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What  was  the  secret  that  held  the  children  of  Bendo  in  quietness  and

fear? One of many stories about The People.

 

You  get  tired  of  teaching  after  a  while.  Well,  maybe  not  of  teaching
itself,  because  it's  insidious  and remains  a  tug  in  the  blood  for  all  of  your
life,  but  there  comes  a  day  when  you  look  down  at  the  paper  you're
grading or listen to an answer you're giving a child and you get  a  boinnng!
feeling.  And each  reverberation  of  the  boing  is  a  year  in  your life,  another
set  of  children  through  your  hands,  another  beat  in  monotony,  and  it's
frightening. The value of the work you're doing doesn't enter into  it  at  that
moment and the monotony is bitter on your tongue.

Sometimes  you  can  assuage  that  feeling  by  consciously  savoring  those
precious  days  of  pseudo  freedom  between  the  time  you  receive  your
contract  for  the  next  year  and  the  moment  you  sign  it.  Because  you  can
escape at that moment, but somehow—you don't.

But  I  did  one  spring.  I  quit  teaching.  I  didn't  sign  up  again.  I  went
chasing  after—after  what?  Maybe  excitement—maybe  a  dream  of
wonder—maybe  a  new  bright  wonderful  world  that  just  must  be
somewhere  else  because  it  isn't  here-and-now.  Maybe  a  place  to  begin
again so I'd never end up at the same frightening emotional dead end.  So I
quit.

But by late  August  the  emptiness  inside  me  was  bigger  than  boredom,
bigger  than  monotony,  bigger  than  lusting  after  freedom.  It  was  almost
terror  to  be  next  door  to  September  and  not  care  that  in  a  few  weeks
school  starts—  tomorrow  school  starts—first  day  of  school.  So,  almost  at
the last  minute,  I went  to  the  placement  bureau.  Of course  it  was  too  late
to  try  to  return  to  my  other  school,  and  besides,  the  mold  of  the  years
there still chafed in too many places.

"Well," the placement  director  said  as  he shuffled his  end-of-the-season
cards,  past  Algebra  and  Home  EC  and  PE  and  High-School  English,
"there's  always  Bendo."  He thumbed  out  a  battered-looking  three-by-five.



"There's always Bendo."

And  I  took  his  emphasis  and  look  for  what  they  were  intended  and
sighed.

"Bendo?"

"Small school. One room. Mining town, or used to  be.  Ghost  town now."
He sighed wearily  and  let  down  his  professional  hair.  "Ghost  people,  too.
Can't  keep  a  teacher  there  more  than  a  year.  Low  pay—fair  housing—at
someone's  home.  No  community  activities—no  social  life.  No  city  within
fifty  or  so miles.  No movies.  No nothing  but  children to  be  taught.  Ten  of
them this year. All grades."

"Sounds like the  town I grew up in,"  I said.  "Except  we  had  two  rooms
and lots of community activities."

"I've  been  to  Bendo."  The  director  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  hands
behind  his  head.  "Sick  community.  Unhappy  people.  No  interest  in
anything.  Only  reason  they  have  a  school  is  because  it's  the  law.
Law-abiding  anyway.  Not  enough  interest  in  anything  to  break  a  law,  I
guess."

"I'll  take  it,"  I said  quickly  before  I  could  think  beyond  the  feeling  that
this sounded about as far back as I could go to  get  a  good running  start  at
things again.

He  glanced  at  me  quizzically.  "If  you're  thinking  of  lighting  a  torch  of
high reform to  set  Bendo afire  with  enthusiasm,  forget  it.  I've  seen  plenty
of king-sized torches fizzle out there."

"I  have  no  torch,"  I  said.  "Frankly  I'm  fed  to  the  teeth  with  bouncing
bright enthusiasm and hugs  PTA's  and activities  until  they come out  your
ears. They usually  turn  out  to  be  the  most  monotonous kind of  monotony.
Bendo will be a rest."

"It  will  that,"  the  director  said,  leaning  over  his  cards  again.  "Saul
Diemus is  the  president  of  the  board.  If  you don't  have a  car  the  only way
to get to Bendo is by bus—it runs once a week."

I stepped out into the August  sunshine after  the  interview and sagged  a
little  under  its  savage  pressure,  almost  hearing  a  hiss  as  the  refrigerated
coolness of the placement bureau evaporated from my skin.

I walked over to  the  quad  and sat  down on one of  the  stone benches  I'd
never had time  to  use,  those  years  ago  when  I  had  been  a  student  here.  I
looked  up  at  my  old  dorm  window  and,  for  a  moment,  felt  a  wild
homesickness—not  only for  years  that  were  gone and hopes that  had  died
and dreams that  had had grim  awakenings,  but  for  a  special  magic  I  had



found in that room. It was a magic—a true magic—that opened such vistas
to me that  for  a  while  anything  seemed possible,  anything  feasible—if  not
for me right now, then for others, someday. Even now, after  the  dilution  of
time,  I couldn't  quite  believe  that  magic,  and even now, as  then,  I wanted
fiercely to believe it. If only it could be so! If only it could be so!

I  sighed  and  stood  up.  I  suppose  everyone  has  a  magic  moment
somewhere  in  his  life  and,  like  me,  can't  believe  that  anyone  else  could
have  the  same—but  mine  was  different!  No  one  else  could  have  had  the
same experience! I laughed at myself. Enough of the past and of  dreaming.
Bendo waited. I had things to do.

I  watched  the  rolling  clouds  of  red-yellow  dust  billow  away  from  the
jolting bus, and cupped my hands over my face to get a breath of clean air.
The  grit  between  my  teeth  and  the  smothering  sift  of  dust  across  my
clothes  was  familiar  enough  to  me,  but  I  hoped  by  the  time  we  reached
Bendo  we  would  have  left  this  dust  plain  behind  and  come  into  a  little
more vegetation. I shifted  wearily  on the  angular  seat,  wondering  if  it  had
ever  been  designed  for  anyone's  comfort,  and  caught  myself  as  a  sudden
braking of the bus flung me forward.

We sat  and waited  for  the  dust  of  our  going  to  catch  up  with  us,  while
the  last-but-me  passenger,  a  withered  old  Indian,  slowly  gathered  up  his
gunny-sack  bundles  and  his  battered  saddle  and  edged  his  Levied
velveteen-bloused self up the aisle and out to the bleak roadside.

We  roared  away,  leaving  him  a  desolate  figure  in  a  wide  desolation.  I
wondered  where  he  was  headed.  How  many  weary  miles  to  his  hogan  in
what hidden wash or miniature greenness in all this wilderness.

Then  we  headed  straight  as  a  die  for  the  towering  redness  of  the  bare
mountains that lined the horizon. Peering ahead I could see the road, ruler
straight, disappearing into the distance. I sighed and shifted  again  and let
the roar  of  the  motor  and the  weariness  of  my bones lull  me into  a  stupor
on the border between sleep and waking.

A change  in  the  motor  roar  brought  me  back  to  the  jouncing  bus.  We
jerked to a stop again. I looked out the window through the  settling  clouds
of dust  and wondered who we could be  picking  up out  here  in  the  middle
of nowhere. Then a clot of dust dissolved and I saw
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In descending  size  on the  front  of  the  leaning,  weather-beaten  building
propped  between  two  crumbling  smoke-blackened  stone  ruins.  After  so
much  flatness  it  was  almost  a  shock  to  see  the  bare  tumbled  boulders
crowding  down  to  the  roadside  and  humping  their  lichen-stained
shoulders against the sky.

"Bendo," the  bus  driver  said,  unfolding his  lanky legs and hunching  out
of  the  bus.  "End  of  the  line—end  of  civilization—end  of  everything!"  He
grinned and the dusty mask of his face broke into engaging smile patterns.

"Small, isn't it?" I grinned back.

"Usta be bigger. Not that it helps now. Roaring mining town years  ago."
As  he  spoke  I  could  pick  out  disintegrating  buildings  dotting  the  rocky
hillsides  and  tumbling  into  the  steep  washes.  "My  dad  can  remember  it
when he was  a  kid.  That  was  long  enough  ago  that  there  was  still  a  river
for the town to be in the bend o'."

"Is that where it got its name?"

"Some  say  yes,  some  say  no.  Might  have  been  a  feller  named  Bendo."
The  driver  grunted  as  he  unlashed  my  luggage  from  the  bus  roof  and
swung it to the ground.

"Oh, hi!" said the driver.

I  swung  around  to  see  who  was  there.  The  man  was  tall,  well  built,
good-looking—and  old.  Older  than  his  face—  older  than  years  could  have
made  him  because  he  was  really  young,  not  much  older  than  I.  His  face
was a stern unhappy stillness, his  hands  stiff  on the  brim  of his  Stetson as
he he'd it waist high.

In  that  brief  pause  before  his  "Miss  Amerson?"  I  felt  the  same  feeling
coming  from  him  that  you  can  feel  around  some  highly  religious  person
who  knows  God  only  as  a  stern  implacable  vengeful  deity,  impatient  of
worthless man, waiting only for an unguarded moment to strike him down
in  his  sin.  I  wondered  who  or  what  his  God  was  that  prisoned  him  so
cruelly.  Then I was  answering,  "Yes,  how do you do?"  And  '  e  touched  my
hand  briefly  with  a  "Saul  Diemus"  and  turned  to  the  problem  of  my  two
large suitcases and my record player.

I  followed  Mr.  Diemus'  shuffling  feet  silently,  since  he  seemed  to  have
slight  inclination  for  talk.  I  hadn't  expected  a  reception  committee,  but



kids  must  have  changed  a  lot  since  I  was  one,  otherwise  curiosity  about
teacher  would have lured out  at  least  a  couple  of  them for  a  preview  look.
But the  silent  two of  us walked on for  a  half  block or  so from the  highway
and the  post  office  and rounded the  rocky corner  of  a  hill.  I  looked  across
the  dry  creek  bed  and  up  the  one  winding  street  that  was  residential
Bendo. I paused on the splintery old bridge and took a  good look.  I'd never
see  Bendo  like  this  again.  Familiarity  would  blur  some  outlines  and
sharpen others, and I'd never again  see it,  free  from the  knowledge of  who
lived behind which blank front door.

The  houses  were  scattered  haphazardly  over  the  hillsides,  and  erratic
flights of rough stone steps led down from each to  the  road that  paralleled
the  bone-dry  creek  bed.  The  houses  were  not  shacks  but  they  were
unpainted  and  weathered  until  they  blended  into  the  background  almost
perfectly.  Each  front  yard  had  things  growing  in  it,  but  such  subdued
blossomings  and  unobtrusive  planting  that  they  could  easily  have  been
only accidental massings of natural vegetation.

Such a passion for anonymity…

"The school—" I had missed the swift thrust of his hand.

"Where?" Nothing I could see spoke school to me.

"Around  the  bend."  This  time  I  followed  his  indication  and  suddenly,
out of the featurelessness of the place, I saw a bell tower barely topping the
hill  beyond the  town,  with  the  fine pencil  stroke  of  a  flagpole  to  one  side.
Mr. Diemus pulled himself together to make the effort.

"The  school's  in  the  prettiest  place  around  here.  There's  a  spring  and
trees,  and—"  He  ran  out  of  words  and  looked  at  me  as  though  trying  to
conjure  up something  else I'd like  to  hear.  "I'm  board  president,"  he  said
abruptly.  "You'll  have  ten  children  from  first  grade  to  second-year  high
school.  You're  the  boss  in  your  school.  Whatever  you  do  is  your  business.
Any  discipline  you  find  desirable—use.  We  don't  pamper  our  children.
Teach them what  you have to.  Don't  bother  the  parents  with  reasons  and
explanations. The school is yours."

"And you'd just as soon do away with it and me, too," I smiled at him.

He  looked  startled.  "The  law  says  school  them."  He  started  across  the
bridge. "So school them."

I followed  meekly,  wondering  wryly  what  would  happen  if  I  asked  Mr.
Diemus  why  he  hated  himself  and  the  world  he  was  in  and  even—oh,
breathe it softly—the children I was to "school."

"You'll stay at my place," he said. "We have an extra room."



I  was  uneasily  conscious  of  the  wide  gap  of  silence  that  followed  his
pronouncement,  but  couldn't  think  of  a  thing  to  fill  it.  I  shifted  my  small
case  from one hand to  the  other  and kept  my eyes on  the  rocky  path  that
protested  with  shifting  stones  and  vocal  gravel  every  step  we  took.  It
seemed to  me that  Mr.  Diemus was  trying  to  make  all  the  noise  he  could
with  his  shuffling  feet.  But,  in  spite  of  the  amplified  echo  from  the  hills
around us, no door  opened,  no face  pressed to  a  window.  It  was  a  distinct
relief to  hear  suddenly  the  happy unthinking  rusty  singing  of  hens as  they
scratched in the coarse dust.

I  hunched  up  in  the  darkness  of  my  narrow  bed  trying  to  comfort  my
uneasy stomach.  It  wasn't  that  the  food  had  been  bad—it  had  been  quite
adequate—but such a dingy meal! Gloom seemed to  festoon itself  from the
ceiling and unhappiness sat almost visibly at the table.

I tried to tell myself that it was my own travel weariness that slanted my
thoughts,  but  I  looked  around  the  table  and  saw  the  hopeless  endurance
furrowed  into  the  adult  faces  and  beginning  faintly  but  unmistakably  on
those of  the  children.  There  were  two children there.  A girl,  Sarah  (fourth
grade, at a guess), and an adolescent boy,  Matt  (seventh?)  —too silent,  top
well mannered, too controlled,  avoiding  much too pointedly  looking at  the
empty chair between them.

My food went  down in limps and quarreled  fiercely  with  the  coffee  that
arrived  in  square-feeling  gulps.  Even  yet—  long  difficult  hours  after  the
meal—the food still wouldn't lie down to be digested.

Tomorrow  I  could  slip  into  the  pattern  of  school,  familiar  no  matter
where  school  was,  since  teaching  kids  is  teaching  kids  no  matter  where.
Maybe  then  I  could  convince  my  stomach  that  all  was  well,  and  then
maybe even start  to  thaw those frozen  unnatural  children.  Of  course  they
well might be little demons away from home—which is  very often the  case.
Anyway, I felt, thankfully, the familiar September thrill of new beginnings.

I shifted  in  bed  again,  then  stiffening  my  neck,  lifted  my  ears  clear  of
my pillow.

It was a  whisper,  the  intermittent  hissing  I had been hearing.  Someone
was  whispering  in  the  next  room  to  mine.  I  sat  up  and  listened
unashamedly. I knew Sarah's room was  next  to  mine,  but  who was  talking
with  her?  At  first  I  could  get  only  half  words  and  then  either  my  ears
sharpened or the voices became louder.

"… and did  you hear  her  laugh? Right  out  loud at  the  table!"  The quick
whisper  became  a  low  voice.  "Her  eyes  crinkled  in  the  corners  and  she
laughed."



"Our other  teachers  laughed,  too."  The  uncertainly  deep  voice  must  be
Matt.

"Yes," Sarah whispered. "But not for long. Oh,  Matt!  What's  wrong with
us? People in our books have fun. They laugh and run and jump and do all
kinds of fun stuff and nobody—" Sarah faltered, "no one calls it evil."

"Those are only stories," Matt said. "Not real life."

"I  don't  believe  it!"  Sarah  cried.  "When  I  get  big  I'm  going  away  from
Bendo. I'm going to see—"

"Away  from  Bendo!"  Matt's  voice  broke  in  roughly.  "Away  from  the
Group?"

I lost  Sarah's  reply.  I felt  as  though I had missed an expected  step.  As  I
wrestled with my breath the  sights  and sounds and smells  of  my old dorm
room crowded back upon me. Then I caught myself. It was probably  only a
turn  of  phrase.  This  futile  desolate  unhappiness  couldn't  possibly  be
related in any way to that magic…

"Where  is  Dorcas?"  Sarah  asked,  as  though  she  knew  the  answer
already.

"Punished." Matt's voice was hard and unchildlike. "She jumped."

"Jumped!" Sarah was shocked.

"Over the  edge of  the  porch.  Clear  down  to  the  path.  Father  saw  her.  I
think  she  let  him  see  her  on  purpose."  His  voice  was  defiant.  "Someday
when  I  get  older  I'm  going  to  jump,  too—all  I  want  to—even  over  the
house. Right in front of Father."

"Oh,  Matt!"  The  cry  was  horrified  and  admiring.  "You  wouldn't!  You
couldn't. Not so far, not right in front of Father!"

"I would so,"  Matt  retorted.  "I  could  so,  because  I—"  His  words  cut  off
sharply.  "Sarah,"  he  went  on,  "can  you  figure  any  way,  any  way,  that
jumping could be evil? It  doesn't  hurt  anyone.  It  isn't  ugly.  There  isn't  any
law—"

"Where  is  Dorcas?"  Sarah's  voice  was  almost  inaudible.  "In  the  hidey
hole again?"  She was  almost  answering  Mart's  question  instead  of  asking
one of her own.

"Yes,"  Matt  said.  "In the  dark  with  only  bread  to  eat.  So  she  can  learn
what  a  hunted  animal  feels  like.  An  animal  that  is  different,  that  other
animals hate and hunt" His bitter voice put quotes around the words.

"You see," Sarah whispered. "You see?"



In the silence following I heard the quiet closing of a  door  and the  slight
vibration  of  the  floor  as  Matt  passed  my  room.  I  eased  back  onto  my
pillow. I lay back, staring  toward  the  ceiling.  What  dark  thing  was  here  in
this  house?  In  this  community?  Frightened  children  whispering  in  the
dark. Rebellious children in  hidey  holes learning  how hunted animals  feel.
And a Group… ? No it couldn't be. It was just the recent reminder  of  being
on campus again that  made  me even consider  that  this  darkness  might  in
some way be the reverse of the golden coin Karen had showed me.

My  heart  almost  failed  me  when  I  saw  the  school.  It  was  one  of  those
monstrosities  that  went  up  around  the  turn  of  the  century.  This  one  had
been built  for  a  boom town,  but  now all  the  upper  windows were  boarded
up and obviously long out of use. The lower floor was blank,  too,  except  for
two rooms—though  with  the  handful  of  children  quietly  standing  around
the door it was apparent that only one room was needed. And not only was
the building deserted, the yard was swept  clean from side  to  side  innocent
of grass  or  trees—or  playground  equipment.  There  was  a  deep  grove  just
beyond the school, though, and the glint of water down canyon.

"No  swings?"  I  asked  the  three  children  who  were  escorting  me.  "No
slides? No seesaws?"

"No!"  Sarah's  voice  was  unhappily  surprised.  Matt  scowled  at  her
warningly.

"No,"  he said,  "we don't  swing  or  slide—nor  see  a  saw!"  He  grinned  up
at me faintly.

"What  a  shame!"  I said.  "Did  they all  wear  out?  Can't  the  school  afford
new ones?"

"We  don't  swing  or  slide  or  seesaw."  The  grin  was  dead.  "We  don't
believe in it."

There's  nothing  quite  so  flat  and  incontestable  as  that  last  statement.
I've  heard  it  as  an  excuse  for  practically  every  type  of  omission,  but,  so
help  me,  never  applied  to  playground  equipment.  I  couldn't  think  of  a
reply any more intelligent than "Oh," so I didn't say anything.

All week long I felt as if I were wading through knee-deep Jello or  trying
to lift  a  king-sized feather  bed  up  over  my  head.  I  used  up  every  device  I
ever  thought  of  to  rouse  the  class  to  enthusiasm—about  anything,
anything!  They  were  polite  and  submissive  and  did  what  was  asked  of
them, but joylessly, apathetically, enduringly.

Finally,  just  before  dismissal  time  on  Friday,  I  leaned  in  desperation
across my desk.



"Don't you like anything?" I pleaded. "Isn't anything fun?"

Dorcas  Diemus'  mouth  opened  into  the  tense  silence.  I  saw  Matt  kick
quickly, warningly, against the leg of the desk. Her mouth closed.

"I think school is fun," I said.  "I  think  we can  enjoy all  kinds  of  things.  I
want to enjoy teaching but I can't unless you enjoy learning."

"We learn," Dorcas said quickly. "We aren't stupid."

"You  learn,"  I  acknowledged.  "You  aren't  stupid.  But  don't  any  of  you
like school?"

"I like school," Martha piped up, my first grader. "I think it's fun!"

"Thank you, Martha," I said. "And the  rest  of  you—" I glared  at  them in
mock anger, "you're going to have fun if I have to beat it into you!"

To  my  dismay  they  shrank  down  apprehensively  in  their  seats  and
exchanged troubled glances. But before I could hastily explain  myself  Matt
laughed  and  Dorcas  joined  him.  And  I  beamed  fatuously  to  hear  the
hesitant  rusty  laughter  spread  across  the  room,  but  I  saw  ten-year-old
Esther's hands shake as she wiped tears from her eyes. Tears—of laughter?

That  night  I  twisted  in  the  darkness  of  my  room,  almost  too  tired  to
sleep, worrying and wondering. What had blighted these people? They had
health, they had beauty— the  curve  of  Martha's  cheek against  the  window
was  a  song,  the  lift  of  Dorcas'  eyebrows  was  breathless  grace.  They  were
fed—adequately,  clothed—adequately,  housed—adequately,  but  nothing
like  they  could  have  been.  I'd  seen  more  joy  and  delight  and  enthusiasm
from  little  campground  kids  who  slept  in  cardboard  shacks  and
washed—if  they  ever  did—in  canals  and  ate  whatever  edible  came  their
way, but grinned, even when impetigo or cold sores bled across their grins.

But these lifeless kids! My prayers were troubled and I slept restlessly.

A month or  so later  things  had  improved  a  little  bit,  but  not  much.  At
least  there  was  more  relaxation  in  the  classroom.  And  I  found  that  they
had no deep-rooted convictions  against  plants,  so  we  had  things  growing
on the  deep window sills—stuff  we transplanted  from the  spring  and from
among  the  trees.  And  we  had  jars  of  minnows  from  the  creek  and  one
drowsy horny toad  that  housed in  his  box  of  dirt  only  to  flick  up  the  ants
brought  for  his  dinner.  And  we  sang,  loudly  and  enthusiastically,  but,
miracle  of  miracles,  without  even  one  monotone  in  the  whole  room.  But
we  didn't  sing  "Up,  Up  in  the  Sky"  or  "How  Do  You  Like  to  Go  Up  in  a
Swing?"  My  solos  of  such  songs  were  received  with  embarrassed  blushes
and lowered eyes!

There  had  been  one  dust-up  between  us,  though—this  matter  of



shuffling everywhere they walked.

"Pick  up  your  feet,  for  goodness'  sake,"  I  said  irritably  one  morning
when the  shoosh,  shoosh,  shoosh of  their  coming  and going  finally  got  my
skin off. "Surely they're not so heavy you can't lift them."

Timmy, who happened to be  the  trigger  this  time,  nibbled  unhappily  at
one finger. "I can't," he whispered. "Not supposed to."

"Not supposed to?" I forgot momentarily how warily I'd been going  with
these  frightened  mice  of  children.  "Why  not?  Surely  there's  no  reason  in
the world why you can't walk quietly."

Matt  looked  unhappily  over  at  Miriam,  the  sophomore  who  was  our
entire  high  school.  She  looked  aside,  biting  her  lower  lip,  troubled.  Then
she turned back and said, "It is customary in Bendo."

"To shuffle along?" I was forgetting any manners I had. "Whatever for?"

"That's  the  way  we  do  in  Bendo."  There  was  no  anger  in  her  defense,
only resignation.

"Perhaps that's the way you do at home. But here at school let's pick  our
feet up. It makes too much disturbance otherwise."

"But it's bad—" Esther began.

Matt's hand shushed her in a hurry.

"Mr. Diemus said  what  we did  at  school  was  my business,"  I told  them.
"He  said  not  to  bother  your  parents  with  our  problems.  One  of  our
problems is too much noise when others are trying to work.  At  least  in  our
schoolroom let's lift our feet and walk quietly."

The  children  considered  the  suggestion  solemnly  and  turned  to  Matt
and  Miriam  for  guidance.  They  both  nodded  and  we  went  back  to  work.
For  the  next  few  minutes,  from  the  corner  of  my  eyes,  I  saw  with
amazement all the unnecessary trips back  and forth  across  the  room,  with
high-lifted feet, with grins and side glances that marked such trips  as  high
adventure—as  a  delightful  daring  thing  to  do!  The  whole  deal  had  me
bewildered.  Thinking  back  I  realized  that  not  only  the  children  of  Bendo
scuffled  but  all  the  adults  did,  too—as  though  they  were  afraid  to  lose
contact with the earth, as though… I shook my head and went  on with  the
lesson.

Before  noon,  though,  the  endless  shoosh,  shoosh,  shoosh  of  feet  began
again.  Habit  was  too  much  for  the  children.  So  I  silenty  filed  the  sound
under "Uncurable, Endurable," and let the matter drop.

I sighed as  I watched  the  children  leave  at  lunchtime.  It  seemed  to  me



that with the unprecedented luxury  of  a  whole hour  for  lunch they'd  all  go
home.  The  bell  tower  was  visible  from  nearly  every  house  in  town.  But
instead  they  all  brought  tight  little  paper  sacks  with  dull  crumbly
sandwiches and unimaginative apples in them. And silently  with  their  dull
scuffly steps they disappeared into the thicket of trees around the spring.

"Everything  is  dulled  around  here,"  I  thought.  "Even  the  sunlight  is
blunted as  it  floods the  hills  and canyons.  There  is  no  mirth,  no  laughter.
No  high  jinks  or  cutting  up.  No  preadolescent  silliness.  No  adolescent
foolishness. Just quiet children, enduring."

I don't  usually  snoop  but  I  began  wondering  if  perhaps  the  kids  were
different when they were away  from me—and from their  parents.  So when
I got  back  at  twelve  thirty  from  an  adequate  but  uninspired  lunch  at  the
Diemuses' house I kept  on walking  past  the  schoolhouse and quietly  down
into the  grove,  moving  cautiously  through the  scanty  undergrowth  until  I
could lean over a lichened boulder and look down on the children.

Some  were  lying  around  on  the  short  still  grass,  hands  under  their
heads,  blinking  up at  the  brightness  of  the  sky between  the  leaves.  Esther
and  little  Martha  were  hunting  out  fillaree  seed  pods  and  counting  the
tines  of  the  pitchforks  and  rakes  and  harrows  they  resembled.  I  smiled,
remembering how I used to do the same thing.

"I  dreamed  last  night."  Dorcas  thrust  the  statement  defiantly  into  the
drowsy silence. "I dreamed about the Home."

My  sudden  astonished  movement  was  covered  by  Martha's  horrified
"Oh, Dorcas!"

"What's  wrong  with  the  Home?"  Dorcas  cried,  her  cheeks  scarlet.
"There  was  a  Home! There  was!  There  was!  Why  shouldn't  we  talk  about
it?"

I listened  avidly.  This  couldn't  be  just  coincidence—  a  Group  and  now
the Home.  There  must  be  some  connection…  I  pressed  closer  against  the
rough rock.

"But it's bad!" Esther cried. "You'll be punished! We can't talk  about  the
Home!"

"Why not?"  Joel  asked as  though it  had just  occurred  to  him,  as  things
do  just  occur  to  you  when  you're  thirteen.  He  sat  up  slowly.  "Why  can't
we?"

There was a short tense silence.

"I've  dreamed,  too,"  Matt  said.  "I've  dreamed  of  the  Home  —and  it's
good, it's good!"



"Who hasn't  dreamed?"  Miriam  asked.  "We  all  have,  haven't  we?  Even
our parents. I can tell by Mother's eyes when she has."

"Did you ever ask how come we  aren't  supposed  to  talk  about  it?"  Joel
asked. "I mean and ever get any answer except that it's bad."

"I  think  it  had  something  to  do  with  a  long  time  ago,"  Matt  said.
"Something about when the Group first came—"

"I don't  think  it's  just  dreams,"  Miriam  declared,  "because  I  don't  have
to be asleep. I think it's remembering."

"Remembering?"  asked Dorcas.  "How  can  we  remember  something  we
never knew?"

"I don't know," Miriam admitted, "but I'll bet it is."

"I remember," volunteered Talitha, who never volunteered anything.

"Hush!" whispered Abie, the second-grade  next-to-youngest  who always
whispered.

"I  remember,"  Talitha  went  on  stubbornly.  "I  remember  a  dress  that
was too little  so the  mother  just  stretched  the  skirt  till  it  was  long enough
and it  stayed stretched.  'Nen she pulled the  waist  out  big  enough  and  the
little girl put it on and flew away."

"Hoh!"  Timmy  scoffed.  "I  remember  better  than  that"  His  face  stilled
and his eyes widened. "The ship was so tall  it  was  like a  mountain  and the
people  went  in  the  high  high  door  and  they  didn't  have  a  ladder.  'Nen
there were stars, big burning ones—not squinchy little ones like ours."

"It  went  too fast!"  That  was  Abie!  Talking  eagerly!  "When the  air  came
it  made  the  ship  hot  and the  little  baby  died  before  all  the  little  boats  left
the  ship."  He  scrunched  down  suddenly,  leaning  against  Talitha  and
whimpering.

"You see!"  Miriam  lifted  her  chin  triumphantly.  "We've  all  dreamed—I
mean remembered!"

"I guess so," said Matt. "I  remember.  It's  lifting,  Talitha,  not  flying.  You
go and go as  high  as  you like,  as  far  as  you want  to  and don't  ever  have to
touch  the  ground—at  all!"  He  pounded  his  fist  into  the  gravelly  red  soil
beside him.

"And you can dance  in  the  air,  too,"  Miriam  sighed.  "Freer  than a  bird,
lighter than—"

Esther  scrambled  to  her  feet,  white-faced  and  panic-stricken.  "Stop!
Stop!  It's  evil!  It's  bad!  I'll  tell  Father!  We  can't  dream—or  lift—or  dance!
It's bad, it's bad! You'll die for it! You'll die for it!"



Joel jumped to his feet and grabbed Esther's arm.

"Can we die  any deader?"  he  cried,  shaking  her  brutally.  "You  call  this
being  alive?"  He  hunched  down  apprehensively  and  shambled  a  few
scuffling steps across the clearing.

I  fled  blindly  back  to  school,  trying  to  wink  away  my  tears  without
admitting  I  was  crying,  crying  for  these  poor  kids  who  were  groping  so
hopelessly  for  something  they  knew  they  should  have.  Why  was  it  so
rigorously  denied  them?  Surely,  if  they  were  what  I  thought  them…  And
they could be! They could be!

I grabbed the bell rope and pulled hard.  Reluctantly  the  bell  moved and
rolled.

One o'clock, it clanged. One o'clock!

I watched the children returning with slow uneager shuffling steps.

That night I started a letter:

"Dear Karen,

"Yep,  'sme after  all  these  years.  And,  oh,  Karen!  I've  found  some  more!
Some  more  of  the  People!  Remember  how  much  you  wished  you  knew  if
any  other  Groups  besides  yours  had  survived  the  Crossing?  How  you
worried about them and wanted to  find them if  they had?  Well,  I've found
a whole Group!  But  it's  a  sick  unhappy group.  Your  heart  would  break  to
see them. If you could come and start them on the right path again…"

I  put  my  pen  down.  I  looked  at  the  lines  I  had  written  and  then
crumpled the  paper  slowly.  This  was  my  Group.  I  had  found  them.  Sure,
I'd tell  Karen—but  later.  Later,  after  —well,  after  I had tried  to  start  them
on the right path—at least the children.

After  all  I knew a  little  of  their  potentialities.  Hadn't  Karen  briefed  me
in those  unguarded  magical  hours  in  the  old dorm,  drawn to  me  as  I  was
to  her  by  some  mutual  sympathy  that  seemed  stronger  than  the  usual
roommate  attachment,  telling  me things  no outsider  had a  right  to  hear?
And if, when I finally told her and turned the  Group over to  her,  if  it  could
be  a  joyous  gift,  then  I  could  feel  that  I  had  repaid  her  a  little  for  the
wonder world she had opened for me.

"Yes,"  I  thought  ruefully,  "and  there's  nothing  like  a  large  portion  of
ignorance  to  give  one  a  large  portion  of  confidence."  But  I  did  want  to
try—desperately.  Maybe  if  I  could  break  prison  for  someone  else,  then
perhaps my own bars… I dropped the paper in the wastebasket.

But it  was  several  weeks before  I  could  bring  myself  to  let  the  children



know  I  knew  about  them.  It  was  such  an  impossible  situation,  even  if  it
was true—and if it wasn't, what kind of lunacy would they suspect me of?

When  I  finally  set  my  teeth  and  swore  a  swear  to  myself  that  I'd  do
something definite, my hands shook and my breath was a flutter in my dry
throat.

"Today—" I said with an effort, "today is Friday." Which  gem of wisdom
the children received with charitable silence. "We've been working hard  all
week,  so  let's  have  fun  today."  This  stirred  the  children—half  with
pleasure,  half  with  apprehension.  They,  poor  kids,  found  my  "fun"  much
harder  than  any  kind  of  work  I  could  give  them.  But  some  of  them  were
acquiring a taste for it. Martha had even learned to skip!

"First,  monitors  pass  the  composition  paper."  Esther  and  Abie  scuffled
hurriedly around with the  paper,  and the  pencil  sharpener  got  a  thorough
workout.  At  least  the  kids  didn't  differ  from  others  in  their  pleasure  in
grinding their pencils away at the slightest excuse.

"Now,"  I  gulped,  "we're  going  to  write."  Which  obvious  asininity  was
passed  over  with  forbearance,  though  Miriam  looked  at  me  wonderingly
before she bent her head and let her hair shadow her face.

"Today  I  want  you  all  to  write  about  the  same  thing.  Here  is  our
subject."

Gratefully  I turned my back  on  the  children's  waiting  eyes  and  printed
slowly:

 

I REMEMBER THE HOME

 

I heard  the  sudden intake  of  breath  that  worked  itself  downward  from
Miriam  to  Talitha  and  then  the  rapid  whisper  that  informed  Abie  and
Martha.  I  heard  Esther's  muffled  cry  and  I  turned  slowly  around  and
leaned against the desk.

"There  are  so  many  beautiful  things  to  remember  about  the  Home,"  I
said  into  the  strained  silence.  "So  many  wonderful  things.  And  even  the
sad memories are better than forgetting, because the Home was  good.  Tell
me what you remember about the Home."

"We can't." Joel and Matt were on their feet simultaneously.

"Why can't we?" Dorcas cried. "Why can't we?"

"It's bad!" Esther cried. "It's evil!"



"It ain't either!" Abie shrilled, astonishingly. "It ain't either!"

"We  shouldn't."  Miriam's  trembling  hands  brushed  her  heavy  hair
upward. "It's forbidden."

"Sit  down,"  I said  gently.  "The day  I  arrived  at  Bendo  Mr.  Diemus  told
me  to  teach  you  what  I  had  to  teach  you.  I  have  to  teach  you  that
remembering the Home is good."

"Then why don't  the  grownups  think  so?"  Matt  asked  slowly.  "They  tell
us not to talk about it. We shouldn't disobey our parents."

"I know," I admitted. "And I would never ask your children to go against
your parents'  wishes,  unless  I felt  that  it  is  very important.  If  you'd rather
they  didn't  know  about  it  at  first,  keep  it  as  our  secret.  Mr.  Diemus  told
me not to bother them with explanations or reasons. I'll make it  right  with
your parents when the time  comes."  I paused to  swallow and blink away  a
vision  of  me  leaving  town  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  barely  ahead  of  a  posse  of
irate  parents.  "Now,  everyone,  busy,"  I  said  briskly.  "I  Remember  the
Home."

There  was  a  moment  heavy  with  decision  and  I  held  my  breath,
wondering  which  way  the  balance  would  dip.  And  then—surely  it  must
have been because they wanted so to speak and affirm the  wonder  of  what
had been that  they capitulated  so easily.  Heads bent  and pencils  scurried.
And Martha sat, her head bowed on her desk with sorrow.

"I don't know enough words," she mourned. "How do you write toolas?"

And  Abie  laboriously  erased  a  hole  through  his  paper  and  licked  his
pencil again.

"Why  don't  you  and  Abie  make  some  pictures?"  I  suggested.  "Make  a
little story with pictures and we can staple them together like a real book."

I looked over the silent busy group and let myself relax, feeling weakness
flood  into  my  knees.  I  scrubbed  the  dampness  from  my  palms  with
Kleenex  and  sat  back  in  my  chair.  Slowly  I  became  conscious  of  a  new
atmosphere in my class-

room.  An  intolerable  strain  was  gone,  an  unconscious  holding  back  of
the children,  a  wariness,  a  watchfulness,  a  guilty  feeling  of  desiring  what
was forbidden.

A prayer  of  thanksgiving  began to  well  up inside  me.  It  changed  hastily
to a plea for mercy as I began to  visualize  what  might  happen to  me when
the parents  found out  what  I was  doing.  How long must  this  containment
and  denial  have  gone  on?  This  concealment  and  this  carefully  nourished
fear?  From what  Karen had told me it  must  be  well  over  fifty  years—long



enough to mark indelibly three generations.

And  here  I  was  with  my  fine  little  hatchet  trying  to  set  a  little  world
afire!  On  which  very  mixed  metaphor  I  stiffened  my  weak  knees  and  got
up  from  my  chair.  I  walked  unnoticed  up  and  down  the  aisles,  stepping
aside as Joel went blindly to the shelf for more paper,  leaning  over Miriam
to marvel that she had taken out  her  Crayolas  and part  of  her  writing  was
with  colors,  part  with  pencil—and  the  colors  spoke  to  something  in  me
that  the  pencil  couldn't  reach,  though  I'd  never  seen  the  forms  the  colors
took.

The  children  had  gone  home,  happy  and  excited,  chattering  and
laughing,  until  they reached the  edge of  the  school  grounds.  There,  smiles
died  and  laughter  stopped  and  faces  and  feet  grew  heavy  again.  All  but
Esther's.  Hers  had  never  been  light.  I  sighed  and  turned  to  the  papers.
Here was  Abie's  little  book.  I thumbed through it  and drew a  deep breath
and went back through it slowly again.

A  second  grader  drawing  this?  Six  pages—six  finished  adult-looking
pages. Crayolas achieving effects I'd never seen before—pictures that told a
story loudly and clearly.

Stars  blazing  in  a  black  sky,  with  the  slender  needle  of  a  ship,  like  a
mote in the darkness.

The vastly  green cloud-shrouded arc  of  the  earth  against  the  blackness.
A pink tinge of beginning friction  along the  ship's  belly.  I put  my finger  to
the glow. I could almost feel the heat.

Inside  the  ship,  suffering  and  pain,  heroic  striving,  crumpled  bodies
and  seared  faces.  A  baby  dead  in  its  mother's  arms.  Then  a  swarm  of
tinier  needles  erupting  from the  womb of  the  ship.  And  the  last  shriek  of
incandescence  as  the  ship  volatilized  against  the  thickening  drag  of  the
air.

I leaned  my  head  on  my  hands  and  closed  my  eyes.  All  this,  all  this  in
the  memory  of  an  eight-year-old?  All  this  in  the  feelings  of  an
eight-year-old?  Because  Abie  knew—he  knew  how  this  felt.  He  knew  the
heat  and  strivings  and  the  dying  and  fleeing.  No  wonder  Abie  whispered
and leaned. Racial memory was truly a two-sided coin.

I felt  a  pang  of  misgivings.  Maybe  I was  wrong to  let  him remember  so
vividly. Maybe I shouldn't have let him…

I  turned  to  Martha's  papers.  They  were  delicate,  almost  spidery
drawings  of  some  fuzzy  little  animal  (toolas?)  that  apparently  built  a
hanging  hammocky  nest  and gathered  fruit  in  a  huge  leaf  basket  and had



a  bird  for  a  friend.  A  truly  out-of-this-world  bird.  Much  of  her  story
escaped me  because  first  graders—if  anyone  at  all—produce  symbolic  art
and,  since  her  frame  of  reference  and  mine  were  so  different,  there  was
much that I couldn't interpret. But her whole booklet was joyous and light.

And now, the stories…

I  lifted  my  head  and  blinked  into  the  twilight.  I  had  finished  all  the
papers  except  Esther's.  It  was  her  cramped  writing,  swimming  in
darkness,  that  made  me  realize  that  the  day  was  gone  and  that  I  was
shivering in a shadowy room with the fire in the old-fashioned heater  gone
out.

Slowly I shuffled the papers into my desk drawer, hesitated and took out
Esther's.  I  would  finish  at  home.  I  shrugged  into  my  coat  and  wandered
home,  my  thoughts  intent  on  the  papers  I  had  read.  And  suddenly  I
wanted to  cry  —to  cry  for  the  wonders  that  had  been  and  were  no  more.
For  the  heritage  of  attainment  and  achievement  these  children  had  but
couldn't use. For the dream-come-true  of  what  they were  capable  of  doing
but  weren't  permitted  to  do.  For  the  homesick  yearning  that  filled  every
line  they  had  written  —these  unhappy  exiles,  three  generations  removed
from any physical knowledge of the Home.

I stopped on the  bridge  and leaned against  the  railing  in  the  half  dark.
Suddenly I felt a welling homesickness. That was what the  world should be
like—what it could be like if only—if only…

But  my  tears  for  the  Home  were  as  hidden  as  the  emotions  of  Mrs.
Diemus  when  she  looked  up  uncuriously  as  I  came  through  the  kitchen
door.

"Good evening," she said. "I've kept your supper warm."

"Thank you." I shivered convulsively. "It is getting cold."

I sat  on the  edge of  my  bed  that  night,  letting  the  memory  of  the  kids'
papers  wash  over  me,  trying  to  fill  in  around  the  bits  and  snippets  that
they had told of  the  Home.  And then I  began  to  wonder.  All  of  them  who
wrote  about  the  actual  Home  had  been  so  happy  with  their  memories.
From  Timmy  and  his  "Shinny  ship  as  high  as  a  montin  and  faster  than
two  jets,"  and  Dorcas'  wandering  tenses  as  though  yesterday  and  today
were  one:  "The  flowers  were  like  lights.  At  night  it  isn't  dark  becas  they
shine  so  bright  and  when  the  moon  came  up  the  breeos  sing  and  the
music  was  so you  can  see  it  like  rain  falling  around  only  happyer";  up  to
Miriam's  wistful  "On  Gathering  Day  there  was  a  big  party.  Everybody
came dressed in  beautiful  clothes  with  flahmen in  the  girls'  hair.  Flahmen
are  flowers  but  they're  good  to  eat.  And  if  a  girl  felt  her  heart  sing  for  a



boy they ate a flahmen together and started two-ing."

Then, if all these memories  were  so happy,  why the  rigid  suppression of
them by grownups? Why the  pall  of  unhappiness  over everyone? You can't
mourn  forever  for  a  wrecked  ship.  Why  a  hidey  hole  for  disobedient
children?  Why  the  misery  and  frustration  when,  if  they  could  do  half  of
what  I  didn't  fully  understand  from  Joel  and  Matt's  highly  technical
papers, they could make Bendo an Eden?

I reached  for  Esther's  paper.  I  had  put  it  on  the  bottom  on  purpose.  I
dreaded reading  it.  She had sat  with  her  head buried  on her  arms  on  her
desk most  of  the  time  the  others  were  writing  busily.  At  widely  separated
intervals  she  had  scribbled  a  line  or  two  as  though  she  were  doing
something  shameful.  She,  of  all  the  children,  had seemed  to  find  no  relief
in her remembering.

I smoothed the paper on my lap.

"I  remember,"  she  had  written.  "We  were  thursty.  There  was  water  in
the  creek  we  were  hiding  in  the  grass.  We  could  not  drink.  They  would
shoot us.  Three  days  the  sun  was  hot  She  screamed  for  water  and  ran  to
the creek. They shot The water got red."

Blistered  spots  marked  the  tears  on  the  paper.  "They  found  a  baby
under a  bush.  The man hit  it  with  the  wood part  of  his  gun.  He hit  it  and
hit it and hit it. I hit scorpins like that.

"They caught us and put us in a pen. They built a fire all  around us.  'Fly'
they said 'fly and save yourselfs.' We flew because it hurt. They shot us."

"Monsters,"  they  yelled,  "evil  monsters.  People  can't  fly.  People  can't
move things. People are the same. You aren't people. Die, die, die."

Then blackly, traced  and retraced  until  the  paper  split:  "If  anyone finds
out we are not of earth we will die."

"Keep your feet on the ground."

Bleakly I laid  the  paper  aside.  So there  was  the  answer,  putting  Karen's
bits  and  snippets  together  with  these.  The  shipwrecked  ones  finding
savages  on  the  desert  island.  A  remnant  surviving  by  learning  caution,
supression,  and  denial.  Another  generation  that  pinned  the  evil  label  on
the  Home  to  insure  continued  immunity  for  their  children,  and  now,  a
generation that questioned and wondered—and rebelled.

I turned off the light and slowly got into  bed.  I lay there  staring  into  the
darkness,  holding  the  picture  Esther  had  evoked.  Finally  I  relaxed.  "God
help her," I sighed. "God help us all."



Another  week  was  nearly  over.  We  cleaned  the  room  up  quickly,  for
once anticipating  the  fun time  instead  of  dreading  it.  I  smiled to  hear  the
happy  racket  all  around  me,  and  felt  my  own  spirits  surge  upward  in
response to  the  light-heartedness  of  the  children.  The  difference  that  one
afternoon  had  made  in  them!  Now  they  were  beginning  to  feel  like
children  to  me.  They  were  beginning  to  accept  me.  I  swallowed  with  an
effort.  How soon would they  ask,  "How  come?  How  come  I  knew?"  There
they  sat,  all  nine  of  them  —nine,  because  Esther  was  my  first  absence  in
the year— bright-eyed and expectant.

"Can we write again?" Sarah asked. "I can remember lots more."

"No," I said. "Not today." Smiles died and there  was  a  protesting  wiggle
through the  room.  "Today  we  are  going  to  do.  Joel."  I  looked  at  him  and
tightened  my  jaws.  "Joel,  give  me  the  dictionary."  He  began  to  get  up.
"Without leaving your seat!"

"But I—!" Joel broke the shocked silence. "I can't!"

"Yes, you can," I prayed. "Yes, you can. Give me the  dictionary.  Here,  on
my desk."

Joel turned and stared  at  the  big  old dictionary  that  spilled pages  1965
to 1998 out  of  its  cracked  old binding.  Then he said,  "Miriam?"  in  a  high
tight  voice.  But  she shook her  head and shrank back  in  her  seat,  her  eyes
big and dark in her white face.

"You  can."  Miriam's  voice  was  hardly  more  than  a  breath.  "It's  just
bigger—"

Joel clutched the edge of his desk and sweat started out on his  forehead.
There was a stir of movement on the bookshelf.  Then,  as  though shot  from
a  gun,  pages  1965  to  1998  whisked  to  my  desk  and  fell  fluttering.  Our
laughter cut through the blank amazement and we laughed till tears came.

"That's  a-doing  it,  Joel!"  Matt  shouted.  "That's  showing  them  your
muscles!"

"Well,  it's  a  beginning."  Joel  grinned weakly.  "You do it,  brother,  if  you
think it's so easy."

So Matt  sweated  and  strained  and  Joel  joined  with  him,  but  they  only
managed  to  scrape  the  book  to  the  edge  of  the  shelf  where  it  teetered
dangerously.

Then Abie waved his hand timidly. "I can, teacher."

I beamed that  my silent  one had spoken and at  the  same  time  frowned
at the loving laughter of the big kids.



"Okay, Abie," I encouraged. "You show them how to do it."

And the  dictionary  swung off  the  shelf  and glided unhastily  to  my desk,
where it came silently to rest.

Everyone  stared  at  Abie  and  he  squirmed.  "The  little  ships,"  he
defended.  "That's  the  way  they  moved  them  out  of  the  big  ship.  Just  like
that."

Joel and Matt  turned  their  eyes  to  some  inner  concentration  and  then
exchanged exasperated looks.

"Why,  sure,"  Matt  said.  "Why,  sure."  And the  dictionary  swung back  to
the shelf.

"Hey!" Timmy protested. "It's my turn!"

"That poor dictionary," I said.  "It's  too old for  all  this  bouncing  around.
Just put the loose pages back on the shelf."

And he did.

Everyone  sighed  and  looked  at  me  expectantly.  "You  come  to  me,"  I
said, feeling a chill creep across my stiff shoulders. "Lift to me, Miriam."

Without  taking  her  eyes from me she slipped out  of  her  seat  and  stood
in  the  aisle.  Her  skirts  swayed  a  little  as  her  feet  lifted  from  the  floor.
Slowly at first and then more quickly she came to me, soundlessly,  through
the  air,  until  in  a  little  flurried  rush  her  arms  went  around  me  and  she
gasped  into  my  shoulder.  I  put  her  aside  trembling.  I  groped  for  my
handkerchief.  I  said  shakily,  "Miriam,  help  the  rest.  I'll  be  back  in  a
minute."

And I stumbled into the room next door. Huddled down in the  dust  and
debris  of  the  catchall  storeroom  it  had  become,  I  screamed  soundlessly
into  my  muffling  hands.  And  screamed  and  screamed!  Because  after
all—after all!

And  then  suddenly,  with  a  surge  of  pure  panic,  I  heard  a  sound—the
sound  of  footsteps,  many  footsteps,  approaching  the  schoolhouse.  I
jumped for  the  door  and wrenched it  open just  in  time  to  see  the  outside
door  open.  There  was  Mr.  Diemus  and  Esther  and  Esther's  father,  Mr.
Jonso.

In  one  of  those  flashes  of  clarity  that  engrave  your  mind  in  a  split
second I saw my whole classroom.

Joel  and  Matt  were  chinning  themselves  on  nonexistent  bars,  their
heads  brushing  the  high  ceiling  as  they  grunted  upward.  Abie  was
swinging  in  a  swing  that  wasn't  there,  arcing  across  the  corner  of  the



room just  missing  the  stovepipe  from the  old stove,  as  he chanted,  "Up in
a  swing,  up  in  a  swing!"  This  wasn't  the  first  time  they  had  tried  their
wings!  Miriam  was  kneeling in  a  circle  with  the  other  girls  and  they  were
all  coaxing  their  books  up  to  hover  unsupported  above  the  floor,  while
Timmy  vroomm-vroomed  two  paper  jet  planes  through  intricate
maneuvers in and out the rows, of desks.

My soul curdled in  me as  I met  Mr.  Diemus'  eyes.  Esther  gave  a  choked
cry as  she saw what  the  children  were  doing,  and  the  girls'  stricken  faces
turned  to  the  intruders.  Matt  and  Joel  crumpled  to  the  floor  and
scrambled  to  their  feet.  But  Abie,  absorbed  in  his  wonderful  new
accomplishment,  swung  on,  all  unconscious  of  what  was  happening  until
Talitha frantically screamed, "Abie!"

Startled,  he  jerked  around  and  saw  the  forbidding  group  at  the  door.
With  a  disappointed  cry,  as  though  a  loved  toy  had  been  snatched  from
him, he stopped there in midair, his  fists  clenched.  And then,  realizing,  he
screamed,  a  terrified  panic-stricken  cry,  and  slanted  sharply  upward,
trying to escape, and ran full  tilt  into  the  corner  of  the  high  old map case,
sideswiping it with his head, and, reeling backward, fell!

I tried to catch him. I did! I did! But I caught  only one small  hand as  he
plunged  down  onto  the  old  woodburning  heater  beneath  him.  And  the
crack  of  his  skull  against  the  ornate  edge  of  the  cast  iron  lid  was  loud  in
the silence.

I straightened the crumpled little body carefully, not daring to touch the
quiet  little  head.  Mr.  Diemus  and  I  looked  at  each  other  as  we  knelt  on
opposite  sides  of  the  child.  His  lips  opened,  but  I plunged before  he  could
get started.

"If he dies," I bit my words off viciously, "you killed him!"

His mouth opened again, mainly from astonishment. "I—" he began.

"Barging  in  on  my  classroom!"  I  raged.  "Interrupting  classwork!
Frightening my children!  It's  all  your fault,  your fault!"  I couldn't  bear  the
burden of guilt alone. I just had to have someone share it  with  me.  But  the
fire died and I smoothed Abie's hand, trembling.

"Please call a doctor. He might be dying."

"Nearest  one  is  in  Tortura  Pass,"  Mr.  Diemus  said.  "Sixty  miles  by
road."

"Cross country?" I asked.

"Two mountain ranges and an alkali plateau."



"Then—then—" Abie's hand was so still in mine.

"There's a doctor at the Tumble A Ranch," Joel said faintly. "He's  taking
a vacation."

"Go get him." I held Joel with my eyes. "Go as fast as you know how!"

Joel gulped miserably. "Okay."

"They'll  probably  have  horses  to  come  back  on,"  I  said.  "Don't  be  too
obvious."

"Okay," and he ran out  the  door.  We heard  the  thud of  his  running  feet
until  he was  halfway  across  the  schoolyard,  then  silence.  Faintly,  seconds
later,  creek  gravel  crunched  below  the  hill.  I  could  only  guess  at  what  he
was doing—that he couldn't  lift  all  the  way and was  going  in  jumps  whose
length was beyond all reasonable measuring.

The  children  had  gone  home,  quietly,  anxiously.  And  after  the  doctor
arrived  we  had  improvised  a  stretcher  and  carried  Abie  to  the  Peterses'
home. I walked along close beside him watching his pinched little  face,  my
hand touching his chest occasionally just to be sure he was still breathing.

And now—the waiting…

I looked at  my watch  again.  A minute  past  the  last  time  I  looked.  Sixty
seconds by the hands, but hours and hours by anxiety.

"He'll  be  all  right,"  I  whispered,  mostly  to  comfort  myself.  "The  doctor
will know what to do."

Mr. Diemus turned his  dark  empty  eyes to  me.  "Why did  you do it?"  he
asked. "We almost had it stamped out. We were almost free."

"Free of  what?"  I took a  deep breath.  "Why did  you do it?  Why did  you
deny your children their inheritance?"

"It isn't your concern—"

"Anything  that  hampers  my  children  is  my  concern.  Anything  that
turns  children  into  creeping  frightened  mice  is  wrong.  Maybe  I  went  at
the whole deal  the  wrong way,  but  you told me  to  teach  them  what  I  had
to—and I did."

"Disobedience, rebellion, flouting authority—"

"They  obeyed  me,"  I  retorted.  "They  accepted  my  authority!"  Then  I
softened. "I can't blame them," I confessed. "They were troubled.  They told
me it was wrong— that they had been taught  it  was  wrong.  I argued  them
into it. But, oh, Mr.  Diemus!  It  took so little  argument,  such a  tiny  breach
in  the  dam  to  loose  the  flood.  They  never  even  questioned  my



knowledge—any  more  than  you  have,  Mr.  Diemus!  All  this—this  wonder
was beating  against  their  minds,  fighting  to  be  set  free.  The rebellion was
there  long  before  I  came.  I  didn't  incite  them  to  something  new.  I'll  bet
there's  not  a  one,  except  maybe  Esther,  who  hasn't  practiced  and
practiced,  furtively  and ashamed,  the  things  I  permitted—demanded  that
they do for me.

"It wasn't fair—not fair at all—to hold them back."

"You  don't  understand."  Mr.  Diemus'  face  was  stony.  "You  haven't  all
the facts—"

"I  have  enough,"  I  replied.  "So  you  have  a  frightened  memory  of  an
unfortunate  period  in  your  history.  But  what  people  doesn't  have  such  a
memory  in  larger  or  lesser  degree?  That  you  and  your  children  have  it
more vividly should have helped,  not  hindered.  You should have been able
to  figure  out  ways  of  adjusting.  But  leave  that  for  the  moment.  Take  the
other  side  of  the  picture.  What  possible  thing  could  all  this  suppression
and denial yield you more precious than what you gave up?"

"It's the only way," Mr. Diemus said. "We are unacceptable  to  Earth  but
we have to stay. We have to conform—"

"Of  course  you  had  to  conform,"  I  cried.  "Anyone  has  to  when  they
change societies. At least enough to  get  them by until  others  can  adjust  to
them.  But  to  crawl  in  a  hole  and  pull  it  in  after  you!  Why,  the  other
Group—"

"Other Group!" Mr. Diemus whitened, his eyes widening.

"Other  Group?  There  are  others?  There  are  others?"  He  leaned  tensely
forward in  his  chair.  "Where?  Where?"  And his  voice  broke  shrilly  on  the
last  word.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  his  mouth  trembled  as  he  fought  for
control.  The  bedroom  door  opened.  Dr.  Curtis  came  out,  his  shoulders
weary.

He  looked  from  Mr.  Diemus  to  me  and  back.  "He  should  be  in  a
hospital.  There's  a  depressed  fracture  and  I  don't  know  what  all  else.
Probably  extensive  brain  involvement.  We  need  X  rays  and—and—"  He
rubbed  his  hand  slowly  over  his  weary  young  face.  "Frankly,  I'm  not
experienced to handle cases like this.  We need specialists.  If  you can  scare
up  some  kind  of  transportation  that  won't  jostle—"  He  shook  his  head,
seeing  the  kind  of  country  that  lay  between  us  and  anyplace,  and  went
back into the bedroom.

"He's  dying,"  Mr.  Diemus  said.  "Whether  you're  right  or  we're  right,
he's dying."



"Wait!  Wait!"  I said,  catching  at  the  tag  end of  a  sudden  idea.  "Let  me
think."  Urgently  I  willed  myself  back  through  the  years  to  the  old  dorm
room. Intently I listened and listened and remembered.

"Have you a—a—Sorter in this Group?" I asked,  fumbling  for  unfamiliar
terms.

"No," said Mr. Diemus. "One who could have been, but isn't."

"Or any Communicator? Anyone who can send or receive?"

"No," Mr.  Diemus said,  sweat  starting  on his  forehead.  "One who could
have been, but—"

"See?"  I  accused.  "See  what  you've  traded  for—for  what?  Who  are  the
could-but-can'ts? Who are they?"

"I am," Mr. Diemus said,  the  words  a  bitterness  in  his  mouth.  "And my
wife."

I  stared  at  him,  wondering  confusedly.  How  far  did  training  decide?
What could we do with what we had?

"Look," I said quickly. "There  is  another  Group.  And they—they have all
the persuasions  and designs.  Karen's  been  trying  to  find  you—to  find  any
of  the  People.  She  told  me—oh,  Lord,  it's  been  years  ago,  I  hope  it's  still
so— every evening they send out  calls  for  the  People.  If  we can  catch  it—if
you can catch the call and answer it, they can help. I know they can.  Faster
than cars, faster than planes, more surely than specialists—"

"But if the doctor finds out—" Mr. Diemus wavered fearfully.

I  stood  up  abruptly.  "Good  night,  Mr.  Diemus,"  I  said,  turning  to  the
door. "Let me know when Abie dies."

His cold hand shook on my arm.

"Can't  you  see!"  he  cried.  "I've  been  taught,  too—longer  and  stronger
than the  children!  We never  even  dared  think  of  rebellion!  Help  me,  help
me!"

"Get  your  wife,"  I  said.  "Get  her  and  Abie's  mother  and  father.  Bring
them down to  the  grove.  We  can't  do  anything  here  in  the  house.  It's  too
heavy with denial."

I  hurried  on  ahead  and  sank  on  my  knees  in  the  evening  shadows
among the trees.

"I don't know what  I'm doing,"  I cried  into  the  bend of  my arm.  "I  have
an idea but I don't know! Help us! Guide us!"

I opened my eyes to the arrival of the four.



"We told him we were going out to pray," said Mr. Diemus.

And we all did.

Then  Mr.  Diemus  began  the  call  I  worded  for  him,  silently,  but  with
such intensity that sweat  started  again  on his  face.  Karen,  Karen,  come to
the  People,  come  to  the  People.  And  the  other  three  sat  around  him
bolstering  his  effort,  supporting  his  cry.  I  watched  their  tense  faces,  my
own twisting in sympathy, and time was lost as we labored.

Then  slowly  his  breathing  calmed  and  his  face  relaxed  and  I  felt  a
stirring  as  though  something  brushed  past  my  mind.  Mrs.  Diemus
whispered, "He remembers now. He's found the way."

And as the last spark of sun caught mica  highlights  on the  hilltop above
us, Mr. Diemus stretched his hands out slowly and said with  infinite  relief,
"There they are."

I looked  around  startled,  half  expecting  to  see  Karen  coming  through
the trees. But Mr. Diemus spoke again.

"Karen,  we need help.  One of  our  Group is  dying.  We have a  doctor,  an
Outsider,  but  he  hasn't  the  equipment  or  the  know-how  to  help.  What
shall we do?"

In the  pause  that  followed I became slowly conscious  of  a  new feeling.  I
couldn't  tell  you  exactly  what  it  was—a  kind  of  unfolding—an  opening—a
relaxation.  The  ugly  tight  defensiveness  that  was  so  characteristic  of  the
grownups of Bendo was slipping away.

"Yes,  Valancy,"  said  Mr.  Diemus.  "He's  in  a  bad  way.  We  can't  help
because—" His voice faltered and his words died. I felt a  resurgence  of  fear
and  unhappiness  as  his  communication  went  beyond  words  and  then
ebbed back to speech again.

"We'll expect you then. You know the way."

I could  see  the  pale  blur  of  his  face  in  the  dusk  under  the  trees  as  he
turned back to us.

"They're coming," he said,  wonderingly.  "Karen and Valancy.  They're  so
pleased to find us—" His voice broke. "We're not alone—"

And  I  turned  away  as  the  two  couples  merged  in  the  darkness.  I  had
pushed them somewhere way beyond me.

It was a lonely, lonely walk back to the house for me— alone.

They  dropped  down  through  the  half  darkness—four  of  them.  For  a
fleeting  second  I  wondered  at  myself  that  I  could  stand  there
matter-of-factly watching four adults slant calmly down out of the sky. Not



a hair ruffled, not a stain of travel on them, knowing that only a short  time
before they had been hundreds  of  miles  away—not  even aware  that  Bendo
existed.

But all strangeness was swept away as Karen hugged me delightedly.

"Oh,  Melodye,"  she  cried,  "it  is  you!  He  said  it  was,  but  I  wasn't  sure!
Oh, it's so good to see you again! Who owes who a letter?"

She laughed and turned to  the  smiling  three.  "Valancy,  the  Old  One  of
our  Group."  Valancy's  radiant  face  proved  the  Old  One  didn't  mean  age.
"Bethie, our Sensitive." The slender fair-haired young girl ducked her  head
shyly. "And my brother Jemmy. Valancy's his wife."

"This is Mr. and Mrs. Diemus," I said. "And Mr.  and Mrs.  Peters,  Abie's
parents.  It's  Abie,  you  know.  My  second  grade."  I  was  suddenly
overwhelmed by how  long  ago  and  far  away  school  felt.  How  far  I'd  gone
from my accustomed pattern!

"What shall we do about the doctor?" I asked. "Will he have to know?"

"Yes," said  Valancy.  "We can help him but  we can't  do the  actual  work.
Can we trust him?"

I hesitated, remembering the few scanty glimpses I'd had of him. "I—,"  I
began.

"Pardon me,"  Karen said.  "I  wanted  to  save  time.  I  went  in  to  you.  We
know now what you know of him. We'll trust Dr. Curtis."

I  felt  an  eerie  creeping  up  my  spine.  To  have  my  thoughts  taken  so
casually! Even to the doctor's name!

Bethie  stirred  restlessly  and looked  at  Valancy.  "He'll  be  in  convulsions
soon. We'd better hurry."

"You're sure you have the knowledge?" Valancy asked.

"Yes,"  Bethie  murmured.  "If  I  can  make  the  doctor  see—  if  he's  willing
to follow."

"Follow what?"

The heavy tones of the doctor's voice startled us all  as  he stepped out  on
the porch.

I stood aghast at the impossibility  of  the  task  ahead  of  us and looked at
Karen  and  Valancy  to  see  how  they  would  make  the  doctor  understand.
They said nothing. They just  looked at  him.  There  was  a  breathless  pause.
The doctor's  startled  face  caught  the  glint  of  light  from  the  open  door  as
he turned to Valancy. He rubbed his  hand across  his  face  in  bewilderment



and, after a moment, turned to me.

"Do you hear her?"

"No," I admitted. "She isn't talking to me."

"Do you know these people?"

"Oh, yes!" I cried, wishing passionately it were true. "Oh, yes!"

"And believe them?"

"Implicitly."

"But she says that Bethie—who's Bethie?" He glanced around.

"She is," Karen said, nodding at Bethie.

"She is?"  Dr.  Curtis  looked intently  at  the  shy  lovely  face.  He  shook  his
head wonderingly and turned back to me.

"Anyway this one,  Valancy,  says  Bethie  can  sense every condition  in  the
child's  body and that  she will  be  able  to  tell  all  the  injuries,  their  location
and extent without X rays! Without equipment?"

"Yes," I said. "If they say so."

"You would be willing to risk a child's life—?"

"Yes.  They  know.  They  really  do."  And  I  swallowed  hard  to  keep  down
the fist of doubt that clenched in my chest.

"You believe they can see through flesh and bone?"

"Maybe not see,"  I said,  wondering  at  my own words.  "But  know with  a
knowledge  that  is  sure  and  complete."  I  glanced,  startled,  at  Karen.  Her
nod was very small but it told me where my words came from.

"Are  you  willing  to  trust  these  people?"  The  doctor  turned  to  Abie's
parents.

"They're  our  People,"  Mr.  Peters  said  with  quiet  pride.  "I'd  operate  on
him myself with a pickax if they said so."

"Of all  the  screwball  deals—!"  The doctor's  hand rubbed  across  his  face
again. "I know I needed this vacation, but this is ridiculous!"

We  all  listened  to  the  silence  of  the  night  and—at  least  I—to  the
drumming of anxious pulses until Dr. Curtis sighed heavily.

"Okay, Valancy.  I don't  believe  a  word of  it.  At  least  I wouldn't  if  I  were
in my right mind,  but  you've got  the  terminology  down pat  as  if  you knew
something—. Well,

I'll  do  it.  It's  either  that  or  let  him  die.  And  God  have  mercy  on  our



souls!"

I  couldn't  bear  the  thought  of  shutting  myself  in  with  my  own  dark
fears,  so  I  walked  back  toward  the  school,  hugging  myself  in  my
inadequate  coat  against  the  sudden  sharp  chill  of  the  night.  I  wandered
down  to  the  grove,  praying  wordlessly,  and  on  up  to  the  school.  But  I
couldn't  go in.  I shuddered away  from the  blank glint  of  the  windows  and
turned back to the grove. There wasn't any more  time  or  direction  or  light
or  anything  familiar,  only  a  confused  cloud  of  anxiety  and  a  final  icy
weariness that drove me back to Abie's house.

I stumbled  into  the  kitchen,  my stiff  hands  fumbling  at  the  doorknob.  I
huddled in  a  chair,  gratefully  leaning  over the  hot  wood stove  that  flicked
the  semidarkness  of  the  big  homey  room  with  warm  red  light,  trying  to
coax some feeling back into my fingers.

I  drowsed  as  the  warmth  began  to  penetrate,  and  then  the  door  was
flung open and slammed shut.  The doctor  leaned back  against  it  his  hand
still clutching the knob.

"Do  you  know  what  they  did?"  he  cried,  not  so  much  to  me  as  to
himself.  "What  they  made  me  do?  Oh,  Lord!"  He  staggered  over  to  the
stove,  stumbling  over my feet.  He collapsed by my chair,  rocking  his  head
between his  hands.  "They made  me operate  on his  brain!  Repair  it.  Trace
circuits  and rebuild  them.  You can't  do that!  It  can't  be  done!  Brain  cells
damaged can't be repaired. No one can restore circuits that  are  destroyed!
It can't be done. But I did it! I did it!"

I knelt beside him and tried to comfort him in the circle of my arms.

"There, there, there," I soothed.

He clung like a terrified child. "No anesthetics!" he cried.  "She  kept  him
asleep.  And  no  bleeding  when  I  went  through  the  scalp!  They  stopped  it.
And the  impossible  things  I did  with  the  few instruments  I have with  me!
And the brain starting to mend right before my eyes! Nothing was right!"

"But  nothing  was  wrong,"  I  murmured.  "Abie  will  be  all  right,  won't
he?"

"How do I know?" he shouted suddenly, pushing away from me.

"I  don't  know  anything  about  a  thing  like  this.  I  put  his  brain  back
together and he's still breathing, but how do I know!"

"There, there," I soothed. "It's over now."

"It'll  never  be  over!"  With  an  effort  he  calmed  himself,  and  we  helped
each  other  up  from  the  floor.  "You  can't  forget  a  thing  like  this  in  a



lifetime."

"We can give  you forgetting,"  Valancy  said  softly  from the  door.  "If  you
want to forget. We can send you back  to  the  Tumble  A with  no memory  of
tonight except a pleasant visit to Bendo."

"You  can?"  He  turned  speculative  eyes  toward  her.  "You  can,"  he
amended his words to a statement.

"Do you want to forget?" Valancy asked.

"Of course not," he snapped. Then, "I'm sorry.  It's  just  that  I don't  often
work miracles in the wilderness. But if I did it once, maybe—"

"Then you understand what you did?" Valancy asked smiling.

"Well, no, but if I could—if you would— There must be some way—"

"Yes,"  Valancy  said,  "but  you'd  have  to  have  a  Sensitive  working  with
you, and Bethie is it as far as Sensitives go right now."

"You  mean  it's  true  what  I  saw—what  you  told  me  about  the—the
Home? You're extraterrestrials?"

"Yes,"  Valancy  sighed.  "At  least  our  grandparents  were."  Then  she
smiled.  "But  we're  learning  where  we  can  fit  into  this  world.
Someday—someday we'll be able—" She changed the subject abruptly.

"You realize, of course, Dr. Curtis, that we'd  rather  you wouldn't  discuss
Bendo  or  us  with  anyone  else.  We  would  rather  be  just  people  to
Outsiders."

He laughed shortly, "Would I be believed if I did?"

"Maybe  no,  maybe  so,"  Valancy  said.  "Maybe  only  enough  to  start
people  nosing  around.  And  that  would  be  too  much.  We  have  a  bad
situation  here  and  it  will  take  a  long  time  to  erase—"  Her  voice  slipped
into silence, and I knew she had dropped into thoughts to brief  him on the
local problem. How long is a thought?  How fast  can  you think  of  hell—and
heaven?  It  was  that  long  before  the  doctor  blinked  and  drew  a  shaky
breath.

"Yes," he said. "A long time."

"If you like," Valancy said, "I can block your ability to talk of us."

"Nothing  doing!"  the  doctor  snapped.  "I  can  manage  my  own
censorship, thanks."

Valancy flushed. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be condescending."

"You weren't," the doctor said. "I'm just on the prod tonight. It has  been



a day, and that's for sure!"

"Hasn't  it,  though?"  I  smiled  and  then,  astonished,  rubbed  my  cheeks
because  tears  had  begun  to  spill  down  my  face.  I  laughed,  embarrassed,
and couldn't  stop.  My laughter  turned suddenly  to  sobs and I was  bitterly
ashamed  to  hear  myself  wailing  like  a  child.  I  clung  to  Valency's  strong
hands  until  I  suddenly  slid  into  a  warm  welcome  darkness  that  had  no
thinking  or  fearing  or  need for  believing  in  anything  outrageous,  but  only
in sleep.

It  was  a  magic  year  and  it  fled  on  impossibly  fast  wings,  the  holidays
flicking  past  like  telephone  poles  by  a  railroad  train.  Christmas  was
especially  magical  because  my  angels  actually  flew  and  the  glory  actually
shone  round  about  because  their  robes  had  hems  woven  of  sunlight—I
watched  the  girls  weave  them.  And  Rudolph  the  red-nosed  reindeer,
complete with cardboard antlers that wouldn't stay straight, really took off
and circled  the  room.  And as  our  Mary  and Joseph leaned raptly  over  the
manger,  their  faces  solemn and intent  on the  miracle,  I felt  suddenly  that
they . were really seeing, really kneeling beside the manger in Bethlehem.

Anyway the  months  fled,  and the  blossoming of  Bendo was  beautiful  to
see.  There  was  laughter  and  frolicking  and  even  the  houses  grew  subtly
into color. Green things crept out where only rocks  had been before,  and a
tiny  tentative  stream  of  water  had  begun  to  flow  down  the  creek  again.
They explained to  me that  they  had  to  take  it  slow  because  people  might
wonder if the creek filled overnight! Even the  rough steps  up to  the  houses
were  becoming  overgrown  because  they  were  seldom  used,  and  I  was
becoming  accustomed to  seeing my pupils  coming  to  school  like a  bevy of
bright  birds,  playing  tag  in  the  treetops.  I  was  surprised  at  myself  for
adjusting  so  easily  to  all  the  incredible  things  done  around  me  by  the
People,  and  I  was  pleased  that  they  accepted  me  so  completely.  But  I
always  felt  a  pang  when  the  children  escorted  me  home—with  me,  they
had to walk.

But all things  have to  end,  and one May afternoon I sat  staring  into  my
top desk drawer, the last to be cleaned out, wondering what  to  do with  the
accumulation of useless things in it. But I wasn't  really  seeing the  contents
of  the  drawer,  I  was  concentrating  on  the  great  weary  emptiness  that
pressed  my  shoulders  down  and  weighted  my  mind.  "It's  not  fair,"  I
muttered  aloud  and  illogically,  "to  show  me  heaven  and  then  snatch  it
away."

"That's about what happened to Moses, too, you know."

My surprised start spilled an assortment  of  paper  clips  and thumbtacks



from the battered box I had just picked up.

"Well,  forevermore!"  I said,  righting  the  box.  "Dr.  Curtis!  What  are  you
doing here?"

"Returning  to  the  scene  of  my  crime,"  he  smiled,  coming  through  the
open door.  "Can't  keep my mind off  Abie.  Can't  believe  he recovered  from
all that—shall  we  call  it  repair  work?  I  have  to  check  him  every  time  I'm
anywhere near this part of the country—and I still can't believe it."

"But he has."

"He  has  for  sure!  I  had  to  fish  him  down  from  a  treetop  to  look  him
over—"  The  doctor  shuddered  dramatically  and  laughed.  "To  see  him
hurtling  down  from  the  top  of  that  tree  curdled  my  blood!  But  there's
hardly even a visible scar left."

"I know," I said, jabbing my finger as I started to gather  up the  tacks.  "I
looked  last  night.  I'm  leaving  tomorrow,  you  know."  I  kept  my  eyes
resolutely  down  to  the  job  at  hand.  "I  have  this  last  straightening  up  to
do."

"It's  hard,  isn't  it?"  he said,  and  we  both  knew  he  wasn't  talking  about
straightening up.

"Yes," I said soberly. "Awfully hard. Earth gets heavier every day."

"I find it so lately,  too.  But  at  least  you have the  satisfaction  of  knowing
that you—"

I moved uncomfortably and laughed.

"Well, they do say: those as can, do; those as can't, teach."

"Umm," the doctor said noncommittally, but  I could feel  his  eyes on my
averted face and I swiveled away from him, groping for a better  box  to  put
the clips in.

"Going to summer school?" His voice came from near the windows.

"No,"  I  sniffed  cautiously.  "No,  I  swore  when  I  got  my  Master's  that  I
was  through  with  education—at  least  the  kind  that's
come-every-day-and-learn-something."

"Hmm!"  There  was  amusement  in  the  doctor's  voice.  "Too  bad.  I'm
going to school this summer. Thought you might like to go there, too."

"Where?" I asked bewildered, finally looking at him.

"Cougar Canyon summer school," he smiled. "Most exclusive."

"Cougar Canyon! Why that's where Karen—"



"Exactly,"  he  said.  "That's  where  the  other  Group  is  established.  I  just
came from there. Karen and Valancy  want  us both  to  come.  Do you object
to being an experiment?"

"Why,  no—"  I  cried,  and  then,  cautiously,  "What  kind  of  an
experiment?" Visions of brains being carved up swam through my mind.

The  doctor  laughed.  "Nothing  as  gruesome  as  you're  imagining,
probably."  Then he sobered and sat  on the  edge  of  my  desk.  "I've  been  to
Cougar  Canyon  a  couple  of  times,  trying  to  figure  out  some  way  to  get
Bethie to help me when I come up against  a  case  that's  a  puzzler.  Valancy
and Karen want to  try  a  period  of  training  with  Outsiders—" that's  us—he
grimaced wryly, "to see how much of  what  they are  can  be  transmitted  by
training.  You  know  Bethie  is  half  Outsider.  Only  her  mother  was  of  the
People."

He was watching me intently.

"Yes," I said absently, my mind whirling, "Karen told me."

"Well, do you want to try it? Do you want to go?"

"Do I want to go!"  I cried,  scrambling  the  clips  into  a  rubber-band  box.
"How  soon  do  we  leave?  Half  an  hour?  Ten  minutes?  Did  you  leave  the
motor running?"

"Woops,  woops!"  The doctor  took  me  by  both  arms  and  looked  soberly
into my eyes.

"We  can't  set  our  hopes  too  high,"  he  said  quietly.  "It  may  be  that  for
such knowledge we aren't teachable—"

I looked soberly back at him, my heart crying in fear that it might be so.

"Look,"  I said  slowly.  "If  you  had  a  hunger,  a  great  big  gnawing-inside
hunger  and  no  money  and  you  saw  a  bakery  shop  window,  which  would
you  do?  Turn  your  back  on  it?  Or  would  you  press  your  nose  as  close  as
you could against the glass and let at least your eyes feast? I know what  I'd
do." I reached for my sweater.

"And,  you know, you never can  tell.  The shop door  might  open  a  crack,
maybe—someday—"


