Ten years later, JM was into exceptional children, still. Lucky is bracketed with Henrietta for
reasons of logic rather than chronology. JM'sfirst story written around a cover: Fantastic Stories
of Imagination—April, 1962.

The Shrine of Temptation

The name his own people cadled him was Ldlayal. That was, of course, just his calling-name, and
because it meant dmost the same thing that he meant to us, we called him Lucky.

Thiswas no transgression of courtesy, or culture-arrogance on our part. Histrue name, after the
fashion of his people, was dready long, and growing, a descriptive catal ogue useful only for records and
ritudl occasons. A calling-name may be anything derived from the whole, so long asit suits, and the
cdled onewill answer it. Lucky was delighted to have a new nickname from us, in our language.

Hewas, when we cameto theidand, just eight years old as we reckon. His people count differently;
to them, he was hdfway through his Third Decade; in five more seasons, he would undergo the
Apprenticeship Ritesthat would end hisfirst age. Either way, he was just past the midpoint between
babyhood and puberty. Like most of hisrace—and al others but us on theidand—he was
brown-skinned and dark-eyed, black-haired. Like most of his age, he was eager, questioning, rationd,
mystica, obedient, rebellious,-clumsy and courteous, graceful and quick. Liketoo few of them, he was
generdly happy and dways hedlthy, serenely certain of parenta love, highly inteligent and well-informed.

Certain of these things, and dl of them to adegree, were the product of idand culture. Lucky livedin
aworld he accepted as having been designed primarily for his own benefit and, largdly, it had. Among his
people, there were no fears, hungers, troubles, or questions that could not be voiced, and none—within
the limits of the idand's capacity—that would not be answered to the best extent of the child's
understanding. All children were swift and bright; but among them, Lucky was especidly blessed. Thus,
hisname.

Hewasthefirst in his age group to find his apprenticeship. When we came, he dready knew what he
wanted. A short time before that, he had spent his days, like the others, wandering from huntersto
plannersto makersto teachersto plantersto singers, spreading' his wonders and askingsimpartialy. The
others still wandered, multiply curious, questioning the weavers and fishers and carpenters, healers and
painters and crafters of food. It might be three or four seasonsyet until, one by one, they singled out the
preferred occupations to which they'd be bound in training at First Rites.

But Lucky aready knew what he wanted. Before we came, he went, day after day, to the Shrine, or
the House of Shrinemen, squatting patiently in the courtyard, waiting for the chance to carry sand (for
stone scrubbing) or water or polishing cloths or firewood for a Shrineman, listening in sillence to such talk
aswas carried on in his presence, storing up questions to ask them, hallall, when the time should beripe.
Part of each day he sat at the feet of the Figures, self-hypnotized by gleaming amber and blue, spinning
out glorious fantasies of the Rebirth.

(His own fascination with the Shrine and Shrinemen, and the weight of mystery he gave to some
words and phrases—which | have tried to trandate with capitals and occasiond sonorous phrasesin this
account—|ed us later to amisunderstanding of some proportion. But, hallall . . .)

His persstence was dready recognized in the village.

The other children first, then his mothers and fathers, had noticed his absence from forest, fields, and
shops. Then the Shrinemen began teasing him with familiar fondness at evening gatherings and rest-day
games, S0 that everyone started to redlize what he had chosen. And if it was something of a shock to
parents and teachers, the boy did not know it.

Perhaps because we settled as close to the Shrine as we dared do—perhaps out of the same
fascination with the unknown that had drawn him to the Shrine—L ucky was our first and most frequent
vigtor, and became, either in his own person or asinterpreter, our chief source of information about both
the Shrine and theidanders. He did not, at firgt, redlize that our preoccupation with the Shrine was as
great as hisown; we did not share his confident artlessnessin question-asking. | do not know just how he



explained usto himsdlf at first, or whether he even tried to. Perhaps he just waited to learn what he
wanted to know—nhallall.

It was not passive waiting. Thefirst day, after hisfirst attempt to speak with us, he sat in what must
have been stunned bemusement for severa hours, pondering the incredible fact of a second language.
(We saw the squatting inward-turned boy as"astolid impassve indigene.” | blush to admit that the
phraseisfrom my own notebook.) Then, having fully accepted that the phenomenon was
not—obvioudy—impossible, but only previoudy unknown, it was he who gpproached us with the
second overture.

Wewerejust setting up the hand bellows for blowing foam into the camp wallforms. Lucky walked
over, watched, walked away, and came back with around stone, flattened, on one Side, just right to
prop up the foot that kept dipping.

Hehdld it out. We al stopped and stared. George Lazd o was quickest. He reached out and took the
gone, smiling. Lucky smiled back.

"Thank you,” George sad.

The boy touched the stone. " Sannacue?' His small brown face seemed to turn gold with joy of his
gmile. "Mertz," he said, tapping the stone. "M ertz—sannacue?”’

Henry started to correct him, but Jenny and | both realized at the same timethat it was better to let
the error ride, and not confuse the issue. (Starting as ajoke, we al got to where we found sannacue as
natural aword as stone.)

The principle was established, and it was astonishing to us how rapidly he learned. Jenny was our
linguist, and predictably proved quicker than therest of usin learning theidand language, but when they
sat exchanging names and phrases, it was she, far more often than he, who had to be told twice. Once he
heard it, and was sure he understood, he smply did not know how to forget. (For her fascinating account
of the process, see pp. 324-359, in "Language in the Isolated Culture,” Dr. Jennifer R. Boxill, S& S,
1985).

As scion asthe bare minimum of mutua language was effective, Lucky (again) initiated the next step
in cultura exchange. He had been showing up at the camp just after breskfast each morning; thisday he
came an hour earlier, with a basket of woven reeds on hisarm. It was my day for KP, and | was opening
acan of bacon when he came up and touched my arm, showing me the basket. "Try my food?' he said.

The basket wasfilled with fresh steamed fish, till hot, each on its own new-baked half-loaf of native
medl bread. At the bottom, five small pots of blue clay—the same stuff the Guardian Figure was molded
in—held asavory vegetable sauce to be poured over fish and bread.

It was very good, but that seemed, at the time, irrelevant. The greatest significance of the gift was
learning that our self-gppointed guide and mascot was, it seemed, fully accredited in hisfriendship by
the—so far—invisible parents and elders of the village.

| should say, "parents or elders,” because we were uncertain. When we asked if held prepared the
food himsdlf, he laughed uproarioudy and then said, with ostentatious patience, " Mothers cook food."
Whether he meant mothers as a class (and in this case his mother), or several women of the class,
mother, we did not know.

Both assumptions werewrong, asit happened. He meant his mothers.

It took usmost of Sx monthsto reach alevel of communication at which mistakes of this sort could
be cleared up. And from that time on, it seemed as though most of our discussions consisted of
substituting closer gpproximations for old misconceptions. The more we learned, the more complex was
what we had to learn. Asfor Lucky's wrong assumptions about us, they took even longer for himto
recognize, and moretime yet for usto redlize he'd had them. We had been on theidand the best part of a
year before we gained any comprehension of the extent to which our presence had affected the boy
himsdf. And through all that time, we so carefully leaned over backwardsto avoid showing specia
interest in the Shrine, that we had never learned of Lucky's particular infatuation withit!

All through our second season on theidand (by their time reckoning), we were pumping a steady
flow of information out of the boy. We learned the basic economy and socia structure of theidand; how
to reckon seasons, and count age and status.



He explained the system of education and apprenticeship, the courtship and marriage customs. When
he did not know answers to what we asked, he would say, "Hallall; hallall you will know." And next
day, or next week, or even next season, he would come back with the answer. Most answers, that is.
Sometimes the second answer too was, Hallall. But then, hewould add, "Hallall, | shal know, and then
you too."

Weworried, occasiondly, about what was happening to Lucky, in hisown village—whether his
contact with ussingled him out for better or worse. What we never imagined was the ddlight of his
parents (He had nine at the time; Dr. Henry Cogswdl's articlein Anthropological Review, 11, 1983, pp.
19-26, gives a brief comprehensive andysis of idand family relationships) and teachers and the older
peoplein generd at the effect we had on him.

In the pursuit of the knowledge we asked, Lucky had gone back to learn himself al the things he had
scorned to observe before we came; now he watched weavers and planters and netters of fish, masons
and flutists and arrow-makers, with a concentrated attention that he had reserved before only for matters
concerning the Shrine. The older people watched, and were pleased. They had aways thought well of
the boy. He was marked as lucky from birth. When it had seemed clear he would be a Shrineman, they
had been not disappointed so much as surprised. It did not seem quite suitable for one so lavishly
endowed. Now he was learning, asthey had expected, all matters of concern to the people. If it were
what he wished, hewould of course be a Shrineman; but they began speaking of him now asafuture
Frgman.

The pinky strangers ("Pinkies’ waswhat they called us.) whose advent was otherwise inexplicable
and perhaps abit disturbing, had perhaps been sent to train aleader among the people, asthe people
themsalves had not known how to do.

So they reasoned; at least, they decided, we were causing Lucky to learn what they had hoped he
would, whether that was our purpose on coming or not. At the very leas, it wasindirectly dueto usthat
they had made sure of his extraordinary capacities, which had been indicated as probable by various
features of hisbirth and growth, but had never before been fully displayed. (The eldetic memory was as
impressive to them asto us; and hisintelligence was high, even in that high-average society. Chapter X of
Dr. G. M. Lazdo's"Environment and Intelligence,” S& S, 1987, dealswith our findings on theidand,
for those who are interested.)

Two of hisfathers cameto thank us.

It wasthefirgt visit we had from anyone but Lucky. Out of smple courtesy, no adult would have
come into our camp without some such cause. Out of Smple caution, we might never have entered their
village without that prior visit. It was our opening contact with the group asawhole.

The fathers were overjoyed to discover that Jennie spoke their language with some proficiency. That
made it possible to dismiss Lucky and thank uswithout requiring him to trandate praise of himsdlf or of
hisfriends. Wetold them in return how much we admired and relied on the boy—and how very pleased
we wereto learn that our influence had helped him adjust to his own world, and not put him out of tune
withit.

Thisiswhat we meant to say, but Jennie did not know any word in their language for "adjust” or
"maadjusted.” Shetried "out of season,” and got only smiling puzzlement. She made along speech full of
metaphor and andogy, and findly one of them said, " Oklall 7'

Oklall, Lucky had told us, was the opposite of hallall. They seemed to think we were concerned
about Lucky yesterday, but not tomorrow. We let well enough done at that point, and offered food
instead of conversation. Lucky rgoined us, and took obvious pridein piloting hisfathers way through the
strange meal. When they left, we had our invitation to vist the village—paradoxica when we thought of
it, since what had occasioned the thanks-paying was our previousinability to go in person.

If the fathers had the same thought, it would not have worried them. If we understood, as we thought
wedid, what hallall meant, we would have known they'd see no cause to worry. They had seen
Lalaydl's potentid, displayed clearly, and were naturally content to let his nature take its own course.



Hallall, he would learn al he needed to know. Hallall he would grow to his proper adult place. If he
needed help or encouragement, they would provide it. The expectations they had begun to have before
his preoccupation with the Shrine, expectations based on his birth and early growth, now seemed once
again probable. Perhaps, astime grew closer for a Rebirth, it was necessary for afuture Firstman to
know more of the Shrine than was usud. His unlikely interest in Shrinemen might then mean only that he
would be Firsman at the time of aRebirth. Lalayal—Lucky—indeed! He was well-called.

Asfor us, we were too busy and excited with our new observing privileges, and more than that, with
the news of Lucky's specia concern with the Shrine, to think of the oddity of that tomorrow-yesterday
misunderstanding. We assumed, from hisfathers manner of mentioning it, that the Shrine was not in any
way taboo. It began to seem morelikely that we might eventually be allowed to examineit: if achild
could spend histime there freely, when his parents disapproved, it was not unreasonable to hope that
vigtors might beinvited.

One other assumption, based on our experience of Lucky's learning powers, proved unfounded:
there was dmost nothing he was able to tell us about the Shrine or Shrinemen, except just such visual
descriptions as we now dared to hope might be redundant. He described the Figures, the blue Guardian
on the Window of Light, and the amber Lifegiver on the scroll pedestal. He painted avivid word picture
of thereptiloid grace of the Lifegiver, the menacing power of the Guardian. About the Shrinemen and
their lives he knew many minute details—but none of significance. They ate thus, dept so, conversed in
the courtyard; they were celibate, wore brown robes with adesign patterned on the Window of Light;
they had daily rituasto say; they performed certain calculations. Hallall, they would officiate a the
Recurrence, the Rebirth.

From the Oldest Men in the village, of whom there were three, in their Seventh Age, we learned
more—if what we learned was fact. They could al recdl, in young childhood, seeing the Life of the
Shrine then extant. There had been no Recurrence since then, nor had it occurred in their lives, but before
they were born.

In twenty-five decades, they said, the Life would Recur. It was soon, soon ...

And saying so, they glanced significantly at Lucky. Hallall, aRebirth ...

That word again—hallall. In the village and fields, we heard it incessantly. It was the only no-answer
achild evey got. No question was forbidden for young ones to ask—but some were not answered in
First Age, and some not in Second. Hallall, they weretold, hallall, ye shal know.

"When do we plant firstseed?' achild might ask.

"In the day following the third full moon of Seedfdl," hewould betold.

"Which seed isfirstseed?"

And hewould be shown.

"What comes of it?" "When do we harvest it?' "How isit stored?’ "Who plantsit?' "Who knowsthe
full moon?'

All these would be answered and fully, readily. The people would lay down their work, if need be, to
go with aquestioning child and show him the answer.

But—"Why doesit grow?" "How does the Firstman know which round moon isthe full moon?' or
"Why do people seed themsalves dl year round, but fawns and fish only in Greengrowth Season?”

Then the answer was aways, "Hallall," given with aglad smilefor the child who was thinking ahead
of hisyears. First Age children wereto learn only what could be seen, touched, smelled, or heard. Why
and Wherefore were for Second Agers, the adolescent apprentices. So-

"Hallall, littleone. . ."

It was listening to the teaching of the children that we findly came round to understand what the word
meant. We had thought it was "tomorrow"—or "later," vaguely. Then for awhile we thought it just an
evasion, asort of "I don't know either; perhaps some day well both find out.” But what it mearnt,
precisely, was, "In thefullnessof time. . ."

Thedigtinction isnot nearly as much in thewords asin the kind of thinking that must lie behind them.
Shrine Idanders, for instance, fear death less than any society known—and' thiswith no trace of belief in



discreteimmortdity. In the fullness of time oneis born, grows and learns, loves, weds, and begets, rears
children, teaches the younger ones, acquires status, grows feeble and dies. If death comes, then one's
timeisfull.

From the answers that were and were not given youngstersin Lucky's Age Group we aso cameto
understand how we must have troubled him with our determined questioning about the Shrinemen. Here,
too, we had progressed through a series of dead-wrong assumptions. Because Lucky told us of books
and calculations, of ideographs on the Shrine (which he could reproduce flawlessly, but with no
comprehension); because he had never seen booksin the village, or never spoke of them; because he,
the brightest of his Age Group, went daily to the House of Shrinemen, we first took for granted that the
Shrinemen were priestly scholars, perhaps the guardians of an ancient culture, their role symbolized by
the red-mated blue Guardian Figure protecting the "Lifegiver"—agoddess, clearly, but perhaps of
wisdom rather than fertility. The reptilian gppearance suggested this strongly. Henry got very enthusiastic
about the correlation of snakes and divinely protected knowledge. "Rebirth” could imply a predictable
renai ssance—and that suggested the ugly thought that the secrecy of the Shrinemen'srites and formulae
wasthat of an unplanned bureaucracy perpetuating itself by withholding the knowledge it had been set up
to protect and disseminate .. .

When we understood what hallall meant, we had to revise this unhappy picture, for much of what
Lucky did not know was not secret at all—just hallall at hisage. By that time, also, we had heard from
the three Oldest Men such mutualy confirming details of the gppearance and function of the Life of the
Shrine, that the whole notion of ausurping bureaucracy became absurd. "Rebirth” was not symbol, but a
litera incarnation of new wisdom, presented at intervals of roughly—by our time—eighty years. The
incarnation took the form of afroglike creature at least roughly resembling the statue and relief Figures at
the Shrine. (The old men recalled an identical appearance, except for color, which was gray—but they
were old and remembering a strongly suggestible childhood.)

So the Shrinemen became shamans, haf-ignorant haf-wise witchdoctors gpplying without
understanding some ancient formulae designed to release increments of knowledge dowly to apopulation
reverted—for what strange intriguing reasons?—to barbarism. The near-idyllic society we saw wasthe
planned result of this program; and the quiet patience of the hallall philosophy made sense now; hallall,
al would be known. We need only wait; hallall . . .

But for witchdoctors, the Shrinemen were poor showmen. Neither did they do heding (any more
than they governed; both of these were functions of al other people who lived into the Second Decade
of the Sixth Age). The shaman theory began to fall gpart the night George found out the man next to him
a ahaybringing dance was a""shaman,” off duty for the party; the putative witchdoctor invited usall, very
casudly, to vist him at the Shrine. There had never been any taboo; no one suspected we might be
interested.

We found the Shrinemen, aswe had first assumed they would be, educated and cultured, in the
bookish sense, far bovetheleve of the other idanders. They wereintelligent men devoted to afaith, or
more, to aduty. When Rebirth occurred, it was necessary that they he on hand, trained in the formulae of
sacrifice. Without their precise weights and measures and chants, the Life of the Shrine would be
.mongtrous and harmful.

The Oldest Men, we suggested, were saying it was near Italian for Recurrence. . . ?

The Shrinemen nodded. They brought out aregister, along papyrus-like scroll. One fourth of its
length wasfilled with ideographs—like those on the Shrine itself, tantdizingly like, but unlike, three
different ancient languages Jenny did know . . .

Onthisscrall, they said, wasthe listing of dates and persons connected with Shrine Life. Thefirst
entry, in barely legible, long-faded ink, went back—they said—a most 350 decades, nearly 1200 years,
aswe reckon. One of them spread the scroll on alectern, and began intoning with such singsong
regularity it was evident he was reciting by rote, and not actudly reading.

Y et therewas an air of authenticity about their list; whether it wasin the scroll or not, whether they



could read the symbols or not, we somehow believed that the time intervals—ranging from nineteen to
thirty decades between Recurrences—were legitimate history.

The question was—history of what?

The answer, of course, was—hallall.

If our supplies lasted until the Recurrence, we'd know what it was. Not why, or wherefore, but how
and what, when and who. Tothe Life of the Shrine, it seemed, wewere dl asFirst Agers.. .

Thuswe arrived at our last misconception regarding the Shrinemen. They were—obvioudy—an
especialy non-virulent academic breed of priest, serving their temple with civilized pleasant lives devoted
to learning, discusson, and ritud. Hallall, what they re-memorized every day would be of not just use,
but great need ...

Happily, by that time we understood L ucky at |east better than we did the Shrine; as aresult, we did
not plague him with our latest errors—and plaguing they would have been, to say the least. Religion, as
we know it, had no wordsin the Shrine Idand language. Sin, priest, faith, morals, were not only, in
complexity, subjects suitable only for adults—they were concepts unknown to the people. We did not
intend to introduce them.

Since it would have been. Lucky to whom we expressed these thoughts first, it is doubly fortunate we
did not do o, for Lucky waslucky. From the time of hisbirth on, it was the outstanding trait of hisyoung
life

In the calendar of the Shrine Idanders, there are three seasons to mark the year's circuit: first is
Greengrowth, when the soil is renewed, when the creatures of forest and river renew life, atime of
thriving for al young things. Then comes Ripening, when fawns, fish, and fruit cometo full Szeand
ripeness. Lagt, there is Seedfall, when pods and clouds burst to shower the land with the next season's
new life, when bucks rage in combat throughout the forest, and such spawning fish as survived the nets of
the Season of Ripening spawn by the thousands far up theriver.

The calendar of events, of peopleslives, iscomposed of these seasons, in sets of ten. Each Decade
of Seasons has separate sgnificance in the course of lifetime. Three Decades make up an Age of Life.

It is auspicious among the people to have Greengrowth for the ruling season of ones First Age.
Lucky, born lucky in Greengrowth, would cometo his First Rites, dividing childhood from
gpprenticeship, innocence from approaching courtship, just as the seasons changed from Greengrowth to
the appropriate Ripening. Three decades|ater, his Full Manhood Rites would coincide with the change of
the natura world from Ripening to Seedfal.

Such children were known to be fortunate in their growing, somehow in tune with the world more
than others. In Lucky's case, each sign at every stage of devel opment had confirmed the extraordinary
augury of hishirth on thefirst morning of a Greengrowth season.

And it was for the same reason that his early interest in the Shrine had so startled hiselders: achild of
his sort was seldom attracted by abstraction or mentd mystery; certainly, the children of Greengrowth
were too much in tune with the soil to make likely celibates.

Thereisacertain innocence, when you think of it, implicit in theideaof luck. A truly lucky person
has, always, a certain natura and glorious naivete—a sort of superior unconsciousness, which can do for
some people, in ther acts and impulses, precisely what the well-trained, reflex reactions of agtar athlete
do for hisbody. The specid ability to saize the right moment with the right hand isas vulnerable to
conscious thought asthe act of high-jumping would be to aman who tried to think each muscle
separately into action.

Soitiswdl that we did not force on Lucky an exercise of the metaphysical part of hismind that his
keen intelligence could never have refused, once offered.

We had been dmost five full seasons on the idand when the second ship came. Lucky, of course,
with hisrareinginct, was walking in the woods when it landed, not haf amile from where it came down.

Three people emerged—three more Pinkies! Rgoicing, the boy ran to greet them, one thought
predominant in hisyoung mind: here a last wasthe making of aPinkiefamily! (Sevenisthe minimum



number of adultsin an idand household. We had never attempted to explain our marriage customsto
him; frankly, living on theidand, we had cometo fed alittle ashamed of confessing our one-to-one
possessiveness. We had smply allowed them to keep their first mismpression that we did not have
children because we were too few in number for a proper household.)

With these thoughtsin mind, he ran forward and greeted the strangersin clear pure English, offering
to guide them immediatdly to our camp.

They seem to have managed arapid recovery, when one considers the shock this must have
provided. Politely, they excused themsalves, and announced they had come, not to join us (whom they
had never heard of, of course) but to pay their respects to the famous Shrine.

Lucky led them there. On the way, they talked pleasantly with him, pleasantly but wrongly. They did
not sound like Pinkies—not like the Pinkies he knew. Vagudly, he sensed something oklall—unripe,
green, out of place and time. Gradually, his answersto the oversweet probings of the female among them
became less clear, so that by the time she asked the two crucia questions, he was dmost incoherent.

They did not find out how many Pinkieswere on theidand, nor how many others spoke English. If
they had known there were only four of us, unarmed academics, and only Lucky besides oursalves who
would ever know how to tell the world outside what happened, they would surely have been less
precipitate. Asit was, they were on edge.

Hetook them directly to the Shrine Window. Thisin itself was odd; it was bad etiquette; he should
have presented them firgt to the Shrinemen. But he was aready acting under the impulse of that strange
quadlity of luckinessthet ruled hislife.

Then hefound himsdf saring a Lifegiver, terribly torn and uncertain, not knowing why he had done
such athing, or why he had spoken to them softly, in false friendship. The amber figure glowed in double
light: sunlight cascading from the unroofed courtyard, and the golden glow from inside the Window.

He—I beieve it was he—said later that he did what he did just because she was beautiful: asmple
act of adoration. | suppose he was confused, aware of aresponsbility too large for hisyoung shoulders,
and seeking guidance of some sort. That at least is more rational than the notion that he acted then out of
the pure unconsciousness of his specia—l ucky—nature. | know, because | watched it happen, that he
moved forward in an amost trancelike manner.

(Everything from the moment of the meeting in the forest up to thispoint | know only from having
been told. What occurred in the courtyard | saw for mysdlf. It was amost time for the Shrinemen's
evening ritud, and Henry and | were on the hilltop, with binoculars, watching.)

Thisiswhat happened:

Lalayal stepped forward and fell to his knees before the statue of the Lifegiver. He reached up, and
hislanky armswere just long enough to wrap around her smooth stone legs. He gazed up at her, and
then bent his head, resting it againgt the carvings at the top of the scroll pedestal.

At theingtant of contact, the mace fell from the hands of the Blue Guardian.

The two men were fast. One jumped for the mace, one for Lucky. While the second one held the
boy 4till, the first sudied the rod and the Figure, and then reached out with the red mace and seemed to
be twigting it against something on the Window. (After much discussion and examination, we cameto the
conclusion that it was the Guardian's eye he was twisting. The open end of therod is exactly the shape
and size of the opa eye of the Guardian.)

We did not see the Window open. It opened inwards, and our angle of vison waswrong. But we
knew what was happening from the oddly expressive way the three intruders stood and stared, at the
Window and at each other—questioning, triumphant, frightened, uncertain. We aso saw the Shrinemen
coming, asplit second before the woman did. We saw her point and heard her cry faintly from down
below.

The othersturned to look, and al threelost their irresolution. They moved as one, taking Lucky with
them. All four vanished (from our angle of view) insdethe Shrine,

The Shrinemen cameto afull stop in front of the Window. Had it closed again? | looked at Henry for
thefirg tithe, and found him turning to look a me; it occurred to usfor the first time that we ought to be
doing something to help.



"You day," hesaid. "I'll get the others. Keep watching.”

It wasthe sensbleway to doit.

| nodded, and put the glasses back to my eyes. Incredibly, the Shrinemen were arranging themselves
intheir evening ritua position, as camly asthough it were any sundown; they formed their semicirclein
front of the Window, and brought forth the shining silver-tipped quills that were their badge of office, held
them up like dart-throwers, asthey aways did, and began their sundown chant!

Perhaps the Window had not closed before. If it had, it had opened again. My first thought was that
the Guardian Figure had fallen. But it was not aFigure. It was dive.

It was blue and glistening, and it sprang down to the ground, crouched, dert, so clearly menacing in
itsintentions it was not necessary to see the face to understand the inherent malice. It had barely touched
ground when aquill—a dart, rather—from the first Shrineman in the semicircle caught it in the face. (The
eye, | have aways assumed—the same | ft eye that must be the key to the Shrine?)

By that time, another had legped out—and the next dart brought it down. It went so dmost-casualy,
s0 rhythmically, so soundlesdy, and with such economy of motion on both sides, that it seemed unredl.
There were ten of the blue things dtogether; at the sixth, | took my eyesfrom the glasses, blinked, shook
my head, and looked back, unbelieving. | saw the samething.

But remember—I did have that moment of doulbt.

Without any break in the rhythm, the eventh figure came out of the Shrine. It was not blue, or
crouching or perilous; it was brown-gold of skin, and legped like adancer, and asit landed the
Shrinemen who gtill held their darts poised, dropped them, and the whole semicircle burst into achant of
overwhelming joy and welcoming.

They fdtered just once—when, il in the sametiming, the twelfth creature came forth: thenit rang
out again, louder and more joyous.

But those who had dropped unused darts retrieved them.

They finished the song, the two Lives of the Shrine standing ingde their circle, apart from the heap of
lifeless blue bodies. Then—the Window must have closed meantime; they clearly knew the Rebirth was
completed—four of them walked to the two shining crestures, bowed to them (in the idanders bow of
courtesy—not one of reverence), and led them into the House. The others approached the dead entities,
picked them up, and carried them off, around the House, out of sight.

My stage was empty. | waited till dark, but saw no more. Not till | started down to the camp did |
even wonder what had become of Henry and the others, who should have had time to arrive at the scene
before the chant began. | found out when they joined me afew minutes after 1. got back to camp: the
gates of the Shrine courtyard had been closed and barred; they had knocked and called out and
waited—a so till dark—without answer. They had heard the chant of rgjoicing; they had seen nothing.

| told them what | had seen. | told it hesitantly; | did not completely believe my own memory. When,
next day, and days after that, dl our questions and probings produced only mildly startled or baffled
repliesfrom villagers and Shrinemen dike, we decided | had been the victim of some extraordinarily
powerful hypnoticilluson.

Wefdt fairly sure of what part of it Henry and | had seen together; and this was further supported by
the presence of a strange ship in the forest, with no passengers—and by Lucky's disappearance.

Weleft theidand afew weekslater. Our supplies might have lasted another month, but we al felt
restless, and we missed L ucky, both personaly and in our work. We knew there were answers we could
not get from anyone, about what had happened. But we saw no likelihood of getting them by staying
longer. And we had to report the strange ship.

We agreed that asfar aswe knew—asfar asfour so-called scientists could claim to know
anything—four people had entered the Shrine; awatcher on the hilltop (Henry's article so describes me)
experienced an extraordinarily vivid halucination of hypnatic illusion afterwards, during the ritua chant.

For the others, that agreement was sufficient. They hadn't had the "halucination.”



| went back. And of course, we had |eft too soon.
Our questions had been, naturaly, oklall. Thelife of the Shrineisnever reveded until the next Rites

Thistimeit was atremendous revelation; never before had twin Lives occurred.

| stayed two full seasons on theidand, that second trip. Thistime, | lived, in aspecid vigtor's
capacity, with Ladlayal'sfamily. | learned to speek their language much better, and | spent many hoursin
talk with the Shrinemen and with the Lives,

TheLivestold me about Lucky's meeting with the strange Pinkies; they told me how hefelt when he
fel on hisknees before the Lifegiver; they told me they were reborn of him in the Shrine.

They told me how it fdlt, but could not tell me how or why it happened. They did not know. Wedl
gpeculated —the Lives, the Shrinemen, and I—on what the Shrineitsalf might be, and what sort of force
could produce ten glistening blue demons from three evil humans, and two golden angels from one lucky
boy.
With all the speculation, and al | wastold, | came back with not one shred of scientific evidence that
anything of the sort happened. For dl | know, the Lives may till be ahypnotic illusion produced by the
Shrinemen; they may be some sort of periodic mutation. They may be Lucky Reborn.

They do not know, any more than I, how the Shrine came to be there, or what happened inside a
chamber which they describe only as"filled with greet light.”

| tried gpproaching the Lifegiver, as Lucky had. The Shrinemen gave full permission, clearly amused.
Nothing happened, though | tried it often, with minute variations of head and hand positions.

| may have missed the exact pressure points; | may have had thewrong attitude. | believe, mysdif,
that | smply do not have the kind of unconsciousness Lucky had.

My own tendency, aso, isto believe that the Shrineisa sort of outpost of some other planet—but
why this should fed any more"scientific” to me than the Shrinemen's belief in an ancient lost magic, |
don't know.

The Shrinemen, by theway, are still worried over some things. The weight of the entering bodieswas
never ascertained, they point out. If there was unused mass | eft inside the Shrine, they cannot say what
may come forth the next time a pure innocent embraces goodness for her own sake.

These things must be done by the formulae, they say. (They fed this Rebirth was most unscientific,
you see.) The embracer is not supposed to enter the Shrine. A fawn of so-and-so much weight,
precisdly, isthe only proper sacrifice.

But these minor worries are unimportant, beside the double miracle of two Lives of the Shrine a one
Rebirth. Theidanders generdly fed they aredive a atime of great good luck. They are creating dozens
of songs and stories and paintings and dances about Lalayall, the lucky one who brought luck to his
people.

| present this account of what | saw, what | heard, what | know, of the Shrine and its Rebirth
Recurrence. | have no evidenceto proveitsvalidity.



