THE sptin-g mspectxons that ' year ‘were propitious. Only two

fields in the whole district were on the first cleansing schgduhla,
and neither of them belonged to my father, or to half-uncle

Angus. The two previous years had been so bad that people

“who had hesitated during the first to dispose of stock with a

de ' /iati ' : d killed them off -
tendency to produce deviational offspring hg.:‘_ 1 off -
| iﬂhee sgconcz with the result that the normality-rate was high

on that side, too. Moreover, the encouraging trend was main-

tained. It put new heart into people, they became more neigh-

= nd cheerful. By the end of May there were quite a lot
g?u;l}t’: lrgd ‘that the Yde*viat,if.:on figures ‘were going to ‘tou‘ch
a record low. Even Old Jacob had to admit that divine dll;e,.
ple'asufe was in abeyance for the-‘tlme bcmg: M_ercxful,_ the
Lord is,” he said, with a touch of disapproval. _Gm;n‘g em g_n;
last chance. Let’s hope they mend their ways, or nt_ll _be Iqai
for all of us next year. Still time for plenty to go wrong this
the matter of that.” - =~ o

yeff'rilix :vas, however, no sign of a falling-off, The later ;e%;-
tables showed nearly as high a degree of _orthodaxy as thc € é
crops. The weather, too, looked set to give 2 goad. h§nies§, a;:l
the inspector spent so much of hli time sitting quietly in his
o 3 became almost popular. o
Ofﬁf'?;rﬂ:: 1;: for everyone else, it ho%ed like being a serene,
if industrious, summer, and possibly it would have been so,

- a, N _ _ _
bu;tf::.a: th:e day early in June that, ‘inspired ,apparentlg l:;_y a
feeling for adventure, she did two things she knew to . e m&
bidden. First, although she was alone, she rode her p;my c;
our own land; and, secondly, she was not content to keep to
the open country, but went exploring in the woods.

' ' said, considered
The woods about Waknuk are, as I have said, derec
.fairly safe, but it does not do to count on that. Wild cats will

seldom attack unless désperate; they prefer to run away.

Nevertheless, it is unwise to go into the woods mthmt a
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~ make oneself heard against 2 loud no

~ a reflex emotion, no thought, or contr

charged and primed for an emergenc
1 had one of the horses saddled-up,
thing as definite about the call as its
Once I was out on the green lane I thumped my h
off at a gallop towards the West Woods, S
. If Petra had only let up on that overpowering distress-pat-
tern of hers for just a few minutes — lon
us to get in touch with one anothe
have been quite different -
consequences at all. But she did not. She ke

weapon of some kind, for it is possible for larger creatures to
work their way down the necks of forest which thrust out of
the Fringes, almost clear across Wi '
and then slink from one tract of woodland to another.
- Petra’s call came as suddenly and unexpectedly as before,
Though it did not have the violent, compulsive panic which it
‘had carried last time, it was intense: the degree of distress and
anxiety was enough. to be highly uncomfortable at the re-
ceiving end, Furthermore, the ¢

I tried to get through to the others to -te_ll them I’.d'aztt#_pd to

it, but I couldn’t make contact even with Rosalind, A blotting

like that is hard to describe: somethi ng like being unable to

_ _ ise, but also something
like trying to sﬁe-fthroughga“ng. To make it worse, it gave no
picture or hint of the cause: it was — this attempt to explain
ne sense in f others is bound to be misleading, but one
rdless yell of protest. Just
ol: I doubted even if she
knew she was doing it at all, It was instinctive. . . All I coutd
tell was that it was a distress signal, and coming from some
distance away.... = T

I'ran from the forge where I was workih,g, and _
the one that always hung just inside the house door, ready

cy. In a couple of minutes
and was away on it. One
Quality was its direction.
eels and was

g enough for the rest of
r - the consequences would
indeed, there might have been no
pt it up, like a

screen, and there was nothing one could do byt make for the
source of it as quickly as possible, = o -

Some of the going wasn’t good. I took a tumble at one pomt, |

10§

]d._Cuu.ntry in some plaua, |

_ _ hild had no control at all. She
- simply radiated an emotion which blotted out everything else
- with a great, amorphous splodge. -~ - -

gﬂt thEgtm-- -




and lost more time catching the horse again. Once in the
woods the ground was harder, for the track was kept clear and
fairly well used to save a considerable circuit. I held on along
-+ until 1 realized 1 had overshot. The undergrowth was too
thick to allow of a direct line, 80 1 had to turn back and hunt
for another track in the right direction. There was no trouble

about the direction itself; not for a moment did Petra let up.

At last 1 found a path,-a narrow, frustratingly winding affair
overhung by branches bene th which I had te crouch as the

‘horse thrust its way along, but its general trend was right. At

Jast the ground became clearer and I could choose my own way.
A quarter of a mile farther on I pushed through more under-
growth and reached an open glade. e
Petra herself T did not see at first. It was her pony that caught
my attention. It was lying on the far side of the glade, with 1ts
~ throat torn open. Working at it, ripping flesh from its haunch
with such single-minded intent that it had not heard my
- approach, was as deviational a creature as I had seen. -
The animal was a reddish-brown, dappled with both yeliow
- and darker brown spots. Its huge pad-like feet were covered
with mops of fur, matted with blood now on the forepaws, and
“showing long, curved claws. Fur hung from the tail, too, in a
way that made it look like 2 huge plume. The face was round,
with eves like yellow glass. The ears were wide set and droop-
ing, the nose almost retroussé. Two large incisors projected
" downwards over the lower jaw, and it was using these, as well
as the claws, to tear at the pony. | -
T started to unsling the gun from my back. The movement
caught its attention. It turned :ts head and crouched motion-
less, glaring at me, with the blood glistening on the lower half

of its face. Its tail rose, and waved gently from side to side. 1

~ cocked the gun and was in the act of raising it when an arrow
rook the creature in the throat. It leapt, writhing into the air
nd landed on all fours, facing me still, with its yellow eyes
glaring. My horse took fright and reared, and my gun exploded
" into the air, but before the creature: could spring two more
arrows took it, one in the hindquarters, the other in-the head.
It stood stock-still for a moment, and then rolled over. -
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us, He looked at Petra, worriedly.

on her simultaneously,’ I s
relaxing. Ready?’ 7 HEEEE

mentary check 1
"¢No good,’ said Rosalind, and let up,
' oy bl s aRC €T'up,
- The three of us regarded her hclplcisly. T

_ h Rﬁsalind 'rpde into the glade from my right, her bow still in
_ler ;nd. M:chael appc_arefi from the other side, a fresh Arrow
already on l;m__m,strmg, and his eyes fixed on the creature, makin,
sure -abﬂu;t it. Even though we were so close to one éﬁéth-ef .
wirc_'clm: itﬂ_:-Petm;. too, and she was still wampm r us o
- “Where is she?’ Rosalind asked in words. e

- We looked round and then spotted the small ﬁgu're,twe]vc

- feet up a young tree. She was sitting in a fork and clinging

r&zn,d the trunk with both arms. Rosalind rode under the trec
3;:- told her it was safe to come down. Petra went on -tl:irng'i'ﬁ.g
fh’c.. seemed unable to let go, or to move. I dismounted, climbed
{::l tl'c;{e anc hﬁlwih“ down until Rosalind could reach up
;21* taan; t}:‘fridl:malmlcll Sﬁated her astride her saddle in front of
ner, and tricd to soothe. her, but Petra was looking down at her
mvg‘[:‘:!ead ;p:my._ Hgl:::- distress was, if anything *?ngtemiﬁegt her
~ “We must stop this,’ I said to Rosalind. ST
dl the others here maind. “She'll bebringing.
Michael, assured that the creature was really dead,}emed

- *She’s no idea she’s doine it. It's S
‘1dea she’s doing it. It’s not intelligent; she’s sort

of howling with fright inside. I'd be >
~outwardly. Let’s start by getti td be better for: her to howl

pony. o

by getting her where she can’t see her

- 'We moved off a litﬂé,' -I'{)t.l.nd a screen ef bushes Mlchael

fgotl:: dtzrh:rguietlg,- tﬁying to encourage her. She did not seem
undaerstand, and there was no wea . e - '-
pattern. T eakening of her

distress-

Perhaps if we were all to try the sj_ame th.ﬁughtnpaétern
ted. ‘Soothing-sympathizing-

We tried, for a full fifteen ,se%_c'ands;. .Them_ was jm;t amu- -

. . .
n Petra’s distress, then it crowded us down

'he pattern was a

hittle changed : the incisiveness of al 1 ' .
Lo CRangec Ihe Istveness of | arm had receded, but the
rmlderment and dlstress were Stlll ov emhelmmg. Sh o ;e ga:



t, Il relax the tension,” said Michael.
her to calm down, the thing that
d. Rachel came riding out of the

tru...é. a moment later a bﬂy rode in from the oth:; Bl:t I'd
never seen him until now, but 1 k?e“ l;e mustnlf ;:f :;lre hings
t was o
\Ve had never met as a group before.
that we had known would be unsafe. It was almost wrm::;h:;
the other two girls would be somewhere on the way, t00,

Y i1 at we had decided must never happen.
complete a g_athermg tal:ned Tn mrds v.hat had acc:urred We

~ ¢Let her have it ou
\While we were mamng for

not be seen together, Michael ° h
:th Petra and do our best to caim hef.

I wqtll‘ﬁiestﬁge:laf them appreciated the situation without argu-

ment. A moment latcr they left us, rldmg off in .dlffermt

directions.
We went on trymg to €O

su::cilse ten- miﬁutes later the two gu'ls Sally and Katherme, |

They, too, were
shing their way through the bushes. ,
?;tr;fafs‘;backg and with their bows strung. We had hoped that

one of the others might have met them and turned them back

hed by a different route.
but clearly they had approac rgdulously nLIOWTE: e ex-

came closer, starmg Inc
plm all over again, in words, and advised them to go away.

'They were about to, in the act of turning their hOrse;, Wher:; a
large man on a bay mare thrust out of the trees in the ape

- He reined in, and sat looking atus. © = -
e \;’hat s going on here?’ he demanded W1th suspzcxon in hls

mfort and soothc Petra, w&th httle

o and I did not care for the 1wk of

, 2 stranger to me,

- hl:: elzasied wha% one usually asked of strangers. Impatlﬂy
he pulled out his identity tag, with the current years puf -
mark on it. It was established that we were nen:her 9 us

outlaws. - - o m wd -
‘ t’s all this rePea S
';tl:ate:npﬂnm was to tell hlm to mmd hlS own damned

business, but I thought 1t more tactful in the ctrcumstanm
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to be placatory. I explained that my sister’s pony had been
attacked, and that we had answered her calls for help. He
wasn’t willing to take that at its face value. He looked at me
steadily, and then turned to regard Sally and Katherine.

‘ Maybe. But what bmught yuu two ht.re In such a hurry?’

he asked them.

-~ “Naturally we éame W hul we hcard the Lhild ca«llmg,’ fmily
told him. -

‘I was right bchmd vou, md I heard no callmg, he said.

‘Sally and Katherine looked at one another Sally shrugged -
‘We did,’ she told him shortly.

It seemed about time I took a hand

‘T’'d have thought everyone for miles around would have
ll;earcl it,) I saxd ‘ lhe pony was st.reammg, too, poor ltttle

rute.’ | | |

I led him round the clump of bushes and showed him the
savaged pony and the dead creature. He looked surpnscd as
if he’d not expected that evidence, but he wasn’t altogether
appcased. He demanded to see Rosalind’s and Petra’ s tags.

‘What's this all about?’ I asked in my turn.
*You didn t know that the anges have got spws aut?’ he
said. - - o
‘I didn't,’ 1 tuld him ‘Anyway, do we Iwk like Frmges

people?’

He 1gn0rcd the questmn ‘“Well, they have T here $ anin-

struction to watch for them. There’s trouble working up, and

the clearer you keep of the Vuoods the less hkely you are to
meet it before we all do.” |

He still was not satisfied. He tumed to look at the ptmy agam,

then at Sally.

R i say it's near half an hour since that pony did ‘any
screaming, How dld you tu.o manage to- come stra;tght to thls
SpOt?’ | _ - | | -
Sally’s eyes widened a little, -
‘Well, this was the direction it came from, and then when

we got nearer we heard the- httle glrl screammg, she said

' mmply

r

- ‘And very gocd it was ﬁf you to fﬁllow it up, I put in. * You
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would have saved ﬁer— life by doing it if we I'ladnft happ?ned tq
be a little nearer. It's all over now, and luckily she wasn rt'h_ur-t;
But she’s had a nasty fright and I’d better get he.:: hf;mg, 'Fh-ank.
~ vou hoth for wanting to help.’ - EER

jm"f[":lw«r took that up all right. ‘They congratulated us on

-

Petra’s escape, hoped she would soon get over the shock, and

then rode off. The man lingered. He still seemed dissatisfied

and a little puzzled. ‘There was, however, nothing fo’r hlm .tt_::.a
" take a firm hold of. Presently he gave the three of us a long,
searching stare, looking as if he were about to say something

more, but he changed his mind. Finally he repeated his advice

to keep out of the woods, and then rode off in the wake of the

other two. We watched him disappear among the trees. -
" “Who is he?’ Rosalind asked, uneasily.
I could tell her that-the name on his tag had been J_'e:mmg
Skinner, but no more. He was a stranger to me, and our names
had not seemed to mean much to him. I wogid -hare-l ask_ﬂd
Sally but for the barrier that Petra was s ill putting up. It gave
me a strange, muffled feeling to be cut off ._-_fmm | .the_:rest _lfke
that. and made me wonder at the strength of ;pur_pose:.whg:h
had enabled Anne to withdraw herself entirely for those
months. -~ .
" Rosalind, still with her right arm round Petra, started hn-me-
wards at a walk. I collected the dead pony’s saddle and brl_flle,_
pulled the arrows out of the creature, and followed them.
" "They put Petra to bed when I brought her 1n. Durmg.;-t.he
late afternoon and early evening the dffstu'rbance she' was
making fluctuated from time to time, but 1t kept up ngggmgly
until almost nine o’clock when it diminished stee_.ply and
y eared. | - |
dlia'}? ga.nk goudnes‘s for that, She’s gone to sleep at last,” came
_from one of the others.” - -

‘Who was that man Ski:mler?l’ Rosalind and I inquire(_-l.

 anxiously and simultaneously.

Sally answered: ‘He’s fairly new here. My father knows

him. He has a farm bosdering on the woods near where -_:y:qu.

" were. It was just bad luck his seeing us, and of course he

wondered why we were making for the trees at a gallop.” -
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“‘He seemed very suspicious. Why?’ asked Rosalind. ‘Docs
he know anything about thought-shapes? I didn’t think any
of themesd.” . - .
. ‘He can’t. make them, or receive them himself - I tried him
hard,” Sally told her, T
--Michael’s distinctive pattern came in, inquiring what it was
- all about. We explained. He commented: =
- ‘Bome of them do have an idea that something of the kind
may be possible — but only very roughly of the kind - a sort of
emotional transfer of mental impressions. They call it tele-
pathy — at least, those who believe in it do. Most of them are
pretty doubtful whether it exists atall”
- "Do they think it’s deviational, those who do believe it .
exists, [ mean?’ Tagked. -~
~ “It's difheult to say. I don’t know that the question has ever
been straightly put. But academically, there’s the point that
since (od i3 able to read men’s minds, the true image ought to
be able to do so, too. It might be argued that it-is a power that

- men have temporarily lost as a punishment, part of Tribula-

tion -- but I'd not like to risk myself on that argument in front.
ofatnbynal”
- “I'his man had the air of smelling a rat,” Rosalind told him.
‘Has anybody else been inquisitive?’ SR S
“They all gave her a ‘No’ to that. S
“Good,’ she replied. ‘But we must be careful this doesn’t
happen again. David will have to explain to Petra in words
and try to teach her to use some self-control. If this distress of
hers does occur, you must all of you ignore it, or, anyway, not
answer 1t. Just leave it to David and me. If it is compulsive,
like 1t was the first time, whoever reaches her first will have to
try to make her unconscious somehow, and the moment the
compulsion breaks you must turn back and cover up as best
you can. We have to make sure we are not drawn together into
a group again. We could easily be a lot less lucky than
today. Does everybody understand and agree?’ -
- Their assents.came in, then presently the rest of them with-
drew;, leaving Rosalind and me to discuss how I could best

we were

tackle Petra. -
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1 woke early the next morning, and

ra’s distress once more.
arm had quite subsxded but given way

aware of was Pet
'in quality now; her al

" to & lament for the dead pony. Nor-did

the intensity of the previous day.

" 1 tried to make contact with- her,

perceptibl
s, I gotouto
lad to have mmpany,

understand, there was &
puzzlement for some second

~ to her room.. She was g

it have anythmg like

e check and a trace of
f bed, and went along
the dmtress-

in vmrds how one can make

It is not at all easy to explam
of us had first found out for

intelligible thought-shapes. All

rude fumbling to begl

n with, but then more¢

- ourselves; a very cru
discovered one another and begun to learn .

skllful when we had

half she had had a power of projection in

ours, and tzlultve}~ overwhelming —

Vith Petra it was different. Already,

at six and 2
a different class from
-but without realization, and

‘whatever. 1 did my best to explam to

of puttmg it in wo

difficulty. After an hour of trying to m
we sat on the river-bank watching our ﬂoats 1 still had not got

~ anywhere much, an
understand what I sal

be required.
‘Let’s play a game,’ I sugge

them shut tight, and pretend you're loo
k to see. Right?®

htly clenched.

well. There’s nothing but dar
“Yes, she said, eyelids tig

‘Good. Now, don’t think of anything at
far away the bottom is. Just think of that, but

it is and how far,

d she was growing too bored to try to
id. Another kmd of approach seemed to

sted ‘You shut your eyes. Keep

king down a deep, deep

all except how dark

Jook at the dark. ‘Understand that? A

‘Yes,' she said again.
 “Now, watch,’ 1 told her.
| thought & rabbit for her,

chucklcd Well, that w

. and madc 1t tmteh 1ts nose. She
as one good thing: at least, it made sure
1 abolished the rabb
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it, and thought a

Pllpp}?’ -[hqn_ 'Sﬂmtﬁ. Chiﬂkﬂnq 311(1 _ | .
. : | R 1S, 4 | then a h.ﬂrse' 9 d . |

m::a;;t;: or.two she epened her eyes, and lookednbei:ﬁ;f\{wr .
B Fhec:re are they?’ she asked, lmkmg round. ered-

her o %1::‘&!: }:: anywhere, They were just thlnk*-thln I .t id
ook d s the game. Now I'll shut my eyes, too. ‘%ﬁ !’ll 0

Then ::m; the tWﬁrll and think of nothing but how d:rk btmh
S your turn t th 1T 18

so that I can see it. 0 mk.a picture at the bottom of the well,
1 played my part Cﬂnsuentmuslv and éf,eﬁcdf mS; I!;m d t

s

its maost sensitive, Th
at was a mistake. Th
ere was 2 flash and

a glare and a general im

2 pression that I had b

het;n;j::zthldstaggered in a mental da?e, w:flfr;:t::;:: b*i »
ad been. The others came in, psmtestmg brt:;rl:rt

1 explamed what was going on.

W =
agam di g)ai;nlm ﬂ‘::a raak:tba careful and den t let hcr do ;t
ag;g;lﬁx edly from M:chafl - ax,e t”hrough my foot,’ came

‘ L:lel s}f::dgiggeh;nddﬁ Ith the kettle,’ fram Katherine |

‘ er down somehow,’ ad o

She isn’t unsoothed. She’ advised Rosalind.’

e’s perf
t0 }’:d.luit the Wa)f it is with herpeI :glt:iytlt;a;qml _ That seems
Sk aybe, but it’'s a way it can't 3tay M hﬁel

. ; krillust cut. it down.’ . T answered
- ow -~ I’m doing m bes
on‘ l\]?\?v;] to tackle it?’ % su?;ges:ecf erhaPs you ve got some ‘dﬁaﬁ

ell, next time warn us before she tries,’ "
es,

T pullcd myself wgether and turned = Rosalmd told me.
agam o Y 3“61‘11:1011 to Petra
! You re t00 rou

gh Ismd ‘Tlns ti
E:l:::lre Iz; really little one ever so i:}ar;:l eaxl:::zw :1 If{ﬁ: thmk-
rs. Do it slt}wl}f and gﬁntly, as if you we;e makmgil}:e ;:lyt '

- of cobwebs.’

?Etra nodded, and clnsed her eyes agam

: : o |

o t;e 111; Ct::lm«es' I warned the others, and waited, w h

vere ! az ind of thing one could take cover from. * ng .
not much werse than-a minor explosion tl'ns time. It

was dazzling, but I did man
‘ ng, age to catch
A fish!’ I said. ‘A fish with a drm;y t‘::f ’sbgpe Of"l-t |



tuckled delightedly. -
?I?;il;:’:tidly a ﬁj'l,’ came from Mlchgzl. -_Yq.u ;ﬁ.. Lin;r:g

All vou want to do now 1s to cut her down to-a2bout one
i;:: 'cjzilxlt-yc;)futhe power n that last one hefore sh&-bums ﬂ“t_

h'r? Now yr.m: show me,’ demanded _Petlra , and ‘the ‘Wn_ Pm
ceeded. her session. It was a
The following afternoon we had another SCSSIOR. 2 =<7 ©
Petra was beginning to grasp dea of FOv red — but

R 1 4:oh wav. as was only to be expected
shapes — in 2 childish way, as was Oflly ¥4 == =7% The main

ooni in spite of distortions. 1he T

frequently recognizable .in.spi N |
'tm?lblc' still was to keep the stl;fggthhdﬁj”ﬁf zhflr‘lhih: e::f::)?
excited one was almost stunned by i AR
lained that they could get no work done .wh:-le._._u Wffw??m ‘E-
P ignﬁre' su-dden hammer-_-b.a-ngs inside one s

it was like trying to . .  insi
;:e:f Tcwa?crls the end of the lesson I told Petra:

‘Now I'm going to tell Rc;aalii’ad
¢ shut your eyes, like before. o
Ju? Where?'s Rosalind:’ she asked, looking round.

- . n! ter with think-pictures.
‘She’s not here, butthat doesn’t matter with thifl _ pitt

v look at the dark and think-of nothing.” .
N?;ﬁhaznuaothers,’ I_add_edment;ally for the benefit of the rest.
_‘jusf ]'a}: off, will vou? Keep it all clear !
interrup’t_. Go ahead, Rosalind, strong and .clear.fu.

" We sat silent and receptive. B o

' gifs:laind made a pond with reeds rf:mnd it. S_he.pu? .m
several ducks, friendly, humorous-lookmg-.ducks of various
colours. They swam a Kk
earnestly-trying duck w

abruptly, she projected her delight; 1t
thing and dazed us all agm_n.lt was wed
her progress was encouraging. - -

In the fourth lesson she learnt the C
mind without closing one’s eyes, which was qu
the end of the week we were real
shapes were still crude and unstable,
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to give you a m.inkepkm;e. '

for Rosalind, and don’t

ind of ballet, except for one c_hm}ky,
ho was always a little Jate and a little

_ ved it. She jed with enjoyment. Then,
wrong. Petra loved it. She gurg wiped out the ‘whole

ring for everyone, but

i

the trick of clearing one’s
te a step. By
ly getting on. Her t}wught—
but they would improve

~ with practice; her reception of simple forms was good, ’thﬁiigh

as ‘yet she could catch little of our projections to one another.
~“Too difficult to see all at once and too quick,’ she said. * But

- I can tell whether it’s you, or Rosalind, or Michael, or Sally

doing it, but going so fast it gets muddled. The other ones are
much more muddled, though.” -
“What other ones — Katherine and Mark?’ I asked her.
‘Oh, no. I can tell them. It’s the other other ones. The
long-way-away ones,’ she said, impatiently. =~
I decided to take itcalmly. - .
- ‘I don’t think I know them. Who are they?* o
‘I don’t know,’ she said, ‘Can’t you hear them? They're
over there, but a long, long way.” She pointed to the south-
I thought that over for a few moments.
‘Are they there now?’ I asked.
‘Yes, but not much,’ she satd. -
[ tried my best to detect anything, and failed. - -
‘Suppose you try to copy for me what you’re getting from
them?’ I suggested. -
- She tried. There was something there, and with a quality
in it which none of us had. It was not comprehensible and it
was very blurred - possibly, I thought, because Petra was try-

ing to relay something-she could not understand herself. T

could make nothing of it, and called Rosalind in, but she could

- do no better. Petra was evidently finding it an effort, so after a

few minutes we decided to let it rest for the present.

~In spite of Petra’s continued propensity to slip at any
moment into what, in terms of sound, would be 2 deafening
bellow, we all felt a proprietorial pride in her progress. There
was a sense of excitement, too - rather as if we had discovered
an unknown who we knew was destined to become a great

. singer: only it was something more important than that, . . .

“This,” Michael said, ‘is going to be very interesting indeed

= provided she 'does_'n’_t break us all up before she gets con-

trol Di”it’ e

=~ At supper, some -tén*--'_d'afysf -after the loss of Petra’s pm'y,'

11§



there should be any questions they’ll not be sure what they're
looking for. All we’ll have to do is act bewildered, just as a
norm would be. If Joe or anybody has anything it can’t be
more than suspicion, no solid evidence” ~

He did not seem reassured. - - --

‘There’s Rachel,’ he suggested. ‘She was pretty much
kr.ocked by her sister’s suicide. Do you think she ~?* -~

_ " ive him a hand with truing-
Uncle Axel ssked me & ORI B L nough, Supericialy the
up a wheel, wot "1 but there was something in his eyes “d“ e
made me a%:f;:d the rick where we_rshm_ﬂ.d; nelther(}'*; -S*‘;’ 4
w.:f :;v?:re}:eard "He put a straw between his tecth, anc Jo0k?

at me_sefiﬁmh"- | bo?’he asked - B ’
You beeh cmwff’v?a;?zf being careless, but only one be'd

~ “QOne of the: othcfﬂ-’._ maybe?' he sugges’fgd. o
e e, “Ten why, ol yo 1
D e det why and told him so. He shook his bead.
:}uif‘ife‘i"iftihmhﬁﬁoﬁf‘“"“““" R
o "Iﬁd%ﬁlzfn}ﬁ Still, if it's only Joe Darley. ..
le}d ’i-t«: be he"s"; heard a. rumo

bitﬂ;ﬁﬁf%ﬁ%: Axel agreed, but reservedly. ‘On the

ar about us, and is out 10 doa

‘No,’ I said confidently. ‘Quite apart from the fact that she
couldn’t do it without invelving herself, we should have known
if she were hiding anything.’ B T

“Well, then, there’s young Petra,’ he said.

Istaredathim, = S .

"How did you know about Petra?’ I asked. ‘I never told you.’

He nodded in a satisfied way. ‘So she is. I reckoned so.’ -

"How did you find out?’ I repeated anxiously, wondering
who else might have had a similar idea. ‘Did she tell you?’

"Oh, no, I kind of came across it.” He paused, then he added:
“Indirectly it came from Anne. I told you it was a bad thing to
let her marry that fellow. There’s a type of woman who isn’t
content unti she’s made herself some man’s slave and doormat
~ put herself completely in his power. That’s the kind she was.’

“You're not - you don’t mean she told Alan about herself?’
I protested. | | S T e

‘She did;” he nodded. ‘ She did more than that. She told him

her hand, Joe 183 he inspector has used befq.r::-
other hand, Joe 18 _

now when he wants

e lt:l . t';t.:-a.re. for it éither. But he had not approaclfid :gl;;
Idi di;{;tly and I did not see where else he v}fa:egﬁ;u% e
zfl;sincriﬂﬁn;ting infor POl e

mation. There was,

about all of you.” -
I stared at him incredulously. . _
‘You can’t be sure of that, Uncle Axel?*
"1 am, Davie boy. Maybe she didn’t intend to. Maybe it was -
only herself she told him about, beirg the kind who can’t keep
- secrets in bed. And maybe he had to beat the names of the rest
of you out of her, but he knew all right. He knew.”
“But even if he did, how did you know he knew?’ I asked,
with rising anxiety. . = S
~ He said, reminiscently: =~ B
‘A while ago there used to be a dive down on the waterfront
in Rigo. It was run by a fellow called Grouth, and very profit-
- ably, too. He had a staff of three girls and two men;, and they
did as he said - just as he said. If he’d liked to tell what he
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that brought us within any categp-r?_- pf

the Scheduled D“’”iati‘?m‘- 16T lists are inclusive, _mt'
Unfile | é"d Sh.? : .;‘:; 1::3{ sggzﬁe all the mi}liﬂn th}i“g:
exclusive, he s _ only the more frequent ones. _If1}¢re rta -‘;f '
that may haPPenf " IIEW ones when they crop 11?;_ It;s paf the .
to b mc:(??: jjb to keep watch and ?all o 1§1q1}1ry = o
aformation he gets seems to WAITaIt it 1L e
K We’ve thought about what might happen, '
: | 116



men would have been strung up for mutiny
and two of the girls for murdcr. 1 don’t know
ad done, but he had the lot of them cold. It

was as neat a set-up for blackmail as you could find: 1f the men
got any tips he had them. He saw to it that the girls were, nice
to the sailors who used the place, and whatever they got out of
the sailors he had, too. ] used to see the way he treated them,
and the expression on his face when he watched them; kind of
gloating because he’'d got them, and he knew it, and they knew

it. He’d only got to frown, and they danced '

Uncle Axel paused reflectively.
‘You'd never think yt}u’d come across ]ust that expressmn

on a man’s face again in Waknuk chutch, of all places, wouid
you? It made me feel a bit queer when I did. But there it was.
It was on his face while he studied first Rosalind, then Rachel,

knew one _bf ’__d:e
~ on the high seas,
what the others h

then you, then young Petra He wasn't mterested’ in anybody
- e}se Just the four of you.” -
! Ynu leld have been mustaken - Just_ an expresswn AR
said. - - '

‘Not that expressmn Oh, no, I knew that expression, 1t
jerked me right back to. the dive in Rigo. Besides, if I wasn 't
rlght how do I come to know' ahcmt Petra? ’ . .

‘What did you do?’
"¢ carne home and thought a bit about Grouth and what 2

. comfortable life he’ d been able to lead, and about one or two
other things. ‘Then I put a new strmg on my bow .
¢So it was youl’ 1 exclaimed.

~ ¢It was the only thing to do,
would reckon it was one of you that had done it. But she

couldn’t denounce you thhout giving herself away and her
' isk there, but T had to take it.’

 There certainly was a risk — an
I said, and told him about the letter

mspecter |
He shook his head. ‘T hadn’t ‘reckoned she’d go as far as that,

r girl,) he said. *All the same, it ‘had to be done - “and
dickly. Alan wasn’t a fool. He'd see to it that he was covered.

- Befarg he actually begm on you he’d have had a written daposr-
o 118 - .

that Annc had left fm' the

Davie. Of course, I knew Anne |

d it nearly didn’t come off, |

. ™

o

t

q;mlt;or:leu here to be cnpened in the event of his death, and he'd
at you knew about it, too. It'd hate been a

situation for all of you.’ Presy sy

The more I consid ' ' |
could have been. | ered lt the 1 more I real::red ho“ “aﬁt]’f lt

“You took a bi
He shmgged ® mk f“" us Yﬁursc]f Uncle Aael I tuld hlm

‘Very little rlsk for me a | | ' -
galmt a rcat 1 i
' FBresfett‘}t;l\r we came back to the mgatter j: 1&1’::1 yuu he %!d |
ut these mqumes can’t h |
T ]-:%‘\as weeks ago "1 Pﬂmtec?‘;xta - thlng o do mth Alan
with agiat ¥ mt}re 'ts not the kind of mfm mation Alan’d share
i) yone i he wanted to cash i inon it,’ agreed Uncle Axel.
the ’fieliaﬂm thing," he went on, ‘they can’t know much, or
y ve called an inquiry alreadx and thev'll ha\e to be

' pretty damn sure of themselves before they do call one. The

.r}zsl?:ctf;rhmn 't going to put himself in a weak spot with your
r if he can help it - nor with Angus Morton either, for

the matter of that. But
that still doesn’
knowing what started it. t get us any nearer to

I was pressed back agam into thmkmg it mﬁst ha\e %o.ﬁe-

~ thing to do with the affair of Petra’s pony., Uncle Axel knew of

its death, of course, but not much
, more. It -
\ ol(; ed tellmg him about Petra herself, and w;;::liliagm et "
;:n emtandmg that the less he knew about us the less he :oﬁg
; ]?:) lel ttc;) l;:;iae 1;1 ;ase o{):gou;\le However, now that he did know
escri the event more fully. It d
::1:1&1(,115 to be a likely saurce, but for lack Gf any otll)ilrnlm clloﬁk
T Je a note of the man’s name. e
‘Jerome Skinner,” he repeated not
, ery h
we‘lr]lv r l}lsee 11;. I c:él find out anythmg &bg.lt liplgflﬂly \EW
e all co Y .
i nferred that mght but mooncluswely Michacl
‘Well, if you and Rosalind ar
e qmte sat s d
beenhnathmg to start suspicion in your dls:nc:; til:a}:: l[tl;e;ﬁi
see that it can be traceable to a.mbody but that man in the

- forest.” He used a thaught-shape rather than bethermg to. spell

Olll Jel' Ome Skmner lﬁ lﬁtter*fﬁm ¢ If he 1s thﬁ source then
l‘



he must have put his suspicions before the inspector in this
district who will have handed it on as a routine report to the
inspector in yours. That’ll mean that several people are won-
dering about it already, and there'll be questions going on here
about Sally and Katherine. The devil of it 18 that everybody’s
more suspicious than usual because of these rumours of large-
scale trouble from the Fringes. I'll seeif 1 can find out anything
tomorrow, and let you know!
~¢But what’s the best thing for us to do?’ Rosalind'put in.
 *Nothing at the moment,’ Michael advised. ‘If we' are right

about the source, then you are in two groups; Sally and Kath-

erine in one, you, David, and Petra in the o her:and the other -
~ three of us aren't involved at all. Don’t do anything unusual, -

or you may cause them to pounce, on suspicion. If it does come
to an inquiry we ought to be able to bluff it out by acting
simple, as we decided. But Petra’s the weak spot; she's too
young to understand. If they start on ‘her and trick her and

trap her, it might end up in sterilization and the Fringes for all

her. It’s possible that there’s no suspicion attached to her -
but she was there, so she’s liable to be suspected. If there’s any
sign of interest 1 her it'll be better to cut your losses and get

her away — if they do start on her they’ll have it out of her

‘Very likely it'll all blow over, but just in case it does get
sticky, David will have to be responsible. It'll be your job,
David, to see that she isn't taken for questioning — at any cost.
If you have to 11 someone to prevent it, then you must.
They’d not think twice about killing us if they had the excuse.
Don’t forget, if they move at all, they’ll be doing it to extermi-
nate us — by the slow method, if not by the fast. .

* ¢If the worst comes to the worst, and you can’t save Petra, it
would be kinder to kill her than let her go to sterilization and
hanishment to the Fringes — a lot more merciful for a child.
You understand? Do the rest of you agree?’ o
Their agreements came in. - o |
When I thought of little Petra, mutilated and thrust naked
120 |
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o or three days earlier. . ..

into Fringes country, to
I agreed, too.

¢ ._’ : . -. , -

thet‘: ei::y rz:eﬂ, bI:Imha?l went on. ‘Just to be on the safe side,

Yﬁur, arranggf:'n l::s“f the four of you and Petra were to make

your arrangements to run for i m . o

becomes necessary,” @ _lt a a moment’s. notice, if 1t

. 1{:23“;“{5};;0“ explaining in more detail. o o

A averlt. ml:;h tobsee what other course we could have taken
move by any of us would at once have brt-mgh;;

perlsh or survive as it should chance,

“trouble on the if misfor
- ie on the rest. Our misfortune lay in our receiving the

information regarding the inquiries when we did, and not two
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Tiue dtqcussmn and M u,hael’s ad\ me made the threat of dis-

covery seem both more real and more imminent than it had

been when I talked to Uncle Axel earlier in the evening. Some-
- how it brought it home to me that one day we should find our-
selves faced by the real thing — the alarm ‘which wasn’t simply
going 1o work up and blow over, leaving us much as before.

Michael, I knew, had been increasingly anxious durmg the

last year or so, as if he had a feeling that time was running out,
- and now I caught some of that sensation, too. I even went as
far as making some preparations before I went to bed that
night - at least, I put a- bow and a couple of dozen arrows
handy, and found a sack into which I put several loaves and a

cheese. And I decided that next day I would make up a pack

of spare clothes and boots and other thmgs that would be
useful, and hide it in some dry, convenient place outside.
" Then we should need some clothing for Petra, and a bundle

of blankets, and something to hold dnnkmg water, and 1t

would not do to forget a tinder-box. . ~
I was still hsttng the desirable eqmpment in my mmd when
I fell asleep. . - -

No more than three hours or so can have passed before I
was wakened by the click of my latch. There was no moon,
but there was starlight enough to show a small white mght-'
gowned ﬁgure by the door.

 ‘David,’ she said. ‘Rosalind -

But she did not need to tell me. Rosalind had already broken
in, urgently. | .

‘Dax id,’ she was telling me, ‘we must get away at once —
just as soon as you can, They’ve taken Sally and Katherine

Michael crowded in on her. - -

- ‘Hurry up, both of ysu, while there’s time. It was a dellber-

“ate surprise. If they do know much about us, they'll have

tried to time it to send a party for you, too - before you could
122 .

oy,

be warned. They were at Sally’s and Katherine’s almost
simultaneously just over ten minutes ago. Get movmg,
quick !’

‘Meet you below the mill. Hurry,’ Rosalmd addad

- Itold Petra in words: =~ S

‘Get dressed as fast as you can. O\ eralls And be very quiet.’

- Very likely she had not understood the thought-shapes in
detatl, but she had caught their urgency. She s:mply nodded
and slipped back into the dark passage.

I pulled on my clathes, and rolled the bed blankets into a
bundle. I groped about in the shadows till I found the bow
and arrows and the bag of food, and made for the door.

Petra was almost dressed already. I grabbed some ctothes
from her cupboard and rolled them in the blankets.

- ‘Don’t put on your shees yet I whmpered Carry them and

come tlpme, like a cat.”

Qutside in the yard I put down the bundle and the sack
while we both got our shoes on. Petra started to speak, but I

put my finger to my lips, and gave her the thought-shape of

. - Sheba, the black mare. She nodded, and we tiptoed across the

yard. I just had the stable door open when I caught a dlstant
sound, and paused to listen, L

‘Horses,” whispered Petra..

-~ Horses it was. Several sets of hoofs and famtly, the tmkle
of bits.

There was no time to ﬁnd the saddle and bndle for Sheba '
We brought her out on the halter, and mounted from the
block. With all I was carrying there was no room for Petra

“in front of me. She got up behmd and hung on round my

waist.

Quietly we slipped out of the yard by the far end and started
down the path to the river-bank while the hoof—beata on the .
upper track drew close to the house.

‘Are you away?’ I asked Rosalmd and let her kncrw what'
was happening with us.

I was away ten minutes ago. I had everythmg ready, she

told me reprovingly. ‘We've all been trying our damnedest to

reach you. It was lucky Petra happened to wake up.’
123



Petra caught her own thought-shape, and ‘broke in ex-
citedly to know what was happening. It wis like a fqugtam of
parks. | | o
sp?rétntly, ‘darling. Much more gently,” pmtg&t@-. Rmalmd
‘We'll tell you all about it soon.” She pmm_ed a mmgn;-tq _get
- over the blinding effect. T
‘Sally -? Katherine -?’ she inquired.
They responded together.” I

‘We're being taken to the In5pfect_orfs__-. We're a_ll .in:noc_tj:nt

Michael and Rosalind agreed that it was.

‘We think,’ Sally went on, ‘that we ought to shut our mmds
to you. It will make it easier for us to act as nﬂ-rmals if we really
don’t know what is happening. So don’t try to reach us, any
* ‘y\?:ry well — but we shall be open for you,’ Rosa‘lin'd-a'grced_,
She diverted her thoughts to me. ‘Come along, David. There
are lights up at the farm now.”

~ “It’s all right. We’re coming,’ told her. ¢ I’t*‘s going to take
them some time in the dark to find which way we went, any-

- “They'll know by the stabh-warmth that you can’t have got

ar yet,” she pointed out. o .
fa'rlyioohed E:Ck.' Up by the house I could see 2 ll_g_ht in a
window, and a lantern swinging in someonefs-hand-. The sound
of 4 man’s voice calling came to us faintly. We had reached the
* river-bank now, and it was safe to urge Sheba:- to a trot. We
kept that up for half a mile until we came to the ford, and then
for another quarter-mile until we were approaching the mill.
It seemed prudent to walk her past there in case anyone were
awake. Beyond the wall we heard 2 dog on fhe_ chain, b}lt_lt t_:hd
not bark. Presently I caught Rosalind’s feeling of relief, coming
from somewhere a little ahead. B -

o

 We trotted again, and a few mo

ments later I 'notic.ed a tho_?é-_-
" ment under the trees of the track. I turned the mare that way,

her father’s pair of great-horses. The massive creatures toweree
above us, both saddled with large pannier baskets. :Rosal;nel

_hide our tracks. I must have projected the t

to hand, laid across it.

I rode up close beneath her
I bad brought. @ D w0
~ ‘Hand me the blankets’ she directad  oote g oo
. land me nkets,” she directed, reaching downs
‘What's in the sack?’ e R
I told her. SR

was standing in one of the baske

ts, her bow, strung 3nd ready
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‘Do you mean . say "fhét’é all | m’;éej b cre R
"There was some hurry,’ I pointed out. . . .
hShe arranged the blankets to pad the saddle-board bet
the panniers. I hoisted Petra until she could reach Rosalind’s
hands. With d.retra could reach Rosalind’s

a heave from both of ‘us she scrambled up and

W wrd %

' pefched herself on the blankets. =~
We'd better keep together,” Rosalind directed. ‘I've left
room for you in the other pannier. You can shoot left-handed
from there.” She flipped over a kind of miniature rope-ladder

_ so-tha_;t-lt hung down the great-horse’s left shoulder. .
- Tslid off Sheba's back, turned her head for home, and gave
her a smack on the flank to start her off, then I s’cramb'led.ﬁu@
awkwardly to the other pannier. The moment my foot was

hitched them. She gave the reins a sh pulled them up-and

well settled in th eins a shake, and before I was
eil settled in the pa_nnier_we_ were ﬂﬁi with th ot e
horse following on a lead. o T perane # _,,

We trotted awhile, and then left the track for a stream.
Where that was joined by another we branched off up the
lesser. We left that and picked our way across boggygruund '
to another stream. We held on along the bed of that for per};aps '
half a mile or more and then turned off on to another stretch
of uneven, marshy ground which soon became. firmer until
presently the hoofs were clinking among stones, We slowed
still more while the horses picked a winding way amid rocks.

I realized that Rosalind had put in some careful planning to

for she came in, somewhat coldly:

: ~

. ‘It’'sa pity you didn’t do a little more tlnnkmg and a little
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S made a start, 1 pmtested ] was going tO gﬁt everythmg

. ¢t didn’t seem all that urgent
ﬁx‘egn‘:i s:rﬁii};nll trlted to consult you about it, there you were,

xsmmshly asleep. My mother and I spent two solid. hours pack-

--?":";:;; for an emergency,
¢Your mother?’ 1
<She'’s sort: of half-knl?wn, gus
' I don’t know how muc
: tlm;en::mt 1teat all. I think she felt that as long a8 s;u:;:id }r;::‘
?a:rc to admit it in words it mightbe all right. When _

d have to go, she
‘ that I thought it very likely

::1::; w‘;l::gshe wasn't really 3urpnsed she didn’ ¢ tf:l t:a zrgur:
or dissuade me. I had a sort of feelmg, that she dhdr mgone
 solved at the back of her mind that she’d h.ave_l Lto p

time came, and she did.”-
daSIG tﬁgielghtth:hat over. 1 could not- 1magme my own mﬂther

doing such a thing for Petra’s sake. And yet she had cried after

my Aunt Harret had been sent away And Aunt Hamet had

been more than rea

It made cnc wonder _,
go‘l?hfwmlghi n?l?;&:vho were turning a blind eye towards matters
that. ually: infrmgt the Definition f:af the True Image

guessed somethmg, for same

_We did f the

. We did not care to risk the spoor o

. 1‘?lr‘:;t:» 1lut[:.bt aloﬁg pamllel w1th it unttl the
Then we turned decp%cr mtﬂ the jvonds

:  and let them. gmze
Th;;;:? :vehoitlﬂefn:::ti arﬁealeef brea,d and cheese Resalmd

sa.ld | .
*'%'1,.36

she’s guessed — she never
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‘Since you slept 80 well carlier on, you'd better take ﬁrst
watch.” -

She and Petra settled thcmselvcs comfortably in blankets
and soon dropped off. -

I sat with my strung bow across my knees, and half a dozen
arrows stuck handy in the ground beside me. There was noth-
ing to be heard but the birds, occasionally a small animal
moving, and the steady mum:hmgs of the great-horses The
sun rose into the thinner branches and began to give more
warmth. Every now and then I got up and prowled silently
round the fringe of the glade, with an arrow ready nocked on
the string. I found nothmg, but it helped to keep me awake
After a couple of hours of it Michael came thmugh

‘Where are you now?’ he inquired.

I explained as well as I could. - R

“Where are you heading?’ he wanted to know o

“South-west,” I told him. * We thought we’d move by mght,
and lie-up by day.’ -

‘He approved of that, but: - -

“The devil-of it is that wzth this Frmges scare there'll be a
lot of patrols about. I don’t know that Rosalind was wise to
take those great-horses - if they’'re seen at all, word will go

round like wildfire, even a- hoof-mark will be enough.’

‘Ordinary horses have the speed of them for short burstﬂ ’
I acknowledged, ‘but they can’t touch them for stamina.”
“You may need that. Frankly, David, you're going to need

'your wits, too. There’s hell to pay over this. They must have
found out much more about you than we ever guessed though

they aren’t on to Mark or Rachel or me yet. But it’s got them
very worried indeed. They’re going to send posses after you.
My idea is to volunteer for one of them right away. I'm going
to plant a report of your having been seen making south-east.

‘When that peters out, we'll have Mark start up another to take
- them north-west.

‘If anyone does see you, stop him getting away with the
news, at all costs. But don’t shoot. There’s an order going out

not to use guns except ‘when necessary, and as s:gnals all
. gunshots to be investigated.” |
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‘ 1 right. We haven't a gun, [ told him.
‘ Sﬁfé theg better. You can’t be tempted to use one -; }:)ut
k you have.’ -

. thely}::énde)lrtberately decnded agamst taking a gun, pmtly on

sccount of the noise, but mostly because they are slow tudre-
load, heavy to carry, and useless if you run out of powdier
Arrows haven't the range, but they are silent, and you can get
a dozen and more of them off while a man is rechargmg a gun..

- Mark came int. - | |
' ‘Iaheard. that. I’ll have a north-west rumour read? for vshen

* Sgw: But don t lmae it ull 1 tell you. Rosahnd 8 asleep
now, I suppose? Tell her to get mtﬁ touch thh me v.hen she

. wakes, will you?’
W dl "y qul d, and everybod}' la;d oﬁ pm}ecung for a “ hale

T went on keeping my watch for another couple of hours, and

then woke Rosalind for her turn. Petra did not stir. 1 lay down
beside her, and was asleep 1n a mmute or two. | -

Perhaps 1 was sleeping. lxghtly, or it may have been Just co-

mc;dence that I woke up to catch an anguished thought from

Rosalind.
#T've killed hxm, Michael He s quzte dead .

slid off into a pamcky, chaotic thuught-shapm _

Michael came in, steady and reassuring.
L I;enat be scared, Rosalind. You had to do it. Thls 1  a war,

betwean our kind and theirs. We didn’t start it — we’ve just as
" much right to exist as they have. You mustn’t be fnghtened

Rcmalmd dear: you had tc;k dc:i it.)! .
‘What’s happened?’ 1 aske sitting up | .
. 'They lgnarl;d me, or were too much occupied to notxce

Then she

1 looked round the glade Petra lay, asleep still, beside me; |

the great-horses were cropping the grass, undmturbed Michael

came in agam

o i paluse Then Rosahnd her panic conquered now, .but:thh
deeP distress, agreeing. B S

' 5 § f-’l '- |
o .wh:mpenng into Rosalind’s arms. The impact .was so sharp

I got up, .picked up my bow, and walked across the glade in

~the direction I knew she must be. When I reached the edge of

the trees it occurred to me that I was leavmg Petra unpmtected .
so I went no farther,
~ Presently Rosalind appeared among the bushes ‘She was

‘walking slawly, cleamng an arrow on a handful of leaves as she

came.
‘What happened?’ I repeated AT
But she seemed to have lost control over her thought-shapes
again, they were muddled and distorted by her emotxona When

she got nearer she used words instead:

“It was a man. He had found the trail of the hmses I saw

him following them. Michael said . Oh I didn’t want to do -
it, David, but what else could I do A
Her eyes were full of tears, I put my arms mund hm:, md

~ let her cry on my shoulder. There was little I could do to com- |

fort her. Nothing, but assure her, as Michael had, that what
she had done had been abw{uttly necessary. -
After a little time we walked slowly back. She sat dawn
beside the still-sleeping Petra. It occurred to me to ask:
“What about his horse, Rosalmd? Dld that get away?'
Shc shook her head. '
‘I don’t know. I suppose he 1 must have had one, but he Was
following our tracks on foot when I saw him.”
I thought it better to retrace our course and ﬁnd out whe%her '
he had left a horse tethered anywhere along it. I went back

half a mile, but found no horse, nor was there any trace of recent

hoof-marks other than those of the great-horses. When I gat '
back, Petra was awake and chattering to Rosalind. -

The day wore on. Nothing more came to us £ro;m Michael
or the rest. In spite of what had happened it seemed better to
stay where we were than to move by dayllght w:th the rigk of
being seen. 5o we waited. '

Then, in the afternoon, somethmg did come, suddenly
- It was not a thought-shape; it had no real form; it was sheer
-like a cry of agony. Petra gasped and threw herself

that it hurt. Rosalind and I stared at one anather, mde-eyed



\Iy hands shook. Yet the shock wus so formle% that we. L‘Ulll(? -

f the others it came from., | §
no&‘t:;il‘:l?;:: woas a jumble of patn and shame, avernddcn- mtl}
hopeless desolation, and, among it, characteristic ghr;psef od
forms that we knew mt‘h at doubt were Katherine’s. dosa i:le
put her hand on mine and held it tightly. We endure j.jr }
the sharpness dimmed, and the pressure ebl:uedl away. 4 s

Presently came Sally, brokenly, in waves of ov? and sy
pathy to Katherine, then, in anguish, to the r;st eh us. on

“They've broken Katherine. They’ ve broken her. f = m;
Katherine, ‘dear . .. you mustn't blame her, any of ¥

her. It might
lease don’ ¢ blame her. They’re torturing
E:a:et;el::a any of us. She’s all clouded now. She can’t hear us

, Oh, Katherine, darhng

distress,
shaI?ti?thel:e was Mlchael unsteachly at ﬁrst but hardemng

into as rigid a form as I had ever received:
‘It £s war., Some. day

Katherme

' ' the and reassure Petra. She
sther unconvincing best to soothe an
3?1;1;&00(1 little of what had paéssed betWC'Cf;.l l.:ﬁ, f‘::lgth:f: }t::;i
¢ the intensity and that had been enough 10
ca"lIgtl:e:nL tflere wastgally agam dully, nnscrably, farcmg, harself
N ‘Lil:iathérzne has adrmtted it; confessed I have conﬁ:lmed Lt
T hey would have forced me to it, too, in the end. 1 -8 c:
hesitated, wavering. ‘1 couldn’t face it. Not t?den l‘mt 1r0]?3r grll:e
~when she had told them. I.cou 0
fﬁi na{ﬁhol? %rau . forgive us both. .. lShe broke off agam
; el came in unsteadily, anxmus y, too. S
?g:latilh; dear, of course we're not blaming you —;mthcr pih you
We und;rstand But we must lm.-:.r'w'r ‘what you ve told. em.
h do they know?’
H?Xb!:s: thc?ught?shapcs - and Dav1d and Rosalmd Th;):
were nearly sure abeut them, but they wanted it conﬁnne

° Petra, too?’

‘Yes ... Oh, oh | oh o There was an unshaped surge of
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' Her thoughts dtssolved into

'l kill them for what they ve dane to

1

remorse. ‘ We had to — poor little Petra — but they knew, really.
It was the only reason that David and Rosalind wauld have
taken her with them. No lie would cover it.’

- ‘Anyone else?’ o - -
‘No. We've told them that there isn 'y anyune clse I think
they believe it. They are still asking questions. Trying to
understand more about it. They want to know how we make
theught-shapes, and what the: range is. I'm telling them lies.
Not more than five miles, I'm saying, and pretending it’s not
at all easy to understand thought-shapes even that far away.
. . Katherine’s barely conscious. She can’t send to you. But
they keep on asking us both _questiens, on and on. ... If you
‘could see what they’ve done to her. . ... Oh, Katherme, darhng
. Her feet, Michael ~ oh, her poor poor feet...

%ally s patterns clouded in anguish, and then faded away
Nobody else came in. I think we were all toa. deeply hurt

" and shocked. Words have to be chosen, and then mterpreted
- but thought-shapes you feel, inside you....

The sun was low and we were. begmmng to pack up when
Michael made contact again.

~ “‘Listen to me,’ he told us. ‘They’re taklng thxa very. mmtaly
1nd¢ed They’re badly alarmed over us. Usually if a Deviation
gets clear of a district they let him go. Nobody can settle any-
where without proofs of identity, or a very thorough examina-
tion by the local inspector, so he’s pretty well bound to end up
in the Fringes, anyway. But what’s got them so agitated about

~ us is that nothing shows. We’ve been living among them for

nearly twenty years and they didn’t suspect it. We could pass
for normal anywhere. So a proclamation has been posted des-
cribing the three of you and officially classifying you as devi-
ants, That means that you are non-human and therefore not

‘entitled to any of the rights or protections of human smie'tly.“

Anyone who assists you in any way is committing a criminal

act; and anyone concealing knowledge of your whereabouts is

also liable to punishment.

‘In effect, it makes you outlaws. Anyone may shoot you on
s:gh; without penalty. There is a small reward if your deaths
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are reported and confirmed; but %hm;e is a very much larger
reward for you if you are taken alive. - -
There was a pause while we took thatin. .~ |
‘T don’t understand,” said Rosalind. ‘If we were to promise
“ 5;;:;’!1 afraid :z;f us. They want to capture you .and l.ear::
more about us — that’s why there’s the la,rgse’--rewa:d.,lt isn’'t
_]ust a question of the true image — though that s-theway they ;:l_
making it appear. What they've seen 18 that we could be a ;'1
danger to them. Imagine if there were a lot more of us tl 111
there are, able to think together and plan and co-eordmat?dwn t- _
" out all their machinery of words and messages: we r.:c::ail1 Qﬁt-:
wit them all the time. They find thata very unplea_aant thougl E
<o we are to be stamped out before there can be any more t?f
us. They see it as a matter of survival —and they may be right,
W? e they going to kill Sally a{ld Kat}'xenn?? o o
That was an incautious question wh1?h slipped from R¢ :
lind. We waited for a response from either of the two. gtllr;' S.
‘There was none. We could not t?ll .what_~_tha_tx_, rr;eanf s t .;y
might simply have closed their minds again, c{:h ;-.el..s; ;cpl hgi
 from exhaustion, or perhaps dead already. . . . Michaet thought -

“There’s httle rea:sﬁn . -'fcr.. that when th_ey: have them saffll‘y
in their hands: it would very likely raise a lot of ill-feeling. 10
declare 2 new-born baby as non-

.

| . them for years to accept the
~ easy for le who have known them for years .
en?tf-h?msr?l:rerdict at all. If they were 10 be kll}ed,. it wa:lhc:
make a lot of people feel uneasy and uncertain about
| ities ~ much the same way as a r¢ .
aufl;}t:tl we can be killed quite safely?’ Rosalind co.mmgnted,
ith some bitterness. | 3 o
Wl‘---You aren’t already captives, and you aren t among people
who know you. To strangers you arc
run,’ o -
There was not m _ ' ’ Cha
 ‘Which way are you travelling tonight?”
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human on physical defects is
one thing: but this is a lot more delicate. It isn’t going to be

retrospective law does.’ |

ust non-humans on the |

ich one could say to that. Michael asked:

|

|'

~ butst into tears, and radiated distress. - S
~ She did not, it emerged from her snuffies, want to go to the

“Still south-west,” I told him. ‘We had thought of trying to
find some place to stop in Wild Country, but now that any
hunter is licensed to shoot us, we shall have to go on into the
‘Fringes, I think” I

“That'd be best. If you can find a place to hide-up there for
a bit we’ll see if we can’t fake your deaths, I'll try to think of
some way. Tomorrow I shall be with a search-party that’s
going south-east. I'll let you know what it’s doing. Meanwhile,
if you run into anyone, make sure that you shoot first.”
~ On that we broke off. Rosalind finished packing up, and we
arranged the gear to make the panniers more comfortable than
they had been the previous night. Then we climbed up, I on
the left again, Petra and Rosalind together in the right-hand
basket this time. Rosalind reached back to give a thump on the

- huge flank, and we moved ponderously forward once more.

Petra, who had been unusually subdued during the packing-up,

Fringes, her mind was sorely troubled by thoughts of Old
Maggie, and Hairy Jack and his family, and the other ominous
nursery-threat characters said to lurk in those regions.
It would have been easier to pacify her had we not ourselves
suffered from quite a residue of childhood apprehensions, or
had we been able to advance some real idea of the region to set
against its morbid reputation. As it was, we, like most people,

- knew too little of it to be convincing, and had to go on suffering

her distress again. Admittedly it was less intense than it had
been on former occasions, and experience did now enable us
to put up more of a barrier against it; nevertheless, the effect

~ was wearing. Fully half an hour passed before Rosalind suc-

ceeded in soothing away the obliterating hullabaloo. When she
~had, the others came in anxiously; Michael inquiring, with
irritation: - - | e
- ‘What was it this time?’

- Weexplained.

Michael dropped his irritability, and turned his attention to
Petra herself. He began telling her in slow, clear thought-forms

- bhow the Fringes weren’t really the bogey place that people
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. pretended. I Most of the men and W omen who lived there were

just unfortunate and unhappy. They had been taken H;::i‘
from their homes, often when they were babtes, Or 8¢

+hem who were older had had to run away from thetr homes,

; didn’t look hke other people, and they
becadse they cidot q here was nevshere else

uld leave them alene.’ 50
P?eiieazg funny indeed; but they couldn'’t heip that. It was ;
qhmg to be sorry, not frtghte_ned,. | about If we had happene
to have extra fingers or ears by

~ although we :
sent to the Frmges ere n::wg What peopie looked like %__dldir} t

and - o - |
But at about this stage Petra mterrupted hun

‘There .wae a pause. 1 opened right out, but could not detect-

_shapes at all. Then:
an?ltlg}:tuil;::hmg?e came from Mtchael and Mark and Rachel_,

B Mok i jogrs : sign from Petra. In words,

trong
There was an unpetueus S and
it \weuld have been an 1mpat1ent Shut up' We submded

reund Petra and was lookmg dewn at her
herself had her eyes s

listening. Presently she related a httle

¢ t is it?’ Rosalind asked her. %
I}:t?aa ogened her eyes. Her reply was puzzled and not very

haped.
de‘aégn:et?opgy askmg questmns She s a leng way, adve;y lzgg;
long way away, 1 I think. She says she’s had my afraid-thou

i
before. She wants to know who I am, a.nd where I am Sha

I tell her?’
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~ There was a moment’s caution, Then Michael i inquiring with
a touch of excitement whether we approved, We did.

‘All right, Petra, Go ahead and tell her,’ he agreed. - =

‘I shall have to be very loud. She’s such a long way awny,
Petra warned us.

It was as well she did. If she had let it rip whlle our minds
were wide open she’d have blistered them. I closed mine and
tried to concentrate my attention on the way ahead of us. It
helped but it was by no means a thorough defence. The shapes_
were simple, as one would expect of Petra’s age, but they still -
reached me with a violence and brllhance which dazzled and

 deafened me.

There was the eqmvalent of Pheef from Mzchael when it

‘let up; closely followed by the repeated equivalent of ‘Shut

up!’ from Petra. A pause, and then another bneﬂy-bhndmg

' interlude. When that subsided :

“Where is she?’ inquired Mlchael
- ‘QOver there,” Petra teld him,

‘For goodness sake ~° I

‘She’s pointing south-west,’ I explamed
- ‘Did you ask her the name of the place darlmg?’ Rosalmd
inquired.

“Yes, but it didn’t mean anythmg, except that there were
two parts of it and a lot of water,’ Petra told her, in words and
obscurely. ‘She doesn’t understand where I am either.”

Rosalind suggested -

‘Tell her to spell it out in letter-shapes

‘But I can’t read letters,’ Petra objected tearfully.

‘Oh, dear, that’s awkward,” Rosalind admitted. ‘But at least
we can send. I'll give you the letter-shapes one by one, and
you can think them on to her. How about that?’ |
- Petra agreed doubtfully, to try. - *

‘Good said Rosalind. ‘Look out, everybodyl Here we go

--agam

She pictured an ‘L. Petra relayed it with devastatlng force.
Rosalind followed up with an ‘A’ and so on, U!’ltll the v.ord' :
was complete, Petra told us: e S

‘She understands, but she doesn t know v.here Labrador i8,
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She says she’ll try to find out. She wants to send us her letter-

shapes, but I said it’s no good.’
‘But it s, darling. You get them from her, then you show

them to us — only gently, so that we can read them.”
-Presently we got the first one. It was ° Z * We were dis-

appomted _
~ “‘What on earth’s that?’ evaryone mqmred at once.

“She’s got it back to front It must be “S,” Mtchael

dezided..
-*It’s not- "S ” it's. “Z " Petra mamed tearfully

¢Never mind them. Just go on,” Rosalind told her
The rest of the word built up.

“Well, the others are proper Letm, Michael adrmtted ‘Sea- _

land it must be = .
““Not “S"; it's “Z,”’ repeated Petra, abstmately

‘But, darling, “Z" doesn't mean anythmg New, S_ealand
cbkusly means a land in the sea.” o
" ¢If that helps’ I said doubtfully.
Uncle Axel there’s a lot more sea than anyﬂne wauld tlunk '
| --possﬂale
- At that point e verythmg was blotted out by Petra con-
versing indignantly with the unknown. She finished to an-
“nounce: tnumphanﬁy ‘It is “Z.” She says it’s d1ﬁerent from
«§*.: like the noise a bee makes.”

‘All right,’ Michael told her, pactﬁcally, but ask her 1f there

-.lsalotafsea -
Petra came back shertly with:
“Yes. There are two parts of it, with lots of sea all mund

From where she is you can ¢ see the sun shmmg on it for miles

- with wmzzmg tlrnnga on top of them -
"1 was jolted to recognize the picture from the chﬂdhood

dreams that I had almost forgotten. 1 broke in, repeating . it
136 -

’a

‘Accordmg to my -

mmedearlythanPetrahad
white and shiny. lenlt ﬂﬁsh-alupedthmg all

| ‘Yu-—likethat, Petraagreed - S
“There’s something very queer about this, altogeth
Mlclnel ' '
Coae putin. Dav:d, howonearthdldyou know-?‘

 ‘LetP ' ted. ¢
outhwetragetalllhemmw, Iauggested Wecanaorttt '
Soagunm&dourbutﬁoputupabamerbetweenour-

selm and the apparently nne-mded
I mmwd exdmange that Petra was

. Wemadealawpmgrmthmughthefom Wewureanxwus '

not to leave traces on the rides and tracks, so that the going

was poor. Anwweﬂaakeeptmourbommdyform
we had
to be alert enough not to have them swept out of our hands,

and to crouch low beneath overhanging branches. The risk of

meeungmenwnotgreat,buttherewaathechan |
countering some hunting beast. Luckily, when we ?xdﬁfh:l:; '

one it was invariably in a hurry to get away. Possibly the bulk

of the great-horses was discouragi
ng: if so, it was, at least, on
adThevmtage we could set against the distinctive spoor behind u:
summer nights are not long in those parts. We kept on

 plodding until there were signs of dawn and then found another
glade to rest in. There would have been too much nskam unf .

saddling; the heavy pack-saddles and : '  hac
; | nd panniers would have had
to be hoisted off by a pulley on a branch, and that would de-
prive us of any chance of a quwk getaway. We simply had to
hobble the horses, as on the previous day. f
‘While we ate our food I talked to Petra about the things her

friend had shown her. The more she told me, the more excited

I became. Almost everything fitted in with the dreams I had had

a8 a small boy. It was like a sudden inspiration to know that

the place must really exist; that I had not sunply been dream-

ing of the ways of the Old People, but that it really was in

being now, somewhere in the world. However, Petra was tired,

.80 that I did not question hernmuchaslwouldhavehked
-;mjustthen,buththermdkmahndgettoﬂeep. S
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<o Michael came through in some agitati?n.
ed up your trail, David. That man Rosalind -

shot: his dog found him, and they came across the great-horse

tracks. Our lot is turning YL
“nt. You'd better push on. Where are you nowt™ .~
hu.gll I could tell him was that we had .catllcfulitted we must b_e_
within a few miles of Wild Country by tms ume.
WIE}';II:;I ;et moving, he told me. ‘The h:;lnger you dtlag, the
ore time they’ll have to get a party ahead to cut you &%
m;;;;e st:f;dt:de-y ‘advice. 1 woke Rosalind, 3"_‘.‘3 explamzt_ili
Ten. m'inut'es't'er we were on our way again, v h Peu;a t;aﬁ
"more than half asleep. With speed now more 1mportan_f -
cgncealmeht we kept on the first southward track th.at we lou ]
1 oead the horses to a ponderous trot. ..
““%Eigiiy‘*i; ind somewhat with the lie of the uilaﬂdf but t*
ST Ut eon was right. We followed it for Tully ten mi
gg'nml dmﬁﬂmy kgind, but then, as we rounded a corner,

thout trou . orner
' ::3 came face to face with a horseman trotting .mﬁards | .u_s

barely fifty yards ahead: .

back to the south-west to join in the .

13

THE man cannot have had a moment’s doubt who we were,
for even as he saw us he dropped his reins and snatched his
bow from his shoulder. Before he had a shaft on the string
we had loosed at him. : o

The motion of the great-horse was unfamiliar, and we both
shot wide. He did better. His arrow passed between us, skin-
ning our horse’s head. Again I missed, but Rosalind’s second
shot took his horse in the chest. It reared, almost unseating

~ him, then turned and started to bolt away ahead of us. I'sent
- another arrow after it, and took it in the buttock. It leapt side-

ways, catapulting the man into the bushes, and then sped off
down the track as hard as it could go. I

‘We passed the thrown man without checking. He cringed
aside as the huge hoofs clumped by within a couple of feet of
his head. At the next turn we looked back to see him sitting
up, feeling his bruises. The least satisfactory part of the inct-
dent was that there was now a wounded, riderless horse spread-
ing an alarm ahead of us, .

‘A couple of miles further on the stretch of forest came to an
abrupt end, and we found ourselves looking across a narrow,
cultivated valley. There was about a mile and a half of open
country before the trees began again on the far side. Most of
the land was pasture, with sheep and cattle behind rail and

~ post fences. One of the few arable fields was immediately to

our left. The young crop there looked as if it might be oats, but
it deviated to an extent which would have caused it to be burnt

long ago at home,

The sight of it encouraged us, for it could only mean that
we had reached almost to Wild Country where stock could
not be kept pure. o | -
- The track led at a gentle slope down to a farm which was
little better than a cluster of huts and sheds. In the open space

among them which served for a yard we could see four or five

‘women and a couple of men gathered round a horse. They
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~ were examining it, and we had little doubt what horse it was.
Evidently it had only just arrived, and they were still arguing
about it. We decided to go on, rather than _givé.thcm_etifhe to
arm and come in search of us. o R

So absorbed were they in their inspection of the horse that
we had covered half the distance from the trees before any of
them noticed us. Then one glanced up, and the rest, too,
rurned to stare. They can never have seen a great-horse before,
and the sight of two bearing down upon them at a canter with
» thunderous rumble of horse-beats struck them momentarily

- rigid with astonishment. It was the horse in their midst that

broke up the tableau; it reared, whinnied, and made off,
~ scattering them. EEEREE e
“There was no need to shoot. The whole group scuttled for
' the shelter of various doorways, and we pounded through their
yard unmolested. ST
The track bore off to the left, but Rosalind held the great-
horse on a straight line ahead, towards the next stretch of
forest. The rails flew aside like twigs, and we kept going at a
. lumbering canter across the fields, leaving a trail of broken
fences behindus. S
At the edge of the trees, I looked back. The people at the
farm had emerged from shelter and stood gesticulating and
staring after us. o .

country, but not like any region we had seen before. It was
dotted with bushes, and brakes, and thickets, Most of the
grass was coarse and large-leafed: in some places it was
monstrous, growing into giant tufts where the sharp-edged
blades stood eight or ten feet high. S
" We wound our way among them, keeping generally south-
west, for another couple of hours. Then we pushed into a
.copse of queer but fair-sized trees. It offered a good hiding-
place, and inside were several open spaces where there grew
a more ordinary kind of grass which looked as if it might make
suitable fodder. We decided to rest awhile there and sleep.
" 1 hobbled the horses while Rosalind unrolled the blankets,

and presently we were eating ‘hungrily. It was pleasantly
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~peaceful until Petra put one of her blindi el gl
so abruptly that I bit my tongue, HEInE communications

- Rosalind screwed up her eyes aut a hand e hee b
oo SMLIWAR P Ak €YeS, and put a hand head
| ‘F or heaven’s sake, child!’ she pmtisted. 0d to her head.
SShor .11 Oriot:’ said Petra perfunctorily,. =~ .
- e Sat - | (] | .' _‘ : : . -
she told u::lﬂl er head a little on one side for a minute, the;l

. A She wants to tﬂlk 10 Gnﬁ: Of ol Sh | e o |
hear her while she thinks her lfyildest,’e e ml} you 3"{' try to

‘-*‘.‘-ul'iht-!wea oad ¢ o '
uay B e agreed, Thut you keep quiet, or you'll blind
bu{' :;“*d my Vetzilhardest, straining sensitivity to its utmost

ut there was nothing ~ or as near nothi o L
" a heat-haze. - a & thmg as the shimmer of

 We relaxed again.

‘No good,’ I said, ‘vou’ll héveﬁta .tcll-.h - we can’t re her
Petra. Look out, ever;'ene_?ﬁ-,__ - = Wﬁ-mt.reach her,
We did our best to damp out th AT

ve did our best to damp out the exchange that followed
fihtfn Petra brought down the force of her 'th,oughts below :he’
huzle level, and started to relay those she was receiﬂng=.-._-"-'rhey
?d to be in very simple form so that she could copy them even
w hen she did not understand them; in consequence the
reached us rather like baby-talk, and with many repeats ®
make sure that we grasped them. It is scarcely mal g
2“3’ Hl:lle'a in words ohf the way it came across, but it was the
overall impression that mattered, a \at rea '
enou_g_h.’ 1 that mattered, and. that reached us glearly'

'The urgent emphasis was on impdrtaﬁce -- the 1mp0rtance

" not of us, but of Petra. At all costs she must be protected. Such

a power of projection as she had was unheard of without special
training — she was a discovery of the utmost importance. Help
ulasaflreaqy on tge way, but until it could reach us we must
play for time and safety — Petra’s safety, it eemed, not
_ - Petra’s see T

own - at all costs, | I ty, I med’ o .Quf
_ ;‘.'I‘h_ere was _.qui_te a lot more that was less clear, muddled up
with it, but that main point was quite unmistakable..

-

~ ‘Did you get it?’ I asked of the others, when it had fini h
o ~of the others, when 1t had finished.
- They had. Michael responded: ‘This is. very confusmg
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is no doubt that Petra’s power of projection is remark-
,:l‘:}lizrf:empared with ours, anyway — but what ahei seemed ::;
me to be putting across was that she was partlcular y su;pn?s <
to find it among primitive’ people, did- you notxce that
st as if she were meamng us.’

loﬁléel?e a:na:, confirmed Rosalind. ‘Not a shadow of doubt
ab?'lIl‘tlllecre must be some mlsunderatandmg, 1 put in, Prob-
ably Petra somehow gave her the impression we were ]?"rmtgeat
people. As for -’ 1 was suddenly blotted out for a énomend
by Petra’s indignant denial. I did my best to disregard 1t ;n _
went on: ‘As for help, there must be a misunderstanding
there, too. She’s somewhere south-west, and everybody knewsf
that there are miles and miles of Badlands that way. flvleln 1
they do come to an end and she s on the other axde of them,
how can she possibly help?” | SR

Rosalind refused to argue about that. R 11 ,
 SLet’s wait and ﬁnd out,’ she suggested ]ust now a
wa;nfgtddipaame way, and since Petra had aiept mest of thfl
~ time in the pannier, we told her to keep a sharp look-out Bﬁ:::h
wake us at once if she heard or saw anything suspicious. h p

Rosalind and 1 fell asleep almoat befere we lald our heads
down N _ -

known to be Fringes people scouting around. be, with luck,
you should be able to sneak through.’ | -
‘Al night,’ I agreed wearily. Then a question I had meant
to ask before occurred to me. ‘What’s happened to Sally and
Katherine?’ o -

‘I don’t know. No answer. The range 18 getting rather leng
- now. Does any one know?’

Rachel came in, made faint by the distance.

‘Katherine was unconscious. There’s been nothing under-

standable since then. Mark and I are afraid -’ She faded m
a foggy reluctance to continue. .

- ‘Go. en, Michael told her.

“Well, Katherme s been unconscmus 80 leng we're “ender-
ing if she’s — dead.’

‘And Sally -’

This time there was even more reluctance .

“‘We think ~ we're afraid something queer must have hap-
pened to her mind. ... There’ve béen just one or two little
jumbles from her. Very weak, not sensible at all, so we're
afraid . , .’ She faded away, in great unhappiness,

There was a pause before \hehael started w:th hard harsh
shapes. |

‘You understand what that means, Dawd? They are scared
of us. Ready to break us down in the attempt to find out more

1 aweke w:th Petra shaking my shoulder, and saw that the
sun was not far off setting. -
“Michael,” she explained.

1 cleared my mind for him,

“They've picked up your trail agam A small farm on the

edge of Wild Country. You galleped through it. Remember?
did. He went on: . |
‘IThere 's a party convergmg there now. They H start to
follow your tracks as soon as it’s light. Better get moving so0n.
I don’t know how it is in front of you, but there may be some

men euttmg across from the west to head you off. If there. a;e, '
my bet is that they’ll keep in smallish groups for the might.

They can't. risk a cordon of single sentries because there are
142

about us - once they can catch us. You mustn’t let them get
hold of Rosalind or Petra - far better to kill them youraelf
than let that happen to them. You understand?’

I looked at Rosalind lying asleep beside me, the red af the
sunset glistening on her hair, and I thought of the anguish we

had felt from Katherine. The posmbihty of her and Petra :
suffering that made me shudder.

‘Yes,' I told him, and the others. ‘Yes - I understand d

I felt their sy mpathy and encouragement for a whlle then
the:re was nothing. -

Petra was looking at me, more puzzled than alarmed. She
asked earnestly, in words:

‘Why did he say you must luil Resalmd and me?’
I pulled myself together.
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us,” I told her trying to make
ible and usual course in such
d1c1ally, then

‘That was only if they catch

i+ sound as if it were the senst
circumstances. She con51dered the pros.pect Ju

‘Why?’ she asked. = -
‘\\%lellyl ’ Istze'lead ‘you see we re dlﬁerent from them bf;causte
they can 't make theught-shapes and when peeple are difteren

¥
?

she broke 1n.

‘Pm not sure that 1 knew why,' I told her h But they are.

It's a feel-thing not a thin
~ are, the more like everyone €
be. And once they get afraid
hurt people who are different -
“Why?’ inquired Petra.
‘They Just do. And they

catch us."
1 don’t see why, Petra perslsted

Ise they think everyone ought to
they become cruel and wa:nt to

'd hurt us very much if t‘ney could - |

remember when you Spi

'd be much worse
' f::lleg of like bemg 80 IHtICh asleep that they can’t get at you

to hurt you at all.’
1 looked down at Rosalin >
breasts as she slept. There was a vagrant Wisp

cheek; 1 brushed it away gently and kxssed her wi

her.

ntly Petra began .
?S::Id 3';srhen you kill me and Rosalind -

I put my arm round her. ‘Hush, darling. It isn’t gong 10

because we aren’t
{mtpmke tLﬁeﬂr up, but we won '+ tell her about this. Shetnzgrltl
l(:e worried, s0 we‘ll Just keep it to ourselves for.a secre he

we?’
‘All right,’ Petra agreed

- She tugged gently at Rosalind’s hmr. e
| 144

tle rise and fall of her
d st the 87 f hair on her

thout wa]nng

k-thing. And the more stupid they e

foot? |
ilt the bmlmg water on your |
than that. Being dead’s a lot better — .

gomg o let them catch us. Now, 1

- We decided to eat again, and then push on when it was a
little darker so that there would be stars to steer by. Petra was
unwontedly silent over the meal. At first I thought she was

~ brooding upon our recent conversation, but I was wrong, it

appeared:; after a time she emerged from her contemplatlons
to say, conversationally: - ' --

‘Sealand must be a funny place Everybody there can make
think-pictures — well, nearly everybody - and nebody wants to
hurt anybedy for doing it.” L

‘Oh, you’ve been chattmg while we were asleep, have yeu?’
remarked Rosalmd ‘I must say that makes it a lot: more com-
fortable for us.” - - SN

- Petra 1gnored that. She went on: -

'They aren't all of them very good at it, though most of
them are more like you and David,” she told us kindly. ‘But
she’s much better at it than most of them, and she’s got two
babies and she thinks they will be good at it, only they re too
little yet. But she doesn’t think they’ll be as good at it as me.
She says I can make stronger thmk-plctures than anybedy at-
all,’ she concluded complacently

‘That doesn’t surpnse me one bit,’ Rwalmd tald her ‘ What
you want to learn next is to make good thmk-p1ctures mstead
of just noisy ones,’ she added deflatingly. | S

Petra remained unabashed. ‘She says I’ll get better stj.ll 1{"
I work at it, and then when I grow up I must have babtes who
can make strong think-pictures, too.”
~*Oh you must, must you?’ said Rosalind. ‘Why? My 1mpres-
sion of thmk-p:ctures up to now is that chleﬂy they brlng

~trouble.’

‘Not in Sealand.’ Petra shook her head ‘She says that every-
body there wants to make them, and people who can't do it
much work hard to get better at it.”

We pondered that. I recalled Uncle Axel’s tales about places
beyond the Black Coasts where the Deviations thought that
they were the true image, and anything else was a mutant,

 ‘She says,” Petra amplified, ‘that people who can only talk
with words have something missing. She says we ought to be
sorry for them because, however old they grow, they’ll never
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¢ can’t say I feel very Sorry for them at present,’] refrxaxked.
ht to because they have to live very

dull, stupid lives compared with think-picture people,’ Petta

i newhat sententiously. :
sm{d‘;:«(l)et:l?:r prattle on. It xzas difficult to make sense of 2 lot
of the things she said, and possibly she had not got them right,
‘anyway, but the one thing that did stand out clearly was -tha_t.
these Sealanders, whoever and wherever they were, thought
no small beans of themselves. It began to Scciit more that_-l.
likely that Rosalind had been right when she had tal;gn

‘primitive’ to refer to ordinary Labrador’l people. -

" In dlear starlight we set out again, still winding our way
between clumps and ‘hickets in a south-westerly dtrgctmn_.
Qut of respect for Michael’'s warning we v:—lere }ravellmg‘ as
eaete as we. could, with our eyes andears eirt. or any sign
Qe o les there was nothing 10 be heard

f interception. For some mi g
" d cushioned clumping of the great-horses ‘hoofs,

eaking from the girths and panniers, and, Qccas_ian'ally .

oS il apimal scuttling out of our way. - - -
Bﬂmc ::'B:ulu'ee' hours or mofewe began to perceive uncertainly
o line of deeper darkness ahead, and presently the edge of more
forest solidified to loom up like 2 black wall, -

It was not possible in the shadow to tell how dense it was.
The best course seemed o be to hold straight on until wci)-fame
to it, and then, if it turned out to be not easily ..penet;'al .e,_ to
work along the edge until we could ﬁnd a suitable place to

shot whistled past us.

‘Both horses were sid
out of my pannier. .
lead rope parted with a snap.
‘towards the forest, th

— e Ay T —_—

!mt -w?dge pnesﬂf 'i'_n the pannier and hang on as we tore along
in g rain olt; clods and stones flung up by hoofs of the lead horse
Somewhere behind ‘us a gun fired again, and v eded up
illmore, .o e g andwe speececup
‘For a while or more we hurtled on in-a ond t}
roraw ol in-a ponderous, earth-
sha_.kmg gallop. Then there was a flash ahead and half-left. At
the @Und;of the shot_ our horse sprang sideways in mid-stride,
§we:ved right, and raced for the forest. We crouched still lower
m-;h_e baskets as we crashed among the trees. SR '
By luck alone we made the entry at a point where the 'biggef
trunks were well separated, but, for all that, it was a nightmare
ride,*_'thh brafnchesas-lapping and dragging at the panniers. The :
grcat-l')o;se simply ploughed ahead, avoiding ‘the larger trees,
il}:l*};stul;g thli?ugh tld'ne rest, smashing its way by sheer weight
ile branches and saphings cracked $na ot ¢}
onslaught. = p = | : _ ; a;n-d s_-l_la.p.p o« 'at._-'fth.e |
- Inevitably the horse slowed down, but its panié--determinm

- tion to get away from the guns abated very Jittle. I had to brace

ntith a’::ms and IEg:s“and-?whole body to avoid being battered to
pieces in the pannier, scarcely daring to raise my'_'head even for

- a quick look, lest a branch should knock itoff. ~

. 1 could not tell whether there was any pursuit, but it seemed
improbable. Not only was it darker under the trees, but a horse

- of ordinary size would most likely have disembowelled itself in

any attempt to follow over the snapped-off stems standing up-
like stakes behind us.. o PP i 9 | .s ems standing up
~The horse began to grow calmer; the pace and violence

| ;336(1, and it started to pick its way instead of crashing through.
‘Presently the trees on our left grew thinner. Rosalind, leaning

out of her pannier, caught up the reins again and urged the
creature that way. We came out obliquely upon a narrow open'
space wher_'e we could see the stars overhead again. Whether it
was an artificial track, or a natural opening was impossible to

tell in tl}e poor light. We paused a2 moment, wondering whether
to risk it, then decided that the easier going would offset the
dls_advan_tages of easier pursuit, and turned southward along it.
A 'crackl'ifxg of branches to one side brought-both of us facing
round; with 'bfaws! ready, but it was only the other g-r'eat-'-h.orse.-
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It came trotting out of the shadows with a whinny of pleasure,
and fell into place behind us as though the rope still held it.

"The country was more broken now. The trail wound, taking
us round outcrops of rock, slanting down the sides of guliies
to cross small streams. Sometimes there were fairly open
stretches, at others the trees met overhead. Our pmgress was
inevitably slow.

We must. by naw, we reckoned be truly in the Frmges
Whether or not the pursuit would risk following any farther
we could not tell. When we tried to consult Michael there was
no. response, 0 we gueased he was asleep. It was perplexing to
know whether the time had not come when we ought to get rid
 of the tell-tale grcat-horses perhaps drive them on along the

track while we made off in a different direction on foot. The
decision was difficult to make without more. information. It

" would be foolish to get rid of the creatures unless we were sure

that the pursuit would risk coming right into Fringes country

after us; but, if it did, 1t would gain on us quickly by makinga

great. deal faster time in daylight than we were making now.
Marecver, we were tired, and the prospect of starting to travel
on foot was far from attractive. Once more we tried, and failed,
‘to make contact with Mlchaelm A mament later the chcnce was
taken away from us. | S
We were at one of the stretches where the trees met above
us, making a dark tunnel through which the horse chose its
way slowly and carefully Suddenly sumethmg dmpped full on
me, crushmg me down in the pannier. I had no warning, no

* change to use the bow. There was the weight jolting the breath
out of me, then a shower of sparks in my head and that was

the end of it.

them.

: B

I cAME back slawly, hngermg for what seemf,d a lon;g time
only half-aware. -

Rosalind was callmg me; the real Rosahnd the one vého”' .

dwelt inside, and showed herself too seldom The other, the

- practical, capable one, was her own convincing creation, not

herself. I had seen her begin to build it when she was a sensi-
tive, fearful, yet determined child. She became aware- by in-
stinct, perhaps sooner than the rest of us, that she was in a
hostile world, and deliberately equipped herself to face it. The
armour had grown slowly, plate by plate. I had seen her find
her weapons and become skilled with them, watched her con-
struct a character so thoroughly and wear it 80 canstantly that
for spells she almost deceived herself.

I loved the girl one could see. I loved her tall shm shape,,
the poise of her neck, her small, pomted breasts, her long, slim
legs: and the way she moved, and the sureness of her hands,
and her lips when she smiled. I loved the bronze-gold hair that
felt like heavy silk in one’s hand, her satin-skinned shoulders,
her velvet cheeks: and the warmth of her body, and the scen;:
of her breath. . - '

All these were easy to love ~ t0o easy anycme must love

'They needed her defences: the crust of mdependence and
indifference: the air of practical, decisive reliability; the un-

- roused interest, the aloof manner. The qualities were not in-

tended to endear, and at times they could hurt; but one who

~ had seen the how and why of them could admire them if only
as a trlumph of art over nature, -

 But now it was the undﬁr-Rosalmd callmg gently, forlamly,

all armour thrown aside, the heart naked.

And agam there are no words.
Words exist that can, used by a poet, achieve a dim mono-

chrome of the body's love, but beyond that they fail clumsily.

My love flowed out to her, hers back to me. Mine stroked
| 4o



and soothed. Hers caressed. The dlstance and the difference
_ between us dwindled and vanished. We could meet, mingle,
and blend. Neither one of us existed any more; for a ime there
~ was a single being that was both. There was escape from the
solitary cell: a brief symbiosis, sharing all the world. . |
No one else knew the hidden Rosalind. Even Mmhael and
the rest caught only glimpses of her. They did not know at
what cost the overt Rosalind had been wrought. None of them
knew my dear, ‘tender Rosalind longing for escape, gentleness,
and love; gr0wn afraid now of what she had built for her own
protection; yet more afraid still, of facing life withoutit.

Duration is nothmg Perhaps it was only for an instant we.

were together again. The importance of a pomt 18 in its emst-
ence: it has no dimensions. - -

things: a dim grey sky; considerable' discomfort; and, pre-
sently, Michael, anxiously inquiring what had happened to
me. With an effort I raked my wits together.

+1 don’t know — ‘something hit me,’ I told him, ‘but I think
T'm alt right now — except that my head aches, and I'm damned
uncomfortable.” -

1t was only as I replied that I percewed why I was so uncom- |
fortable ~ that I was still in the panmer but sort of fold'ed injce _

it, and the pannier itself was still in motion.

Michael did not find that very mformatwe He applled- to

Rosalind.

- “They jumped down on us from overhanging branches. Four'

or five of them One landed rlght on top of Dawd she ex-
plained. f
" “They?’ asked Mlchael

‘Fringes people,’ she told him.

I was relieved. It had occurred to me that we might have

been outflanked by the others. I was on the pomt ef askmg _-

what was happening now when Michael mquu'ed i
‘Was it you they fired at last night?’ -~ .
1 admitted that we had been fired at, but there mlght have
been other firing for all 1 knew.

‘No. Only one lot,’ he told us with dtsappomtment ‘1 h0ped
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they’d made a mistake and w
erc on a false trail. W
fﬁileg ntogether They think it’s too risky to eomeef::t:frt::}in
s mov:;gesf,f in small groups. We're supposed to be assembleeol
undoed 31 eyn: ef]:t;r l¥zra or ;o from now. Round about a
n. They’ve decided that if
hu. at if we do meet
la:::g:: pae;;yliea ;n;lr &g:;de ;hc:tm a gooe:il hiding 1t'll save ffoual?lz
’ er get rid of
- yo:k 1l I;iever cover your trail wh%le you ia:rtntslfei:eat-homes i
it late for that advice,’ Rosalind told him. ‘I’'m ui a

pannier on the first horse with
David’s in a pannier on the seee?lﬂ fhumbs tled tegether and

‘Where’s Petra?’ asked Michael anxwusiy

* “Oh, she’s all r1ght She’s in 3
the other pa
fraternizing with the man in cha:g: her pannier of this horse,

;wh‘elit }im PPEI:‘ ed, exactly?’ Michael demanded -
e rst they dropped on us, and then a lot more eame |
outo mfi ??f:d 311151 utzadted up the horses, They made us get
1 avid down. Then when they’d
tal
argued for a bit, they decided to get rid of us. go thel;eliazlzg

u
s into. the panniers again, like this, and put a man on ‘each

horse and sent us on - the same way we’d been gomg

‘Farther into the Frmges that 13? ’
“Yes.’

‘Well, at least that's the best di | ; N
‘What's the attitude? Threateni ;;;:Elon Mzchael commented

‘Oh, no. They're . ‘
just being careful we don’t ru
n
seemed to have some idea who we were, but weren’t ;tfllt:teT::'z

what to do with us. The
They argued a bit over tha
were much more interested in the great-horses rea*l:lybiittl::'jty

Th

- ;eﬁn 0nhth13 horse seems to be quite harmless. He’s talking
with an odd sort of eameetneee I’m not 5

i inte stmoer 04 sure he isn’t

. Can you find out what they re mtendmg to do with you? ’

‘T did ask, but I don’t |
to take us somewher :ﬂ think he knows. He s just been tald

‘Well <’ Michael seemed at .
a loss far once. ‘W 1,
pose all we can do is wait and see - but it’ll do no heamf tzuli;:

_ him know we’ll be coming after you.’
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~ Heleftit at that for the moment.

'managed to get on to my feet and stand up in the swaying

basket. The man in the other pannier looked rouod. at me

bl - _ _
qu‘lt\:’lﬁom:a thyere 1’ he s:-ud to the. great—home, md remed mt
He unslung a leather bottle from his shoulder;, and swung i

across to me on the strap. 1 uncorked it, drank gratefully, and "

swung it back to him. We went on..
1 v%as able to see our surroundmga NOw. It was. broken

country, no longer thick forest, though _we]l-wded. and even

. e faimhar trunks
tify a single tree with certainty. There were
_ sgportmg the wrong shape of tree: familiar types of branches

the wrong
out of the wrong kind of bark, and bearing
i:szq:fg leaves. For a while our view -.;to;t-._he_ left was cut off by |

stand upright, so that they looped over and grew along the.

ground. Here and there were patches o; miniature trees, shrunk

d onarled, and looking centuries old. _
anI glt;nced surreptitiously again at the man in. the other pant
K nier. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong with him oxcepd
~ that he looked very dirty, as were hl:ls ragged clothos an

- led hat. He caught my eye on him.

cﬂ‘tr;;l:ver been in the Fringes before, Poy? he asked
 ‘No, I told him. ‘Is it all like this?”

He gnnned and shook his head.

“None of it’s like any other part. That's why tho anges 13 '

the Fringes; pretty near nothing grows true to 3tock ho:oe, yet
‘Yet — ' I repeated.
£ Szre vl seI:tele down, though In tlmo W:ld Country was

Fringes once, but it’s steadier now; likely the parts you come

from were Wild Country once, but they’ve settied down more.

o X

God’s little game of pat:ence I reckon it is, but He certalnly
takes His time over it.”

- fGod?’ I said doubtfully ' They ve always taught us that it’s -
the Devil that rules in the Fringes,’

" He shook his head.

‘That’s what they tell you over there. ’Tisn’t 80, boy It 8
your parts where the old Devil’s hangmg on and looking aftcr
his own. Arrogant, they are. The true image, and all that. ...
W:.Lnt to be like the Old Pwple Tribulation haan t taught ’em
a thing. .

“The OId Poople thought they were the topa too. Had 1deals,
they did; knew Just how the world ought to be run. All they

had to do was get it fixed up comfortable, and keep it that way;

then everybody’d be fine, on account of their 1deas bemg a lot
more civilized than God’ " -

- He shook his head.

- ‘Didn’t work out, boy Couldn t work out. They weren't
God’s last word like they thought: God doesn'’t have any last
word. If He did He'd be dead. But He isn’t dead; and He

changes and grows, like everything else that’s alive. wwhon =
they were doing their best to get everything fixed and tidy on
some kind of eternal lines they'd thought up for themselves,

‘He sent along Trlbulatlon to bust it up and remmd em that
life is change. - -

- ‘He saw it wasn’t going to come out the way thmgs lay,

He shuﬂ"led the pack to see if it woulxln t gwo a better break'
next time.’

He paused to consxder that moment, and went on:

‘Maybe He didn’t shuffle quite enough. The same sequences
seem to have got kind of stuck together some places. Parts
where you come from, for instance. There they are, still
on the same lines, still reckoning they’re the last word still

~trying their damnedest to stay as they are and fix up just
the same state of affairs that brought Tribulation last time

One day He’s going to get pretty tired of the way they can’ t

xlearn a lesson, and start shomng them another tnck or
“two.”

‘Oh I sald vaguely but safely;. It was odd I felt how many
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people seemed to hafe positive, if conflicting, information upon

God’s views. =~ = e

'The man did not seem altogether satisfied that he had got
his point home. He waved his hand at the deviational landscape
about us, and I suddenly noticed his own irregularity: the right

“hand lacked the first three fingers.

‘Some day,” he proclaimed, ‘something is going to steady

down out of all this, It'll be new, and new kinds of plants mean
new creatures. Tribulation was a shake-up to give us a new
start.’ - ' '

~ “But where they can make the stock breed true, they des;roy' o

- Deviations,” I pointed out. -

“They try to; they think they do,’ he agreed. ‘They're pig-

headedly determined to keep the Old People’s standards —but

do they? Can they? How do they know that their crops and

their fruit and their. vegetables are just the samer Aren’t there
disputes? And doesn’t it nearly always turn out. that the breed

with the higher yield is accepted in the end? Aren’t cattle cross-

bred to get hardiness, or milk-yield, or meat? Sure, they can
wipe out the obvious deviations, but are you sure that the QId
people would recognize any of the present breeds at all? I'm
not, by any means. You can't stop it, you see. You can be
obstructive and destructive, and you can slow it all up and dis-
tort it for your own ends, but somehow it keeps on happening.
Just look at these horses.’ - S
‘“They’re government approved,’ I told him.
¢Sure. That’s just what I mean,’ hesad. ~~ 7
‘But if it keeps on anyway, I don’t see why there had to be
Tribulation,’ I objected. s
‘For other forms it keeps on keeping on,’ he said, ‘but not

for man, not for kinds like the Old People and your people, if

they can help it. They stamp on any change: they close the way

and keep the type fixed because they’ve got the arrogance to
think themselves perfect. As they reckon it, they, _3!51_51 on_._ly_ they,
are in the true image; very well, then it follows that if the image

~ reckon themselves entitléd to decree, “thus far,andno farthar’t
That is their greatsin: they try to strangle the life out of Life.’
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- Fringes territory.

- Nothing about Michael, or Sealand people.’

is true, they themselves must be God: and, being God, they

" 'There was an air about the last few sentences, rather out of
keeping with the rest, which caused me to suspect I had en-
countered some kind of creed once more. I decided to shift the
conversation on to a more practical plane by inquiring why
we had been taken prisoner, =~

He did not seem very sure about that, except to assure me
that it was always done when any stranger was found entering

T thought that over, and then got into touch with Michael
again. N o o
‘What do you suggest we tell them?’ I asked. ‘I imagine

“there’ll be an examination. When they find we’re physically

normal we shall have to give some reason for being on the run.’
~ ‘Best to tell them the truth, only minimize it. Play it right
down the way Katherine and Sally did. Just let- them know
enough to account for it,” he suggested. @~ =

“Very well,’ I agreed. ‘Do you understand that, Petra? You
tell them you can just make think-pictures to Rosalind and me.

“The Sealand people are coming to help. They're not so far
away as they were, now,’ she told us confidently,. @~
Michael received that with scepticism. ‘All very nice — if they
can. But don’t mention them. - -~
“All right,” Petra agreed. T
We discussed whether we would tell our two guards about
the intended pursuit, and decided it would do no harm. -
 The man in the other pannier showed no surprise at the

news.

‘Good. That’ll suit us,” he said. But he explained no further,

and we plodded steadily on. |

Petra began to converse with her distant friend again, and
there was no doubt that the distance was less. Petra did not
have to use such disturbing force to reach her, and for the first -
time I was able by straining hard to catch bits of the other side

~ of the exchange. Rosalind caught it, too. She put out a question

as strongly as she could. The unknown strengthened her pro-
jection and came to us clearly, pleased to have made contact,
and anxious to know more than Petra could tell. -~ - o
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- alind explained what she could of our .present-'si-t_uatxon,
ang fiat wdt; dig not seem to be in immediate danger. The ot_hgr
-adfﬁdc.autiuus;Agree to whatever the.y say, and play fqr time.
Be emphatic about the danger you are in from your own people.
It is difficult to advise you without knowing the t.nbe..-. Som’¢
~ deviational tribes detest the appearance of .na_rmg_l.lfy.“l.t' can't
do any harm to exaggerate how different you are IHSfde- fr?r;'l
your own people. The really important matter 18 the little g;: .
- Keep her safe at all costs. We have never before known ;Pc ¥
' power of projection in one 80 young. What is her na:njef; o
" Rosalind spelt it out in Jetter-forms. Thﬁ:{l she .a_sked
 ¢But who are you? What is this -Sealan-d?- I 1-
~ ¢We are the New People - your kind of _-__pgople-.- The people
‘who can. think-together., We're the people who are gt::ung;1 to
‘build a new kind of world ~ different -fm'm the Old Peop e’s .
rid from the savages’.’ - . o
?ﬁl:}fiﬂearl?iind of people tgtf:t God -in.t;{xdcd, - _.perhaps?; " 1 in-
qu'irréd,- with a feeling of being on familiar ground .aggi_r;; o
" ¢1 don’t know about that. Who'-doe_s? But we -.d_o RDGW-t}xat
we can make a better world than the Old People did. They ts-erlel_
‘only ingenious half-humans, little _better ‘than- sa\fagesé a
living shut off from one another, with only clumsy W?fl‘;' s to
" link them. Often they were shut off still more by d:iﬁli'e;l]z
~ languages, and different beliefs. Some: of | tl}em_ _coul thin
individually, but they had to remain _mdwxdugla. .. Emot;i:ms
-they' could sometimes share, but they could not thml; clcc)l ec;
~ tively. When their conditions were primitive th_—ey COllel_ 1-%6
- along all right, as the animals can; but the more compiex th ?E;
ade their world, the less capable they were of dealmg with it.
They had no means of consensus. They learnt to co-‘op;:rate
constructively in small units; but only dcstmctlve_ly . ;n arig;e _
units. They aspired greedily, and then refusqd.__.tq._-laqe ft*t:. .
respénsibilities they had created. They _qreatgd Y_aztl: ._[t.‘:r% 1
| lema,_'ind then buried their heads in the sands of 1dle faith.

There was, you see, o real communication, no understanding

between them. They could, at their best, be neal'-subh me
“animals, but not more. = | L
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. was still wrestling with it Rosalind asked:

|
|

|

“They could never have succeeded. If they had not brought
down Tribulation. which all but destroyed them:; then they
would have bred with the carelessness of animals until
they had reduced themselves to poverty and misery, and
ultimately to starvation and barbarism. One way or another
they were foredoomed because they were an inadequate

It occurred to me again that these Sealanders had no little
opinion of themselves. T'o one brought up as I had been this

‘irreverence for the Old People was difficult to take. While I
- ‘But you? Where do you come from¢?*> = :
‘Our ancestors had the good fortune to live on an island -

~or, rather, two islands ~ somewhat secluded. They did not

escape Tribulation and its effects even there, though it was
less violent there than in most places, but they were cut off
from the rest of the world, and sank back almost to barbarism.
Then, somehow, the strain of people who could think-together
began. In time, those who were able to do it best found others
who could do it a little, and taught them to develop it. It was
natural for the people who could share thoughts to tend to

-marry one another, so that the strain was strengthened.

‘Later on, they started to discover thought-shape makers in
other places, too. That was when they began to understand
how fortunate they had been; they found that even in places

where physical deviations don’t count for much people who

have think-together are usually persecuted. =~ =
- ‘For a long time nothing could be done to help the same.
kind of people in other places — though some tried to sail to

. Zealand in canoes, and sometimes they got there — but later,

when we had machines again, we were able to fetch some of
them to safety. Now we try to do that whenever we make con-
tact — but we have never before made contact at anything like

this distance. It is still a strain for me to reach you. It will get

easter, but I shall have to stop now. Look after the little girl.

‘She 18 unique and tremendously important. Protect her at all

costs.”

" The thOught-ﬁa&cfhs faded : aﬁéy,- _- .leaﬁﬁg nothmg for a
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in. Whatever she may have failed
oment. Then Petra came.in. Whatever s AT
E:O:glake of the rest, she had caught the last part :a;ll_ right. e
‘That’s me,’ she proclaimed, with satisfaction 'Wd totally
umneceasarY"igz:"- e d S
‘We rocked, and recovered. B o
: ?gf::;i: odious smug child. We haven't _ﬂ}et_ _Hau'y }:;k
yet » 'Rdsﬁliﬁd told her, with subduing effect. l\*I.l_chaely 1€
Qded ‘didall that reachyou, too?”
ad:i;des » Michael responded with a touch of reserve. Con-
'deécenéiﬂg "1 thought. Sounded as if she were lecturing to
tildren. Still coming from a devil of a long way away, too.

] don't see how thiey can come fast enough to be any help at

all. We shall be starting after youina few minutes now.’

The great-horses clumped steadily on.. [he landscape con-

tinued to be disturbing and alarming to Onefbm:;lgi:l: | u}:e?;
respect for the proprety of o S LY tod of n the
as fantastic as the growths that Lncie SI% '.comfortabl'y_
" south; on the other hand, practically nothing ;vas PR
et o even orthodox. There was so-much con usio tha
fmﬁ’c}?:emntﬂ 'maftef any. m.o_re.. hcther a pal‘t:l:it;lfa:(}t;e;:
was an aberrate or just a miscegenate, but it EN@ abl;t K o
away from trees and out into-open 'cauntr%r ofda. tiﬁﬁblé ueY
even there the bushes weren’t homogeneal Or 1 en hable, anc

the grass was pretty queer, to0.

 We stopped only once for food and drink, and for no more

than half an hour before we were on euavay?gfzag;:ﬁdzoﬁz

later, after several more stretches of woodlands, we
(:;a:ﬁeda: medium-sized river. On our -s_lde the levelhgro;?;
descended in a sharp, steep bank to the water; on the oth .
' i ne of low, reddish cliffs. P .
Sto\%ieatg?reied downstream, keeping to the top of the lbagk;ii
" 'uarter.bf a mile along, at a place _marked‘ by_ a -g;ossf tjlrl :11. ;ts
?icmal tree shaped like 2 huge wooden pear, and Wit

branches growing in one big tuft at the top, 2 runnel cut well -

| or the horses to get Qowa.
X into the bank and made a way*for_t orses to get COWH
t:;:]i';?d‘;d the river obliquely, making for a gap }nlthg.lofpgt::;
cliffs When we. reached it, 1t turned out to be little morg the

a cleft, so narrow in some places that the panniers scraped both
lef . s .

A — e

walls, and we could scarcely squeeze through. There was quite
a hundred yards of it before the way widened and began to
slope up to normal ground level. S
- Where the sides diminished to mere banks seven or eight
men stood with bows in their hands. They gaped incredulously
at the great-horses, and looked half-inclined to run. Abreast of
them, westopped. o
The man in the other pannier jerked his head at me.
‘Down you get, boy,’ he told me. o ST
Petra and Rosalind were already climbing down from the
leading great-horse. As I reached the ground the driver gave
a thump and both great-horses moved ponderously on. Petra
clasped my hand nervously, but for the moment all the ragged,

unkempt bowmen were still more interested in the horses than

There was nothihg -immediafely alarming about the gmilp;
One of the hands which held a bow had six fingers; one man

_ displayed a head like a polished brown egg, without a hair on

it, or on his face; another had immensely large feet and hands:

 but wha

hatever was wrong with the rest was hidden under their
rags, : | | | | T

Rosalind and I shared a feeling of relief at not being con-
fronted with the kinds of grotesquerie we had half expected.
Petra, too, was encouraged by finding that none of them ful-
filled the traditional description of Hairy Jack. Presently, when
they had watched the horses out of sight up a track that dis-
appeared among trees, they turned their attention to us. A
couple of them told us to come along, the rest remained where
they were. ' g S

A well-used path led dow

nwards thrdugh woods for a few

“hundred yards, and then gave on to a clearing. To the right
ran a wall of the reddish cliffs again, not more than forty feet
high. ‘They appeared to be the reverse side of the ridge which
retained the river, and the whole face was pocked by numerous-
holes, with ladders, rou
higher openings.

ghly made of branches, leading to the ’.

The level ground in front was littered with crude huts and

terits.'One or two Small cooking fires smoked among them. A
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| few tattered men and a rather larger number of slatternly-
 looking women mov ed around with no great activity.
" We wound our way among hovels and refuse-hoaps until
we reached the largest of the tents. It appeared to be an old
rick-cover — the loot, presumably, of some raid — fastened over
o framework of lashed poles. A figure seated on a stool just
inside the entrance looked up as we approached. The sight of
his face jolted me with- panic for a moment — it was so like
my father s. Then I recognized him - the same ‘spider-man’

1 had seen as a captive at Waknuk, seven or eight years before. -

The two men who had brought us pushed us forward, in
front of him. He looked the three of us over. His eyes travelled
up and down Rosalind’s shm straight figure in a way 1 did not
care for — nor she, either. Then he studied me more carefully,
* and nodded to himself, as if satisfied over somethmg
‘Remember me?’ he asked.

‘Yes,” I told him. . -~ =~

He shifted his gaze from my face. He let it stray over the

conglomeratmn of hutches and shacks, and then back agam to

me. -
“Not much llke Waknuk he sald

¢“Not much,’ I agreed. -
He paused quite lengthily, in contemplatlon Then:

‘Know who I am?’ he mqmred
" ¢ think so. I think I found out,” 1 told hlrn

 He raised an eyebrow, questmnmgly

- “My father had an elder brother,’ 1 sald “He was thought
to be normal until he was about three or four }ears old. Then

~ his certificate was revoked, and he was sent away.
He nodded slowly.

‘But not gquite right,’ he said. HIS mother lov ed him. His
nurse was fond of him, too. So W hen they came to take him
away he was already missing — but they’d hush that up,
of course. They’'d hush the whole thing up: pretend it
never happened ‘He paused again, reﬂectwely Presently he

added:

‘The eldest son. T he hmr W aknuk should be mine. It would
bc - except for this” He stretched out his long arm, and re-
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garded it f o
rgm agm:a or a moment Then he dropped it and looked at

" ‘Do you know what the le h ’
‘ﬁo, o o W * ngt of a man s arm should bei‘
~ ‘Nor do 1. But somebody in R1

go does, some expert on the
true image. So, no Waknuk - and I must live hkP: a sa‘vagc
among savages. Are you the eldest son?’

The on] #
e .e only son,” I told him. ‘There was a younger one,

“No ceruﬁcate, eh?’

- Inodded.

~‘bo you, too, have loot Waknuk!’ - L A
That aspect of things had never troubled me. I do not’ thmk

I had ever had any real expectatxon of inheri "
'There had always been the sense of insecurity - tmt}gm‘::;encut:-
tion, almost the certainty; that one day I should'be discovered.
I had lived too long with that expectation to feel the resentment '
that embittered him. Now that it was resolved, I was glad to

- be safely away, and I told him so. It d!d not plme him. He

loc:ked at me thoughtfully. .
You’ve not the guts to ﬁght for what 8 yours by nght? he

_ suggested

‘If it’s yours by nght it can’t be mine by right,’ I pmnted

out. ‘But my meaning was that I’
Tving in bl g at I've had more than enough of

:We all l’wo In hzding here,’ he sald N - -
Maybe,’ I told him. ‘But you can be your own selves. You -

don’t have to live a pretence. You don’t have to watch your-

selves every moment, and thmk twice whenever you open your

mouths.”
‘He nodded slowly

‘We heard about you. We have our ways,’ he said. ‘tht I

don’t understand is why they are after you in such strength.’

‘We thmk I explained, ‘that we worry themqnore than the

they must be suspecting that there are a lot ‘more of us th
ot ‘more of us th t

they haven’t discovered, and th : a

make us tell.” ey want to get. hold of us to
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‘An even more than usually good reason fqr -not* §clng

caught, ne - t Michael had come in and that Rosalind

I was aware tha _ and Rosalind
was answering him, but I could not attend -tq_twqcanversa.

tions at once, so I left that to her.
uo?sséa they are coming right into the Frin
many of them?’ he asked.
 “I'm not sure,’. I said, considering . 
ntage. . L
th? Pl?::tmafl?at Ig’ve_ heard, you "ahquld have -waysﬂ qf ..ﬁndmg

out,” he said. -

gelsl after you? HO"_‘_'

hdw ta plaj( our hand to

by e ) y her
h he did know about us, al}d whet )
c;. too — but that secemed unlikely. With

1 '; . '.b'cy; It's you the‘{;}:e
frer. and vou've brought trouble thls}vay with you. Wy
:{::;idanwe z:tﬁd what happens to you? Quite easy to put .on;e- of

vou where they’'d indyou.” =
y(-;.‘-I’:'ewi,r:::t:augl'j:F the implication of that, and panlf:ked. |
~ ¢More than a hundred men,’ she said. . .
He turned a thoughtful eye on her for a moment. - there
‘So there is one of you with them — 1 rather thought t
g nd nodded again. ‘A hundred men

J—

’ bserved, a - |
mlgh"-be’ he observe . . rou thre Toﬂ-many.q-l |
. many to send after just you tnree. g
cee grﬁa;{etugled back to me. ‘ There will have been rumours

see . . - _ . "he:
lately about trouble working up 1n j:h

¢Yes,' I admitted. -

| E-ISeca gi?gmes in handy. For the first me they fiimde tgat
the will take the initiative, and invade us - gnd pic : lyouHOI;
'tooy of course. They’ll be following your trail, naturally. _

far have they got.? ’-
1 consulted Michael, 2

e Fringes?’

nd leﬁrnt that the main body had st:it:l1

they would join the party that hac

fred on us and bolted the g—r;at-hm:s‘es. 'f:ti ;li:;ﬁ;lglu;tz) t:;fen t:::
- v of conyeying the position 1NTCEEY  the |

;?1 fii:::lta i:; agte-., He appreciated that, and did not seem _gr_éa_le_

pe_rturbed.
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- .‘Is your father with them?’ he asked. =~ -~
‘That was a question which I had been careful not to put to

~ Michael before. I did not put it now. I simply paused for a

moment, and then told him ‘Ne.” Out of the corner of my eye
I noticed Petra about to speak and felt Rosalind pounce on her.
. ‘A pity,’ said the spidery man. ‘It’s quite a time now I've

~ been hoping that one day I'd meet your father on equal terms,

From what I’ve heard I should have thought he’d be there.
Maybe he’s not such a valiant champion of the true image as

 they say.’ He went on looking at me with a steady, penetrating

why I had not put the question to Michael, like a hand-clasp.

- Then, quite suddenly, the man dismissed me from his atten-
tion and turned to consider Rosalind. She looked back at him.

She stood with her straight, confident air, eyeing him levelly
and coldly for long seconds. Then, suddenly, to my astonish-
ment, she broke. Her eyes dropped. She flushed. He smiled
slightly. . .. ' SR

But he was wrong. It was not surrender to the stronger

.' character, the conqueror. It was loathing, a horror which broke
her defences from within. I had a glimpse of him from her
~ mind, hideously exaggerated. The fears she hid so well burst

up and she was terrified; not as a woman weakened by a man,
but as a child in terror of a monstrosity. Petra, too, caught the

- involuntary shape, and it shocked her into a scream.

I jumped full at the man, overturning the stool and sending
him sprawling. The two men behind us leapt after me, but
I got in at least one good blow befote they could drag me

The spider-man sat up, and rubbed his jaw. He grinned at
me, but not with any amusement. - -

‘Does you credit,” he conceded, ‘but not much more.” He
got up on his gangling legs. ‘Not seen much of the women

~ around here, have you, boy? Take a look at ’em as you go.

Maybe you’ll understand a bit more. Besides, this one can
have children. I've had a fancy for some children a long time
now — even if they do happen to take after their father a bit.’

| He grinned briefly again, and then frowned at me. ‘Better take
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it the way it is, boy. Be a sensxble fellow. I don’t give second

 chances.’ |
He looked from me to the men who were holdmg me.
~ *Chuck him out,” he told them. ‘And if he doesn t seem to

understand that that means stay out, shoot him."

The two of them jerked me round and marc.hed me aﬁ At '

the edge of the clearmg one of them hclped me altmg a path
with hijs boot. : ;. o |
~ ‘Keep on going;’ hesmd SR

I got up and turned round, but one ef them had an arrow
trained on me. He gave a shake of his head to urge me on. So
I did what I was told, kept on going.~ for a few yards um:ll the
trees hid me; then I doubled back under cover. - -

- Just what thﬁy were expecting. But they dldn’t shoot me;
they just beat me up and slung me back among the under-
growth, I remember ﬂymg thmugh the mr, but I dﬁﬁ t re-
member landmg. . | | R

— ey —

I5

' 'FI WAS bemg dragged along There were hands under ‘my

shoulders. Small hranches were whlppmg back and slappmg

me in the face. .

‘Sh -}’ whtspered a voice behmd me,
‘Give me a minute. I'll be all right,” I whlapered baek

- 'The dragging stopped. I lay pulling myself together for a
moment and then rolled over. A woman, a ywng weman, was

- sitting back on her heels, lmkmg at me,

- The sun was-low now, and it ‘was dam un&er the twes 1

could not see her well. There was dark hair hanging down on

each side of a sunburnt face, and the glint of dark eyes md
ing me earnestly. The bodwe of her dress was ragged, a non-

descript tawny colour, with stains on it. There were no sleeves,

but what struck me most was that it bore no cross. I had never
before been face to face with 2 woman who wore no protective

cross stitched to her dress. It looked queer, almost méecent.
‘We faced one another for some seconds, |

‘You don’t know me, David,’ she said sadly -

Until then I had not. It was the way she said ‘Davnd’
suddenly told me. | -

‘Sophie!’ I said, Oh Sophxe .

She smiled. ' ' '

‘Dear David,’ she said. ‘Have they hurt you badly, Dawd?’

I tried moving my arms and legs. They were stiff and they
ached in several places, so did my body and my head. I felt
some blood caked on my left cheek, but there seemed to be
nothing broken. I started to get up, but she stretched out a

‘hand and put it on my arm.

‘No, not yet. Wait a little, till 1t’s dark She went on loakmg
at me. ‘I saw them bring you in. You and the httle gu'l and

‘the other girl - who is she, David?’

‘That brought me fully round, with a jolt.- Frant:cally I mught
for Rosalind and Petra; and could not reach them. Michael
felt my panic and came in steadyingly. Relieved, too.
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| iff about
“Thank dness for that. We've been worried sti
you Take Eco:asy They're all nght both of them tlred out and

exhausted: they're asleep.”
‘Is Rosahnd-?’ -
‘Shee all nght Itell rﬁu

| }*0111 teld hun. The whole exchange only took a few eecands

but long enough for z}phﬁi to be :eegardmg me cunouely |
David?’ she repea _
- Ivzrslznacﬁethat Rosalind was my cousin. She watched me
as 1 spoke, and then noddedslowly. -~
¢ He wants her, doesn’t he?’ she asked.
¢That's what he said,” I admitted, grimly. -
- *She could give him ‘babies?’ she persisted.
Whatareyﬁutr)mgto do to me?’ I asked hcr
- *Sa you're in love with her?’ shewenton. gl
A -word again, . .. When the minds have leamttrzaamt;
whenmthoughtmwhoﬂymeeewn, and each has . n
~ much of the other ever tobe entirely himself alone; w eln one
has reached the beginning of seeing. with a single eye, oving
with a single heart, enjoying with a amgle joy; when the;;m
be moments of identity and nothing is scparate save HOCES
that long for one another. . . _‘When there is that, where is the
word? There is only the uiadae:clluacy of the Ward that exmte
‘ e one another,’ 18
- S‘fpehi?mdded She p 11c1:ked ;ﬁ a fe: twngs, and watched
break them. She sai _
th IEZiMy — where the fighting is. Sh« 's safe ]ust norv
“She’s. asleep,’ I told her. “They're both aeleep
Her eyes came back to mme, puzzled |

<“How do you know?’ - '
I tj: her {‘:wﬂy as stmply as I could She went on breakmg

twigs as she listened. Then she nodded.

‘1 remember. My mother said there was sometmng

somethmg about the way you sometimes .seemed ro understand

he e. ' Was that lt?‘ o
hef Ibetg;z Bsn ipfltnk your mother had a httle of 1t w:thaut

knowing she had it,’ I said.

What s been happemng to
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ached.

© “It must be a very wonderful thmg to have,’ s;he sald half
wistfully. ‘Like more eyes, inside you.” -
‘ Somethmg like,” I admitted. ‘It’s dlfﬁcult to explam. But

it isn’t all wonderful. It can hurt a lot sometimes.’

‘To be any kind of deviant is to be hurt - alwaye, 3he sald
She continued to sit back on her heels, lookmg at her hands in
her lap, seeing mthmg | - o

‘If she were to give him chxldren, he wouldn t want me any
more, she said at last. -

‘There. was: etxll enough l.lght to eetch a ghstenmg on her
cheeks.

- “Sophie. dear, I sard ‘Are yeu in love Wlth htm w1th thls .
spider-man?’

‘Oh, don’t call hxm that - please we can'’t any of us help
being what we are. His _namee Gordon. ‘He's kind to me,
David. He’s fond of me. You’ve got to have as little as I have
to know how much that means. You've never known loneli-
ness. You can’t understand the awful emptiness that’s waiting

' aﬂ round -us here. I’d have given him babies gladly, if I could.

. I - oh, why do they do that to us? Why dldn t. they k.tll :
me? It would have been kinder than this . o

She sat without a sound. The tears squeezed out frem Lmder

' _the closed lids and ran down her face I took her hand bemm |

my own,
I remembered watchlng The man wrth h13 arm lmked in

the woman’s, the small figure on top of the pack-horse waving
back to me as they disappeared into the trees. Myself deso-

late, a kiss still damp on my cheek, a lock tied with a yellow
ribbon in my hand. I looked at her now, and my heart

‘Sophie,’ I said, ° Sephle darllng It's not gomg to happen

Do you understand? It won’t happen. Resalmd will never let
it happen. I know that.”

She opened her eyes agam and loeked at me thmugh the
brimming tears.

‘You can’t know a thmg like that about another person
You’'re just trying to -

“‘I'm not, Sophie. I do know. You and I could only knw



very little about one another. But with Rosahnd it s d:fferent
it's part of what thinking-together means.” -

She regarded me doubtfully.

‘Is that really true? I don’t understand =

- “How should you? But it 15 true, I could feel what she was
feeling about the spi — about that man.’ : -

She went on looking at me, a trifle uneasily. -~

“You can’t see what I tlunk?’ she mqmred mth a touch of
anxiety.

- *No more than yau can tell what I think,’ I assured h;er ¢ It
“isn’t a kind of spying. It's more as if you could just talk all your
-thoughts if you ltked and not talk them 13 you wanted them
private.”

.. It was more difﬁeult trymg to explam it to her than it had
been to Uncle Axel, but I kept on struggling to simplify it into
words until I suddenly became aware that the light had gone,

~and I was talkmg to a figure T could scmrcely see. | bmke'

off.
- ‘Is it dark enough now?!’

walk all right? It isn’t far.”.
I got up, well aware of stiffness and brmses but not of any-

thing worse. She seemed able to see better in the gloom than
I could, and took my hand, to lead the way. We kept to the
trees, but I could see fires twinkling on my left, and realized
that we were skirting the encampment. We kept on round it
until we reached the low cliff that closed the north-west side,

and then along the base of that, in the shadow, for fifty yards
or s0. There she stopped, and laid my hand on one of the rough

ladders I had seen against the rock face.
‘Follow me,’ she whispered, and suddenly whisked upwards.

I climbed more cautiously until I reached the top of the
ladder where it rested against a rock ledge Her arm reached

out and helped me 1n. |
~ *‘Sit down,’ she told me. |
The lighter patch through which I had come dlaappeared

She moved about, looking for something. Presently there were
sparks as she used a ﬂmt and steel. She blew up the sparks
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“Yes. It'll be safe if we go carefully, she told me, ¢ Can you '

until she was able to light a pair ef candles; They were short,

- fat, burnt with smoky flames, and 3melt abormnably, but they
- enabled me to see the surroundings. '-

The place was a cave about fifteen feet dmp and nine w:de
cut out of the sandy rock. The entrance was covered by a skin
curtain hooked across it. In one corner of the inner end there
was a flaw in the roof from which water-dripped steadily at
about a drop a second. It fell into'a wooden bucket; the over-
flow of the bucket trickled down a- groove for the full lenigth of
the cave, and out of the entrance, In the other inner corner

‘was a mattress of small bm , with skins and -a’tattered
“blanket on it. There were a few bowls and utensils, A blackened

fire-hollow near the entrance, empty now, showed an ingenious
draught-hole drilled to the outer air. The handles of a few

knives and other tools. pmtruded from niches in the walls. A

'spear, a bow, a leather quiver with a dozen arrows in it, Tay

close to tha bruahwmd mattress. There was mthing much .

else.

I thaught of the kitchen nf the Wenders’ mttage The ciean,
brtght room that had seemed so friendly because it had no
texts on the walls, The candles ﬂ1ckered sent greasy smoke up
to the roof, and stank,

- Sophie dipped a bowl into the bucket rummaged a fatrly

clean bit of rag out of a niche, and brought it across:to me.
She washed the blocd off my face and out af my haxr and

, exammed the cause,

‘Just a cut. Not deep, she sald reassurmgly., -
I washed my hands in the bowl. She t1pped the water into

.the runnel, rinsed the bowl and put it away,

‘You’re hungry, David?’ she said. |
‘Very,” I told her. I had had nothing to eat al.l day except

.durmg our one brief stop.

‘Stay here. I won’t be Iong, she mstructed and shpped out
under the skin curtain, '

I sat'looking at the shadows that danced on: the mck walls

listening to the plop-plop-plop of the drips. And very likely,
I told myself, this is luxury, in the Fringes. ‘ You’ve'got to have
as little as T have ...’ Sopl'ue had said, though it had not been



B are yo What 8 been happemng?’ I asked him.

‘ ‘fotc:: leaguered for the night,’ he told me. ° Too dangerlous -
togoonmtlwdark He tnedtogwemeapmtureofthe %acz
as he had seen it just before sunse t, but it might have“ 3;

a dozen spots alohg our route. It s been slow going 2 Plg
- tiring, too. T hey know their woods, these angesthpeo y
We've been expecting 2 real amhush somewhore O\I;T e wi Bz,t
but it’s been sniping and harasamgallthe time. . ne ve 1 :

geriously.’ - - m?
< comi
“B;; y';‘h:‘;;lmg 18 tlrr:agt now we do have quite a force here

for once, it’s a chance to gwe the Fringes something &at will
 keep them quiet for some time to come. Besides, you three arc¢ -

le of
ted. There’s a'rumour that there. are a coup
Elao:leyt.t v'i;i:eﬂrha]:ts more, of us scattered about ‘Waknuk and sur-

back to ldenttfy
~ounding districts, and you have to be brought
igﬁ mlgie paused 2 moment there, then he went on in a

worried, unhappy mood.
‘In point of fact, Davi
there is only one.”
it famtl
‘Rachel managed to reach me, nght at her’ltm_it vcry y
She says something has happened to Mark -

ht him?’ S
| "II\T‘?yShee (t:lat:lfks not. He’d havo let hor know if it were that.

Hc 8 31mply stopped Not a thmg from

d I'.m afrald ~ very much afrmd -

- ‘An dccident 'perhaps? Romcmbcr Walter Brent - that boy

that.’
killed by a tree? He just stopped like
w}:(itwr?:ght be. %achel just doesn’t know. She's frightened;

her limit, and I
her all alone now. She was right at her |
tral:a:lzioa: A.nother two or three mlles, ond we ll be out of

him m over twenty- -

| t hear at least your side of thJs.’ I told

- ‘Prabably while you were knocked out,’ he suggested.

‘Well, when Petra wakes she’ll be able to keep in touch thh
Rachel,’ I reminded hxm. ‘She. dooan t seem to have any kmd
of limit,”

~‘Yes, of course. I’d forgotten that he agreed ! It wﬂl help
her a bit.” |

A few moments later a hand came under the curtam, push—
mg a wooden bowl into the cave-mouth. Sophie scrambled in
after it, and gave it to me. She trimmed up the disgusting
candles and then squatted down on the skin of some unidenti-
fiable animal while I helped myself with a wooden spoon. An
odd dish; it appeared to consist of several kinds of :shoots,
diced meat, and crumbled hard-bread, but the result was not
at all bad, and very welcome. I enjoyed it, almost to the last
when I was suddenly smitten in a way that sent a whole spoon-
ful cascadmg down my shirt. Petra was awake again. . -

I got in a response at once. Petra switched straight from
distress to elation. It was flattering, but almost as painful.
Evidently she woke Rosalind, for I caught her pattern among
the chaos of Michael asking what the hell? am:l Petra’s Sealand
friend anxiously protesting.

Presently Petra got a hold of herself and t.he turmoll qmct—
ened down. There was a sense of all other pames relaxmg
cautiously.

‘Is she safe now? What was all that thundcr and hghtmng
about?’ Michael inquired. .

Petra told us, keeping it down with an obwous eﬁ'ort |

‘We thought Dav'ld was dead. Wo thought thoy’d kllled
h-tm ’

Now I bem to catch Rosahnd’s thoughts ﬁrmmg into
comprehensible shapes out of a sort of swirl. I was humbled,
bowled over, happy, and distressed all at the same time. I could
not think much more clearly in response, for a]1 I tried. It was
Michael who put an end to that. --

‘“This is scarcely decent for third parttos, he. observed
‘When you two can dtsentangle yourselves there are other

thmgs to be discussed.’ He paused. ‘Now,’ he oontmued what

18 the posttlon?’
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We sorted it out. Rosalind and Petra were still in’ the tent

where I had last seen them. The spxder-mn had gone away,

leaving a large, pmk-eyed white-haired man in charge of them
I explained my situation,

B Very well,” said Michael. ‘You say this 3p1der-man seems

" to be in some sort of authority, and that he has come forward
towards the fighting. You’ve no idea whether he intends to join

in the fighting himself, or whether he is simply making tactical
dlspasatmns? You see, 1f it is the latter he may come back at

- any time.’

‘Pve no uleé,’ I told l:nm SR
‘Rosalind came in abmptly, as near to 1yS
her B -

ria as I had known
CP'm fnghtened of him. He sa d:lﬂ'efent kmd Not hke us,

Not the same sort at all. It would be outrageous - like an
antmal, T cmllcln’t, ever
- myself '

Ifhetrmtatakemelshallhll

Mlchael threw hﬂnself on that hke a pml af ice-water,

‘You won't do anyttung so damned silly. You'll le thc'
.splderﬂman, if necessary.’ With-an air of having seftled that
~ point conclusively he turned his attention elsewhem At }us

full range he directed a question to Petra’s fnend
‘You still think you can reach us?’ - :
The reply came still from a long dlstance but clearly and

~without effort now. It was a calmly ccmﬁdent ‘ Yes

‘When?’ Michael asked. . . .
There was a pause befﬂre the reply, as lf for consultatwn,

then:

‘In not more than sxxteen hours from now,’ she tald h:m
just as confidently. Michael’s scepticism diminished. For the

ﬂrst time he allowed hlmself to ar.ltmt the passlblhty of her |

- ‘Then it 18 a que.-mon of ensunng that you three are kept
-safe for that long, he told us, meditatively, .
 ‘Wait a2 minute, Just'hold on a bit,’ I told them.
- I'looked up at Sophie. The smoky candles gave enaugh llght

easlly
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them

to show that she was watchmg my face mtcntly, a httle un-

“You were “talking” to that girl?’ she said L
~ ‘And my sister. They’re awake now,” I told her ! They

are in the tent, and bemg guarded by an albmg It seems

odd.’ _
‘Odd?’ahemqmred. S SRR
“Well, one would have thought a weman in charge of

ThJa is the Frmges, ahe remmded me mth btttemeas

. ‘It - oh, I see,” I said awkwardly. ‘Well, the point is this:
do you thmk there is any way they can be got out of there

before he comes back? It seems to me that now is the time.

- Once he does come back ...’ I shwd keepmg my eyes on

hers.
~ She turned htr head away and contemplaxed the candlm for

'some moments. Then she nodded.
~ “Yea. That would be best for all of us — all of ua, except
lnm .+ o she added half sadly ‘Yﬁs, I thmk it can be

- ‘Straight away?’ o
She nodded again. 1 plcked up the spear that lay by the

_.much, and weighed it in my hand. It was somewhat light, but -

well balanced. She looked at it, and shook he:r head |

‘You mmt stay here, Damd shc teld me..

‘But -’ I began.. - .

‘No. If you were to be seen the:re would be an a.larm NG
one will take any notice of me gomg to hm tent, even if they
do see me.”

There was sense in th.at I laid the spear down, tlmugh mth

. reluctance.

‘But can you ~¢’°
‘Yes,’ she said- demmvely - '
She got up and went to one of the mches me it she pulled

out a knife. The broad blade was clean and bright, It looked
as if it might once have been part of the kitchen furnishings of
 araided farm. She slipped it into the belt of her skirt, leaving
. only the dark handle pmtrudmg Then she turned ami looked

at me for a long moment.
‘David ~’ she began, tentatwely
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 ¢\Vhat?’ I asked.

Vhal  ed her mind. In a different tone she said:

«Will you tell them 10 noise? Whatever happens, no sounds
at all? Tell them to follow me, and have dark i f cloth
ready to wrap round themselves. Will you be able to make all
that clear to them?’ . : '
 “Yes,’ I told her. ‘But I wish you’d let me -~

She shook her head and cut me short.

but wait and listen to the steady drip-drip-drip in the darkness.. |

" 1 could not sit still for long like that. I went to the entrance

and put my head out into the night. There were a few cooking

~ fires glowing among the shacks; people moving about, too, for -

the glows blinked occasionally as figures crossed in front of

. them. There was a murmur of voices, a slight, composite stir

of small movements, a night-bird calling harshly a little dis-
tance away, the cry of an animal still farther off. Nothing more.
We were all waiting. A small shapeless surge of excitement

with a curious secondary quality of <hock to it. It seemed wiser
ot to distract their attention now by asking the reason for
that. | | L _ o

1 listened. There was no alarm: no change in the con-
glomerate murmur. It seemed a long time until I heard the

~ crunch of grit underfoot, directly below me. The poles of the

1adder scraped faintly on the rock edge as the weight came on
them. I moved back into the cave out of the way. Rosalind was
asking silently, 2 little doubtfully: L -
¢Is this right? Are you there, David?’
‘Yes. Come along up, 1 told them.

One figure appeared dimly outlined in the 6péhing. Then

174

Rosalind, and Petra, too, watched silently in-horﬁd'

‘No, David. It'd only increase the risk. You doh’t know the |

'Ghe pinched out the candles, and unhooked the curtaijﬁ.'
For a moment I saw her sil_houetted against the paler darkness

anathéf smaller form, then i "
o y _ a third. 1 Y X 2
out. Presently the candles were alll; o h;r:geai‘:lp?“““g was lflo_tted
ation as Sophie scooped 2 bowlful of wate fascin-
PR U ul of water from the bucket
ash the blood off he srms and clsn the knie,



