than outside.

"Cargo hold?' Ingrid fatered. "If it's not pressurized...”
"They're too smart for that," George said. "Thar planet is probably colder than ours. Look at thet fur.”

Kaim said, "Lie down, everyone. Now. This thing doesn't have a McAndrew Drive, and there's
going to be acceleration.”

To fit, they had to squeeze tightly againgt each other. Shipley found himsdf between the wal and a
red-faced Lucy. She was 0 tight againg him that he fdt her amdl nipples harden with the cold, and then
fet himsdf redden supidly.

"Lifting," Karim said, unnecessarily. Apparently the scientists eased ther fear by ord reporting.

A weght dammed into Shipley's chest. He couldn't breathe. His eyebdls burned, and his body turned
to lead, and ill he could not force ar into his lungs. He fdt himsdf on the edge of blackout, and then it
was over and he was gasping, his lungs on fire.

"Not too bad," George gasped. "No more than Sx gees, and fast.”
Jake sad, "Everyonedl right? Doctor?!

"Y-yes" Shipley said, and a part of his mind registered that Jake's voice came from the other sde of
thetiny cabin. Not from the other side of Lucy.

Karim sat up. "Gravity. We're not in free fdl. How the hdl do they do that?'
Jake said, "Will thet gravity burst come again, Karim? Should we stay lying down?”"
Kaim said, "l don't see why it would if we're going to dock with the mother ship.”

Jake didn't say to lie down again anyway. Shipley saw why: gtting, they had at least a few inches of
space between them.

But it was cold, so cold. They moved together anyway, wordlessly, shivering. Lucy's dim body felt
likeice. Shipley, fatter, estimated his body temperature to be as much as three degrees above hers. He
put his arms around her, and in afew minutes they were one mass of flesh, rattling with the bone-piercing
cold.

Fortunatdly, it didn't last long. A gentle jolt, and the door did open. The leed Fur and his two
lieutenants stood there. Roughly they pulled the humans from the shuttle, which seemed to be encased in
aclose, dm bay of some kind. They were pushed through a door, which closed behind them. Mercifully,
it was warm.

Ancther bare room except for floor matting. Two metd eggs sat on the floor. One was a trandator,
the same one as on Greentrees or a different one. The second, open at the top, was filled with water. The
door closed.



"No food,” Ingrid said.
Jake sad, "Is everybody dl right?"
Ragged yeses.

"Okay," Jake said. "We don't know where they're taking us, or why, or how long the flight will take.
But we're not dead yet. That's something.”

No one answered.

Gal sad briskly, "Wherever we're going, we don't have to St here doing nothing on the way. Karim,
didn't you say that this ship had a ... a Somebody's Drive? So that it can accelerate and decelerate redly
fast and s0 get between star systems much faster than we can?'

"Yes" Karim said. "The McAndrew Drive. There's adisk of superdense materid that? "
"Good," Gal sad. "So we won't have those gees when the ship leaves orbit?"
"Shouldnt have. In fact, we may have left orbit dready.”

"Good," Gal said, nodding. "Then this floor padding isn't redly necessary. Let's see how much of the
cloth we can get up and tear or bite or something into strips. Maybe we can make some sort of minimd
dothing. We don't know wheat the temperature will be where we're going. And it will keep us busy.”

Ingrid was looking at Gall asif Gall had lost her mind. But Jake said, "It's a good idea, Gail. All right,
let's dart.”

"Wait," Shipley said, and his voice came out ahigh quaver. He tried again. "Wait. Please”

Everyone turned toward him. He had to be careful. If he cdled it a meeting for worship, or even a
shared slence, no one would participate. There would be noise, chatter, argument, scientific speculation.
Would it be untruth to cdl it something else?

No. And the need was grest.

He said, "Before we start meking clothes, could we have a time of glence for Beta? A ... a
memorid?'

He scanned the faces. Jake'sfull of gtrain, Gall's impatient. Lucy's and, surprisngly, Karim's soft with
sudden compassion. Mueler, impassve as dways. Ingrid and George indifferent.

He didn't dare look a Naomi's. Naomi, with her scorn for him, her unholy glee in causng hurt. He
wasn't srong enough just now to withstand her, as he had withstood her her whale life, trying to show
her a better way. He was so tired. Beta was dead, and Shipley had faled in the lagt thing the Vine had
asked of him. If Naomi turned her crudty on him now, Shipley redized with fresh horror, he didn't think
he could keep from bresking down.

Jake sad gently, "Of course, Doctor. We can have a fev moments slence for Beta He was ... he
was aways gentle”

Ingrid scowled. Shipley blocked out the sght by dosing his eyes and bowing his head. He didnt
know if the others did the same, but a least no one spoke. Shipley tried to clear his mind, to clear the
way for peace and light, if they would come. It was hard. They were dl there, tolerating the slence but
not sharing it, impatient to get on with the decisons and actions they relied upon ingtead. It wasn't a



mesting for worship. It wasn't a meging for anything, not even a remembrance of Beta. It was an
interruption he had pushed onto them dl from his own arrogance, his own mistaken atempt to give when
he needed instead to receive, a futile and pointless impostion that brought no one anything, not even
himsdif...

Then Kaim began to whisle. A moment later Shipley fdt the touch of smal calused fingers, and
Naomi's hand stole into his own.
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Gall didn't know how long she'd been adeep. She was jolted awake by the opening of a door.

A Fur stood in the doorway, garing impassvely at the humans jerking aoruptly awake on the ship's
deck. A few, hard deepers, didn't hear the door and dept on, oblivious. The Fur? which may or may not
have been one of the three they'd seen before, the Furs dl looked dike to Gall ? registered no reaction at
the bands of gray cloth torn up from the deck matting and now wrapped around human bodies at various
points. Most people had smply tied their dlotment around their hips, covering ther genitds. Lucy and
Nan were amdl enough that their share stretched over ther breasts as well, a primitive sarong.

"Come" the Fur said, through the trandator egg he carried. The smooth egg shape had now sprouted
ahandle. Convenient, Gal thought. She shook George awake.

The nine humans followed the Fur through the same narrow featurdless corridor, or perhaps a
different one, to the shuttle. Again they were herded into the claustrophobic space. Gall, the lagt to enter,
fdt a Fur tentacle on her am and jumped.

"Keeper of names and hirds, you may die now, if you choose to die now for birds and the morning

Not a sky in Sght, moring or otherwise. Not to mention birds. Gal sad as firmly as she could
manage, "1 do not choose to die now for birds and the morning sky."

The Fur let her go and she dimbed into the shuttle.

"Lie down," Jake said sharply. "Possble accderation.” He had bardly finished taking when Gall fdt
the gees pressing down on her. She endured it, having no choice, not fighting. After a few moments it

passed.
"Everyone?' Jake sad. "Doctor?"
Nan answered. "He passed out. But he's breathing.” She watched her father, and Gail watched Nan.

Nan had held his hand during the pathetic, mawkish "memorid slence’ for the dead Vine, but let go of
it immediady afterward and hadn't glanced at him again. Whatever was going on with Nan, Gal wished
the girl would get over it. Nan should make up her mind to either behave decently toward Shipley or
ignore him. Just as Nan should make up her mind about the Furs. She'd championed the experimentd
Furs on Greentrees and she hated the cdlous Furs here. This seemed clear enough to Gall, and
reasonable, but Nan gpparently complicated it in her own perverse mind. For some reason she needed a
unified set of reactions, and it was tearing her up, and Gall couldn't see why. Gal fdt hersdf growing
impatient with Nan's anguish about diens. It was sdf-indulgent.

And Jake, too, had something weird going on between him and Lucy, something that had started
during thelr night talk in the rain. Lucy wouldn't meet his eyes or St near him, not once during the day and
ahdf aboard the Fur ship. If it had been a day and a hdf; the lights never dimmed and dl they'd had to
go by was ther own internd clocks.



Why couldn't any of them, Nan and Shipley and Jake and Lucy and probably even Franz Mudller, ill
brooding over having killed Scherer, recognize what was genuindy important here? Survivd was what
mattered now. The rest was just self-absorption. Gail wanted to shake them.

Her bdly rumbled. God, she was starving. No food had ever been offered on the ship. Lucy and Nan,
with no extra body fat, dready looked gaunt in the face. The others, more comfortably padded, just
looked hungry.

"Decderation,” Karim called, and everyone braced themsdlves againg the only thing possible, each
other. Gail's bones were rattling when the shuttle stopped.

What was outsde?

The door opened. Jake had positioned himsdf to be the firgt out, followed by Mudler. Gall went lat,
behind Shipley and Karim, the old man leaning on the young physici.

A different planet. Expected, of course, but dill a shock. Her body fdt heavy, duggish. She looked
around and blinked.

They stood on a wide plateau beside a steep mountain. In one direction rose red rocky dopes, hdf
covered with greenish vegetation. After so long on Greentrees, the red stone and green flora looked
strange, wrong. Plants should be purple.

In the opposite direction she could see for miles a vida of rugged terrain. Valeys rivers, more
mountains. The sun low in the sky was smdl and very bright, and the shadows had knife-sharp edges and
drange coloring. Was it the same sun? Yes, they hadn't been traveding long enough to have left the
Greentrees star system.

A dow, cold wind blew. The air, which raised goose bumps on her skin, smeled pungent with ...
something. Something rotting. Gall took a step forward. The ground pulled a her. The sky was naked of
birds ... too much gravity? Despite hersdf, Gall fdt tears prick her eyes. The scene was too dien, austere
and wild and unwecoming. Angry a her weakness, she blinked the tears away.

To her Ieft stood a large triangular stone building, the rough reddish stones mortared together in no
paticular patterns, and some much smdler outbuildings. Smoke rose from a hole in the roof. It smdled
acrid. Something brightly colored was tied to poles beside the building, but Gall had no idea what it was.

Two Furs had a0 exited the shuttle. One addressed Jake asif the others didn't exist. "This is another
planet where enemies made our people as blasphemies. We will leave you humans here. The enemy will
come here to vigt the blagphemies. They will take you in ther ship if you ask them to take you in their
ship. They will take you to their planet.

"You will not tdl them we have found this world. Y ou will not tdl them we have found the other world
where you were. You will tdl them you were Ieft here by other humans to die. They will take you to ther
planet.

"On ther planet you will be under their shield. Y ou will destroy their shield so we can attack. Y ou will
not tel them why you will destroy their shield. Y ou will tel us where you are and what you do on your? "
and the trandator barked an untrandatable sound.

Smultaneoudy, the Fur handed Jake aflat metd tablet that Gal recognized indantly. The screen from
the portable verson of the Mira City quee sender/receiver, severed from its energy source. It had been
trangported to the beacon sitein case some find, faid confrontation occurred and that had been the last



chance to quee Earth about the fate of the Greentrees colony. The Furs mugt have taken it from the
humen skimmer before they blew up the craft.

The Fur said, "If you do not do dl these things, we will destroy Greentrees and your city and dl
humans on Greentrees. If you do not do dl these things, we will find Earth and destroy it. Earth will not
be hard to find." The Fur turned to go.

"Wat!" Jake said. "We have questiond”

The Fur turned back, without change of expression. At least not as far as Gail could tdl.
Jake sad, "How do we destroy the shidd? We don't know how to do that!"

"Then you must learn how."

"But ... we have no weagpond”

"You mugt learn how," the Fur repeated.

Gal said, "The quee you gave us ... our sender-to-you-of-information”? she pointed to the tablet in
Jake's hand? "it has no power! 1t will not send to you without power!™

"We put power into it,”" the Fur said. "It will send to us, Keeper of Ligts and Birds"
IIBut? n

"If you do not do dl these things, we will destroy Greentrees and your city and dl humans on
Greentrees. If you do not do dl these things, we will find Earth and destroy it."

Gall watched Jake pull himsdf together. "Y ou have said, Leader, that we must destroy the shidd from
the enemy planet. But think about this for a minute. We do not have such advanced technology as you.
You know that from our shuttle, our weapons, our quee power source, which was so much bigger and
more dumsy than yours. You are dearly superior to usin technology. So if you cannot destroy the shield,
how can we humans, who? "

"If you do not do dl these things" the Fur said, "we will destroy Greentrees and your city and dl
hurmans on Greentrees. If you do not do dl these things, we will find Earth and destroy it." Once again he
turned, impervious to Jake's flettery or logic. Gal fdt panic riang in her.

Thefirg Fur disappeared into the shuttle. The second spoke directly to her.

"Keeper of Names and Birds, you may die now, if you choose to die now for birds and the morning

"I don't choose to die, damn it!" Gal sad, before she could stop hersdf. The Fur didn't react. It
disappeared into the shuttle, and a second later the shuttle began to lift. Gall fdt the heat shock, much less
then from a humen craft but dill perceptible, and threw hersdf on the ground with her arms over her
head. By the time she gat up, unhurt, the shuttle had gone.

"All right,”" Jake said, stopped, started again. "We need shdter and food. I'm going to knock on the
door of that charming chateau and see if we can get an invitetion to tea. Franz and George, you come
with me. Gall, take everybody ds<e ... somewhere. Behind that boulder, | guess, or into that ravine. And
take this"

Nan said, "I'm going with you, Jake. | lived with Furs on Greentrees™ He didn't argue, either because



it was too much trouble or because he thought she might actudly be useful. Gail considered both reasons
specious. These Furs? if they turned out to be Furs? weren't the same as the ones on Greentrees. And it
was a leader's place to enforce his own decisons.

"Give me the quee," she said to Jake. Often, dthough not invariably, she had been the one to use it
both aboard the Ariel and in Mira City. He handed it to her. Detached from its dumsy and large base, it
fdt unnaturdly light. Could there redly be enough power in there for a quantum-entanglement energy link
with whatever counterparts the Furs had on ther ship? And how were the crazy diens going to read the
English writing she would send? None of it made any sense. Nothing had made any sense since the firg
Fur colony had been discovered on Greentrees.

"All right, everybody," she said, "let's go."

The rough ground, red rocks mixed with low prickly plants bearing pungent dark blue berries, hurt her
bare feet. And God done knew what pathogens they were stepping in, or bregthing in. If exposure didn't
get them, disease might.

Don't think like that.

"Dr. Shipley, can you manage?' she asked. The old man looked both terrible and ridiculous, his huge
bdly hanging over the drip of gray cloth tied around his hips, his gray-haired chest prickling with
goos=flesh from the cold. Every linein his face sagged.

"Yes, | can, Gal. Thank you." Lucy and Karim helped him down the dope behind the boulder. At the
bottom, Gall saw, was a sort of indentation in the diff wal. Less than a cave, more than an overhang. It
would do.

They dipped and did down the dope, pebbles dattering away under their feet. Gall's body fdt too
heavy. She stepped on something sharp and cursed. But insde the not-quite-a-cave they were protected
from the wind, and the rock was even warm from sunshine. She sat down gratefully.

Immediately Karim began to tak. "I think that's an F-class star, maybe an F7 or F8. | would guess
from the levd of glare that we're much farther from the primary than Terra is from Sol, so were not
getting nearly the energy. The gravity seems about a third more than Terra. The ar pressure is greater,
that's why you're having trouble bresthing. The? "

"Kaim," Gal sad, "isany of thisinformation of practical use to us?'

He thought a minute. "There's probably more UV, X rays, and charged particles than we're used to.
We should try to stay out of the sun."

"Gredt," Gal said. "The aun is the only thing keeping us from freezing.”
"And don't move too quickly. It's going to take awhile to adjust to this denser air pressure.”
Gall examined the bottom of her foot. Whatever she'd stepped on hadn't broken the skin.

Lucy sad, "l saw some garden plots behind that stone lodge. | could go get some food. If the Furs
can edt it, maybe we can, too."

Ingrid snapped, "You don't even know if Furs are the life form here.”

True enough. Without information, without their technology to test new plants and excavate tunnds
and protect them from predators and cure them of mishaps, they were helpless. Near-naked infants with



nothing to do but wait.

Fortunately, the wait wasn't long. George reappeared, looking excited and ridiculous in his inadequate
gray loindoth. "Gall! Everybody! Come on up, there's food in the lodge."

They scrambled up the amdl dope, Lucy and Karim hdping Dr. Shipley. The old man was puffing
badly. On the plateau, the cold wind hit them again. Gail was glad to enter the stone lodge.

Ingde was warm, smoky, and crowded. An open hearth burned in the center of the room, the smoke
ascending through the hole in the roof. Wooden beams were hung with unrecognizable bunches of plants
and hunks of what looked like mesat ingde clear membranes. A dozen Furs sat huddled together on one
gde of the fire, hdf of them children. As usud, Gall couldnt read their expressions, but there was no
migtaking ther postures. Gail had seen that dhinking in dogs, in cats, in cornered mice, as wel as in
humen beings. These Furs were terrified.

On the other sde of the fire, edting something grayish-green, sat the rest of the humans except for
Nan. She crouched with the Furs, carefully matching her body posture to theirs, growling softly a one of
the adults.

Jake sad, "They seem scared witless of us. Ingrid thinks the vird dteration in this lot might be
something analogous to the human trait of novdty avoidance. Anything new scares them into pardyss.”

Gall said, "Should you be edting that?' Her mouth watered from just seeing it.

George sad serioudy, "We don't have much choice. Either we eat or we starve. The Furs made this,
itsa sort of dried plant mush, | think. There are piles of it in that hole over there. They didn't object when
we took some."

Nan sad acidly from the other sde of the fire, "They wouldn't object if we took everything they
owned. Don't you understand? They've been muitilaied, in ther brains and in therr survivd indincts, so
that the Vines can create Furs who are so afraid of them theyll do anything to avoid new objects,
experiences, or beings. It's experimentd rape.”

So Nan had resolved her conflict about diens. Sheld found a new group of victims to champion, and
the Vines were again the evil dehumanizers. So to speak.

Gall peered into the hole George had indicated. It was lined with more clear membranes and filled
with chunks of the gray-greenish food. She picked up a piece and licked it. Sightly bitter, but not
repulsve. Her belly was having contractions from hunger. She chewed on the chunk and sat close to the
welcome warmth of the fire.

"If we dl diein the night," George said, "that will solve the issue of what to do next."

"We're not going to die in the night,” Gail said. Now they had food, shdlter, possible mentors. There
was something for her to work with.

"Gal," Jake said, "wake up. They're gone."

"What?' She lay on the lodge floor, wrapped in a blanket made of some grayish pelt she couldn't
identify but which itched. It aso smdled strange. Neaither smdl nor itch had kept her from deep. After
three nights festuring rain, tenson, and cold, faling adeep in this itchy hide in this smoke-filled space had
seemed like the greatest luxury imaginable. So, of course, it hadn't lasted.



"They're gone" Jake repeated. "The Furs. All of them.”

She sat up. The lodge was full of pae watery light: dawn. Everyone lay adeep except Jake, Karim,
and...

"Wheres Nan?' Oh, God, she had gone with them, the little idedistic fodl...

"Outsgde. Karim wanted to seeif the charged light from the primary produces auroras. He left without
naticding whether the Furs were here or not, but Nan woke up when she heard him and she noticed right
away. She woke me."

"And you woke me" Gall sad, trying to hide her rdief that Nan hadn't traipsed off to live with the
natives. "Why?'

"Because while Karim was sargazing he thought he saw an object moving among the stars. It might
just be a comet or meteor, he said. But it dso might be a ship."”

"Already?"

"Presumably,” Jake said dryly, "the Furs plan well. Gall, if there is a ship, and if it's Vines, and if they
indeed rescue us, we have to decide what we're going to do.”

"I know," Gal said. It had actudly been a kind of luxury to concentrate on smple surviva. Food,
water, clathing, shelter. It kept the larger issues at bay. Genocide, treachery, planetary sabotage, the
destruction of Mira City. Nobody should have to make decisons that big.

She said softly, "We couldnt do it even if we wanted to, Jake. We don't have the faintest idea how.”
"Redly?' he said hitterly. "Not even you? The keeper of ligs and birds?"

"Go fuck yoursdf," she said, and fdt alittle better. "Are there auroras out there?"

" Spectacular ones. All over the sky. | suggest you catch them now, before the sun rises”

"No," Gall sad. "I'd rather get everybody up and breskfast organized.”

They ate quickly, slently, a necessary task rather than the davering rdief it had been lagt night. Even
Mudler ate, dthough rductantly. He seemed to shudder when the dien food touched his lips. Ingrid
threw another log on the dying fire. Severd people sat wrapped in ther itchy blankets. Gall, George, and
Lucy had dready started to hack and tie theirs into something more closdly approximating clothing.

Gall waited for Jake to begin. He looked better than she expected, reasonably rested and fed, but
controlled desperation tautened his face.

"All right, here are our options as | see them, people. Either the Vines come for us, like the Furs sad,
or they don't. We can't control that. What we can do is pick one of three choices. We can disappear into
the wilderness and hide from any diens, Vines or Furs, that show up. Survivd would be problematic
because we don't know this planet at dl, and we don't have our technology to get to know it safely. But
since we would be so low-tech, if we move far enough, probably no diens will detect us. After dal,
they're only usng atiny fraction of the planet for the experimentad colonies. That's choice one"

George sad, "l dont put our survivd chances very high. We have no idea what predators,
insect-analogues, or poisonous plants we'd encounter. And even if we do go, if what Karim saw was a



ship, the Vines might be here pretty soon. Who knows how many colonies they have here or in wha
order this oneisto be checked on?"

Gal said, "That doesn't rule out choice one, though.”

Jake sad, "Choice two. Do what the Furs said. Go with the Vines, tdl them weve been marooned
here by our own people, get under ther planetary shied. Then hope we can figure out a way to destroy
the shidd.”

No one spoke.

"Choice three. We meet the Vines and tdl them the truth, induding what the Furs want us to do. Then
we hope they can help us”

Nan burst out, "Hep us do what? They can't destroy anything, or they would have aready destroyed
the space-faring Furs planet. Theyll gt and tak about it dl, tak is dl they know how to do. And
meanwhile, the dominant Furs will just wipe out these colonies on this planet, the way they did on
Greentrees."

Oh, Nan, Gall thought. Sding again with the underdogs. Even a the expense of her own kind. Aloud
Gal sad, "A key quedtion here is whether we redly bdieve the Furs will destroy Mira City if we don't
cooperate. The threat to destroy Earth might be just bluff, but Mira City is accessible to them.”

George said somberly, "Theyll destroy the city.”
Kaim sad, "l agree.”

Gall sad, "Then our choiceiscdear.” She didn't look at Nan. "We have to do what the Furs told us to
do. Maybe we can figure out how to destroy the shidd from within, maybe not. But if we don't & least
try, five thousand of our fellow human beingswill die. More if they can kill Larry's Cheyenne.”

George sad, "As opposed to an entire planetful of beings on Ving"

"Who are not our people” Gal sad deedily. She fdt very clear on this "Our loydty is to humen
beings"
Franz Mudler said, "Ja. | say thisdso,” dartling everybody. He sdom said anything.

Ingrid, looking troubled, said, "I don't see any possible way we could destroy a shidd we don't even
begin to understand. So even if we got to Vine, we would Hill be ineffective, and the Furs would ill
destroy Mira City. If not Earth.”

Jake said, "But if we don't try to destroy the shield, we know they'll take out Mira City."

Nan burst out, "But the chances are overwheming that either way we can't stop the destruction of
Mira City! But we can save these poor creatures here from ather being murdered or experimented on
any more! If we dip off into the wilderness and find them, over time they'd get used to us. We could
teach them. Together we could survivel™

Gal sad, "No. Mira City comes fird, even if the chance is dender. God, Jake and | and George and
Dr. Shipley are dl on the Board of Governorst Do you think we can just sl out our own people to
maybe save our own lives?'

Ingrid said, "Wed save our own livesif we went to Vine. Evenif we don't bring down the shidd, wed



be safe under it, Snce it works."
Gal sad, "Our loydty to Mira City comes firg."

Nan sad hatly, "Dont be such a species chawvinig, Gall! The experimentd Furs are sentient, too!
How is putting our kind above thers different from dl those times in hisory when one group of humans
decided a different group was subhuman and fdt free to experiment on them or kill them off?'

Jake sad, "Cdm down, Nan. And everybody dse. We need to discuss this rationdly to make the
best decison quickly.”

"It's not merdy arationd issue" Nan retorted. "Lives are involved!"
"Yes" Ingrid said. "Ours.”

Gal sad, "lsnt your hushand back in Mira City, Ingrid?" and Ingrid clenched her fists and glared a
her.

Kaim said, "The shidd? " He was cut off by a cdamor of voices.
"MiraCity? "

"The Furs? "

"? best chance for surviv? "

"The Vines? "

"Loydty? "

"Stop!" Shipley cried, and tried to get to his feet. He staggered and fdl. Lucy tried to catch him, and
under her dight weight they both crashed to the ground. Shipley sat up, his blanket dipped off his
shoulders, afa old man trembling but determined to speak.

"Stop. Please. Ligen.”
"Go ahead," Jake said. And to everybody dse, "Let hmtalk.”

Gal looked a Jake's face. He hated having to let Shipley speak. He dill didiked and distrusted the
New Quaker. But Jake was fair. Gal knew what it cost him, and she nodded. Shipley could speak.

But she doubted it would change anything. They needed a practica plan, not a rdigious philosophy.
She just hoped Jake gave Shipley no more than two minutes. If not, she would interrupt him hersdlf.

Thiswas too important to leave to eccentrics.
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Shipley took a precious moment to gather his thoughts. But then he found he didn't have to. The
words flowed out of him, through him, with dl the darity and Smpliaty of truth. It was the Light in him
gpesking, and he merdy needed to open himsdf to it and be grateful to be so used.

"Weve spoken of loydty to humankind, to Mira City, to other sentient species more abused than
humans, to our own lives. But there's another loydty involved here, too. Theré's a loydty to the truth. It's
the truth that makes us free? free of deceit and arrogance and fear. Truth is the best that isin each of us.
That's the définition of truth: the part of us that's naturdly drawn toward the good. If we act from truth,
then something wonderful can happen.”

He drew a quick breath, afraid to stop talking in case Jake cut him off, equdly afraid that if he didnt
breathe deeply, the congtant drag of this planet on his old lungs and heart might keep him from taking a
dl.

"If we act from truth, then the way is open to reach the truth that isin others. Only when we're truthful
with others can any joint action cdl on the best that's in them, as wdl. The Vines are truthful people.
Welve seen that, in the way they answered dl our questions without hesitation, and with answers that
have dl proved accurate. We know they're brave people, from the way Beta died. They're good people,
not the aggressors in thiswar of theirs.

"If we act from truth with the Vines, if we tdl them the truth, then together we have two species
resources to decide what will best serve us dl. If we dont tdl them the truth, if we lie, we cut off that
possbility. We lose dl the advantages of truthful cooperation. And we aso cut oursaves off from the
best that'sin ourselves.

"Please, Jake, Gal? tdl any Vines that come the whole story. Everything. Then the way will be clear
for decisons based on redlity, not lies. Trust those good people. Trust oursdves.”

He ran out of breath, out of words. His lungs ached, but he looked hopefully at their faces. The Light
hed come through him so strong, so clear ... surely they would be convinced!

Then Naomi said flatly, "Sure the Vines are good people. Good people who experiment on other
racesin order to create biologica wegpons.”

Shipley fdt his own face contort. His daughter.
But the decison was not, after dl, Naomi's. He gazed a Jake and Gall, hoping, pleading in hismind.

"Does anyone agree with Dr. Shipley that we should tdl the Vines everything? Agreements, just for
the record?’

Lucy raised her hand. Lucy, with the idedism he had seen on the Aridl, even through her temporary
madness.

After amoment, Karim also raised his hand. "They may have science we do not know about yet, that
can hdp us out of thisif were honest with them.”



Naomi sad harshly, "I vote to disappear into this planet.”
Jake said, "Thisisnt a democracy, Nan. I'm asking for opinions only to guide my decison. Do? "
"Thisisn't your ginking corporation, Jake! Y ou're not CEO out herel™

"? the rest of you bdieve we should try to carry through the Furs orders, as our best chance to save
Mira City and maybe even, if they're not bluffing, Terra?"

Ingrid nodded vigoroudy, followed by Franz Mudller, George, and Gall.

"l think 0, too," Jake said. "That's five. Nan, even if this were a democracy, we have a mgority. We
tdl any Vines that show up that weve been dumped here by our own people as punishment for some
crime. Aboard the Vine ship we try to find out every sngle thing we can about that shidd. We keep in
touch with the Furs by quee; Gall, you can do that. And once we're on Vine, we try to destroy the shield
in order to save the humans on Greentrees.

"To keep consstency, I'll be the only one who ever taks to any Vines about Greentrees or our
supposed crimes or pretty much anything not completely innocuous. If Vines ask you about anything,
refer them to me”

Ingrid said, "How do we know the Vines that are supposed to come here haven't dready been told dl
about us by quee?'

Kaim said, "Because the Vines don't have quee. Betatold me”

"Then how do we know the Vines that come here won' firg have gone to Greentrees and found their
Fur colonies destroyed, and then guess what the Furs plan for usis?

Jake said, "It doesn't matter if they went there first, because I'm going to say that when we were
dumped here by our own people from Mira City, we'd never seen any diens except the degraded Furs
on Greentrees. We're going to be enormoudy surprised that the space Furs even exist. And they won't
guess what the Furs have told us to do. The Vineswill believe that we're outcasts from our own kind."

Ingrid demanded, "How do you know?'
"Because" Jake sad, "they're atruthful race.”
Shipley got up and went outside.

He lumbered over the rough ground to a rock away from the lodge and sat on it, his back to the
building. Now he wasn't aware of the cold, hardly aware of the pull on his muscles and pressure on his
lungs. They were going to use the Vines own goodness againg them, building lies on the scaffold of the
Vines truthfulness,

He bowed his head and closed his eyes. This was wrong; he could fed its wrongness in his very
bones, a life-destroying cold. But they were going to do it. Lie now and, if they could, kill later. Kill an
entire planetful of sentient creatures.

He berated himsdf for not convincing them. There was so much more he could have said! He could
have told them about the many Old Quakers who were moved by the Light to go among the American
naives of five hundred years ago, for trade or friendliness. About the many times the natives, who were
capturing and torturing other emissaries, had accepted the Quakers, offering them no violence because
the Quakers brought no violence. About the power of a sincere peace testimony to change a Stuation.



About John Woolman vigting violent Indians "thet | might learn something from them." Of Dr. Lettsom
and the highwaymean, of Caydee Umbartu and the West African Rebdllion...

Shipley sat on the cold rock along time. No one approached him, not even Lucy. He knew his mind
was muddled now, the darity and truth of the Light having departed. But in his confuson one thought
stayed visble, sharp as a sword in hismind.

Jake had said he would lie to the Vines. That's what he would do. But Jake had not asked, because it
hed not occurred to him as a possibility, what Shipley would do. Jake had not asked whether Shipley,
acting out of his own conscience, would tdl the Vines the truth anyway. But, then, it wouldn't have
mattered if Jake had asked.

Shipley didn't know the answer.

An hour later, Naomi disappeared. It was Gall, of course, who noticed, as she noticed everything.
"Dr. Shipley, have you seen Nan?'

She would only have asked him as alast chance, he redized. Cold clutched hisbely. "No. Ian't she ...
it she with the group that went to get more firewood?' Gal was preparing for a long stay in the lodge,
in case.

"No. They're back. She returned with them but now she's gone.”

They stared at each other. Shipley got shekily to hisfeet. "She's gone to find those Furs. The primitive
ones she displaced from thislodge.”

"God, shesapaninthe ass” Gal exploded. "If it weren't for? " She didn't finish her sentence, instead
gomping over to Jake, who was inexpertly tying together a garment out of blanket. "Jake? "

Shipley's legs suddenly wouldn't support him. He sat down again, but only for aminute. Naomi...

"A party's going to look for her,"” Gal reported. "Franz, Karim, and Lucy. Lucy thinks shell retrace
the steps the firewood group took because it's the most obvious path for the Furs to have taken, and then
go on from there. Lucy will be the runner. If they're gone more than two hours, Lucy will come back here
to find out if the shuttle's returned yet."

"I'm going, too," Shipley said.
"Doctor? "
"Asfar as| can, anyway. What if she's hurt? Or someone dse gets hurt?!

"Lucy's used to wild paeontology stes, Franz is a trained soldier, and Karim keeps himsdf in terrific
shape. You?"

"Are afa old man. | know. But she's my daughter. Gall, I'm going.”

Gal sad nothing. Shipley joined the others, his blanket clutched around him. He knew how he must
look. Franz Mudler said, "We go. Herr Doctor, if you cannot match our pace, we leave you."

The pace, fortunatdly, wasn't too quick, snce every time they reached a plausible place for Naomi to
have left the path, Franz split up the party to check for Sgns of Naomi's having passed that way: broken
twigs, disturbed ground. Each hdt gave Shipley, trying not to puff audibly, a chance to catch up. The



man path must have been worn smooth by the Furs from the lodge. It led downhill dong a mountain
stream that mugt have provided water, bordered by strange-looking trees, or tree-analogues, that 1ooked
asif they'd provide firewood. Squat things, with broad drooping leaves, they reminded Shipley of sullen
dwarves. The lower the search party descended dong the path, the stronger was the pungent amdl of rot
and decay.

The path stopped when the stream joined a smdl river. By now they were perhaps a hundred feet
below the plateau containing the lodge. Irregular reddish diffs towered above them. On this sSde of the
river was only a narrow grip of ground between diff and river, but on the opposite bank the ground
widened.

Franz said, "Karim, you cross the river. Look if she go there. Lucy, you go adong this Sde of the river.
| go above, up the diff."

Shipley said, "Would Naomi have gone up there?"

Franz didn't bother to answer. Shipley looked at the diff with trepidation. But, yes, there were some
hand and footholds, and Naomi, with her wiry body and the indifference to pain shed had even as a
gmdl child, might have dimbed it to better survey the terrain below.

Shipley sat on the ground beside a pool where the river degpened. What had she done? If they didn't
find her, and the Vine shuitle landed, Jake would leave her here. And held be right to do it. Even if they
did find her, how would he persuade her to go?

Sheld never ligened to him. Why hadn't Gall come? Because the misson to the Vines was more
important, even to Gail, than one willful arrogant girl.

Shipley put his head in his hands. He didn't see the animd unttil it was amost upon him.

Something made a noise, somewhere between a growl and a croak. Shipley looked up. It was
crawling out of the river, some sort of dien beast, brown and long and smooth-bodied, with curved
brown teeth. It was coming toward him.

Shipley made himsdf freeze. Some Terran animals wouldn't attack unless you moved. But this wasn't
Terran, and it kept on crawling.

Maybe he could outrun it. But not back up the mountain path; it was too steep. He'd have to run
dong this Sde of the river, on the narrow rocky strip of ground between water and diff. Or maybe it
would be better to back away dowly, hadn't he read once that had been the right way to escape from a
bear? When Earth ill had bears.

Sowly Shipley began to back away. He could hear his own breathing, loud and labored. The stones
pained his bare feet. The animd crawled faster toward him.

He broke and ran. Within four steps he tripped, crashing onto the stones, aying out loudly. The
animd saized his forearm and he fdlt its teeth snk into his flesh. He thrashed and ralled, trying to shake it
loose. The pain was sheer agony.

"Fucking assl" someone screamed and then somehow Naomi was there, hitting at the anima with a
dick, trying to grab its jaws and force them off hisarm. It wouldn't let go, and the blows of her stick had
no effect whatsoever.

Pain blurred his vison. But there was something above him, something jumping off the dliff...



Franz Mudler. The soldier legped off the ridge. In the ar he did a three-quarter revolution, a
not-quite-full somersault, that landed him in the center of a thick dump of bushes with his back facing
down, body folded into a vee. Within seconds he was up off the bushes. He seized a stick and jabbed
rather than struck at the animdl. It released Shipley.

He tried to roll away, couldnt. Naomi yanked on his unhurt arm. She was amezingly strong; he fet
himsdf being pulled upward and tried to help by sumbling to his feet. She dragged hm away, even as he
tried to look for Franz and the animd.

He was dill jabbing at it, precisdy and quickly, dancing out of reach of its jaws. Shipley saw the find
jab gointo ahaleinits head. Franz had blinded it.

Slently the creature dithered back into the water.
Naomi gasped, "He's hurt. Get his other sde...”
"Nein. | guard the rear againg another animd. Here come Karim. Go up the path. Whereis Lucy?'

"Here," Shipley barely heard. The world was wobbling. He was losing blood from his arm, must make
a tourniquet. Pathogens... many animds carried a huge number of pathogens in ther mouths ... He
couldn't tdl them any of this Arms were pulling him back up the mountain path, sumbling and lurching,
and he couldn't speak. Hisvison blurred.

"Another anima comes. Go fagter,” Franz said, and then he saw or heard nothing.

He woke on the floor of the lodge. Gall, Jake, and Naomi sat besde him. One of them sad, "He's
back."

"Dr. Shipley?' Gall, leening over him, her face concerned. "Can you hear me?"

" -yes"

"Good. You're going to be dl right." He could see honesty compel her to add, "We think."
"Tourniquet?' His voice came out a whisper.

"Franz made it. He knows what he's doing."

So Franz had survived. Shipley said a grateful prayer. "He j-jumped.”

"Assright he did," Naomi said, her voice full of admiration. "And fought off those things as well.”
"Lugy?

"Hne" Gal sad briskly. "No one was hurt except you. | think that if we're here much longer, Franz
hed better sart giving usdl surviva lessons.”

Jake sad, "If we're here much longer, alat of thingswill have to change.”

Shipley heard the anger in Jake's voice. Naomi ... he meant Naomi's running off that way. Shed
endangered three other people. And now Naomi would angrily counterattack, and the whole panful
ritud, familiar to him since her childhood, would start over again. Shed find the something hurtful, and
then while you were bleeding from that and trying to hold on to patience and charity, she'd find something



even more hurtful, more targeted to the vulnerable soft areas everyone possessed...
"l know, Jake," Naomi said. "Dad, I'm sorry. This was my fault.”

For a moment he thought he hadn't heard her right. But her face, dill defiant with its set lips and angry
eyes, showed something else as wel. Shame. She was sorry.

"N-Naomi..."

Jake sad, "Dont try to tak. It can wait until later. Naomi, | think youd better leave now. Well st
with him. Go find Karim and Lucy and Franz."

To gpologize to them, Gall meant, for risking ther lives as wdl. And, astonishingly, Naomi got up and
went.

Gal sad, "'l can't? Doctor? What isit?'

A sudden spasm of pain shot up his injured arm. Toward the heart ... Shipley waited, but the spasm
subsided and his heart didn't stop. He whispered, "Pathogens..."

"I know," Gall said. "George says there's no way to know what you took on with thet bite. But he dso
sad that the same thing that protected us on Greentrees is probably operating here. Any microbes you
took aboard Smply can't proliferate usng our DNA or nourish themsdlves with our cells. The genes are
just too different, even if they are both DNA. He says dl we can do is wait. You should deep, if you

He did, fitfully. Between brief bouts of painful deep, he hdf woke, and each time Gall and Jake were
dill there, talking softly. Did just a few minutes pass, or hours? He had no way to tdl. But he heard bits
of thelr conversation, coming to him among tangled dreams of the beast crawling out of the river, coming
toward him, doging its fangs on his arm. The same dream, again and again.

Gal sad, "? bdieveit. Will it last?!
"l think s0," Jake said.
"But why now? She's hated him so steedily for? ™

"She didn't hate him. Not redly. You mus know that, you saw her momentary softening when Beta
died and Shipley was s0 upset.”

"All right. She didn't hate him. But that 'softening’ didn't last. Why do you think thiswill?*

"She risked for him* Jake said. And then, "Basic negatiating technique, Gall. You get the other guy
to do you a favor of some kind. That makes him fed wel disposed toward you, and in a much better
frame of mind to give you whatever dse you want. We fed good toward people we hdp, provided the
hdp isn't too disproportionate. Not toward the people who hdp us. We resent those because then were
obligated. Nan findly got to give, on abig scae, for her father.”

So that wasiit, Shipley thought, before he drifted off again. All these painful years, and he hadn't seen
it, hadn't understood...

"He's dill adeep,” Gall said. But he wasn't, because he dearly heard the footsteps run across the stone
floor of the lodge, dearly heard the excited young voice of Karim Mahjoub.

"Jekel You better come now! A shuttleis on its way down."
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So it was time. Jake walked geadily out of the lodge behind Karim, who pointed to the mountain
plateau? it looked too blesk to be cdled a "meadow"? beyond the lodge. "Theyll probably set down
there”

"All right. Tdl Gall to get everyone in the lodge. We don't want to overwhelm them with nine humans
dl a once. You and George stand with me" Physcig, biologis, and ... what was Jake himsdf? Leader?
Negotiator? Would-be quiding?

He couldn't afford to think like that.
Kaim said, "Not Franz? Hell want to be here”

Hed probably earned the right, Jake thought, but he couldn't see what good a soldier would do, even
abrave, quick-thinking soldier. If this shuttle held Furs, humans had dready received a demondration of
how usdess human aggresson was againg them. If the shuttle held Vines, no aggression was necessary.

"No, not Franz. Tdl him he's to say with the rest on my explicit orders. As commander-in-chief,”
Jake added, and even Karim must have caught the bitterness in his tone because the young physcast
glanced a him, startled, before running off.

All right, Holman. Get a grip on your sarcasm. No more theatrics.

He watched the shuttle come down, the now-familiar dull meta egg that didn't blacken during reentry
nor scorch the ground where it landed. Fur technology. By the time the door did open and the ramp
descended, Karim and George stood beside him, both dressed in crude tunics cut from blankets, looking
like unwashed primitives less able to care for themsdves than the degraded diens they'd dispossessed.

Vines or more Furs?

It was Vines, rdling down the too-steep ramp in domed carts, indistinguishable from the Vines that
hed died on Greentrees. Was there a trandator in one of those carts? If so, it wasn't programmed yet for
English. If not ... hed congder "if not" when he had to. Jake stepped forward.

"Hdlo. | am Jake Holman, a human. We are peaceful. Hello."
The carts stopped, and then two of them fled back into the shuttle. The third stayed put.

He approached very dowly, Karim and George matching his pace, and just as dowly sat on the rocky
ground ten feet from the Vine It was going to be Greentrees dl over again. St with them in shared
dlence, as Shipley had taught him. Then, tomorrow or the next day, begin to talk, softly and persstently,
until the trandator had enough English vocabulary and grammar for the Vine to reply, and the Vine had
enough trugt in humans to open a didogue. Continue that conversation as trust increased on both sides.

Then tdl them the lies that might lose them a planetful of their own people.



It dl went exactly like that.

At dusk the Vine rolled back indde its shuttle and closed the door. Jake, chilled to the bone despite
the extra blankets Gall had brought everyone and more worn-out by just dtting than he could have
thought possible, stood up giffly and went into the lodge. The fire was welcome. His hands and feet had
log dl feding.

"How is Dr. Shipley?" he asked Gail.

"I don't know. He deeps a lot and he doesn't complain, but other than that | can't tell. | don't know
whet to look for. Eat, Jake. All we're risking isthat chunky suff, but it's alittle tastier heated.”

A gill woven of green wood spanned the fire, covered with the greenish-gray food that Nan was
turning with a pointed gtick. Jake accepted one in a crude wooden bowl and ate it with his fingers. Nan
wouldn't meet his eyes. She looked more chastened than he would ever have thought possible.

Kaim said, "Dusk lasts much longer than on Greentrees, which argues that we are not near this
planet's equator. | wonder if this season now iswinter or summer?”

George sad, "Summer, I'd say, judging from the number of plantsin 'leaf’ and even in flower.”
"Then it's a good thing we weren't dumped herein winter. I'm frozen through.”

Jake said, "From now on, everybody be careful what you say even if you're indde the lodge or far
away from the shuttle. We don't know what they can or cannot hear. Everybody understand?’

Nods, induding a reluctant one with a touch of her usua sullenness from Nan.

Franz said, "We need some schedule for the guard duty. Jake, maybe you and the other watchers
deep, not do the guard duty."

Watchers. So that's what he was. Mueler's suggestion was a good one. He needed to stay as dert as
possible.

"All right, Franz. Good idea. Y ou arrange the guard duty schedule” At least he could give him that. It
fdt good to trander a least a andl part of the responghility to someone ese. And Jake desperately
wanted to deep.

It didn't happen. He dept a few hours, then woke and could not will himsdf to oblivion. When he
heard Ingrid come in from guard shift and Lucy go out, he waited until Ingrid snored softly, and then he
followed Lucy.

The planet's one moon shone among unfamiliar stars. A dow cold wind blew. The sweet night odor of
Greentrees had been replaced by athick, fetid reek. Lucy stood againg the sheltered side of the lodge,
two blankets over her crude tunic, her feet wrapped in a third. Jake, barefoot, said, "Lucy,” and she

jumped.

He moved into the welcome shelter of the lodge. The motionless Vine shuttle was clearly visble, but in
the shadows her expresson was not.

"Lucy, snce told you about ... what | did, you've stayed completely away from me. Are you thinking
about it, or have you decided that you don't want to have anything to do with me?*



She said nothing, which told him everything. He said quietly, "Y ou're very hard.”
She cried, "'l can't helpit!”

And maybe that was true. Maybe people could give only so far, support the weight of only so much.
Add more, and they collapsed. People were what they were. Shipley was a pacifist not from bdief but
from temperament; the beief was unknowingly embraced to maich the temperament. Nan was a rebd,
Gal an organizer, Mudler a soldier in the same way: temperament fird, bdief afterward to judtify
inevitable actions. Maybe even the Vines and the Furs could not transcend their basic nature, just as lead
could not become gold. Lucy was a woman with a passionate bdief in doing what was ethicd. She was
righteous, or sdlf-righteous if you wanted to look at it through that lens, but ether way she could not
accept what she considered unethica without violating something in hersdf so deep, so essentid, that you
might aswdl cdl it the "soul" and be done with it.

And what was he, Jake?
"I'm sorry,”" Lucy whispered.

"I know you are," Jake said, and went back indde to try again to deep.

The next day passed as he had expected, with a rotating band of humans gtting on the ground and
taking nonstop to the domed Vine, hoping like hell that it did indeed have a trandator in that cart. George
sad yes, of course it did, it would have needed to tadk to its experimentd Furs. Jake doubted this He
kept the rotation moving, three humans outside at a time, watching that nobody got too cold. At leaest the
reek of lagt night had vanished with a shift in the wind.

By afternoon Shipley was ddfinitdy worse. He muttered in some kind of ddirium, indidinguisheble
words. His big body felt dammy. Nan tended him slently, doing whatever Gall told her to, but there was
little except keeping im warm and hydrated.

Jake joined the group outside, gesturing for Ingrid to go back to the lodge. She left gratefully. Karim
hed been taking about stars and planets; Jake motioned him to Slence.

"Visgtor, | want to tdl you something important,” he said, enunciating dowly and clearly, choosing the
smple words they'd agreed to use for the benefit of the trandator program, whatever it was. "One human
of usis dck. His body does not work correctly. Something is wrong with his body. An animd of this
planet attacked him. The animd bit hisarm.” Jake touched his own arm. "Helis sick. We do not have our
tools to fix his body."

Jake stopped taking. After severa minutes he thought he had falled to force the pace. But the delay
was only the Vines characterigtic lesurdy way. Eventudly it spoke, the firg words it had said. "Where
are your tools to mend the sick human?'

It had programmed the vocabulary. The voice was the same flat mechanica one of the Fur trandator;
thismust also be captured and adapted technology. Jake said, "Our tools to mend the broken humen are
on another planet. Humans made a colony on the other planet. We lived there before we came here.”

"Why you come here with your tools on the other planet?'

It didn't yet have the verb tenses. Then Jake redized what had just been asked, and he forgot about
grammar. This was it. Time for the lie to begin. His chest, dready heavy under the planet's gravity, fdt
like stone. He hoped that Karim could keep his face neutrd. Although what did it matter? the Vines



probably could not read human faces. All Karim had to do was not talk.

Jake sad to the Vine, "We humans came here without our tools to mend people because we came
here without any of our tools. We were |eft here by the humans on our planet. They did not want usto be
with them on that planet. We were I&ft here to die”

"Because we want to build different things from the other humans. There was awar. We logt the war."
If there was one thing the Vines should understand, it was war. They'd had thousands of years of it.

TheVineremaned slent along time Andly it sad, "We are a war."
"With whom?' His heart thudded in his leaden chest.

"With people like the people that lived in this lodge. Where are the people that lived in this lodge? We
meade them. We do not see them.”

"They ran away when we came," Jake said truthfully. "They were afraid of us"
"Yes. They are drad of dl things new. We made them afraid of dl things new."

These Vines were going to be just as honest and open about everything as Beta had been. You might
aswdl call it the "soul" and be done with it.

The Vine added after one of its long pauses, "Bring the sick human to here. We look a the sick
humen.”

"Yes" Jake sad. "Kaim, Say here”

Sowly Jake waked back to the lodge. The others were clustered around the fire, braiding some
foliage into rope. Gal hurried to meet him.

"Gall, the Vine wants to see Shipley. It's possible it can do something to help him. George says they're
biochemids, after al."

"It spoke to you?' George, his face eager.
"Yes Nan, we need to bring your father outside to the Vine"
She glared up a him. "To experiment on? The way they did with the Furs?'

"To maybe save hislife. | don't have time for any dramatics from you. If it hadn't been for you, he
wouldn't be inthis state in the firg place.”

Nan flushed. Gall said, "Ingrid, get Karim in here. Franz, can you and George and Karim together? "

"Not necessary,” Mudler said. He bent over Shipley and lifted him. He then carried hm? not even
dung over his shoulder, in his arms? outside.

Gall sad to Jake, "Did you know he could do that?"

George sad, "Short-term muscle augments. It gives a burgt of strength. My God, what ese can he
do?'

Jake didn't know. But this wasn't the time to ask. "George, you and Nan come outside. The rest stay



in here, and I'm going to send in Karim. We're dill trying not to confuse or frighten the Vine with too
may humans” Hed rather have Karim than Nan, but he knew it was pointless to forbid her. Her
devotion to Shipley was now as exaggerated as her neglect of him had been before. The gifl had no
moderation.

Mudler had lad Shipley on the ground directly beside the Vine. Jake was irrationdly glad to see that
Muedler was at least puffing. Shipley had to weigh a least 225 pounds, and the gravity here was maybe a
third more than Terra

The Vine said nathing, but the dat in its cart opened and the bioarm snaked out and toward Shipley.
Nan took a step forward. Jake put awarning hand on her arm, and she hated, scowling.

Sowly the bicarm reached Shipley. It engulfed his hand. Jake watched, repelled and fascinated. What
could the thing tdl from judt the hand? Was it taking skin samples? Going underneath the skin, through
pores or something? Insarting some sort of microscopic needlie? George was practicaly sdivating in his

hunger to study this
As much as fifteen minutes passed. Jake was getting chilled. Nan said abruptly, "Y ou're letting him get
too cold!"

"Yes" the Vine said in its tondess voice. "This human mus become more warmer. This human must
become fix. This human must go in our shuitle to our ship.”

Jake sad quickly, "I mugt go, too. | am the leader." Surdy they would have that word from Furs.

"Yes" the Vine said. And then, "All humans must go. All humans cannot stay on this planet. You are
not made to stay on this planet. Y ou will die. All humans must go with us."

That easy. Candy from a baby. Jake sad, "Go where?'

"We can bring you to your other planet. We can bring you to different place on your other planet.
Where other humanswill not kill you."

"They'd find us" Jake said. "They have very strong tools. Technology. We will die there. We will die
here. We want to live. Can we go to your planet?'

Long slence. The bioarm continued to engulf Shipley's hand. Fndly the Vine said, "You will need
different ar. You will need different food. We can make for you different air. We can make for you
different food. It will become very strange for you."

"l know," Jake said. "But well go anyway. Thank you. At least well be dive”
Until, and if, they could destroy the Vine shidd.

They took Shipley up firgt, dong with Nan, who would not leave him. Loading the physician into the
shuttle, Jake thought that Nan was the only one of them who could enter it without gagging. The entire
indde was coated with dime amilar to the bicarm. In the enclosed space, the amdl was fetid. If this Suff
manufactured Vine atmosphere, how would humans bresthe it? Presumably the Vines had that covered.
More immediady, how would the rest of them force themsdves into what seemed like the indde of
SOMeone's gut?

"We have a problem," Gall sad to Jake. "If we were just dumped here by our own species and we're
innocent of Furs, Vines, and space wars, how are we supposed to explain that we have a quee?”



The quee. Jake had forgotten about it. They were supposed to use it to keep in touch with ther Fur
madters ... hismind recoiled from the word, but it was true. They were puppets of the Fur masters.

Jake took the quee from her hand and examined it. It seemed to consst of only the screen from dl the
ponderous equipment that had existed origindly on the Aridl, later loaded onto the skimmer. The screen
was surprisingly light, no more than three or four pounds. Could the Furs redly have put sufficient power
init to contact them severd times from light-years away?

He dropped his voice to a whisper. "It's not Fur design, whatever that might look like. It's a human
atifact. If the Vines ask about it, I'l tdl them that the humans who marooned us here |eft us this one
contact with them so we wouldn't be cut off entirdly.”

"Do you think they'll believe thet?' Gall said skepticaly.

"How the hdll should | know? Bt if they redly are as interconnected as George says, then maybe the
idea of totd isolation is so harrific to them that they'll accept that we were given alifdine” He handed the
quee back to Gail, who knew better than to say any more.

When the shuttle returned, after a few hours, the insde had been cleaned out. Only one Vine rode
back downgtairs. It may or may not have been the one Jake had dready taked to; they dl looked dike.
This dien sat under a dome, dthough not in a cart. There was no trandator visble, and the Vine sad
absolutely nothing on the ride upstairs. Nor did it appear to pilot in any way. Karim looked hard at the
unused controls, sudying.

All saven of them could fit, dthough it was a tight squeeze. Gall carried the quee. Unlike the Fur
shuttle, this one was heated. There was the same jolt and increased gees on accderation, however. How
hed Dr. Shipley taken that? Without the trandator, there was no way to ask.

A quick ride, the dight bump of docking, and they were there.

They exited the shuttle into what had to be an airlock. Smdl and bare, it nonetheless had seven items
resing on the floor. Clear bowls with thick neck rings helmets. "Put these on your heads" the arlock
said, the mechanica voice coming from everywhere.

"My God!" George said. "I dont bdieve it!" He held the hdmet close to his face and Stared at it,
andled it, listened to it, fingered it, and, yes, tasted it. "I think the neck ring is filled with a life form of
some type. It will presumably recycle or replace our ar without the need to carry tanks or pumps. And
the bowl ? "

“I'm not putting that thing on,” Gall said flatly.
Ingrid said. "You'd rather breathe methane or whatever it is they have on board?

"Wouldn't be methane" George said. "I think the bowls are made of some sort of secreted substance,
like an oyster secretes nacre to form a pearl. The entire thing must be biomanufactured out of living
bodies that? "

"Shut up, George," Jake said. "Thisis not the time. SLit up, everybody.”

He led the way, suppressing his shudder as he lowered the hdmet over his head. He dmogt tore it off
amoment later when he fet something warm and dightly moigt touch his neck. He made himsdf endure
the forming sedl. The air he was breathing was fresh and swedt.

"George, you're next." By ralling his eyebdls downward he could just see the thin membrane in front



of hismouth vibrate with his words. "Can you hear me?'

"Clear as middle C," George sad happily. He put on his hedmet. Life, Jake thought, would be much
eader if everyone on this team were an exuberant biologist. Or maybe not.

Ingrid, Karim, and Lucy were next, dl three scientists, each flinching only dightly when the neck ring
sedled. Franz Muedler watched closdy. He lowered his hdmet warily, but once it was on, he nodded.

"All right, Gail. Now you."
"No," Gall said.

Jake saw that she was genuindy terrified. Sheld never liked the idea of diens, not from the very fird.
She had not gone to Greentrees expecting diens. How was she going to live the rest of her life with them,
onVine?

Ingrid said, "Gail? "

"Shut up," Gall snapped. She picked up the hdmet, closed her eyes, and lowered it over her head.
Jake put a firm hand on top. Sure enough, when the neck ring sedled, Gall tried to tear off the hemet.
Jake's hand prevented her. Through the clear bowl he saw her turn ashen, then fantly green.

"George? what if she vomitsin there?

"The bioforms will probably dean it up," George said uncertainly. Gall didn't vomit. Jake saw her cam
hersdf, athough her color remained doubtful.

"You're atrouper,” he sad to her softly. She glared at him.

The arlock door did open. Jake led the way into the Vine ship. He stopped, too dazed to go
forward.

George peered eagerly over his shoulder "Oh, my God!" he shouted. Jake stepped to the Sde, partly
to let the others through and partly to catch Gall if, when she saw the ship, she ether fainted or fled.
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Gall fdtered on the threshold, then made hersdf take a deep breath before she remembered that the
breath was coming from dimy microbesin her neck ring. That dmaost made her gag again, but Gall forced
herdf to rdly. She was going to be here awhile. It was only practica to get used to her surroundings.
Jake stood hovering, looking ready to catch her if she did something stupid like fanting, which he ought
to have had the sense to know she wouldn't do. Gall swept past him into the ship.

It was one large circular room perhaps a hundred yards across. All of it? every inch? was a zoo. No,
agarden: much better to think of it as a garden. Seething dime, looking at least two inches thick, covered
the entire floor and crept up the wals and onto the caling. Vines sat tumbled together in clumps, their
branches or ams or whatever they were intertwined. You couldn't tdl where one creature stopped and
the next began. Runners ran across the dime to connect the various groups of Vines. The light was very
bright, the room diflingly hot and humid. Instantly Gail began to sweat under her blanket-tunic.

Not a garden. A hothouse out of some feverish nightmare,
"Gal?" Jake said. "You dl right?"

She ignored him. Where the humans stood, the dime had drawn back, probably to keep from getting
stepped on. The floor underneath seemed to be metd, but a metd pitted and corroded and irregular,
maybe to give the dime purchase.

"Where are Nan and Dr. Shipley?'
" don't know. | just got here mysdf," Jake said.

Someone said, "We can show you," in a flat mechanicd voice. Gal looked down. A trandator lay at
the base of one of the Vines

"Please show me" she said with as much firmness as she could muder.

Sowly some of the dime began to crawl to ether sde of anarrow gtrip. It took fully five minutes, but
a path opened to the opposite sde of the room. By the time it was completed, Gall had taken off her
tunic. She couldn't help it; it was ether undress or pass out from the heat. Undernesth she wore a gtrip of
blanket tied around her hips, Jake had made them leave behind the strips of cloth taken from the other
shuttle in case the Vines identified the cloth as Fur.

Carrying her blanket and the quee, Gall walked through the parted dime (wasn't there an old legend
about a sea pating for someone?). The path wound between dumps of Vines huddied slently,
motionlesdy together. George said they communicated by exchanging information-laden molecules. What

were they saying now?
Shetried not to tremble. Even the cold, bone-crushing Fur shuttle had been better than this.

At the far end of the room, beside the dimy wall, Dr. Shipley lay on the floor, naked except for the
drip of cloth around his vast hips. Nan, who had dispensed with the cloth, hovered over him. She had
laid ther two blankets sSde by sde to form an idand in the dime, and Gall stepped onto it graiefully.



"Nan? How is he?'

"I don't know. He degps more, but it's better deep, | think. Or maybe just unconsciousness. | don't
know what these plants are doing to him! They keep sending bioarms onto his body, and one long, thin
one even down into his nose."

Gall shuddered. "They probably have to figure out his biochemigiry before they can come up with any
drugs. Remember, they've never seen humans before.”

"You're taking shit," Nan said accurately. "Y ou don't know whet they're doing any more than | do.”

True enough. Gall sat down beside Nan and began tearing a strip of cloth off her blanket. Nan might
go nearly naked, but Gall was full-breasted and middle-aged, she bounced and sagged uncomfortably,
and she wanted some sort of bra, eveniif it would be hot.

All a once, the floor under Gall began to curve.

She difled a driek and threw hersdf fla on the blanket, but of course it wasn't an earthquake.
Nothing so explicable. The floor continued to bow, but ... but...

It was a moment before she could identify what fdt so weird. Nothing, induding hersdlf, was ralling
downhill, even though her line of gght told her that the center of the circular room was rigng. Or the
edges were fdling. Or something.

Sowly she stood. Perfectly steady, sad her feet. Perfectly flat floor. But her eyes said, This room
iS NOW CONnvex.

Karim came down the path, looking delighted. "Just as predicted! Wonderful!"
"What's wonderful 7' Gall said tartly.

"The life capsule is adjugting its shape as it moves down the sheft toward the massplate. 1t must, in
order to keep gravitaiond force equa everywhere in the living area to what it is over the gravitationa
center of the massplate. You see, as we accelerate? "

"Never mind" Gall said.

"Oh, but it's fascinating! Pogt a living-area radius one-tenth the radius of the massplate. Then, a
maximum acceleration, when the moving living area is closest to the massplate, you'd expect twenty
percent bowing because? "

Gal turned her back on him. To Nan she said, "Food? Water?"

"Theres water being made there” Nan pointed to what looked like a hard, clear cup nestled in the
dime a a base of ahuge Vine. "The water just appears. What do you suppose it's made of 7'

"H,0."
"Haha" Nan sad sourly, but she looked dightly reassured, which made one of them.
"How are we supposed to drink it through these hdmets?"

"l don't know," Nan said, but of courseif there was a risk to be taken, Nan mug take it. She picked
up the cup and brought it up to her lips. As hdmet and cup touched, the hedmet bowed inward and fused
to the cup. In a moment they were one, and the water? or whatever it was? poured into Nan's mouth.



When she pulled the cup away, it separated from her hdmet, which returned to its origind rounded
shape.

"They think of everything," Nan said, and her tone was not admiring at dl.

A routine developed, bizarre though the idea seemed to Gail. Three blanket idands were created amid
the congantly foaming dime. The largest was near the Sngle Vine that possessed a trandator, beside the
arlock door. The second was about twenty yards away, for people who wished to deep without talk.
Segping in the hdmets took some getting used to, but they managed it. The third idand, dubbed "the
infirmary,” was on the far Sde of the room where Dr. Shipley lay unconscious. This sSte had been chosen
by the Vines when Nan and Shipley firgd came aboard. No one knew the ggnificance of its location, if
there was one.

Permanent paths, narrow enough to walk snglefile, connected the three blanket idands. The paths led
"uphill" as registered by line of 9ght, dthough there was never any muscular sensation of walking "up”' or
"down." Karim said, "That's because wherever you step, the force is perpendicular to the floor." He
spent hours working out the caculations.

A separate path led to an unblanketed spot that the humans used as a latrine. This was shielded from
view from the idands by a towering dump of Vines. Gall hated usng it. She hated even more the fact that
every time she returned, the spot was bare of waste. What did the dime do ... eat it? She tried not to
picturethis.

Besde each path, severd of the hard clear cups had appeared, with indentations for each in the dime,
When a cup was put down, water dowly began to seep into the cup.

George was fascinated. "The cups are made of the same maerid as our hdmets, some nonliving
compound. Wdll, that's not so surprisng. The Terran marine sponge Rosdlla racovitzae congtructs glass
fibers for skeletal support from the slica dioxide in seawater. Oysters make pearls, insects make chitin.
Naturdly, the Vines have conscious control over this process.”

"Naturdly,” Gail said, but the sarcasm was swamped in George's enthusasm. Gal sat with dl the
others except Lucy on the large blanket. Lucy dept on the other idand, her amdl face pinched and drawn
with something more than exhaugtion. Nan and Dr. Shipley were likewise adeep, and Gal had gingely
walked the path, hoping desperately it wouldn't close up on her, to the big idand, where George was
trying to tak to the trandator Vine. The process was hobbled by George's wanting to use scierntific terms
the trandator program couldn't yet handle,

He said now, obvioudy dumbing down, ™Y ou make these cups for us"

"Yes" theflat "Vine' voice said.

Kaim said shyly, "Do you have a name?'

"Youcdl us'Vine'"

"Yes" Jake sad, "we do. But do you, yoursdf, have an individud name? A name for just you?'
"We do not understand,” the Vine said.

George sad, "I don't think they have individuds. It's a ... a group whole. Semidifferentiated but not
psychologicdly separate. Like the organs in your body are differentiated but don't have individud



CONSCiousNess.”
Jake looked at him. George added hedtily, "Of course, I'm just guessing.”

Gall's somach rumbled. She said, "Vine, can you make ... humans need food, you know. Or dse we
die"

Jake looked as if sheld preempted his ritud "negotiating procedures’ again. Wdll, too bad. She was
hungry, and dl of them, especidly Dr. Shipley, were going to have to eat soon.

"Yes" Vine said. "Humans need food. We can make food for humans. We andyze you now. Then
we make food for humans”

Andyze her? Now? What were they doing? Nervoudy Gall scanned her body, but she didn't see any
of the dime on hersdf or edging over the blanket.

George sad, "You won't see it, Gail. They can use flakes off our feet on the paths. And anyway, they
have Dr. Shipley.”

Vine said, "Wewill make food soon. We andyze now."

Gail's ssomach rumbled again.

George sad, "Vine, may | touch some of your ... your dime? The thing covering the ground?!
"Thething covering the ground is us”

"Oh, sorry," George said. Naked except for his blanket loindoth, Stting cross-legged with his smdl
potbely resting on histhighs, he looked like an embarrassed Buddha

Vine said, "We give to you dimeto andyze" A piece of dime crawled onto the blanket and separated
from the rest.

Gall drew back. So, she noticed, did Franz, whose averson seemed as greet as her own. But George
put his hand down and the dime dowly inched onto his pdm. He raised it to eye levd.

"Amazing! Ingrid, look at thid It has pili? multipurpose, 1'd guess, movement and chemical detection.
But look at the internd structures! It's not redly a biofilm, it's more like a ... a sort of superflexible
multicdlular.”

"It may be co-evolutionary with the Vines" Ingrid said. " Sentient, do you think?'

"If they don't fully differentiate among the plantlike forms, they may not with this, ether. It's sentient in
thet it's a part of them.”

"Wadl, if? " Ingrid began along technica discussion, and Gall stopped ligening.

A little while later, the dime? she couldn't think of it any other way, no matter what George sad?
began to foam darmingly. Something was hgppening. The clear cups filled not with water but with a
thick, gray substance.

Vine said, "Here comes food for you.”

Gal sad, "Absolutely not." The gray goo looked completdy disgusting. Her stcomach growled.



George sad, "Vine, isthis food made with the nutrients we need?’
"This food is made with the nutrients you need.”
Ingrid said, "It's going to lack fiber. | doubt it will even satisfy hunger,” but she picked up her cup.

George seized his and drank it down, his hdmet flowing into a cup-accommodating shape. Gall
shuddered.

"It's good!" he said. "Tadtes like chicken.”
"Chicken?' Jake said.
"It'san old joke, Jake. Never mind. It actualy tastes sweet and tangy. Like lemonade.”

Jake picked up his cup. He had a determined look that Gail recognized: Jake thought he ought to set a
good example even though he didn't want to. But he raised the cup and drank it dl, looking surprised
afterward.

"Not bad, if you don't look at it. It is sort of like lemonade.”
Ingrid said, "It indudes hunger-suppressing hormones, | think. | don't fed hungry anymore.”

Karim drank his and nodded approva. Gal could fed her mouth water from hunger. She picked it up,
closed her eyes, and took aamdl sp. Jake was right; if you didn't look at it, it wasn't bad. Eyes closed,
she drank the rest.

Jake sad, "FHanz?'
"Nein! Never!"

Gall lowered her cup and studied the soldier. He had paled and his powerful body, on display in the
brief sarong, had gonerigid. Franz said, "The diens manipulatie our minds with this. | not drink.”

George sad gently, "If they wanted to manipulate our minds, Franz, they could do it with arborne
molecules. They wouldn't need ingestion.”

"I not drink!" He got up and stalked down the path to the infirmary blanket.
Vine said, "We can make for him a different food."

"This food isfing" Jake said. "Please don't be offended. Vine. He€'s ... nervous. This place is very
drange to us"

"Yes" it sad neutrdly.
Gall stood. "I'm going to check on Dr. Shipley."

And on Franz. A "nervous' rebuilt with possible surfacing paranocia struck her as a very dangerous
thing. If Jake weren't so depressed with the necessary lies he was tdling? and redly, why should a
negotiator balk at tdling lies? This wasn't a Sde of Jake shed seen before, and she didnt like it. If he
weren't S0 preoccupied with that, he himsdf might have reacted to Franz's outburst. What was Franz
doing now?

Nothing. He sat quietly on the infirmary blanket, garing at the wall. Dr. Shipley's eyes were open.



"He's conscious,” Nan said. "They ... delivered something into him. Some drug.”

Gall heard the profound revulson in Nan's voice, mixed with relief over her father. Gal sat down. She
was conscious of her seminudity, and of Nan's, only in Shipley's presence. The big man was swedting
profusdly. "How are you feding?'

"Better. Better than in along while, in fact. They're medicating me quite effectivey.”

Gal amiled. "Wdl, you can ask Vine what the medication is, if you're willing to fight George for
artime"

Shipley sat up. He smiled at his daughter, then looked away. "Neomi ... are there any clothes you
could put on?'

"He's better,” Nan said, with such a complicated mix of emotions that Gall would have laughed if she
hadn't known it would enrage Nan. Ingtead she reached for one of the two full cups beside the blanket.

"Dr. Shipley, you should drink this. It's ‘food' the Vines have prepared for us. It doesn't taste too bad,
if you don't look at it."

"You drank thet?' Nan demanded.

"Reuctantly. But | fed full now, and energized.”

"I'd rather starvel” Nan said hotly.

Shipley took the cup from Gall, sniffed it deeply, Sipped. "It tastes like lemonade.”
"Thet's the consensus,”" Gall said.

"Dad, don't drink it!"

Shipley took another sip, then finished his cup. He amiled apologeticdly a Nan. "We have to est,
dear heart."

"l don't." Nan turned her back on them.
"It could have poison,” Franz said.

"Franz," Dr. Shipley said, "we may be here a long while. You must est sometime, and this is what
thereis”

The soldier only stared at him impassively. Gall started to say, "If we? " when Nan interrupted her.
"Gal! The quees on!”

The quee had been |eft at the edge of the infirmary, as far as possible from Vinégs trandator. Although,
of course, the other, closer Vines may have been able to hear anyway, or do whatever they did and
tranamit the news throughout the entire hothouse. Gall shot a warning glance a Shipley, Nan, and Franz:
say nothing reveding. When she saw from ther faces that they understood, she took the quee tablet from
Nan.

It felt strange to be holding the tablet that, aboard ship and skimmer, had been fixed to its finite power
source. But otherwise the quee's tech seemed the same. It buzzed softly to announce a message, its light
dowing red. She did back the tablet cover, holding the screen at any angle close againg her body in an



attempt, possibly futile, to keep any Vines from seeing the message. What would they "see” it with? With
something, presumably, since they "saw" humans. Thermd signatures, maybe.

Quee messages themsdves didn't emit thermd signatures, dthough the equipment did. The messages
were flegting fluctuations of quantum-entangled particles. The information was captured and stored for a
long time, a least in the incredibly brief temporal measures of the quantum world, before anything
appeared on screen. The Furs had entangled this one with a quee of their own, and apparently they had
solved any trandation problems. English letters appeared in glowing green.

Are you aboard enemy ship?

Gall opened the reply button. Transmission was by an aphabetic code. She tapped. Yes.
The screen blanked.

Aloud Gal said, as geadily as she could, "Our families back home send ther hellos™

Somewhere in the tangle of dien foliage, Lucy screamed.

The infirmary was at the opposite end of the circuitous path from the degping blanket-idand. By the
time Gall reached it, behind Franz and Nan, everyone dse was dready there, crowding onto the
three-blanket space amid the dime. No one looked frightened, and Lucy had stopped screaming.

"It dimbed on me" she said, eyes wide.

Then Gall saw it. A thumb-high human dambering around everyone's feet. No, not human, but ... but
what? Gall stayed on the path, unwilling to get any closer. The tiny thing started to dimb George's leg,
pulling itsdf up by his plentiful hair. 1t had at least chosen the right person; George cupped his pdm under
the creature and gently picked it up.

For the firg time ever, Gail saw the biologist speechless.

The two-inch-high creature did look human, or at least more human than anything Gall had seen in
diens. It was symmetricd, bipedd, with a recognizable head. The head had eyes and a hole that might
have been amouth. True, ingtead of arms there was asSngle long, flexible, sticky-looking tentacle coming
out of its chest, and it had no genitals. But the proportions were the same as a human's, the skin looked
soft and light brown, and dl Gall could think of were the childhood stories her nurse had read her about
faries and dves,

Thetiny thing chittered at George. "Hdlo," George said experimentaly, but he got no answer.

"Look!" Ingrid said. More of the creatures were emerging from the foliage. Gall saw a broad, fleshy
"lest"? or hand or whatever it was? open at the base of a Vine. A chitterer ran out. The things swarmed
near the humans

Franz, his face s&t, pulled back hisleg to kick one away from him. Jake said sharply, "Franz!" and the
soldier settled for afirm push.

"Gal, let me by," George said. "l need to ask Vine about these!" The creature in his pam il chittered
a him, looking completdly unafraid.

Everyone trailed George to the main idand, where he demanded, "Ving What isthis?'



Vine said, "Those are our mobiles.

An echo sounded in Gail's mind, something Nan had told her that Beta had sad: "You are all
mobiles, are you all mobiles? We think yes. Mobiles must run and walk and go. On our world our
mobiles do not talk. They do not sit together with us. We love them as mobiles.”

"Mobiles" George said. "Arethey ... can they think? Andyze?'
"They do not need to andyze" Vine said.

"Oh." Even George seemed at a loss. Fndly he said, "Are they a part of your life cycle? Will this
mobile become a Vine?'

"NO_"
"Was it once dime?"

"We were dl once dime” Vine said, and Gall saw from George's face that this cleared up nothing. A
dozen of the creatures had run onto the blanket and were trying to dimb the humans. Franz pushed his
away, stood, and stalked back to the infirmary.

Vine said, "They are curious. They will taste you. Then they will return to their work.”

George cdlearly saw this as an opening. "What isther work?' Vine said expressionlesdy, "It is time for
usto make love"

Gall stood and edged her way through the stting crowd to the path. Vine and George were obvioudy
sdtling in for another long conversation, and everyone except Gall looked fascinated. Even Nan sat with
achittering mobile on her pam. Whatever her revulson for Vines and dime, this third being had evidently
engaged her interest. Almost Gall could understand; the thing looked even closer to humans than Furs
did, and unlike Furs, they responded rapturoudy to being stroked.

Dr. Shipley sat up inthe infirmary. Franz sat at the opposite edge of the blanket, staring at nothing.
"Doctor? How are you feding?'
"Abnormdly well, thank you. What is happening over there?"

"Some tiny creatures have appeared that Vine cals 'mobiles. It says they're part of thar mating
process.”

"Redly! Shipley looked as interested as Nan. Gall sighed. Was she the only one who didn't care
how, when, or if the Vines fucked themsdves? Which was gpparently what they were preparing to do.

"l think | can stand,” Shipley said, and tried. He crashed back onto the blanket.

"Stay quiet. You're not wel yet," Gal sad crosdy, before she remembered that she was taking to a
doctor. Shipley smiled panfully.

"Yes my dear. Youre right. It's just that | fed so extraordinarily wel after the Vines minigrations. |
want to ask how ... but | can do theat later, and hear about the mohiles later, too."

Franz sad vidlently, "Tdl the plants to keep those things off me, or | crush it. Tdl them.”



Gal stared. Franz did not apologize. Instead he said, "Nobody here remembers Mira City."

"l do," Gall sad softly, and fdt a sudden bond with the furious soldier. Everyone else was caught up in
the mydteries of dien biology. Gal didn't understand. Mira City was never out of her thoughts, not for
one minute. If Jake and Karim and George couldn't succeed in destroying the Vine shidd after they
landed on Vine, it would be Mira City that would be destroyed. Five thousand human lives, induding
Gal'sfamily. Plus everything she had worked for, believed in, staked her life on for fifteen years.

"l think about Mira City," she said, knowing she couldn't say more without compromisang Jake's plan.
But it was enough. Franz looked at her and nodded, mallified.

Shipley, however, was sudying them both, al the acuity and perception restored to his keen old eyes.



27

Shipley came late to the discussion of mobiles, and had to piece together knowledge from what the
others said, and from what he could observe. He told himsdf that he was medicdly interested, knowing
that he was only digtracting himsdf as long as he could.

No one willingly faces pain and betrayal.

S0 he studied the mohbile that sat hgppily on his massive leg and marveed at the infinite variety of the
universe

The mobiles were pallinators, or something analogous to pollinators. They ran around from Vine to
Vine tranderring "pallen” on their gicky tentacles. The Vines produced some molecule that gratified some
desre in the mobiles, dthough not food. George said, "Terran plants do the same thing, you know.
Domedticated species, anyway. They've taught us to grow them, protect them, even engineer and
hand-graft them, by gratifying our desire for the beauty and scent of flowers. We're just bigger, smarter
bees" He paused. "Or bigger, smarter mobiles”

Naomi said, "Why don't they just drop pollen on themseves?!

"Sdf-pallination wouldn't mix the genes enough. Lots of Terran species have evolved ways to avoid
sf-pallination. Some make ther ovule and pollen grains chemicdly incompatible. Others stagger the
times when their amens produce pollen and their pidils are receptive. Sex has great evolutionary
advantages.”

"Sex?' Naomi said, looking around for Gail, who wasn't there. "Vines are mde and femde?'

"Not necessarily,” George said. The mobile on his pam tried to jump off, and he lowered it gently to
the blanket. It ran off into the foliage. Y ou can have sex without different genders.”

"l know," Naomi said, and Shipley kept his face Hill. She wasn't beyond wanting to disturb him.

"We cdl those gametes fema€ tha retain other DNA-bearing organelles like mitochondria” George
sad, waming up, "and those gametes 'maée tha don't. But maybe Vine gametes don't contain such
organdlles. They don't even use DNA."

Vinesad, "l don't understand those words."

Before George could explain, Shipley sad quietly, "I have another thought. If Vines mate by
pallination, then any organism can be the carrier of any other organiam's genes. Maybe that's why they
never evolved to kill. It would be like killing your own offspring.”

Naomi looked suddenly angry. Jake stared hard a Shipley, evidently thinking that he should not have
mentioned any prior knowledge of Vines pacifian, or anything dse about them. George looked
impatient, asif Shipley had carried the discussion offtrack.

But the Vine said, "Yes. Of course. We die, but we do not understand killing. Our enemy kills"
Jeke said, ill glaing a Shipley, "What enemy? What are you talking about?"



Shipley lumbered to his feet. He was not wanted here. And he could no longer distract himsdf from
the decison he would have to make soon.

He waked gingerly dong the path to the infirmary. It was empty except for Franz. Gall had gone to
the deeping idand, findly exhausted enough to deep. Franz had discovered that the mobiles would not
come onto the infirmary idand (had they been "told" not to by the Vines?) and now spent dl his time
here. He dill refused to eat, as did Naomi. At the moment the soldier lay on the infirmary deeply adeep,
his magnificent body findly as relaxed as a child's.

Shipley sat down, bent his head, and closed his eyes. He tried to clear his mind, but the image of Beta
would not leave.

"Thisisour death flower, William Shipley. Wil you give it to other Vines so that Beta will grow
again?"

"Grow again. Beta?"

"Yes." Beta said. "The death flowers of all Vines are safe on the secret planet. The death
flowers will grow. They have grown two times. They can grow three times."

Jake said increduloudly. "You swore a deathbed oath to an alien?"
"New Quakers don't swear oaths," Shipley said. "Our word should always be good."

And Shipley's word had not been. The Furs had destroyed Betas desth flower, vaporized it as
thoroughly as they had vaporized the gentle Vine itsdf. And now Shipley was compounding the lie by not
tdling these shipboard Vines, who had rescued and trusted humans, the truth that might save their planet.

Shipley, under Jake's direction, had become one of the people indde a Trojan horse. Deceive the
enemy by pretending to be something other than what you were. Sip in behind his defenses. Destroy
from within the wdls.

Except thet the Vines were not the enemy. By his slence, Shipley was hdping to destroy friends. But
if he was not slent, the Furs would destroy Mira City.

"The truth is the way, and the way is the truth,” early Quakers had said, and not only Quakers.
How did that quote from Plato go? "Truth is the beginning of every good thing." No good things
could result for the Vinesif Shipley did not tdl them the truth.

If he did tdl them the truth, at least five thousand humans would perish.

If he didn't tdl them the truth, there would be no chance of finding a better solution, one that might
save everyone. And in addition, Shipley's own life and hisfaith would be a sham. "Let your life spegk,” he
hed smugly told Lucy, so long ago on the Arid. A life must speak truth.

He could not speak the truth. Around and around it went, until Shipley's head ached and his eyes
burned. He reached for his cup and drank the nourishing food provided by the Vines. He lay down in the
rescue ship provided by the Vines, bregthing the sweet hddmeted ar created for humans by the Vines,
and tried to deep. But ill the question wrapped around his tired mind, srangling it, and no answer came.

"They're davers," Naomi said angrily. "How can you doubt thet?!



"l think there's more than one way to look at it," Gall sad neutrdly.

Shipley lay 4ill. He had the sense that he had been adeep a very long time. Something in the food, or
just the exhaudtion of an old body recovering from injuries? Gal and Nan sat at the edge of the infirmary
blanket, talking in low voices. Franz Mudler had gone; Shipley was done with the two women. Naomi
looked terrible: gaunt, with deep hollowsin her cheeks. She had eaten nothing for ... how many days had
they been aboard this ship? Shipley didn't know. Behind Naomi loomed two large motionless Vines,
unhearing. Perhaps unhearing.

Naomi said, "Thereés no other way to look at it! These fucking plants have endaved these little
mobiles, keeping them imprisoned in leaves until the Vines need their services as waking pricks! What
else would you cdl that but davery?'

Shipley heard Gail's effort to keep her voice neutrd. "The mobiles don't seem unhappy.”

"Oh, fuck, Gail, snce the beginning of time there have been "happy' daves who didn't know better, in
every culture that ever practiced davery. You know that. It il isn't right.”

"They're not human. Y ou can't apply human judgments to dien biology.”
"You know," Naomi said dowly, "it wasn't until just this moment that | redlized you're a bigot.”

Then Gall did lose her temper. "The hdl | am! I'm just being reasonable. The mobiles are not judt tiny
human beings, no matter what they look like. They may not even be sentient. Nobody else is indulging in
this brand of sdf-serving anthropomorphismt!”

"Franz agrees with me."

"Oh, marvelous. A rebuilt who's getting more xenophobic every hour. Did you see hm dash a tha
Vine when a frond accidentaly brushed hisleg?'

Naomi was dlent. Shipley thought, Sash? With what? If Franz Mudler was showing sgns of the
same paranoia that had unbaanced Rudy Scherer and Erik Halberg, then Shipley needed to know about
it. He tried to get up but a great lethargy seemed to press on his body.

Gal sad, "Nan?'
" don't want to talk about it." Naomi got up and stalked off.

"Wdl, | do!" Gal sad. "I'm sick of your mdodramatic exits on the supposed mora high ground!" She
leaped to her feat and followed Naomi down the path.

Sill Shipley couldn't ssem to move. The vast room was quiet now. The dense biomass, or something
else, deadened sound; voices from the other two idands didn't reach the infirmary. Nor did the Vines
make any noise. And Shipley heard no chittering from the mobiles? did that mean that had dl gone back
ingde what Neomi caled their "plant prisons'?

Then Shipley did hear something.

The sound came just as the grogginess at lagt Ieft his limbs and he could move again. A fant sound,
thin but clear; perhapsit carried only because it was pitched so much higher than human spesking voices.
A sweet sound, sharply evocative of another place, another time, another vadly different circumstance.

Karim Mahjoub was whidling the rondo from Beethoven's vidin concerto.



Beta, listening to Karim whistle Srauss and then Mozart. "It brings light to my soul.”
Light.

Shipley sat up on the coarse blanket. He had made his decision.

It was not an easy decison to carry out. He needed to be done with Vine, the dien with the
trandator. No one knew whether the other Vines could hear, or understand, anything of human-Vine
interaction. Perhaps they dl, as one entity, shared everything. Perhaps not.

From three to e@ght humans usudly occupied the main blanket-idand, beside the airlock. Franz never
went there, but George never left. The biologist even dept beside the trandator, not on the desping
idand. "I don't mind the rest of you taking, | can deep through anything,” George said. What he meant
was tha he didn't want to miss anything.

Shipley joined the fluctuating group beside the trandator. He needed to observe Franz, but the rebuilt
would have to wait. This was more important.

"Youre awvake," Lucy sad kindly. "Welcome back, Doctor. How do you fed?!
"Hne" Shipley said. "How long was | adeep?”
"Two days. Vine said you needed to hed."

Two days No wonder Naomi looked so starved. Jake, too, had log weght and looked
hollow-eyed, dthough Shipley knew he was egting. Jake looked haunted by something unconnected with
food.

That, too, would have to await more observation. For now Shipley needed to get Vine aone. But
Vine never was.

George and Vine talked about molecule formation.

Ingrid, Vine, and George talked about genetic heredity.

Jake and Lucy pointedly did not talk to each other, a slence as loud to Shipley as accusations.
Karim whistled until hislips ached from puckering.

Naomi appeared sddom, but Gall darted back and forth between the infirmary and the main idand.
Another quee message, she announced, from "home" and in her voice Shipley heard the anguish that
Vine, presumably, could not diginguish or interpret.

George and Vine talked about species evolution.
Jake |€ft, came back, sat quiet as death.
Kaim and Vine talked about the physics of the star in Vines home system.

Fndly, Shipley could wait no longer. He had no idea when the ship would reach its destination, or
what would await them there. Nor did he know how long the Furs would wait before deciding the
humans had reneged on ther "bargain.” Every minute mattered.



He rose ponderoudly. Lucy looked up at him. He said, "I think | should check on Franz," and walked
off the main idand, down the narrow, dime-free path toward the infirmary.

The path wound through dumps of Vines, patches of writhing dime. For perhaps a third of its length,
the path was out of dght of both the man idand and the infirmary. Shipley stopped a a secluded spot,
beside a group of four Vines growing close together. He put his hand on the trunk of the closest one, not
knowing if this was necessary to get its atention. Not knowing anything.

"Ving" he said softly, "thisis William Shipley. | don't know if you can hear me, or detect me in some
other way. | mug tak to the Vine with the enemy trandator. | mug talk aone, without my fdlow humans.
It is very important. Please.”

Shipley waited. Nothing. The being under his hand fdt dick, coated with some verson of the bicfilm
on floor and walls. A flashy "leaf" touched hiswrigt, perhaps merdly blown by the dight breeze that was a
condant in this strange place. Maybe even if the creature couldn't understand Shipley's words, it could
pick up a sense of urgency from the chemicasin his pam.

"Pleas2" he whispered again.
Nothing.

But when he went back to the main idand, uncertain what else to do, everyone present had stood up
in excitement. George, Ingrid, Jake, Lucy, Karim.

"Look, Doctor!" Ingrid said. "A new path!"

The dime was parting in a different direction. It moved dowly, hdf a dither and hdf a creep, creating
another foot-wide ribbon bare to the floor. The new path disappeared into a grove of exceptiondly thick,
tdl Vines. For a moment Shipley was afraid. Wha had he done? Images of the carnivorous plants of
Earth, of red creeper on Greentrees, crawled through his mind.

George said with dation, "Vine says it has something completely new to show us about its culture!”

"Go now," Vine sad in its flat, expressonless voice, and George didn't wait to be told twice. He
charged down the new path, followed closdly by Ingrid and Karim. Jake went more dowly, and when he
did, Lucy started down the older path to the degping idand.

"Il see it later,” she told Shipley in a congtrained, unconvincdng voice. "Too crowded." She tried a
amile failed, and set off toward the desping blanket.

Shipley was done with Vine.

He sat down and began, hands locked together in front of him, and even though he whispered, his
voice sounded loud in his own head.

"Ving we ... | mug tdl you a new thing. New, important information. Very important.

"We have known some of your people before. One gave me his death flower to take to you, so tha
you could put it in the secret library of genetic samples and it could grow again. But the Furs destroyed
the deeth flower before | could bring it to you, and | am so sorry.”

The Vine said nathing. There was no way to judge its reaction. Even so, Shipley fdt his voice grow
sronger and his heart lighten, lifted by the conviction that this was the right thing to do.



"We humans knew a group of Vines who came to our planet. They came to check on the
experimenta colonies of your enemy? we cdl them 'Furs? that you had left on the planet. Not the planet
where you found us, but your other colonies. Fursin a spaceship destroyed those colonies, and the Furs
destroyed the Vines who came, and the Furs carried us to the planet where you found us. They told us to
do aterrible thing. We are doing that terrible thing. We have not told you about it before. We have lied
to you."

Shipley had saved that word for lagt: "lied.” He had no reason to think that the Vines understood it.

"We told you things that are not correct, Vine. We sad our fdlow humans had made us leave our
planet. Tha isnot correct. The Furs brought us away. They put us where your ship would find us. They
wanted you to take us to your ship. They wanted you to take us to one of your planets.”

Shipley paused. At this point in his sory a human, any humean, would have said "Why?' Vine sad
nothing. Looking at its dien shape, a its flesh that was neither flesh nor wood nor chitin, the strange
possibly intdligent dime codting it, Shipley was not thrown by its Slence. He was saying truth, and from
that only good could ultimately flow.

"The Furs wanted us to be on one of your planets. They want us to be under the shidd you have
created around your planet, the shidd that captures ther ships before they can attack you. The Furs told
usto destroy the shidld. If we do not destroy the shield, the Furswill kill dl the humans Ieft on our planet.
Fve thousand humansin one city, another thousand e sawhere. We lied to you to save our humans. We
agreed to destroy your shidd. But thet is not the correct thing to do. The correct thing to do is to tdl you
the truth, and together we can make a plan to save your people and mine”

Shipley stopped. His heart was beating so fast he thought he might faint. He made himsdf take deep,
caming breaths. Vine said nothing.

Hadn't it understood? Beta had seemed to understand so much! Was this Vine even now desiroying
Shipley's fdlow humans, out of Shipley's Sght and hearing, in retribution? Naomi ... Why didn't the dien
speak? Oh, God, had Shipley's vocabulary been too advanced, his sentence structure too complex?
What did the thing think it had heard?

"Ving" he said desperately, "do you understand what I've said? Do you?'
Thedien sad, "What is the new information?"

Shipley gaped a it.

"l do not understand what is the new information, William Shipley. This is not new information. Jake
Homean told us dl thisinformation before.”

"That's right, Doctor,” Jake's voice sad quietly behind Shipley. "I told them dl tha information
before.”
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Ludicroudy, irrdevantly, Jake wished he had a vidcam. The look on Shipley's face...

The respite was only momentary. Bregking in on Jake's amusement was the anguish again, the anguish
he would carry forever. Shipley had told the truth to the Vines, but so had he, Jake. Now Mira City
would be murdered. No, not now, but soon, when the Furs findly figured out that the humans were not
going to destroy the Vine shidd from within because the humans were never going to be "within."

"They're not going to take usto any of ther planets, Doctor,” Jake said. "They're not fools"

Shipley stared a him, and then at Vine, asif he expected it to speak. It didn't, of course. Vines only
spoke when they had something to say. Y et another thing that differentiated them from humans.

Shipley sad quietly, "Why did you tell, Jake?"
"Same reason you did. To secure ther help with some Uber -plan that will save everything.”
"Thet wasn't my reason,” Shipley said.

Nor mine, Jake didn't say. He didn't know what his reasons were, anymore. Expediency, hope, truth,
cynidam, Lucy ... It was dl mixed up in there somehow. God, he was tired. It had been so long since he
dept well.

Shipley said, "But you did tdl them. Y ou told Vine about the Trojan horse and? "

Jake sensed the attack before he actudly fet it. Mudler behind him, standing on the path that led to
the infirmary. Jake had hdf turned when Mudler grabbed him and spun him around the rest of the way.

"You! You tdl them! You murder Mira City! Scheissel” Jake fdt Mudler's fig dam into his ssomach,
and then he couldn't breathe, no air was coming into him, only fire, his body was on fire?

Something yanked Mueller off him.

Jake collapsed, gasping, in more agony than held thought possible. From the corner of his eye he saw
Mudler wrapped around with a ... a vine. Two vines. Tendrils from Vine, tangling him in strong dien

living ropes.

But Mudler, augmented, was stronger. With aroar he broke free of Vine and scomped on the broken
tendrils. 1t was the gomping that saved Jake's life. In the long moment it took before Mueler agan
launched himsdf at Jake, something happened. Jake ill couldn't breathe and he sensed himsdf losng
consciousness, but not before he saw Dr. Shipley grab Mueler's left ankle. The rebuilt hadn't expected
anything from Shipley; Mudler was off baance. Shipley's desperate tug tripped him. Mudler fdl
sdeways and landed facedown beside the edge of the blanket.

He was only down a few seconds. With terifying speed he legped up, but in those few seconds his
hemet had dissolved on contact with the ground dime. Mudler's face was smeared with dime. Wildly he
tore at his skin, but his face, too, was dissolving. In Jake's pain-filled vison, the flesh, the eyes, the mouth
of the rebuilt, were being esten away ... everything went black.



When he came to, air again filled his lungs. His torso ached but no longer burned. Gail hung over him,
holding a cup. "You're back. Good. Drink this, Jake, I'm tired of dribbling it down your throat. No, don't
move, damn it, you've got three broken ribs. Just drink.”

He did, spilling haf of the liquid over his chest. Almost immediately the ache in his body eased.
Cautioudy he turned his head. He lay on the main idand. George sat beside Vine, but no one dse was
present. Jake could see the raw places on Vines trunk where the thick tendrils had been ripped off.

"Mudler?'

"Dead," Gall said somberly. "George says it was probably a verson of the same compound they used
to dissolve their dead fdlow back on Greentrees.”

Greentrees. Another life
George sad, "Vine made you that pankiller.”
"Vineg?' Thedien had killed Mudler. We don't kill, it had once told him.

George misunderstood Jake's question. "Vine will be okay. He can regenerate limbs, you know. Itll
judt teke awnhile”

"And your ribswill be fine, too," Gall said. "Dr. Shipley bound them, and you're supposed to move as
little as possible” She heditated. "He blames himsdf, Jake. Apparently he tripped Franz and Franz fell
into the ... hefdl. Shipley considers that he killed Franz."

"And so blames himsdf for saving my life" Jake said bitterly. Shipley's view was irrationd. The fdl
hed not killed Mudler; the dime had. "Does Shipley think it would have been better if Mudler killed me?'

" don't know what he thinks" Gall said. "I never did. But he said that both you and he told Vine
about our plan. That isnt true, isit?'

"It'strue” She stared a him flatly. "Then | wish Franz had killed you. Y ou've destroyed Mira City."
"Gall," George said softly.
Suddenly she wailed, "Why? Oh, God, Jake? why?"

The same question Shipley had asked. Before he could begin to answer, she dapped him across his
hemet so hard that his head rolled to one sde and pain shot through his ribs. "Therel™ she screamed. "I
attacked Jake, too! So dissolve me, you dien bagtard!™

"Gall!" George said. He rushed to grab her. "Don't!"

"l don't care, George! He's murdered them dl, everybody in Miral" She started to sob.
Vine sad, "Wait."

Ingantly George let go of Gail. "You're taking to us agan'™

Jake, ribs dill hurting, managed to say, "It hasnt? "

"Not aword,” George said. "But he did make you the painkiller so | hoped? "



"George," Vine said, "be quigt, please”

Jake had never heard a Vine give an order. Or even a request, and which was this? In the tondess
voice of the trandator, it was impossble to tell.

George stood ill, expectant. Slent tears rolled down Gail's cheeks. Jake lay on the rough blanket.
Everyone waited.

FHndly Vine spoke. "We will bring the other humans back now. We will tak to dl humans together.
We have an idea”

Anidea Thedien had an idea. Jake struggled to St up. Gail didn't help him, or even look a him. Nor
did George, whose entire attention was on Vine,

The path to the infirmary was dill clear, but the new path, the path to the "new thing" Vine had offered
to show everyone, had vanished. When had that happened? As Jake watched, the path dowly
reappeared. The dime crawled back from both sides. The dime. Jake tried not to recal Mudler's face.

George sad to Jake, "The path closed after we got to the new bio event. It was ... never mind, it
doesn't matter. You'd dready gone back. | think Vine hadn't counted on that; he wanted to keep usdl
away aslong as Dr. Shipley needed to tak privately to him. But you overheard Shipley, didn't you?'

Jake nodded.

George continued, "After Franz attacked you, Vine brought just me back. Shipley was ... is ... well,
youll see. Vine wanted someone to explain to. Then | went to the infirmary and got Gall and Nan."

Jake sad, "Where's Nan now?"

"With her father. Vine, do you want Dr. Shipley and Nan here, too?"
"All humans" Vine said.

All humans left alive, anyway.

"Il get them," George said.

As soon as the path was wide enough, Karim and Ingrid and Lucy came thundering down it. Ingrid
demanded, "What happened? My God, Jake, what did you do to Vine?'

Gal sad bitterly, "Gaveit a pruning.”

"What? "

"Shut up,” Gall said. "George will be back in aminute. Hell explan.”
"Gall, youre crying,” Lucy said. Gall turned her back to everyone.
Karim sad firmly, "I'l get George." He disappeared at arun.

Jake closed his eyes. He wished he could go to deep. He wished Franz Mudler had succeeded. Mira
City...

"We are dl| here" Vine sad. "Wewill St in shared Slence”



"Not now," Jake heard himsdf saying loudly. "Were humans. Vine not ... we can't wat like you can.
Tdl us your ideal"

A pause long enough to cause madness. Then Vine said, "Okay."

Jake opened his eyes and found himsdf looking draght a Shipley. The old man was ashen. He
looked somehow collapsed, asif his great bulk had fdlenin on itsdf. God, if this was what fath could do
to aman as punishment for saving allife, then Jake was glad to be agnodtic.

Nan hovered beside her father, her bones sticking out like chisds under her thin skin. Gall ill had her
back to everyone. Ingrid, outraged, said, "Will someone please tdl us what the hdl happened?”

Inalow voice, George filled in events for her, Karim, and Lucy. Gresat, Jake thought, now everyone
knew everything. Always good to have an informed jury.

Vinesad, "We have an idea. Thisis our idea. We can save Mira City. We can save our planet. We
can make no more killing."

"How?' Nan demanded. "How in the fuck can you do dl that?'
Vinetold them.
"No!" Nan screamed. "You can't!"

Jake sad, "I'l volunteer to go fird. Vine, get started. Now. Do me firg."

He was energized. There was a plan. Or maybe his energy came from the drink Vine had made for
him; Jake was beyond caring where the energy came from. For the firg time snce leaving Greentrees,
Jake fdt hopeful. So did Karim, George, Ingrid, Lucy, and Gall, dthough Gail's hope had an edge of
hygericd fear that Jake didn't like. She had never trusted any dien, and now the entire plan depended on
the mogt dien of them dl.

That |eft Shipley and Nan. Neither would agree.

Jake had never understood Shipley. The New Quaker was dill torturing himsdf over Franz Mudler's
desth, asif it had been Shipley and not Vine who had killed the rebuilt. And now Shipley was tossng
around inflammeatory words like "genocide.”

"We're not going to kill the Furs™" Jake explained for the third or fourth time. "Were only going to
make them less dangerous.”

"Cadirate them,” Nan said furioudy. "That's what it amounts to!"
"No," Jake said. "George, | havent got time for this. Explain to them.”
"l dready explained,” George said.

"Then do it again!" Jake strode off the main idand toward the infirmary, where Gall kept the quee. As
he left, he heard George say, "Theyll be happier than before, the Vines said so, and isn't happiness the

god of life anyway?"
"No," Shipley said. "It isnt."



Shipley was right, Jake thought, athough not in the way he thought. Shipley meant that the god of life
was some sort of spiritud attainment, some inner peace. Jake knew better. The god of life was survivd.
Happiness was an incidental Sde effect. If this plan worked, everyone would survive. Humans, Vines,
even Furs.

Unless something went wrong. The best way to guard againg that was to plan carefully for dl
contingencies. And no one was better a planning than Gall.

She dready had the quee on her lap, dthough she hadn't activated it. She was, he guessed, mentdly
envisoning what she would send, revisng and compressing. Ingrid was with her. Jake said, "Where's

Lucy?”

Ingrid said, "Vine wanted her somewhere. It opened a specid path for her and closed it up
afterward.” Ingrid's voice held resentment: Why Lucy and not her?

Some things never changed.

Jake said, "How could Vinetdl Lucy it wanted her somewhere?' The only trandator remained on the
main idand.

"It opened a path and a tendril wrapped around Lucy's hand and tugged a her," Ingrid said. "Not by
force" she added hadtily, seeing Jake's face. "Lucy didn't have to go. She chose to go.”

Franz Muéler, his eyes and flesh dissolving ... But Jake couldnt think that way. He had to trust the
Vines. There was no other choice. "Did the Vines take Karim, too?"

"Yes, but in a different direction.”

To wherever the bridge was, Jake thought. Karim was going to get a crash course inflying a Fur ship.
If that was possible. It should be? after dl, the Vinesflew Fur craft, and they didn't even have eyes.

To Gall he said, "I want you to get Shipley and Nan back here in the infirmary so | can tdk to Vine
done”

Gal sad flaly, "Nan won't go anywhere just because | ask her. She thinks that what we're doing,
what Vine is doing, is nothing more than experimenting on advanced species for purposes of genocide.
No better than what the Liberation Science Rebels did in Dakar."

Jake sad, "Yes That'swhy | want to tak to Vine without her.”

"Why do you? "

Ingrid interrupted Gall. "Jake, | don't think you have to be beside the trandator for Vine to hear you.
Dr. Shipley mugt have asked it to get usdl out of the way so he could speak to Vine done, and he mugt
have done it someplace ese than the trandator because that's where we dl were.”

"Yes" sad Jake; held dready figured that out. "I could talk to Vine anywhere. But it can only answer
me beside the trandator. Gall, if you can't get Nan and Shipley here, who can?'

"No one can budge Nan when she's got her mind made up.”

"Then budge Shipley and Nan will follow. Go tdl the doctor that Ingrid has collgpsed and he should
come immediatdy. Ingrid, collapse.”

Ingrid opened her mouth to protest, thought better of it, and lay down on the blanket. Gail set off a a



dead run.

When Shipley and Nan appeared, Shipley looked darmed but aso less tortured. It would do him
good to have something ese to think about beside Franz Mudler. For a short while, anyway. During the
clamor around Ingrid, Jake dipped away and ran down the path to the main blanket, where only George
remained. Running made his ribs ache even through the painkiller; he dowed down.

"Ving" Jake sad rapidly, "Dr. Shipley and Nan will never agree to this plan. They will tdl the Furs the
truth." Just as Shipley and Jake had told Vine. "I think you should prepare a drug that will make them
both completely unconscious but otherwise unharmed, and keep them that way as long as necessary.”

George gasped but said nothing. Vine said, "Yes™

The firg hurdle jumped. Jake said, "Shipley will drink anything you give him, but Nan won't eat and
she barely drinks. How can you ddiver the drug?'

"We can make the moleculesin a gas. Everyone dse must leave the infirmary blanket.”
"All right. But a gas won't penetrate their hdmets.”

"This gas will penetrate their hdmets.”

That was a sobering thought. But Jake merdy said, "Can you make the gas soon?"
"We dready have those molecules™

Prepared and ready to knock out the whole lot of us if we had run amok. Not a thing to
mention. Instead Jake said, "What are you doing to Lucy?'

"Experimenting on her,” Vine said, and Jake's blood stopped in his arteries.
George sad, "Wha experiment? Is she dl right?"

"We do not know if any human will be dl right with this plan. You know that. We create tests with
Lucy."

Jake forced hmsdf to say, "She's ... she's nervous”
"Thet iswhy we cregte tests with her.”

George said unconvinaingly, "I'd rather you used me."
"Your nervous system is not as responsve.”

Jake said, "How long until you begin with the rest of us?’

"We don't know. These are not smple molecules we must create. They mug affect two different
speciesin two different ways."

"Right," Jake said, and fdt helpless again. He pushed the feding away. He couldn't afford it just now.

He walked back to the infirmary. Ingrid sat up, trying to look like someone who had just come out of
afant. She wasn't a particularly good actor.

"dud stress, | think," Dr. Shipley said. "Although she shows no other symptoms of acute distress” He
looked suspicioudy at Jake.



Jake sad, "Thenif you're dl right, Ingrid, you better come with me. Vine is ready to start infecting us.
The? "

"Already?' Shipley said. "How could it create serum that fast? The molecules would be so complex
that? "

Jake cut him off. "How should | know how Vine did it? He did. You had better make a choice,
Doctor. You, too, Nan. Either come with us and get infected or Say here."

"What you're doing iswrong," Nan said passionately, misguided idedi till the end.

"Ingrid?"

"I'm coming," she said, and left with Jake. When they reached the main idand she said, "I'm ready.”
"Theinfecting agent ian't," George said. "Not yet."

Ingrid turned accusingly to Jake. "You sad? "

"l needed you out of there. Vine is knocking out Shipley and Nan for the duration. We can't afford
their noncooperation.”

Ingrid's mouth made a amd| round O.

Gall, halding the quee, looked uncertainly at the path to the infirmary. "Theyll ... be dl right? Not
harmed permanently?’

"Of course nat," Jake said. "We're the ones running that risk.”
George sad, "What do we do now?"
"We wait," Jake said. "For the Vines to do their biochemicd magic.”

Lucy came back hours later. The time had scraped dowly by, largdy in slence. Gail had gone to
check on Shipley and Nan and found them both deeply adeep. It had taken dl five of them, Jake and
George and Karim and Ingrid and Gall, to carry Shipley dong the path to the main idand. Jake wanted
the eght humans together &t dl times. He had carried Nan himsalf, her skinny starved body as light in his
ams as achild. Carefully helad her beside her father.

Ingrid said acidly, "Probably thefird timein two decades that those two have been peaceful together
for longer than an hour ... look! There's Lucy!"

She came waking toward them over the dime, not on a path. Jake redized that none of them had
ever done that. Her smdl bare feet sank two inches into the biofilm, but she didn't even look down. This
was such anorma behavior that Jake immediady feared the worst. But when Lucy sat down with them
on the blanket, she looked and sounded normd.

“I'm done" she said. "I'm infected.”
Jake sad angrily, "Vine, | told you | wanted to be firg!"

"No," said the expressionless trandator. "Y ou must make decisons. You mug not get sck.”



"Heé's right,” George said before Jake could answer. "Someone has to stay uninfected in case we
oet..." He didnt finish.

Jake sad, "'l know that. Vine, | want to be infected. Gall will stay uninfected to make decisons as
necessary.”

Gal looked dartled, then ashamed. But she didn't protest. Her xenophobia, Jake knew, was not
ideologicd, like Nan's. It was biologicd. She would be of more use uninfected, and on the quee.

Infected. He looked a Lucy. She sat with her legs childishly extended in front of her, her torso
covered with the improvised gray sarong. Her face was cam. Tranquilizers?

"Vine tdl uswhat to expect. For us and for the Furs. Tdl us everything.”

Vine sad, "Lucy has drunk the best molecules we can make in this short time. We cannot dream in
the sun about this, in the correct way. Soon we will have enough drink for Jake, George, and Ingrid. The
molecules will infect everyone. The infection will be breathed out on the ar. Our enemy breathes the
same amosphere as you do. When our enemy takes you on their ship, you will infect them. They will
take the infection to their planet. The infection spreads very quickly.”

"But what doesit do?' Ingrid said. She stared at Lucy.

Vine said, "We created this molecule for our enemy. We tested it for two hundred years on our
experimental enemy on the planet where we found you. Y ou did not see that experimenta colony. It was
our best experiment. The enemy was happy. They sat dreaming in the sun. They made many offpring
and cared for them. The offgoring sat dreaming in the sun. But they did not starve. Everybody grew
enough food and made enough shelters. But they did not make machines or ships. They did not like to
move more than necessary. They were happy dreaming in the sun, in shared slence”

My God, Jake thought, the Vines are going to turn the Furs into the closest thing possible to
plants.

Vine added, "Infected enemies will make many more offgoring than others. Infected offsoring are
sexudly desrable to therr own kind."

After a stunned slence George said, "Like ... like flowers. Pheromones attract bees and even attract
us, dl for the purpose of increasing ther reproductive advantage.”

"Yes" Vine sad. "Like flowers”
Ingrid said ungteadily, "That's what the molecules will do to the Furs. What will they do to us?'

"We do not know," Vine sad. "You are carriers. We re-created the molecule to livein your body and
be spread by you. That was difficult. We do not have the correct time to do more.”

Jake said, "But if Lucy ... what if this'molecul€ kills us?'

"We don't know," Vine said. "Lucy isdill dive. But you mugt drink the infector right before you board
the enemy ship. Y ou will live long enough to infect them.”

Vine wasn't cold-blooded, Jake reminded himsdlf. It only sounded that way from a combination of
trandator expressonlessness and dien cam. Still, he didn't stop himsdf from saying sarcadtically, "Well,
your part's done. Shouldn't you Vines be getting into your escape ship soon, before we quee the Furs?'



Vine didn't answer. All right? let the plants time their escape when they would. They knew their own
aurvivd srategies best. Jake's concern was human survivd, of Mira City if not of himsdf and his peculiar
team here. Although, of course, he wanted to survive. He watched Lucy, who looked around at them 4l
seadily, bravely. No symptoms of sickness yet.

How soon would symptoms come? Y ou could infect one species with a disease designed for another,
George had explained, and have the firg species never get Sck at dl. Mosguitoes did not die of maaria
Mice did not die of Hanta viruses. Cats did not die of Corin's disease, the horrifying genemod biowegpon
that had wiped out mogt of the African Mediterranean, leaving only armies of hedthy cats.

On the other hand, George had added, some species did die of cross-species infections. He had
declined to give examples,

"Gal," Jake said, "send the quee message.”

She nodded. All of them, except the degping Shipley and Nan, watched as Gal coded in the
message. It would indantly be received on the Fur ship and trandated into whatever symbols their quee
equivaent used.

WE LEARNED CANNOT DESTROY ENEMY SHIELD. WE LEARNED LOCATION
GENETIC LIBRARY ENEMY USED TWICE TO RESTART SPECIES. LIBRARY CAN BE
DESTROYED EASILY. WE WILL TELL YOU LOCATION IF YOU AGREE TAKE
HUMANS BACK TO OUR COLONY AND TO NOT DESTROY OUR CITY.

George sad, with a pessmian not characterigtic of him, "Theyll know it's a trick of some sort. It's
obvious"

"Weve been over this” Jake said. "They will suspect a trick. But they will dso think we learned the
location of the library, because they saw that the Vines cooperated with us on Greentrees. They'll believe
the Vineswill have told us everything we want to know. They believe the Vines are honest and open, and
we're secretive and treacherous.”

"And they're right,”" Lucy said.

Jake didn't contradict her. The Vines hadn't been completely open. They had not told the humans, not
even William Shipley, the location of the genetic library. They were truthful but not stupid.

George said, "More important, the Furs think were dumb. They may even believe that we believe
theyll trade farly with us Mira City for the library."

Ingrid said, "There's no way to know what they beieve."

Because they're so much like us, Jake thought. We hardly ever know correctly what each other
believes. Shipley's rdigion, Lucy's mora sgueamishnesss Nan's passonate misanthropy, Gail's
mother-hen capability... Where had any of it come from? Genes or upbringing or circumstances? Shipley
had more in common with a plant than with his own daughter. They were dl of them myseries to each
other.

"Here comes the answer," Gall said. Jake craned his neck for a better view.



BARGAIN AGREED. WE ATTACK SOON.

Jake fdt asif Mudler had punched him again. Attack. Of course that was how the Furs would think
of it. And thiswas a Fur ship; the Furs knew it well. They expected the Vines to defend themsdves.

He said, "Vine, well have to say that you dl figured out that the quee was receiving from Furs and not
from Greentrees, as we supposedly told you. That's the only way we can account for your escape. You
better go to your escape craft now."

Vine said, "Thereis no escape craft.”
"But you said? "

"No," Vine said. "We never said we have an escape craft. We do not. We have only a shuttle, dow
and made for planetfadl. We never said we have an escape craft. Y ou humans assumed we have one."

Lucy said dowly, "You're not going to escape.”

"We cannot. But our death is good. We will save our planet, and yours. Thisis our experimenta work
for athousand years past. It is good.”

"My God," George whispered.

Vine continued, "We will give you our death flowers. You mug put them ingde the quee. The enemy
will not look there. They may let you keep the quee.

"Please give our degth flowers to our people if you ever see them again.”
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The Fur ship approached more quickly than anyone could have predicted. Almost immediady after
his request about deeth flowers, Vine said, "The enemy ship will be herein 9x hundred humen bregths.”

In Karim's absence, George was quickest with the math. "About half an hour.”
"That soon?" Lucy said.

"The Fur ship mugt have dready been close” George said. "How many of these McAndrew Drive
ships do they have, anyway?"

Jake had no idea, and he didn't care. Not a the moment. Vine's announcement had sunned him. The
sentient plants? and Jake couldn't think of them any other way, no matter what George said? were going
to die. They knew that when they'd proposed the plan to save ther planet and Mira City. It was the same
debate that the humans had had before they boarded the Vines ship. Both species were acting to save
their planet-bound fdlows. But there was one important difference: the humans had voted to destroy
another species, and the Vines had voted (if voting was what they did) to take tharr own lives

What did that say about the ethics of each race?
No time for ethics. Karim reappeared. Jake said smply, "Can you do it, Karim?"

"l hope s0." The young physcidt's usud enthusasm for dien technology was subdued by the weight of
what he was taking on.

Jake sad, "Vine give the rest of ustheinfecting drink. Karim, can you get the quee case open to put
some packets ingde? Without dameaging anything in there?'

"l think so. Wheat are? "

"Il explain later. Vine, where are the death flowers?'

"You mug collect the deeth flowers from us. Our brother will open paths.”
"All right. Ingrid, George, Lucy, you go and ... Lucy?'

"I'mfing" she said, getting to her feet. But behind her transparent hemet, droplets of sweat stood out
on her pae face.

"Already?' Jake said to Vine. "She's sick aready?”
"We don't know."

Because the "molecules’ had been designed for Furs, not humans. Jake understood. He watched as
three of the clear cups embedded in dimefilled with a clear, ydlowish fluid. Gail shuddered.

"The paths are opening,” George said. "Let's go."
The thick dime was parting again, this time in many places, crawling into ridges on either side of five



narrow paths. Jake said, "A path for you, too, Gall. Let's do it." He hdf expected her to object, but she
didnt, dthough she looked amog as ashen as Lucy.

Jake waked down one path to the firg dump of Vines, a grove of three. A tendril snaked toward
him, "holding” a tiny packet of leaves, or flesh, or whatever it was. Gene-stuff. He said, "Only one
packet? There are three of you here," but of course there was no answer. Yet they mugt be individuds,
or el one packet would do for the entire ship. Were these three then one individud? With or without
the "brother" dime? Jake would probably never know, and it didn't maiter anyway. He took the packet.

It fdt dick in his hand, and he had to force himsdf not to drop it. He moved on, collecting three more
packets, and then his path brought him back to the main idand.

Kaim was dready there, uffing more of thetiny packets indde the quee. Vine said, "The enemy ship
is docking with our ship.”

Ingrid, George, and Lucy raced in. Lucy looked neither better nor worse. Karim snatched ther
packets and suffed them into the quee. Jake said, "All right, drink!" He picked up a cup.

The ydlowish fluid didn't have the lemonade taste of the food Vine had been preparing for them. No
timefor peripherds, Jake guessed. He forced down the bitter drink, gagging dightly.

Vine said, "The enemy is on the bridge of our ship."
Jake hadn't even been sure the ship had a bridge.

George and Ingrid finished the drink and set down ther cups. Karim, of course, wasn't infected; the
last thing they needed was a pilot who was sick as well as totdly inexperienced. Immediately dl the cups
dissolved and the airlock door opened. A hemeted and suited Fur entered, a male who might or might
not have been the same one Jake had encountered before. It was odd to see a Fur fully clothed. Another
male behind him carried a trandator egg, and afemale carried one of their curved weapon-sticks.

None of them left the airlock. The leader snarled something and the trandator said flatly, "Humans will
come with us."

Jake had choreographed ther departure to include action, not explanations. Karim took Shipley's
degping bulk under the armpits and dragged him forward. George picked up Nan. Gal carried the quee.
They dl moved forward together into the airlock. Jake waited for the Fur to object to the unconscious
humans, or at least ask about them, but he did neither.

Jake had warned everyone againg good-byes to Vine. There were to be no clues to the Furs about
the human-plant relaionship. Vine, too, was slent.

The Fur trandator said, ™Y ou were nine humans. Now you are eght humans.”

Jake sad, "The plants ate one human." Behind his clear hdmet the Fur made some facid digtortion,
but there was no way for Jake to tdl what it meant.

"Remove that dien hdmet and throw it back."

The arlock wasful of Vine air. Jake said, "Everybody, take some very deep bregths.” He forced ar
into his own lungs.

The hdmet came off eadly. The humans threw it back onto the main idand. Jake waited for the Fur to
tdl them to remove the trips of cloth from their bodies, but this time the dien did not. The strips weren't



human-made; they were blankets stolen from the primitive Furs and probably too low-tech to be
considered a threat.

Jake's lungs burned by the time the airlock closed and refilled. He gasped. And then they were
aboard the Fur ship again, in the same featureless room with the floor mats they had torn up for dothing.
So this was the same crew of Furs. They had smply falowed the Vine ship, as Jake should have redized
they would. That's why they'd reached it so quickly. He fdt like afoal.

All three Furs entered the room with the humans. The leader said to Gal through the trandator,
"Keeper of Names and Birds, do you wish to die now for birds and the morning sky?"

"No," Gall said.
He turned to Jake. "Tdl us whereisthe enemy's gene library.”

"I mug draw it," Jake said. "We don't understand what the enemy said. We just memorized it. | mugt
draw it."

The leader bared his impressve teeth. A pan-gtdlar carnivore gesture, Jake noted impersondly. Al
three Furs 4ill wore their dose-fitting suits and clear hdmets. How much ar did the outfits hold? Jake
saw no tanks or hoses. The Furs were not the bio-wizards the Vines were. The ar supply in those
helmets must be limited.

The second mde set down the trandator and disappeared. Time passed before she returned, carrying
around blank date made of ... something. No one said anything. The only sound was Shipley's snoring.

Jake took the date and a curious curved "pen” that seemed to have no exposed point but that marked
on the date anyway. He began to draw congdlations, very dowly. The congtdlations had been carefully
displayed on Vines bioarm. Vine had said they indicated a plausible fase location for the gene library.
Jake hoped it was as plausble to Furs as to Vines.

The ship rocked dightly, just once. Karim blinked hard.
The Furs did not remove thar hdmets,

Jake drew with agonizing downess, findly stopping completdly. "I'm trying to remember everything,”
he said gpologeticdly to the trandator. "l want to get it right.”

"You realize," George had said to Jake, "that after they think they have the location, they have
no reason not to kill us."

True enough. But not conclusive. Jake had been a lawvyer for a long time you never released a
materid witness until you had corroborated his testimony. He didn't know what the military analogue was
for thet judicd safeguard, but he was sure there was one. These cregtures were soldiers.

And diens.

He drew yet more dowly.

Shipley snored.

The leader reached up and removed his hdmet.

Jake drew afew more meaningless strokes. The other two Furs removed thar hdmets. Carefully Jake
moved toward the Fur to show him the date. Jake didn't get too close, or make any sudden gestures. He



just extended the date, but not too far, and when the leader leaned in for a closer look, Jake breathed on
him very gently, so that the soft puffs of ar were dmost like a discreetly blown kiss.

Lucy began vomiting about an hour later. Until then, there had been dmost an ar of ceebration in the
closed ship compartment. A very quiet celebration, since no one said anything overtly. The chamber was
undoubtedly under survelllance. But people smiled a each other. Humans had probably infected the
Furs. Humans were dive. Still. For now.

On the other hand, the femae with the weapon had torn the quee from Gail and carried it away with
her. Jake had no idea what they would do with it, or with the "death flowers' indde, if those were
discovered.

"l wish we had some water," Gall said. "Lagt time they gave us water." She had torn more doth from
the floor matting, which was getting pretty scruffy, and cleaned up Lucy as wel as she could. It wasn't

veay wel. Lucy lay quiet, glassy-eyed, in a corner.

Ingrid sad loudly, "She mug have eaten some food gone bad." Gall rolled her eyes a this dumsy
attempt at misdirection.

Jake became aware that his own insdes were beginning to fed peculiar. A little sour, then railing... He
just made it to another corner before he vomited.

"Oh, God," he heard Gall say.

Things got strange after that. Vine was bending over him, only it wasn't Vine but Beta, covered with
black flowers like horrific shiny orchids. "You murdered Mrs. Ddton," Beta said in Lucy's voice. Dr.
Shipley was there, too, stting in his damned shared sllence, except that when Jake shook himsdf |oose of
Beta and waked over to the physcian, he saw tha Shipley wasn't praying. He was dead. "You
murdered Mrs. Ddton,” the corpse said, and Jake screamed back, "I was only trying to save Mira City!"
Then Nan danced by, naked and writhing lewdly.

"Don't hdlucinate out loud!" Gall said, leening close to his ear. "Whét if they're ligening?'
"All right," he answered, but it came out in Fur o she didn't understand and went away.

Fre danced dong hisarms and legs. He held the arms up to admire the colors in the flames red and
ydlow and orange and blue and green and red and ydlow and...

"I need water, damn it!" Gal belowed at the caling. "At least give me some water!” Then, the next
minute or hours later, "Oh, fuck. Nan!"

After that, nothing.



Gall had each onein a corner: George, Ingrid, Jake, Lucy. All vomiting in unison. God, the stench was
awful.

And then Karim started to puke.
"You don't haveit!" Gall cried, forgetting surveillance. "You didn't drink it!"

"I must have ... have caught it from ... one of them,” Karim said, paing under his brown Arab skin like
asuddenly peeled coconut.

Gall's pine froze. If Karim had caught it from one of the others, he might get too sck to fly the ship.
Andif Karim could catch it from an infected humean, then so could Gall.

And then no one would be left functiond. And Mira City...

Only activity kept her going. Now that there were five of them vomiting, she was fresh out of corners.
She put Karim againg the wall between Lucy and Jake. Dr. Shipley and Nan dept on, oblivious, in the
center of the room.

The most she could do was tear cloth strips off the floor, or off their bodies, to clean up the Sck ones,
and to make sure none aspirated any vomit. Good thing she wasn't squeamish, at least not about humans.
After what seemed an eon, dl except Jake stopped puking and fdl into afitful deep, and Gall thought the
worst was over.

Then Jake, whose fever fdt the highest to her unaided pdm, began hdludnaing doud. "You
murdered Mrs. Ddton!" he cried.

Mrs. Daton? Who was she? Jake tried to St up, his face twisted in horror, his body quaking with
fever and fear. Gall pushed him back down again. "Jake, dont hdlucinate out loud! What if they're

ligening?"
"You murdered Mrs. Ddton!" and then, "I was only trying to save Mira City!"

Gall tried to drown out his maunderings. At the top of her lungs she screamed, "I need water, damn
it!" Which was certainly true. She kept on screaming it until Jake quieted.

To her surprise, the door opened and a Fur entered, carrying a basin of water.

Gall shrank back. An dien touch ... But the Fur ignored her. It walked a few steps into the room,
stopped, stared down at the basin, looked around, stared again at the basin, stopped again.

Gall had never seen a Fur behave like that. And it was unarmed. Furs aways had weapons, or were
accompanied by other Furs with weagpons. This one stood mationless in the room. Cautioudy Gal stood
and approached it. She reached out and took the basin from the dien's hands.

Itslips drew back over its teeth. Oh, God, it was angry ... but the lips quivered and the skin around
the eyes did something. The powerful tall quaked. It looked like ... these were diens, but for a crazy



moment Gail was sure that the thing was laughing.

The Fur turned and walked back toward the door in the same bizarre manner, as if it was having
trouble remembering what it was supposed to do. Its tal quaked some more. It lurched out the door.
Gal dammed the basin down, not caring that fully a third of the water doshed onto the floor. She
snatched at the door just before it finished dosing and caught it in her hand.

Heart hammering, she waited for the door to be dammed on her fingers, or jerked open agan in fury.
Neither happened. After along moment she stretched out her other arm toward Karim, who lay closest
to the door. Her finger just reached a piece of vomity cloth she had used to wipe his face. Gall grimaced
indisgust, folded the doth severd times, and wedged it in the door.

That Fur had been infected.

"They'll be happy,” Jake had promised. "Dreaming in the sun,” was the way Vine had put it.
Maybe, but to Gall that dien had looked punch-drunk. Maybe that was jus the firgd stage. Too bad it
hadn't been the firg stage for humans, too. A bunch of giggling shipmates would have smdled better than
abunch of feverish vomiters

She mopped up the precious water she had spilled by wringing out soiled cloths to use again. With the
clean water Ieft in the basin she did a better job of washing the five sufferers faces. Should she give them
water to drink? She had no way of knowing how safe the water was. Better not.

Creeping around the fouled cabin, she checked on everyone again. They were dl dive Lucy seemed
alittle cooler, but maybe that was just wishful thinking. Dr. Shipley and Nan ill dept like the dead. How
long were their induced comas supposed to last? Had Jake even thought to ask?

Shaking her head, Gall tried to think of something else to do. Inactivity was the enemy, dways. If she
kept busy, sheld bedl right. But she couldn't think of anything else. Findly, dl she could do was st and
dare a the propped-open door until, incredibly, she fdl adeep.

She woke with a scream. Something was happening, something terrible. But it was only Nan, dtting
up groggily in the middle of the floor. From some combination of fear and joy, Gall cried, "Oh, fuck.
Nan!"

"I'm glad to see you, too," Nan retorted, looking around her. Her grogginess disappeared too quickly.
Glaring at Gall, she demanded, "Whéat has that rat-bite Jake done now?"

And it was going to have to be Gail who told her. Nan, who had hated the Vines from the beginning.
Nan, who disapproved with passionate mordity of biologica experimentation on another species. Nan,

who was capable of anything.

Gall crawled over to Nan and put her mouth very close to Nan's ear. "Surveillance™ she breathed.
"Can't tak now. Wait."

And there was nothing Nan could do but accept that. For once. It was dmog a triumph.

Dr. Shipley didn't wake. After an hour in which nothing whatsoever happened, Gal couldn't stand it
anymore. If the infection spread among Furs as fagt as it did among humans, everyone on board was
dready diseased by now. She hoped.

"Come on," she said to Nan. "We're going."



Nan's eyes widened. "Going where?" Apparently she hadn't noticed the doth holding the door open a
fraction of an inch.

Gall took Nan's hand? how good the amdl scarred fingers fet!? and led her to the door. Carefully
Gal pried it open. Nan made a stisfying sound of surprise. Gall said, "The Furs have been infected.”

"You don't know that! Y ou only know thet five of us are deathly sck!”
"The Furs are infected, too," Gal said with more conviction than she fdt.

The two women crept out the door. They stood in the featureless corridor by which they'd entered the
ghip. At the end, Gall knew, was an airlock; she didn't want that. The corridor branched to the right, and
gheled Nan that way. It branched again. Gail chose randomly.

As soon as she rounded the second corner she gasped and stopped. Two Furs lay writhing on the
floor. Sick? Too Sck to legp up and attack? Gall backed away franticaly, but Nan caught her shoulder.

"Gall, they're mating!"
"Mating?"

Nan laughed. It did look like mating, Gail thought, in that the two seemed to be shoving hard againgt
each other. What €lse were they doing? Suddenly Gail didn't want to know. The infected ones will be
sexually irresistible to other Furs. Jake had told her. Well, it wasn't going to do humans any good if
they wasted dl that lust on each other. That was no way to spread the infection.

At least they weren't vomiting.

"Take this" Nan sad. Shed spotted two of the curved wegpon-things on the floor beside the
oblivious Furs and had retrieved them. She thrugt one at Gall.

" don't know how to useit,” Gal whispered.
"And | do? Takeit!" Nan didn't bother to lower her voice. The copulating Furs never looked up.

Nan amed the wegpon and began fiddling with one end. Gal caught her am. "You don't know
anything about the settingd Y ou could blow a holein the ship!"

"l guess you're right,” Nan said. "So what do we do with these two?"

Gal was only glad that Nan wasnt dill posng as the champion of Furs. But Nan's next words
dispdled thet illuson.

"They'd be better off dead than made into these experimenta caricatures,” she sad bitterly.
"We need these experimentd caricatures. Don't be amoron, Nan. Let'sjud ... just go on."

They crept carefully past the frenzied copulators, who didn't seem to notice. Nan said, "That mugt be
some fuck.”

Gall ignored her. What was she doing, brazenly thruding into the enemy'’s part of the ship? But what
kind of enemy was more interested in sex than war?

A good enamy to have.



The corridor led to a large room. Before she saw anything ese, Gail saw that the floor of the room
was made of some thick, clear materid crossed with gray gtruts in an irregular pattern. The floor was
bowed at the edges, and under it a short way from the center was a mass of dark suff connected by a
short thick pole.

"SoitisaMcAndrew Drive" Nan breathed, but Gal scarcely heard her. She had caught sght of the
Fursin the chamber.

There were five of them. They dl sat on the floor, ther baancing tails spread out behind them. Two
looked up as the humans entered, and Gail caught her breath. But the Furs didnt move. They merdy
gazed quidly at the humans, asif they found them interesting contemplative objects.

"Get ... get their wegpons," Gall said unsteedily.

Nan complied. No Fur objected to having the guns, or whatever they were, taken from them. But one
arose just as Nan disarmed him, and Gall gave a little cry. Nan leaped back. The Fur ignored her,
waking over to a storage cabinet. 1t removed something and began unconcernedly to edt.

So they could feed themsalves. What ese? Or was this only the first stage of the illness, as the humans
hed had avident firg stage, and would the infected Furs act differently later on? Gail had no idea.

Nan had staggered on that last legp backward. Now she lurched over to Gall, saying ungeadily, "A
little light-headed..."

"Of course you are. You refused to eat anything for dayd" Gall snapped, just as Nan fainted.

Wonderful. Just what Gall needed. Tranquilized diens, puking shipmates and a garving Nan. Not to
mention that Gail hadn't the vaguest idea what she hersdf was doing.

She dapped Nan awake and made her eat some of whatever the Fur had taken from the storage bin.
Nan had dways been willing to eat the food of Furs, who killed humans. It was the food of Vines, who
helped humans, that Nan refused. But this was no time to reflect on the perversity of human nature.

"I think we need to pen them dl up in some one room, before they ... change in some way."
"Change in what way?' Nan said.

"How should | know? The only room that I'm sure locks is the one we were imprisoned in. We need
to get dl the humans out of there and put in dl the Furs we can find."

Nan stared at her asif Gall were crazy.

"Wdl, do you have a better plan?'

"l might, if you'd tdl me the whole story of what the fuck's going on!"

"Il tdl you while we drag our people out here. Come on, let's get going.”

Nan took it better than Gall expected. Too wdl, in fact. Gal would need to think about thet later.

By the time they'd dragged the five sck humans plus Dr. Shipley onto the bridge, Gall's arms ached.
Nan, weakened by sdf-willed starvation, trembled. But Karim, & lesst, seemed better. Maybe he had
the strongest condtitution, or maybe catching the thing from another human led to amilder case than being



directly infected. How would Gail know? She didn't know anything.

Karim stared at her with some recognition in his dark eyes, dthough he didn't answer her. The others
seemed in some sort of fitful coma, unrespongve and 4ill feverish.

"If we could only get your father awake!" Gall said. "He's the doctor, after dl.”
Nan stared somberly at her degping parent stretched out on the ship's floor. "It's genocide, Gall.”

She didn't mean Shipley, Gall redlized. She meant the infected Furs, sent home (if they could actudly
manage that) to turn the rest of their race into happy, copulaing idiots.

"Nan? " she began, but Nan cut her off.

"You know what they're doing?' Nan sad in the bitterest tone Gall had heard from her yet. She
looked at the five quiet Furs, who had shown not the dightest reaction to having sck humans dragged
into their midst. "They're focusng on higher quaities. They're dreaming in the sun. They're sharing slence
together, waiting for the Light. They're having a fucking New Quaker megting!"

Gal sad quietly, "Are you going to resst us on this, Nan? Try to sabotage our plan?”

"No," Nan sad wearily. "I've tried that twice, and look what happened. | know now | can't control
evarything that everybody ese fucking chooses to do, evenif | hateit.”

Not a bad definition of maturity, Gail thought. But dl she said was, "Let's get started finding dl the
Furs"

It was easier than sheld hoped. Gal and Nan didn't have to drag the Furs as they'd dragged the
humans. They merdly prodded with their stolen weapons, and the Furs obediently waked where they
were pushed. There turned out to be only twelve of them aboard the ship, which was divided into many
gmdl rooms and narrow corridors. Gall findly redlized that the total area was no bigger than the one large
room on the adapted Vine ship. Furs and Vines apparently had different culturd ideas about how to use
Space.

All twelve Fursfit eadily into the featureless room with torn metting. Gail had ingsted on washing out
the room once she located the water supply. The chamber was clean and stocked with food and water
when she removed the cloth doorstop and the door locked on their captives.

"Now what?' Nan said.
"Now we look for the quee they took from us"
IIWWI?I

Gal didn't say, Because the Vine death flowers are in it. "Because it's the only one we can read.
Eventudly other Furs are going to notice that this ship isn't communicating, or whatever it's supposed to
be doing."

"So what do we do about that?'

Gall had no idea. Thishad been Jake's plan, and ether he was supposed to be directing it or ese dl
the humans were supposed to be murdered dready. Instead, she wasin charge. "Just start looking for the
queg!”



They found it in a storage cabinet. Gall didn't attempt to open it; she didnt know how. Karim would
have to do that. She checked on each person. They were dl 4ill dive, and Karim at least fdt much
cooler.

Nan was Hill sudying the quee. "I don't think this will hdp us. Isnt it quantum-entangled with this
ship? Unless you know how to reset it, any other Fur ship is going to communicate on the quee that
belongs on this ship.”

She was right. Gall said weerily, "I don't even know what their quee would look like. And even if |
identified it, it isn't rigged up with an English trandator. Whatever other Furs say to these Furs, we
wouldn't be able to interpret it anyway."

"Wil, then, forget that,” Nan said, tossng away the quee. It thudded to the floor.

Gal hadn't ever before fdt so hdpless. She knew hersdf to be a competent woman, a superb
organizer. But how did you organize diseased diens, Sck humans, and a ship nobody could fly?

"Nan, are we moving now?"'

Nan stared a her. "Of course werre moving now? we're at maximum acceleration. Look under your
feet! Theliving quarters are as close to the massplate as they can get. Didn't you ligen to Karim explain
the McAndrew Drive?'

"No," Gal sad. "But if we're moving, we need to change course.”
"To where?'

"Greentrees. If the Furs discover that this ship isn't communicating properly”? when they discover
this ship isn't communicating properly? "theyll come looking for it. They dso might just go destroy
Mira City, snce they'll conclude that humans aren't kegping our end of the bargain. We have to be at
Mirafird, ready to destroy them.”

Nan gaped at her. "Do you redly think? "
"l don't think we have any choice! If only | could get Karim functiond....”
"Maybe we don't need Karim," Nan said. "l have a better idea”

They rummaged through more storage cabinets, among oddly shaped objects that were totd
mysteries. Eventudly Nan said, "l think thisisit." She held up a curved reddish baton with a bal on the
end of it. It looked to Gall like a bent scepter.

"It did look likethet ... Nan! Don' just experiment!”

"How dse will 1 know? It wasn't a weagpon, remember.” She fingered the baton in various ways.
"There ... | fdt adight tingle. Try to approach me"

Cautioudy Gall moved forward, hands groping in front of her. They hit an invisblewall. "It's here! But
itsonly afew feet high.”

"Say there while | experiment.”

It took hdf an hour for Nan to master creating straight wals of various heights, curved walls of various



degrees, and enclosed prisons of various diameters. "All right, I'm ready. Let's go."

Gall caught her arm. "Nan, ligen to me. You had a speciad bond with Furs. When you see what the
infection is doing to them, and | have no idea what that could be a this stage, are you going to get so
angry that you don't hep me with this?'

Nan pulled her am away. "Il dways be angry over what the Vines have done. | voted againg this
plan, remember, before Jake decided to remove the competition by knocking me out. But you guys went
ahead anyway, the Furs are infected, and | don't see any way to turn back.”

"Sureyou do," Gall said dowly. "Make sure these Furs never come in contact with any other Furs.”

"The only way to do thet is to kill them. I'm sure you're right that there's another ship speeding toward
usthis minute. They must know how to locate one of their own ships, and if they do, they'll free their own
people. | could shove dl these Furs out the airlock and they'd probably let me, but | won't kill them!”

Like father, like daughter. Gal studied Nan's face: furious and sorrowful and resigned. "Okay," Gall
sad. "Let'sgo.”

The two women walked back to the imprisoned Furs. Gail pushed open the door while Nan created a
protective wall around her that aso blocked the doorway.

It was a good thing she had; some of the Furs rushed Gall, teeth bared. And not in giggles, ather.
They weren't exactly atacking, Gal redized after a moment, but they were trying to escape.
"Second-stage infection,” she told Nan with a conviction she didn't fed. "They've recovered enough to be
aware agan of thelr surroundings, but look, they're not trying to ... to get a me”

"So stop shrinking and turning pale” Nan said. "Y ou're perfectly safe. I've got thisthing under control.
Take one from the back of the room? they 4ill look completdy drugged.”

From the back. Easy for Nan to say, she was safe in the corridor. Gal fdt alight push on one side.
Nan was changing the shape of her prison, making it into an elongated ova that gill blocked the door but
now stretched into one corner, where a Fur sat on the floor, tal folded under, gezing at nothing. Other
Furs were pushed aside by the growing wall. Gal kept one pam on its reassuring invisble surface. The
surface blinked off for a fraction of a second, then blinked on and the corner Fur was ingde the wall with
Gall.

She fdt the old somach railing and dammy skin. This was a creature that could kill her with one
blow. Worse, it was dien. She made hersdf reach down and grasp one of its aams. She pulled and the
Fur stood up.

"Good!" Nan said. "Now come forward."

The room was full of noise. Fur words or whatever they used. Gal tugged the obedient Fur toward
the door. The others put tentacled hands on the invishle wal and tried to tdl it something, but the Fur,
dill in the firg stages of infection, merdly made a strange ralling gesture with its head. Gail led it out the
door. Nan closed it, and they had a pilot.

"How do we know this one can fly the ship?' Gall asked, belatedly.

"We don't for sure, but look at its chest-strap thing. Those are the same marks that were on the
femde shuttle pilot. In fact, | think it's the same Fur.”

Gall looked at the dien, belatedly redizing from its crest that it was femde. Then probably the room



aso hdd the same leader who had so ruthlesdy enlisted humans as saboteurs, who had ordered their
skimmer vaporized. Gall wasn't sure which one he was, ether. Not thet it mattered now.

"How are you going to communicate with it, Snce we can't find a trandator egg?"

Nan didn't answer. She took the Fur by the hand and led it to the bridge. She sat it firmly in what Gall
assumed that Nan assumed was a pilat chair. The Fur looked a Nan expressonlessy. Nan picked up
the pen and date on which Jake had drawn the fase location of the Vine gendtic library. (How had she
figured out how to erase Jake's drawing?) She drew a star system with tiny humans, Furs, and Vines dl
ganding on the same planet. The Fur did something with its face but made no move.

Nan drew a sketch of the Fur gtting in the pilot seat. Then she drew what even Gall recognized as a
food container like the ones they'd seen in a Storage cabinet.

She drew athick black line through the food.
The Fur started to cry.
Gal sad, "What? "

"George firg observed that ina Fur child on Greentrees,” Nan said. "In that thriving dl-femde camp.
He speculated that a teering mechanism of some sort is hecessary to dl creatures with eyes and without a
nictitating membrane. To clear dust and duff. But he thought even then that the tears might o be a
digtress expresson. He said some mechaniams would be duplicated in different evolutionary paths from
sheer chance."

"Oh," Gall said. She didn't remember what a nictitating membrane was.

The Fur went on crying, large tears ralling grotesquely over the matted hair on its face. Nan pointed
agan to the star system drawing, the pilot console, and the blacked-out food sketch. The Fur reached for
some strange-looking protrusionsin front of it.

"Or maybe" Nan sad flaly, "her tears aren't a distress mechanism. Maybe that's joy. Isnt this
infection supposed to make them happier?!

Gal didn't answer. Checking on her patients, another thought occurred to her. "Nan? the other Furs
stayed docile only so long. What are you going to do when this pilat here goes into the second stage of
infection?"

"Put her ingde awadl."

"What if it just gtsthere and Starves ingead of pilating? Or if it flies the ship off on a different course
from the one we want? We wouldn't even know that was hgppening!”

Nan scowled. Chagrin turned to anger. "Fuck it, Gall, | can't think of everything!"
"l didn't say that you could.”

"You implied that 1? "

"Forget it, Nan. We don't need your tame Fur, after al.”

Karim was waking up.

"So you took control of the ship, just like that," Jake said.



"Dont make it sound so essy," Gall said. She fdt so much more like hersdf when the others were
around her. Everyone but Dr. Shipley had regained consciousness, dthough you couldn't say they were
well. All of them except Karim gill had high fevers. Thair heads ached, they had muscle cramps, and
every once in awhile someone got dry heaves, dthough nobody had any stomach contents left to heave
up. Even Karim, the firg time he tried to stand, toppled over and hit his head on the deck. Blood to add
to the vomit. Fortunately, the wound wasn't serious. Gall bound it with their dwindling supply of blanket
clath.

"How long until we reach Greentrees?' Ingrid demanded weekly.

"How would | know?" Gall said. "We're just passengers. Karim, are you going to be able to figure out
this weapons arsend in time?'

"No," Karim said. The physicig, seated in the pilot's chair, studied the array of weird protrusions in
front of him. Jake had ordered the Fur pilot taken back to the "brig," as he cdled it. Gal didnt think the
joke was funny.

"'N0'?" Nan said, before Jake could answer Karim. "Y ou can't figure out the fucking weapons?”

"Nan, think about it," Karim said patiently. "The Vines didnt show me how to operate the weapons
system aboard the ship they tole from the Furs. They didn't know how to operate it, because no Vine
hes ever used any Fur weapons. They just don't use wesgpons &t dl, remember?”

Gall sad quickly, before Nan could begin on the Vines, "But you can't learn the wegpons.”
"No, Gal."
Jake said, "Then dl thisis for nothing. A second Fur ship can just blast us out of the sky."

"Not necessarily,” Karim said. "Herée's an important fact. Do you remember way back before we firs
reached Greentrees, when the Ariel's computer registered another ship stresking past a an acceleration
of ahundred gees? That ship came redly close to us, but it took no notice of us a dl. The reason is that
when a McAndrew Drive is on, it's generaing an intense cloud of plasma as it derives energy from the
vecuum.”

"S0?' Nan sad belligerently.

"S0 in the middle of that plasma cloud, the sensors can't operate. The Fur ship, or Vine ship,
whichever it was, couldnt detect the Arid. It didn't know we were there. The Fur fleet keeps track of
each other by quee. Our quee wasn't entangled with theirs; it was entangled with Earth, and anyway ours
didn't operate continuoudy, as theirs gpparently do. So the other ship just never detected the Arid a dl.”

Gal knew Karim's words were important, but she didn't know why. She looked from his face to
Jake's and back again.

Jake sad dowly, "So if we destroy our quee? both the one that belongs on this ship and our own that
the Furs modified to communicate with them? then no Fur vessd will know where we are.”

Nan sad, "But we won't know where they are, ether.”

Karim said, "We will if we turn off our drive but thers is on. And even though we don't have use of
the Fur weapons, we do have this" He pointed to the huge disk below their feet.

"S0?' Nan said. "That's not a wegpon. And anyway, the other ship will have one, too."



"Yes" Kaim sad, "l know. But ... ligen."
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William Shipley didn't know where he was. The last thing he remembered was feding very deepy on
theinfirmary idand aboard the Vine ship. But even lying on his back and gazing up at the caling, he could
see thiswasn't the Vine ship. This caling had no dimeonit.

He didn't fed ill. In fact, he fdt extraordinarily well. He turned his head to look around.

A metd room, not as large as the room hed It filled with Vines and dime and paths. Left how? This
room was clearly a bridge; he could see displays with totaly meaningless symbols and protrusions and
the back of what mugt be a pilot chair, and below his feet a short pole connecting the room to a black
disk that could only be what Karim cdled a "super-high dendity massplate.” Was he aboard another part
of the Vine ship? He saw no Vines, humans, or Furs.

Caefully Shipley got to his feet. Severad open doorways led off the bridge. He started toward one,
but Karim's voice startled him so much he gasped doud.

“Dr. Shipley! Hello!"

Karim sat in the pilot's chair, garing at the incomprehensible protrusons. Shipley said, "What are you
doing? Where are we?'

"On the Fur ship," Karim said, not looking away from his protuberances. Some of them moved,
ssemingly of their own accord. Occasiondly Karim touched one. "Gall took over the ship from the Furs.
We contral it now."

"Gail?"

“I'm sorry, Doctor, but | have to concentrate. Find Jake to explain, please.”
"Where ... where is everyone?'

"Degtroying the quee."

Shipley shook his head to clear it. This didn't help. Nothing made any sense, nothing at dl. He picked
adoorway at random and started toward it.

Hed gotten only a few feet when he heard a tremendous crash. Karim didn't even jump. The physcist
did something to one of his protuberances, and dl at once the black massplate began to dide awvay from
Shipley's feet. For a moment he thought the ship was bresking apart and he cluiched a empty ar,
swayed off balance. Then he caught himsdf as he redlized what was actudly happening.

The ship was decderating. The life quarters were diding dong the pole to keep the pull of
deceleration baanced with the gravity pull of the masplate. He said, despite himsdlf, "Karim ... please ...
where are we?'

"Greentress."

Greentrees?



Ancther crash, fallowed by shouting. Dazed, Shipley lumbered toward the sound, following it through
ashort narrow corridor.

George, Ingrid, Lucy, and Gall dl stood crowded at the entrance of a amdl room. Inside, Jake raised
aheavy piece of some unknown equipment over his head. He brought it down as hard as he could on a
grdl tabldike structure bolted to, or part of, the metd deck. The table, dready dented, caved in alittle
more. Jake shook with the recoil of the impact. It seemed to Shipley that he could actudly see Jake's
teeth rattle.

"Okay, Jake," George sad, "my turn.”

"Gledly."

Shipley sad, "Wha? "

"Doctor!" Gall cried. "You're up! How do you fed?'

The commonplace question in the midst of lunacy finished Shipley. A wave of dizziness swept over
him. He fought it off and tried again. "Whet are you doing?'

George sad, "Oh, Lord, you need the whole story from the beginning. Jake, give me that thing, it's my
tun.”

Jake rdinquished the makeshift dedgehammer and moved out of the way. George smashed it down
on the table. Over the desfening noise Ingrid shouted, "They're dill dl weak, so it's good you're here,
Doctor. Dont let them rupture something insde themsdved™

Gall shouted crosdly, "He doesn't even know what they're weak from! Come on, Doctor, I'll explan.”

Graefully Shipley followed her back to the rdatively slent bridge. The massplate beneath his feet was
now clearly adisk on a pole, moving away from them? or, rather, they from it. As soon as he could be
heard, Shipley said, "Where's Naomi?'

"With the Furs. She's fine, doctor, don't worry."

With the Furs. Don't worry. Shipley put a hand on Gail's arm. Another desfening crash sounded from
the other room. Gall said, "Come with me where it's quieter. I'll explain.”

The explanation took along time. As Gall finished, the others trooped back in, and George fainted.
"George!" Ingrid cried. "Doctor!"

George revived dmog immediatdy. Shipley made hm day on the floor. Running his hands
professondly over George's chest, taking his pulse, peding back his eydids to look a the whites,
Shipley fdt some measure of cdm return to him. This, at least, was familiar.

"I'mfing" George sad impatiently. "l want to get up.”
"Your pulseisracing.”
"l just destroyed an dien queg!™

From his pilot chair Karim called, "Are you sure it's destroyed?”



Ingrid snapped, "No, we can't know a hundred percent. It's dien tech! But were pretty sure it's
gone.”

Jake sad, "That just leaves the other quee. Karim, how long till we'rein orbit around Greentrees?”
"Forty-seven furries”

Gal looked a Shipley's face and said, "Karim invented that name for the units measured on the Fur
chronometer. The Vines taught him to read their numbers™

"It'sin base 9x," George added hdpfully.

Gal sad, "Don't overburden him with suff he doesn't need to know. Or me, either. Doctor, I'll take
you to Nan, if you like. She's feeding the Furs. She's the only one that can manipulate the invisble wall.”

Shipley stood, but at that moment Naomi entered the room from a different doorway. At the Sght of
her, haf naked and scarred and starved-looking, everything that had happened on the Vine ship flooded
back into Shipley's mind. Franz. The attack on Jake. Shipley tripping Franz. The dime eding at the
rebuilt's face...

Naomi said, "Dad?'
Gal said, "Doctor, St down. Y ou're white as tac."
" want ... want to talk to Naomi."

The others tactfully moved off. Naomi took him by the hand and led hm down yet another narrow
corridor. It was festureless, but out of Sght and sound of the bridge she sat on the floor and gently pulled
him down.

For along moment neither of them spoke. Then Shipley said, "Gall told me what happened.”
"Yes" Naomi sad. "It was wrong. It's wrong.”

"But you're going dong with it. With arranging for these infected Furs to spread their passvity to their
home world."

"Yes" she sad, but she didn't meet his eyes.

Shipley fdt his somach turn over, and then press upward into his chest. She was lying. She might fool
Gall, but not him. Naomi was not going to go dong with what she dill saw as genocide to the dien race
that, despite everything, she dill championed. Because the Furs were the ones sheld befriended firg?
Because they shared DNA with humans? Or just because Naomi was, and aways would be, in
opposition to everyone dse out of sure perversity? That was how she defined hersdf: lone rebel. The
definition was more important to her than any externd truth. Without that definition, she fdt she was
nathing.

Was he any different? He defined hmsdf as a New Quaker, it was the heart, and soul of his
exigence, and without it he would be nothing either.

She was darting to look a him suspicioudy. To divert her, Shipley said, "I killed Franz Mudler. |
swore never to kill, and | did."

"Oh, Dad, you jugt tripped him! That wasn't wrong! The fucking Vines killed him!"



No, Shipley thought. Naomi didn't understand. His action had led directly to Franz's death. He was
therefore responsible. But he let her talk on, passionate and convinced and true to her own perverse
idedism. His heart was filled with painful love. My child.

When shefindly ran out of words, he said amply, "I'd like to see the Furs. What they are now."

She jumped up eagerly. "Come on. I'm the only one that can use the wal to get in." She took him by
the hand and led him to a door. Proudly she drew a smdl curved baton from the minimd dothing
wrapped around her dim hips. She did something to it and then opened the door. A few Furs rushed the
door. The rest sat quietly on the floor, raisng ther heads to look a the newcomers with, it seemed to
Shipley, curiogty, but no darm. Shipley waked in within Naomi's wal.

Peace filled him, unexpected and swest as a clean breeze in afetid Ky.
"Naomi..." He couldn't say more. Instead he sat down beside the door.
"Dad ... what the fuck are you doing?"

"Sharing Slence”

He watched the expressions play over her face: impatience, the old scorn, a new tolerance. Sill, he
didn't think her acceptance of him would be strong enough to keep her here. So he said, "It's because of
... of Franz. | need to jugt St in Slence with these people for a while Please ... gt with me, Naomi.
Please"

She hesitated, and he held his breath. But she sat. He only learned why when she said, "Youre
different now."

"Different? How?'

"It seems like? wel, like you need me."

"l do. | dwaysdid."

She scowled. "I don't meen like that. | mean, like I'm the stronger one now. Since you killed Franz."
"es"

She stared a him hard, and he bowed his head at the lie he'd just told.

They sat there, in dlence, for along time. Findly he said, "Naomi, turn off the wall.”

"Tum it off?'

"These people aren't going to harm us. You can see that. They're in some advanced stage of the
infection. Even the ones that rushed up at fird ... ook, they're dl jugt Stting heré'? dreaming in the sun
?"and | want to genuindy share slence with them. Without barriers, even invisble ones”

"l can't turn off the wall. It's holding the door open, see? The door doesn't open from thisside”

"Oh. Wdl, I'll hold it open. You can't believe these quiet people are going to escape.” Shipley moved
hisbulk to gt hdf in, hdf out of the door.

Naomi said stubbornly, “If you're 'sharing silence,’ what the fuck does it matter if there's an invisble
wadl or not?'



He said, "It doesn't. Never mind, dear heart. Leaveit on.”
She scowled again and, contrary to the end, turned off the wall.

Shipley reached quickly and grabbed the baton away from her. He threw it over his head outside the
door as he lurched to his feet.

He only succeeded because she hadn't been expecting it. Immediately she screamed and legped on
him. She fought with absolutely no restraint, kicking, and biting. Shipley fdt her teeth close on his
shoulder and he cried out. But he outweighed her by 150 pounds, an impossible advantage to overcome.
Backing up, his bulk blocking the doorway, he thrust her off and dammed the door, leaving her insde.

Heart in hard arrhythmia, he leaned againg the outside of the door and wondered if he was going to
have a myocardid infarction. He stared a the baton, forcing himsdf to concentrate on its curved
hardness as his heart eventualy dowed and he could breathe normdly again.

The Furs ingde wouldn't hurt her. Shipley was sure of it. They would never hurt anyone again. But
Naomi would likdy have ended up killing them, dong with everyone ese on board. Shipley didn't know
what sabotage she'd planned of Jake's strategy, but he was sure that sabotage had been on her mind. He,
her father, had seen it in Naomi's eyes. Sheld been prepared to kill everyone aboard if necessary,
induding hersdf, in the service of her bdief that bringing this infection to more Furs was genocide. For
thet belief, Naomi would have died.

"Let your life speak.”

And he, Shipley thought, might have agreed with her up until the moment he entered that room. When
he had, when held sat among the newly peaceful Furs, the Light had come to him as it never had before.
Not blinding but deep, sweet with conviction beyond dl doubt. These people were not the zombies hed
expected. The infection had not rendered them soulless. Instead, it had removed the bloodlust that
Dawinian evolution had bred into them, and dlowed a higher evolution to happen. This was the right
next step for the Furs. It was ther path: from war to shared slence, dreaming in the sun, & peace.

Naomi would never have seen that. She wouldn't have adlowed hersdf to see it. And so he had
thwarted her sabotage, whatever it was going to be. She would never forgive him, of course. Shipley had
bought right action &t the price of his daughter's fledgling love for him.

The price was not too high. And maybe it balanced Franz's degth.

He closed his eyes, suddenly glad of whatever metd the door was made of. It was very tough.
Through it he could not hear Naomi's pounding with her smdl fists on the other side.
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The ship had stopped. Through the floor port Jake saw the long, | long pole dtretching from the life
quarters to the disk a its other end. Beyond the disk, far below, he saw what hed despaired of ever
beholding again.

Greentrees.

The planet turned dowly below him, green and blue and white with clouds, the most beautiful thing
held ever witnessed in his entire life. The ship was in high orbit, coasting along without power. With the
plasma drive turned off, dl the ship's sensors were operating. Now everything depended on how wel
Karim had been taught by the Vines to read those sensors.

George sat on the deck, prying open the portable quee. Karim gave him directions but never took his
eyes off the srange dien displays. Karim only understood about a fourth of them, held told Jake. The
Vines had had so little time to teach him.

"There, it's open,” George said. He tipped the quee and severd amdl, sticky packets did out. Degth
flowers.

Lucy said quietly, "We don't know that well ever have a chance to give these to any Vines” No one
answered her. She raised her big eyes to Jake, and it seemed to him there was a pleading expression in
them. About the death flowers, or about something else? He looked away.

Ingrid said, "What do we do with the gene packets meanwhile?!
Unexpectedly, Dr. Shipley said, "Give them to me. I'll take care of them.”

Slently Lucy gathered up the packets and handed them to Shipley. Everyone fdt awkward around the
New Quaker. He'd told them, quietly and without dramatics, why held imprisoned Nan with the Furs.
Gal had gasped and, Jake suspected, cried when she was aone. The others had nodded, unsure what to
say, and had left Shipley done to, presumably, dea with his guilt over Nan. But Jake suspected that
Shipley wasn't feding guilty. The old doctor seemed to Jake to have a new peace about him, as if hed
settled something in hismind. Jake didn't want to know what. The convolutions of the rdigious mind, he
told himsdlf, were beyond him. Nor did he care.

Now Gall sad, "Thenif we're ready, let's launch the quee.”

That part was easy. They put the quee in the airlock, opened it, and accelerated very briefly. The
guee shot out and then followed them meekly in orbit, like a puppy on an invishle gring, maybe a
thousand kilometers behind. Jake saw the planet whed out of view; Karim was postioning the ship.

Now dl they had to do was wait.

Jake couldn't gt dill, as the others were doing. Dr. Shipley sat with his head bowed and his eyes
closed, presumably communing with the infinite. George, Lucy, and Ingrid sat taking in low voices, as if



they feared they might distract Karim, who sat with utter concentration focused on his dien displays. Gall
hed disappeared.

Jake went to look for her. As he suspected, she sat with her back againg the door of the Furs prison.
The Furs, and Nan's.

"Gall, she's dl right in there. The Furs are harmless now."

"So Shipley says”" She looked up a him with determined cam. "Jake, tdl me agan how this is
supposed to work. | dill don't understand it."

He sat beside her. The request was a welcome diverson. "Let me start by tdling you what we can't
do."

"Seems gppropriate,” Gal said dryly. "Since this whole mess began, we haven't been able to do much
about anything."

"True enough. And now we can't hurry the Fur ship which, I'm pretty sure, will have been sent to
destroy Mira City. The ship will get here when it gets here. 1t had communication from the Furs before
we defanged them, and anyway it's homing in on our orbiting quee.

"When the ship gets here, we can't fire on it because Karim has no idea how to operate the ship's
wespons and doesn't want to risk missing his one shot.

"We can't tdl where the Fur ship will stop in reaion to the orbiting quee. Undoubtedly it's going to
stop outside weapons range, since it knows there's something weird going on with the ship and it dso
knows the ship's weapons range. We, of course, don't know the range, and so we can't tdl how far out
from Greentrees the ship will be when it stops decderating and turns off its drive. We aso don't know if
they can fire therr weapons with the drive on, or if it needs to be off."

Gal muttered, "We don't know much."

"But they don't know something important, either. They don't know that the orbiting quee isn't on our
orbiting ship. Since the Quantum Entanglement Energy link is the only sgnd they're receiving, they
probably assume it's coming from our ship, and furthermore that the Vines are operating the ship. They
think we're way too supid.”

"Wdl," Gail said logicdly, "they'd be right if we hadn't had the Vines show Karim how."
Ignoring her, Jake said, "That means the Furs don't redly know where our ship is”

Gall shifted her back againg the hard door. Jake could hear the tenson in her voice.
"Youve made alot of assumptionsin there, Jake. What if they're not true?"

He didn't reply to that. She dready knew the answer. They would dl die. Instead he said, "Now
here's things we can do. We can stay unperceived by the Furs until they turn off their own drive. We can
accelerate at roughly a hundred gees. We can watch after the Fur ship comes into range of our sensors
and record how fadt it's decderating. Maybe we can cdculate, from its pogtion and rate of deceleration,
just where it will be when it turnsiits drive off."

IIMWWI
Jake sad quietly, "Karim can read the Fur displays on speed and postion and interpret the Fur



numbers. Sort of. He doesn't know how to use ther computer. And he doesn't know at dl how to
access the computer on Greentrees with this equipment, or even communicate with Greentrees. So
Karim has to do the caculations manudly between the time he sghts the Furs ship and the time they turn
off their drive”

Gall was dlent a long moment. Then she said, "I'm going to check on Dr. Shipley. He's teking Nan's
... action very hard."

No, he's not, Jake thought as he watched Gall wak away. You are.

While Dr. Shipley had achieved some sort of inner resolution Jake didn't understand and didn't want
to understand, Gail was tormented by Nan's intended betrayd. Gal was the mogt forgiving, maternd
person Jake had ever known (dthough her fedings for Nan could hardly be cdled maternd). But could
sheforgive this? How far did love extend?

Asif on cue, Lucy rounded the bend in the corridor that Gall had just I€ft.
"Jeke ... could we talk?'

It was the lagt thing Jake wanted to do. But Lucy had dready sat down facing him, her amdl face with
itshig eyes intense as ever.

"We might not survive this™ she said bluntly, "but either way, there's something | want you to know."
"Lucy, it'snot? "

"No, please, Jake, ligen. It's important to me. | said after you told me about ... about Mrs. Daton that
| just couldn't go on being with you, thet | couldn't hep mysdf. That was true, then. A deliberate murder
50 horrible ... | couldn't help it. But | don't fed that way now. You risked so much, Jake, you were O
brave ... I mean about tdling Vine we'd planned to destroy their planetary shield. You told him even
before Dr. Shipley did. It was the most heroic thing I've ever seen.”

He sad flaly, "So I've redeemed mysdf in your eyes."
"l wasn't going to put it that way, but ... well, yes™ She leaned forward and closed her eyes.

He could smdl her, a powerful feminine smell, and the scent went draight to his groin. Her face
moved close to his. Before their lips could touch, he made himsdf push her away.

Her eyesflew open. "Jake?'

Anger, blessedly, lent im the firmness he needed. "Y ou say I've redeemed mysdf with you, Lucy. But
you haven't redeemed yoursdf with me" Her mouth made a amdl pink O.

"You don't understand, do you? You think that because | told you something about mysdf tha you
couldn't ssomach, you had the right to push me away. Y ou're right; you did. But now you've decided that
my subsequent actions cancel out that long-ago murder and so I'm fit to love again. But, Lucy, | don't
want a love as fickle as that. What | told you was twenty-five-year-old history, but you dill couldnt
accept it. Couldn't accept me. Now you decide you can, that 1've somehow met your idedigtic code and
the balance sheet of my dedirability isin the black again. What would it take for me to dip back into the
red? How much disgpprova of my acts would you need to decide again I'm unfit to love you? In, out, in,
out ... | don't want to live that way, dways on trid with you. Always awaiting the next verdict. I'm sorry,
but I don't want it.



" don't want you."

He couldn't have been more brutdly frank, Jake knew. He didn't regret his frankness. Lucy got up
ungteedily and walked away. He watched her disappear around the bend, and closed his eyes weserily.

He was ill Stting there, some unknowable time later, when Ingrid appeared and cdled to him, " Jake!
Come here! Karim's sghted the Fur ship!”

A hush like an empty cathedral. It occurred to Jake that he would prefer to die amid human noise, not
this cemetery quiet. But no one dared disturb Karim.

The young physcis sat in his borrowed pilot chair, on hislap the date and dien pen Jake had used to
draw for the Furs the supposed location of the Vine genetic library. Karim scribbled furioudy in amal,
crabbed handwriting. Every twenty seconds or so he glanced up a his digplays, presumably to make sure
nothing had changed. His shock of dark curly hair cast a bobbing shadow on his intent face. He was
naked except for awide grip of rough coth around his hips.

Cdculating by hand. In base six. Under more pressure than even Jake, no stranger to tense Stuations,
could imagine.

Jake peered at the displays from a respectful distance, but they meant nothing to him. Squiggles and
lines and peculiar beehive-looking thingsin three dimensions. Did Karim redly know what he was doing?
"A lot of assumptions,” Gal had said, and she was right. Oh, so right.

"Okay," Karim said. "I've got it. Let's go."

He dropped the date and reached for the weird protrusons on the console. Jake saw his fingers
tremble.

There was, as usud, no feding of motion. But the life quarters did closer to the disk; they were
accderating.

Jake couldn't tdl how far out they went. It took only afew minutes, acceleration and deceleration, and
then they stopped. He knew this not only because the massplate was a maximum distance from them,
but also because Karim suddenly became compulsvely talkative, his voice clipped with rain.

"Okay, we're here. | cut the drive. We're jugt floating here. The disk is pointed toward the place |
expect the Fur ship to turn off its drive, based on its velocity and rate of deceleration. We're close to it,
vay close. They can't detect us, of course, until they turn off their own plasma drive because ther driveis
creating such afurious mess of ionized gases.”

"Kaim," Jake sad tentatively. He wasn't sureif it was better to offer Karim reassurance or to let him
rave.

"Itll look like a bright ball trailing a pendant of purplish blue? " Suddenly Karim's tone changed. "And
there they are”

Jake drained hisaging eyes. Yes, there it was, coming toward them just beyond the edge of the black
disk, amoving brightness with along tail, getting brighter every second ... It disappeared behind the edge
of the heavy-density disk. Jake fdt irrationd panic. How would Karim see it?

But of course Karim wasn't going by sight. His hands touched two of the strange Fur protuberances



and his gaze never wavered from his displays. He was going by timing, expressed in the dien units Jake
hed so sardonicdly caled "furries™ waiting for the symbol to come up that Karim had caculated was the
right moment. The exact moment the Furs would turn off their drive and detect the human ship, which had
once been one of their own. No, Karim was actudly waiting for a moment just before that. Karim had to
have the ship in mation by then...

It happened so quickly that Jake wasn't sure it had happened at dl. And then he was, and a queer
disorienting sickness washed over him ... they had missed.

The Fur ship had turned off its drive. A few carefully calculated seconds before, Karim had thrown his
dhip into its maximum, near-hundred-gee acceleration. Dis firg, the human vessd had hurled toward the
life quarters of the Fur ship, which had been moving out aong its own pole during the entire deceleration,
to balance its own heavy-dengty disk. It was now at the very end of the pole, at its farthest distance from
its disk. Karim had been supposed to smash his disk into the life quarters at maximum acceleration, killing
everyone aboard. But just before their own looming disk had obscured the port in the floor, Jake had
seen the Fur ship flash and there had been no collision. They'd missed.

The human ship was dill accderating in a draight line away from Greentrees. Could it get away fast
enough to avoid the Fur ship's weapons? No, that didnt make sense, weapons range had to be longer
then that or awarship would be usdessinawar ... Jake closed his eyes and got ready to die.

Nothing happened.

Kaim choked out, "They haven't fired on us ... a leadt, | don't know what their weapons fire looks
like, but..."

Jake said, "But if they fired, they couldn't have missed &t this range? Could they?"
" don't know!"
Gal sad, "Go back before they shoot at Mira City!"

Jack fdlt sense returning, dl at once, asif it were gravity. It steadied him. "Karim, decelerate. Try for a
redl-time visud through the port." He didn't trust the dien displays. They were too dien.

Karim brought the ship back for a flyby of the other craft, which remained motionless. As nothing
continued to happen, Jake, emboldened, said, "Get closer.”

They flew by the ship dowly and at a great distance, then agan much closer. Again Jake fdt that
peculiar Sckening sensation in his guts. Fear...

"Oh, my God," George said. "Did you fed that?'
"Yes What isit?" Ingrid cried.

Kaim said, "It's the gravity tug of the other high-dengity disk. We're getting a laterd gravity tug for a
few seconds of, let me think, maybe forty percent of gee.”

Jake sad, "Thar ship int damaged. At least it doesn't ook damaged.”
"Oh, my God," George said again. "l get it!"

Jake didn't get it. Irritated through his fear, he grabbed George by the arm only because he didn't dare
grab Karim. "What? What happened?’



"We didn't misstheir ship by much. Ow, Jake, let go! We didn't misstheir ship by much, and dthough
we were at maximum acceleration, we'd only been accderating a few seconds. Our veocity wasnt
actudly that high then. We went by their life quarters while it was a maximum extenson from their
high-densty disk, but much, much closer to ours. Gravity isnt a directed beam; it's a sphericd
phenomenon. The Furs in the other were yanked toward our disk a maybe eghty or ninety gees. Only
for a second, but | guess tha was enough. They were dammed againg the sde of ther life quarters
like.."

"They havent fired a us" Karim broke in. "l think they're dl dead.”

It was a few more hours before anyone boarded. Then it was Jake, Ingrid, and, oddly enough, Dr.
Shipley. Shipley said that if there were survivors, he might be useful. Jake's private opinion was tha
Shipley had devel oped some sort of death wish.

They bumped airlocks and once again Jake prepared to die, sugpecting some sort of trick. But what?
His reason told him how unlikely that was; his gut didn't listen.

Fortunately the two airlocks, once within a certain distance of each other, automaticaly gravitated
together, seadled, and opened. Karim was sure he could figure out everything else on the ship, given time,
Cocky after his victory, hed developed an eagerness not unlike Shipley's in expression, however
different its motive.

"All right," Jake said meaninglesdy. "Let's go." He stepped out onto the temporary common ground.
He had a brief vison of what the hardware would ook like from space: two joined bdls in the middle of
an immensdy long stick, each end of the stick bearing a black disk. A double bead inexplicably strung
between two saucers.

The other ship was the exact duplicate of theirs. Evidently the Furs went in for neither updated designs
nor individudizing touches. Jake followed the corridor to the central room that was the bridge on a Fur
ship, much expanded terrarium on a Vine-modified one.

The command console, pilot char, and ports were the same. Out of one port Jake saw the ship's
disk, a maximum distance from the life quarters. The opposite port was smeared with fur and a thick,
brownish fluid. The bodies themsdlves lay piled on the floor. After their brief but deadly dam againg the
hull, gravity had once again dropped them after Karim's ship flew on.

Shipley a once set out looking for any Fur who had survived having its internd organs, whatever they
were, ruptured. Jake couldn't watch. Instead he explored each of the other short corridors. They dl led
to the same structures held seen before. Quee room, shuttle bay, the chamber where the humans had
been imprisoned, and some other smdl rooms whose function he couldn't guess. Although the Furs had
to deep somewhere, didn't they?

Maybe they didn't even deep. For dl Jake knew.

"There are no survivors" Dr. Shipley said when Jake returned. Shipley, Ingrid, and George looked a
Jake expectantly. They were waiting, he redized, for his next orders.

"Now we smash the quee on this ship," he said. "So that we can fly it esewhere without any Furs out
in space tracking us. Then we destroy the quee in orbit.”

He saw Ingrid open her mouth to say something, think better of it, say quiet.



"Then," Jake finished, "we figure out how to launch and fly these shuittles. After that, we go home.”

It was alot more complicated than that, of course.

When Jake returned to his own ship, leaving the two craft locked together, Karim had aready begun
trying to figure out how the shuttles operated. Jake found himin the shuttle bay.

"Vine showed me the bare minimum," Karim said, "but there wasn't time for some crucid details.
Like, for ingtance, getting the shuttle bay doors open. And if | get into Greentrees gravity wel without
knowing exactly what I'm doing..."

"Youll end up looking worse than the dead Furs next door,” Jake said. "Go dow, Karim. In fact, |
want you to stop for awhile. You look tauter than space-elevator cable.”

"‘But1? "

"That's an order," Jake said, dill mildly surprised to find himsdf issuing military-gtyle orders, or anyone
ese ligening to them.

"Okay," Karim said. "Jake, | want to name this ship, if that's al right with you."

"Name it? Well, okay. You've catanly earned the right. What do you want to cdl it, the Karim S
Mahjoub?"

"No. The Franz Mudller"

Jake fdt asif held been punched. Karim said hurriedly, "l know at the end he tried to kill you. But
before that, remember, he killed Captain Scherer, just because Franz thought it was the right thing to do.
He wasn't responsible for the rebuilt parancia. Wel, okay, maybe he was. But we spent some time
together in Mira City, he taught me to fly the skimmer and the shuttle, and | do believe he dways thought
he was acting in the best human interests.”

"All right, Karim," Jake said, hearing the thickness in his own voice. "This ship is the Franz Mueller.
And the other one isthe Beta Vine."

A volunteer team cleaned out the Beta Vine, gecting the Fur bodies into space. By the time this was
finished, and Karim announced that he was sure he could fly a shuttle downgtairs, Jake had devised a
plan. He discussed it firg with Karim, on whom it depended.

Theyoung physcs said, "I'm not surprised, Jake. | was thinking the same thing. | don't see any other
way to do it."

"If you can get any volunteers to go with you ... dthough maybe it's not right to ask anyone else to
take therisk."

"| dready have a volunteer.”
"You do?' Jake said, Sartled. "Who?'
"Lucy." Karim flushed. "She ... we ... she wants to go with me"

Jake stood dill, wondering what he felt. The regulation regret, no more. Lucy, that idedig and
desperate hero-worshiper, would of course have now fastened on Karim. The Man Who Saved Mira



City.

"All right, take Lucy," he said. "But firg teach me, George, and Ingrid how to fly these ships. Then
make one shuttle run down, adone, to be sure you know how to do it. Then ferry dl of us down except
rrell

"Thet will take time" Karim said. "Do we have enough time before more Furs show up?'
" have no idea. But we have to do it."
"Why are you saying aboard after everyone else goes down?"

"Because I'm going to train the new soldiers you ferry up here. Karim, think. Were now a war with
the entire Fur empire.”

"But they're dl going to be made passive and happy by the Vines virud"

"And how long will that take? Nobody knows. We don't know the Sze or distance to ther home
planet, the number of colonies they have, the number of shipsin space ... complete contagion could take
generdtions. Meanwhile, were at war."

"With Furs?'

Karim was right to be appalled, of course. The Fur technology was so far beyond pathetic humen
standards, it looked like no contest. All the humans had on ther sde was time, and with rdaivigic
dilation, time was a dippery and unrdiable dly.

Jake said, "Y ou've been too preoccupied with the ship to think about this. Understandable. But, yes,
we're a war with the Furs™

Karim stood dill for a long moment. Then he said, "Get Ingrid and George. I'm not redly that tired.
Well start the lessons now."

Jake nodded. " 'S vis pacem, para bellum.' "

Karim looked blank. Jake wasn't surprised. Nobody learned more than a few isolated phrases of
Lain anymore, epecidly not as a hobby. The only person Jake had ever met who might have been able
to trandate that sentence was Dr. Shipley? who most certainly would not have agreed with it.

He said, "It means, 'If you wish for peace, prepare for war.' So show me how to fly this ship.”
Together they Ieft the shuttle bay for the bridge, and whatever might wait beyond it.



EPILOGUE: THREE MONTHSOR ELEVEN YEARSLATER

In the pearly dawn light, Jake stood beside Gall and Faisa bin Saud at the edge of Mira Park. The
park, itdf at the edge of Mira City, was a luxuriant mix of native groundcover and wide swathes of
Terran grass. Genemod flowers bloomed in carefully placed beds. There were groves of the tdl, narrow
native "trees" their shade supplemented by graceful open-sided pavilions. Benches, paths, a playground
for children. A lot can be built in deven years.

How had it happened, Jake thought, that none of them, not even Karim, had considered the time
dilation as it gpplied to thar own stuation? To the nine kidnapped humans, their tarrifying odyssey had
lasted afew months. On Greentrees, deven years had passed. Jake had no idea how far into space the
Vines and then the Furs had taken him, but it mugt have been farther than held dreamed of imagining.

"Do you see them yet?' Gall asked, shading her eyes with her hand.

"No, | don't,” Faisd said. He was governor of Mira City now, and had been snce Jake and Gall had
vanished with the Vines. That's how it had appeared to Mira City: its leaders had disappeared for good.
Fasd had been dected, dthough Jake suspected that the "dection” had contained more dements than
one adult, one vote.

Jake's and Gall's stock in Mira Corporation had been passed to their respective hears, and getting it
reassigned to them after thelr resurrection had caused some very srained incidents. Gail's stock had been
dispersed among her contentious family. Jake's had gone to form a charitable foundation.

Jake had his stock and voting privileges back, but not as CEO. Mira City was no longer a
corporation. It had become a city-state.

He didn't redly mind. There were more important considerations now, and Jake bore a different title.
"Wait ... there they arel” Gall said. "On the horizon!”

Jake squinted. Yes, there were dots on the horizon. Sowly the dots turned into a caravan of people
and animas Larry Smith and his Cheyenne, come to hear formdly how, and why, humans were now a
war with an dien race unknown light-years away, and Cheyenne braves had unknowingly been the firgt
caaudties dl those months? years ago. Almog three months ago a Mira City delegate had driven a rover
to the Cheyenne subcontinent with this information, but Smith had refused to ride back with her to Mira
City. The Cheyenne, held told the delegate, would send its tribd representatives in its own time and its
own way.

"What are those animds pulling the travois?* Gall said.

Fasd sad, "They're cdled 'dephants by the Cheyenne, something else by our naturdists. They're
very dow but not dangerous. Unfortunately, they amdl.”

"And the Cheyenne don't mind?"

"It seems not," Faisd said, amiling. He looked eeven years older, but his beautiful manners had not
changed, for which Jake had been graieful during the lagt difficult months. Greentrees colonists had



chosen to leave Earth in order to find, each inits own way, a more peaceful life. It had not been easy to
mohilize them for war.

He watched the "dephants’ approach, pulling travois loaded with teepees and various gear. The
anmds didnt redly look much like eephants, except in a certan lumbeing gait. Long, thin, and
low-dung, they had smdl heads and sharp dorsal spines. A shift in the wind brought their scent to Jake.
He put his hand over his nose.

Fortunately, the Cheyenne left the elephants, dong with most of their people, severd hundred yards
from Mira Park. Youths began unloading the travois and setting up camp. A ddegation of Cheyenne
approached the Mira City wecoming committee.

Four men and two women, they were dressed so fantadticdly that Jake blinked. Trousers and boots
of some animd hide, short tunics of what looked like woven purple groundcover. Yes, it was
groundcover, the fibers treated somehow to look both soft and tough. The tunics were trimmed with
bright beads, feathers, and shells Necklaces and har ornaments of the same materids glinted in the
aunlight. Each Cheyenne wore a tattoo on his or her left cheek. Jake couldnt tdl if the tattoos were
permanent or gpplied with temporary vegetable dye. They depicted suns, stars, moons, flowers.

"Welcome to Mira City," Fasd sad formdly. "I an Governor Faisd bin Saud, and these are my
advisors, Gal Cutler and Jake Holman."

"l know you," ayoung man said. "I am Singing Mountain.”
Gall blurted out, "Where's Larry Smith? Uh, Blue Waters?'

Snging Mountain said, "My father passed into the spirit world two months ago. We sang his death
song then.”

Degth song. Jake was startled into sharp memory of Beta and Vine. The dien death flowers were
stored cryogenicdly in Mira City, possibly forever.

Fasd sad, "l am sorry. Your father was a fascinating man.”

"Theank you," Snging Mountain said, while Jake tried to remember Larry Smith's son's English name.
Hefaled. "But don't be sorry. My father has rejoined the earth, whose splendor and gifts sudain life”

W, not exactly. "The earth” was surdy a misnomer on Greentrees, dthough Jake supposed that
"rgoined the dirt" wouldn't have the same mgegtic fed.

Fasd sad, "We have much to tdl you, Snging Mountain. Events have occurred in Mira City that may
affect the Cheyenne as wdl.”

"So we have been told. If it istrue, cooperation will be needed between our peoples.”
"l am glad to find you so willing to cooperate.”

"We share the abundance and power of this plangt,” the young man said mildly. "We would defend it
if necessary."

With spears and bows? Those were the only weapons Jake saw on the Cheyenne. Although he
wasan't going to be too quick to judge. The Cheyenne, judging from this brief initid impresson, had done
exactly what Larry Smith had said they were going to do: find a way to live in harmony with, and
appreciation of, Greentrees, without modern technology to come between them and the myderious



fullness from which dl species had sprung. It might be that sdf-sufficiency would be needed in the years
ahead.

The problem was, of course, that nobody knew what might be needed. The Furs might never attack.
They might consider that humans were too inggnificant to bother with. Although Jake didn't redly bdieve
that; the Furs, fdlow DNA inheritors, knew a dangerous species when they saw one, even if that species
was dill young.

Or the Furs might never attack because the Vine infection had rendered them dl happy and passive,
dreaming in the sun, finding their greatest joy in sharing slence. Even now Karim and Lucy, for whom
only days had passed snce infecting the firs Furs, were speeding in the Franz Mueller across the gdaxy
toward a spot near the Vine colony planet. They would set the infected Furs out in space in the shuttle
with the amdl quee, once programmed by humans and since reprogrammed by Furs, to dearly advertise
their location to their felows. Other Furs would surdy pick them up and in turn become infected. With
time dilation, that event would occur years or even decades from now in Greentrees time scale. Years
more to prepare for awar that might or might not come.

And humans were preparing. Physcigs, engineers, and newly created soldiers had figured out the
weapons on the Beta Vine, and now could use them. The ship was in high orbit around Greentrees, fully
manned. Robot sensors orbited even farther out, ready to detect anything approaching. On the ground,
dvilians underwent periodic evacuation drills. If Mira City were vgporized from the ar, few humans
would be in it. Scatter, hide, travel. An enemy in a Sngle ship, no matter how advanced, couldnt
diminate an entire planetful of smdl groups.

Could they?

Yes, if they used bio-weapons. But it was the Vines, not the Furs, who had those. The Furs only had
hardware, deadly enough but unable to kill completely. The proof of thiswas the wild Furs left over from
the Vine experiments on Greentrees. Severd had been sghted over the years. The space Furs had not
been able to diminate them dl, and they hadn't died out. The creatures dill considered themsdlves a war
with the Cheyenne.

So much war. All communication with Earth had ceased, so Jake didnt know if the promised
expedition of scientists had ever been launched toward Greentrees. It wouldn't arrive for decades yet, in
any case. Jake was occasondly bothered by how little thought he gave to Earth. Even his private
nightmares of Mrs. Ddton's library had ceased. And yet ... Earth was not a factor you could count out
completdly. Even if she had had some devastating war or die-off, humans on the home world might
reinvent themselves as completely as had dead Larry Smith's very living Cheyenne.

Fasd sad to Singing Mountain and his delegation, "Please come with me. We have a tent set up in
the park, with food and drink. We can talk there" The tent had been Gall's idea. No one had known
what to expect from the Cheyenne, despite the delegate's report; he hadn't stayed that long among them.
A tent seemed more prudent than a reception in the heart of Mira City.

Jake said in alow voice to Gall, "Is Nan here?"
"No. Out searching for Furs."

Jake was relieved. Nan was ill an unpredictable force, alieutenant in the new army but "detached for
gpecid duty.” When she was in the city she stayed with Gail, who seemed to have accepted this Stuation.
Nan never saw her father. Which reminded Jake of his conversation that morning.

"Gal," he said in alow voice as they tralled Faisd and the Cheyenne delegation through the park, "Dr.



Shipley came to see me this morning with aformd request.”
"What?' She was gazing in fascinaion at the beading on a Cheyenne tunic afew yards ahead of her.

"He wants to go out as amissonary among the firs group of diens, Vines or Furs, that ever shows up
on Greentrees."

She stopped dead on the flower-bordered path. " 'Vines or Furs?'
"Thet's what he said."
She shook her head. "I dways knew that old man was crazy.”

But Jake wasn't so sure anymore. The Cheyenne merging with the natura without despoiling its beauty
and benefaction, the peaceful Vines "dreaming in the sun,” the New Quaker emphasis on smplicity and
truth and peace? were the three redly dl that different? And were they redly worse than the place to
which "advanced" technology had led Mira City? or Earth?

Jake didn't know the answer to that. And it wasn't redly his question anyway. His question was how
best to keep the humans on Greentrees dive. He had a new title now. From lawyer to murderer to space
entrepreneur to CEO to Commander, Greentrees Provisond Army. He had been reinvented as often as

gunpowder.

And maybe, in the long run, it was that protean ability to adapt that might save humeanity. From
whatever was out there,

"Come on, Jake, we're fdling behind," Gall said. "'l need to make sure this meeting is supplied with
evaything it might need." Gall Cutler, Quartermaster Generd, Greentrees Provisond Army.

She hurried ahead. Jake lingered a moment longer. Above the narrow, purplish trees, the sky was
clear and bright, empty of clouds, not even a moon on the morning horizon. Nothing to see. He gazed up
anyway, eyes draining againg the light, wondering what would come roaring next from the dark space
beyond the benevolent sky.

3 vis pacem, para bellum.

Greentrees would be as ready as he could make it.
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