Time Slave
By John Nor man
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Herjell sen's device was deceptively sinple.

Had he not been insane, had he not been an isolate, |onely, scorned, nmaddened,
di ssoci ated and crazed, the uniqueness, the sinplicity of it, would doubtless
not have occurred to him

It was irrational

It was as irrational as existence, that there should be such. The void was
rati onal, space, enptiness. That there should be anything, gods or particles,
that was the madness.

That there should be anything, that was the nadness.

Dr. B. Hamilton, mathematician, Ph.D. California Institute of Technol ogy,
| ooked up, fingering the pencil.

It seened startling, wondrous, that it should be.

As wondrous as suns and stars, the passage of light, and the slow turnings in
t he night of |unm nous gal axi es.

Who coul d have predicted that there should be being? From what discursive
statenments of initial conditions and | aws should such a prediction follow? And
i n the nothingness what entities mght serve as values for those individua
constants, and as values for those variables, for in the void there was
not hi ng.

From not hi ng can come not hi ng.
Dr. Hamilton lit a cigarette, and drew on it, angrily, defensively.
But snoke cannot screen thoughts fromthensel ves.

It did not appear to be a truth of logic, a matter of the nmeanings of words,
or even of the possibilities of thought, that nothing could come from not hing.

Surely one could i magi ne nothing, and then sonmething. It was imagi nabl e, and
what ever is imginable is |logically possible, conceptually possible.

Yet in sone sense it did seemtrue, so true, that from nothing could cone
not hi ng.

It nade no sense to call it a necessary truth, for its negation was
semantical ly consistent, conceptually possible, and yet it seened, sonehow a
strong truth, a likely truth

Astronomers had specul ated that, even now, matter grew, formng in the
bl ackness.

Dr. Hamilton studied the smoke. It drifted upward toward the fl uorescent
tubes, Iit fromthe conpound' s generator



If it could cone into being, there seened little reason to suppose it m ght
not be doing so still.

But it did not seemlikely.

The quantity of matter-energy in the universe remains constant.

This was an article of faith, of a transient science in a provisional epoch
But it mght be true.

But if it were true then matter, or its forns, or energy, or its forms, of
whi ch particles and snoke mght be illustrations, and nusic and worlds, then
t he substance-whatever it mght be-was eternal, coeval with space. There was
nowhere for it to come from nowhere for it to go

Dr. Hanmilton crushed the cigarette out.

Who was to say what was, ultimately, rational or irrational, for these are
ant hr opornor phi ¢ predi cates, indexed to the brain of an evolving prinmate, only
within the | ast few thousand years discovering itself in the mdst of
nysteries.

The lights in the bl eak room di med and then agai n waxed bright and soft.
@Qunther, with Wlliam Herjellsen supervising, was busy in the hut.

There was not a great deal of power needed for the apparatus. The conpound
generator produced anpl e power.

Ham | ton specul ated, sniling. Electric power, froma gasoline-driven engine,
no nmore than five hundred volts, was anple to the needs of the crazed
Herj el l sen

Ham I ton did not care for Hegel. Yet the thought, that of Hegel, was difficult
to dismss. W are where the world has opened its eyes.

W were the first animal, to our know edge, to wonder, to seek to learn, the
first to seek not only love and food, but truth.

Men had found truths, in their millions, in its pebbles and grains, but he had
not yet found its nountains.

Herjell sen had | ooked in a different direction. If he had not, he would not
have seen what he had.

Herjell sen was nmad, but he had seen it, where others had not.

It had come to himin the night, in his cell in Borga. He had screaned and
| aughed, demented in the cell, tearing the blankets, biting at his own flesh,
shrieking with joy.

Ham | ton recall ed that Kekul e's hypothesis, of the ring theory of the benzene
nol ecul e, had cone to himin sleep, in a dream fraught with tw sting snakes,
before his own hearth. Three-quarters of organic chem stry, sone thought,
derived, directly or indirectly, from Kekule's hypothesis. Herjellsen's had
cone to himin a madman's cell. There is no rational procedure for the

di scovery of hypotheses. There are no machines to produce them They cone as
gifts, and sometines to the nad, to the di seased and crazed, as to Herjellsen
But the procedures for testing hypotheses, be they real hypotheses, if they



are genui ne hypot heses of science, are public, accessible. The objectivity of
science lies not in its genesis, but inits warrants for validity, its
procedures for exam nation and testing, for experinent and confirmation, for
to the extent possible, proof and denpbnstration. Hamilton was terrified, yet
exal t ed.

It was possible that the Herjellsen conjecture was true.
The prelimnary tests had been affirmative.

Again the fluorescent tubing dimed and then again resumed its normal degree
of illumnation

The artifact lay not nore than a yard fromHam [ton's hand.

It was rounded, chipped, roughly polished; it weighed 2.1 kil ograns.
Ant hr opol ogi sts woul d have referred to it as a tool. It was a weapon.

That there was sonething, that was the nadness.

Who was to say what was natural and what was not? That there was sonething was
undeni abl e.

Its nature had not yet been ascertai ned.
Ham | ton arose, pushing back the chair.
A remark of Julian Huxley was difficult to dismss fromthe nind

The universe may not only be queerer than we suppose, but it may be queerer
than we can suppose.

Ham [ ton sm | ed.

Laughter is the shield. Humor is the buckler against madness, against the
nmystery, against the imensity. Humanity had little else with which it m ght
protect itself in the forest. It had its brains, its hands, a bit of fury, a
| oneliness for love, and its |laughter. And that |aughter, like the
gravitational field of a pencil on a desk, mniscule and yet profound, m ght
be heard to the ends of space.

W are smaller than stars but the magnitude of our |aughter has not yet been
nmeasur ed.

Al that we know rests upon a slender data base, our first-person experiences,
and nothing el se. Each of us in this sense is alone, in his cage of sensation
l[imted to his own perceptions. And each of us, a perception to the other
builds his view of the world.

Ham | ton was | onely.

How do we explain the succession, the continuity of our experiences. W

postul ate an external world of such-and-such a type. In various times and

pl aces we woul d have entertai ned postulations quite different fromthose which
are now taken to define the truth, and beyond their perimeters we define
madness:

Herjell sen had ventured beyond the perineters of the given specul ations, the
customary postul ations, those postul ations that define not only what answers
may be given but what questions may be asked.



Particles and forces, gods and denons, fields, purposes, collisions, all had
served, and sone still served, to nake sense out of the chaos of sensation
t hat whi ch nust be reconcil ed and accounted for, our experiences.

Science is not a set of answers, Herjellsen had once told Hamilton; it is a
nmet hodol ogy.

W | earn from Egyptian star charts that the positions of the fixed stars have
changed in the past five thousand years.

They change position slowy.

So, too, with the dogmati sns of science; what seenmed eternal truth when the
Part henon was fresh seenms now but a mood of cognition, a nmonent of advance, a
footstep on a path whose destination is not yet understood.

Per haps a thousand years from now, Hamilton thought, we will see that our
current truths, too, were not the eternal verities we took themfor, but
rather another step on the sane journey, |eading perhaps toward a truth we do
not now understand and may forever fail to conprehend. W rnust not despise
oursel ves, Herjellsen had cried, even though we shall pass, and shall be
superseded in our turn, for we are a nonment in a grand journey, one that began
in the caves and nust soneday, if we do not slay ourselves, take us to the
stars.

| have an appoi ntnment, he had | aughed, with Arcturus, and with infinities
beyond.

But Herjellsen was dying.
He was nad.

Ham | ton went to the door of the room and |ooked out into the Rhodesi an
ni ght .

The work of Herjellsen had nothing to do with the stars.
Why should he insist that it did? He was mad.

Ham | ton | ooked back at the artifact on the table. It weighed 2.1 kil ograns.
Ant hr opol ogi sts would have terned it a tool. It was a weapon.

Herjellsen's work did not have to do with the stars.

What is on the other side of our sensations? Is it truly atons and the void,
or is it an alternative reality?

W may only postul ate, and test.

Ham | ton coul d hear the generator now. A black servant was crossing the
conpound, a box on his shoul der

There were only two blacks in the conpound. The noon seened bright over the
hi gh, wire fence

Ham | ton stepped out on the porch. It would not be wise to stay outdoors too
long. It was late in sumer.

Ham | ton | ooked at the nmbon. Then, Hamilton | ooked at the stars.



There was. a reality. It was only that its nature had not yet been
ascert ai ned.

It was, Hamilton supposed, a reality beyond contingency or necessity, as we

m ght understand such things. Such predicates were unintelligible in their
application to what nost profoundly existed. Ham |ton thought of
Scbopenhauer's Wl le, never satisfied, violent, craving, inexhaustible,

relentl ess, merciless, demanding, greedful, incessant, savage; of N etzsche's
Macht; of the atoms of Lucretius; of the god of Spinoza, one with the
terribleness and sublimty of nature. The reality, conjectured Hanmlton, is
nore profound than gods and nmen. If there be gods, they, too, are its

of fspring, as much as stones, and tw gs and nmen, as much as the spaniel and

t he nbsasaur, as nuch as the pain of love, the smle of a child, the gases of
Bet el geuse, the tooth of the shark and the chisel of Mchelangelo. It is a
reality which may have spawned us, in a nonent of berusenent, if only to set
us its riddle, to watch us sniff about, and scratch and dig, to try to find
truths which it has perhaps, in its irony, not constructed us to understand;
the reality, perhaps, once fathering us, has forgotten us, |eaving us to one
side as a neglected toy, no longer of interest, or perhaps, a sterner father
has abandoned us that we may | earn how to grow by ourselves, and be lifted
only should we rise upon our own feet; seek ne in the godship, it nmight say; |
amwaiting for you; but to Hamlton it seened that the reality, what ever

m ght be its nature, was clearly beyond norality; it was as innocent of
norality as the stones of the mpoon, as the typhus bacillus, as the teeth of
the Bengal tiger. The world was built on greed, and on killing, and hunger. To
the reality doubtless the barracuda, in its way, was as perfect as the saint.
The reality did not choose between them They were both its children. Hamilton
shuddered. The reality was sublinme; before it even worship was an affront, a
bl aspheny. 1t wanted nothing of nen. It needed nothing. It was sufficient unto
itself.

But its nature? What was its nature?

Herjellsen did not know, but he had | earned that its nature was not as men now
t hought .

Herjell sen had di scovered a small thing. A clue, not well understood.
He did not know, truly, what he was doing.
But he would do it.

| do not understand this, he had said, but | see how!| can use it, and | wll!
I will use it!

Man will go to the stars, Herjellsen had cried.
But what had the stars to do with Herjellsen's work?

Hami I ton recalled the artifact lying in the bleak room It had little to do
with the stars.

At best, it lay at the beginning of an infinity.

Yet, like zero, a nothingness, it, like each instant, both initiated and
termnated an infinity.

The artifact, |like each nmoment, was an end and a begi nning, a pivot between
conpl emrent ary, divergent eternities.



The Ronmans saw this, in their sternness, their solemity and sadness, and
pride, and called it a god, and called it Janus.

| see two ways, said Herjellsen. | am Janus.

Herjellsen is mad, had | aughed Gunther. Hamilton did not doubt that.

But the Herjellsen conjecture? What if it were true?

Heraclitus has seen it, had | aughed Herjellsen. Hamilton's thoughts drifted to
t he ancient lonian, the poet and phil osopher. | had rather discover one cause,
had witten Heraclitus, than become the King of Persia. He had taught all is
fire. A man cannot step twice into the same river

| believe all is pea soup, had said Wlliam And | have often stepped tw ce
into the same river. | stepped twice into the Thames, and once fell into it
whi | e punti ng.

Hami I ton smiled. WIIiam nade the conpound bearabl e.

Ham | ton, too, had speculated if all mght not be pea soup. It seened a
pl ausi bl e guess.

Herjell sen had not been offended. That all is transience, flux-fire-is only
part of the teachings of Heraclitus, he had told WIlliam And then Herjellsen
had quoted the Geek, that swift, liquid tongue sounding strange in the

careful, northern accents of Herjellsen-the way up and the way down are the
sane.

| never doubted it, had admtted WII|iam

Herjellsen had smled at Hamlton, lifting a fork. And the begi nning, he had
said, is the end, and the end is the beginning. That is what Heraclitus had
seen.

I do not understand, had said Hamlton
Ti me does not pass, said Herjellsen. No. It is we who pass.

Ham | ton had not responded. Herjellsen, in his late fifties, bald, small eyed,
the eyes seening | arge behind the thick, ovoid I enses of his wre-rinmed

gl asses, had peered at Hamilton. Herjellsen was a | arge man, but short, a
broad, short nman, with | arge hands. H s head was rounded and unusually | arge,
set on a heavy neck. Yet he seemed gentle. There was usually a sheen of sweat
on his forehead and cheeks, and al nost al ways when he spoke. Herjellsen seened
to speak easily, but he was unconfortable in doing so. He was free only when
lost with his own thoughts. He seened to fear even Hamilton. H's speech, wth
its Finnish accent, was precise and fluent. He rarely, even in English, nmade a
grammatical error or hesitated in his expression, or wavered in the selection
of a word or gesture. His nmnd worked apparently with such rapidity that he
spoke as though he had spoken these thoughts before. Hanmilton wondered if he
had.

What if the Herjellsen conjecture were true?
Ham | ton put aside the thought. The conjecture could not be true.

In a sense, though, Hanmilton was willing to suppose that he had. He had
concei ved of them and exani ned them and then rephrased them and organi zed



them in the lapse of time perhaps of a syllable's utterance, and then, as

t hough they night have been carefully witten, he spoke them Herjellsen
seened a gentle man. It was difficult to believe that he was crimnally

i nsane, that he had, in his time, in the course of strange robberies, killed
four men.

In the cell at Borga could it have been the truth that he had seen?

But Herjellsen whatever the flaws of his being, was a scientist. He well knew
that sel f-evidence was a psychol ogi cal variable, differing idiosyncratically
fromindividual to individual, fromculture to culture. Hanmilton knew of nen
to whomit was self-evident that a piece of string formng a closed figure, in
any shape, would inclose the sane area. Standing on the porch HamiIton quickly
it another cigarette, and watched the lights in the w ndow of the
experimental shack. The lights in the small, rectangul ar, netal-roofed,
stuccoed buil di ng waxed and waned with the humm ng whi ne of the generator

Such obvious falsities could be taken as selfevident by sone nmen, at |east for
atine, and yet their patent falsity could be in a nonent denonstrated
enpirically. And there had been men who had believed that notion was

i mpossi bl e, for nonbeing could not exist and thus, nmotion requiring place, or
enptiness, or nonbeing, could not exist. To such men the self-evident had

wi t hstood the contradictions of their own eyes. Experience nust yield to
reason; fact to illusion. But Herjellsen was a scientist. He distrusted the
light of reason, the flash of intuition, and nore sternly in his own case than
in that of others. There can be no genui ne hypothesis without test. Atruth
must have its disconfirmation conditions.

The test sequence had begun

The lights grew brighter in the experinental shack, and then di nmed.

What had cone to himlike wine, like the gift of a drunken god, the bequest
and gratuity of a laughing D onysus, inexplicably to a crimnal in a nmadman's
cell in Borga, was now being subjected to test in a small shack in an isol ated

conpound in the dry | ands of Rhodesia, some two hundred and fifty mles
sout hwest of Salisbury.

Ham | ton thought of fire burning in the thieving hand of Pronetheus.

The first test sequences had been fruitless. Herjellsen had sought perhaps a
hundred tests to subject his conjecture to experinment, and each had fail ed;
the conjecture had neither, to a rational degree, been confirmed nor

di sconfirnmed; data had been unclear; results were irrelevant or indecisive;
new procedures had been sought; and then, after nonths of work, found; it was
only then that Gunther and WIlliam and Hanilton, had been brought to the
conpound.

Ham I ton regretted having come. The retainer had been inpossible to resist,
and Hamilton, in the tense job narket, had been w thout position. The position
was to |last four weeks. Already Hamilton had been at the conpound nore than
two nonths. The supply truck no longer cane. Herjellsen hinmself, in his
British Land Rover, to which he kept the keys, made overland journeys to
Sal i sbury and back, taking Gunther and Wlliamw th him Ham|ton was not
permtted to acconpany them Hamilton had received traveling expenses from
California and an initial fee of four hundred British pounds. But Hamilton had
recei ved nothing further. Hamilton wanted to return to the United States.

"W need you," had said Herjellsen. "You may not | eave now. "

"I will tell you who Herjellsen is,"” had said GQunther, speaking to Hanilton



privately. He showed Hamilton, too, the clippings, the police bills.

Ham | ton was not permitted outside the conpound. The bl acks saw that Hamilton
remai ned in the compound.

"Do your work, Doctor Hamilton," had said Herjellsen. "W need you." Sweat had
broken out on his broad forehead. Hi s hands had opened and cl osed.

"I will walk you to the shed," had said Gunt her

"No," Hamilton had said. "I will go alone." Hamilton feared Gunther. Hanilton
did not care for Qunther's eyes. They frightened Hamilton

Ham I ton threw away the cigarette, onto the dry dust of the conpound.

The high wire fence about the conmpound was said to protect the conpound from
animals. It was electrified. Ham lton was not permtted beyond the fence.

Pronet heus had stolen fire. Herjellsen was kindling it.

The G eeks were not children. The | egend of Pronetheus was not a child's
expl anation for man's possession of fire. It said rather that fire was what
woul d make nen akin to the gods, and like unto the gods thenselves. It would
bring them above the beasts. It nmight take them in the eruptions of flaning
engi nes, to the stars.

And the G eeks were wary, for this mght be pride in men, and carry in it the
seeds of their downfall. Pronetheus had expiated his crime, chained to a rock
in Scythia, his body prey to the avengi ng eagl e of Zeus, but while he screaned
in the sun, beneath the beak and tal ons, the ships, in their thousands,
carrying coals of fire, set forth fromthe rocky inlets, to colonize a world.
Man will go to the stars, had cried Herjellsen. He will put his flags, and his
children, beyond the perinmeter of Oion; he will make his canps on the shores
of Ursa and build cities in the archipel agoes of Antares and Androneda.
Ham | ton wondered if Pronetheus m ght have regretted his decision

Herjell sen soneti nes spoke of Pronet heus.

"Did he regret his decision?" had asked Hanmilton of Herjellsen, anused, for
Herjell sen seened to take such tales seriously.

"I do not regret what | have done," had said Herjellsen

Ham | ton had not pressed the matter further. Nothing nore had been said at the
nmeal .

Herj el |l sen was mad.

He was al so a dying man. He had angi na pectoris, and was subject to attacks of
i ncreasing severity. He drove hinself cruelly, foolishly, nmercilessly.

The generator whined to a halt.
The lights in the experinmental shack went out.
Ham | ton was startl ed.

The four light bul bs, set on poles about the conmpound, had been extingui shed,



and the dust of the compound was no | onger the bl eak, bright reflecting
surface that it had been, hot, hard and yellow, but now, in the light of the
African nmoon was white and col d.

The door to the shack opened. One of the blacks, a lantern swinging in his
hand, went to the door. WIlliamslipped fromthe door, swiftly.

He passed Hamilton. "I must get nmy bag," he said.

"What is wong?" asked Hamilton, frightened.
"It's the old man," he said.
Ham | ton tensed.

Wl liam had gone to the hut he shared with Gunther. In a nonment he energed,
carrying his bag.

WIlliamwas a physician. He had practiced in London. He was also a gifted

mat hemati ci an. Many of the equation resolution procedures which Ham |lton had
programed into Herjellsen's analyzer, a nodified 1180 devi ce, had been
provided by Wlliam A condition of Ham |Iton's enpl oynent had been, oddly, a
nmedi cal examination in Wlliam s London office. "The enployer," had said
WIlliam indicating the man Hamlton was later to learn was Herjellsen
"requires excellent health in those working in his service." Ham |ton had
understood that the enployer's facility was in Rhodesia, in an out of the way
area, and that nedical facilities would not be readily available. Ham|lton had
been surprised to learn, later, that WIlliamwas a nenber of the staff at the
conpound. He had arrived, returning to the conmpound, the day before Hamilton
@unt her, and Herjellsen, and the blacks, had been waiting. H s quarters were
wel | stocked with supplies. He hinmself, Hamilton was aware, was a conpetent,
respected physician. Medical facilities, it seemed, were quite adequate.

Per haps, Hamilton had specul ated, the enployer is a hypochondriac, with a
phobi a concerning infections, or some such affliction. But Herjellsen
Ham | ton had | earned, was not a hypochondriac. |ndeed, he was an actually il
man, a desperately ill man who took too little care of his own body.

Ham | ton nmoved as though to | eave the porch. "Do not come to the shack," said
Williamsharply. It was unlike WIlliamto speak sharply.

"Ch," said Hamlton. "Very well." Ham |ton had never been allowed in the

experimental shack

W liam di sappeared in the door of the shack. It closed behind him Hamlton
could see the light of the black's lantern through the white-painted wi ndow.

It had been Hanmilton's health in which Herjellsen had been critically
interested. Not his own. "You are in superb condition," had said Wlliamin
his London office. "The enployer will be pleased."

The work that Hamilton had perforned in the conpound Hanilton had di scovered
could have been performed by Herjellsen hinself, or Gunther. Ham |ton had done
a great deal of work, but it was not work which only Hamilton, of those on the
staff, could have performed. The services of Hanmilton, it seemed, were not,
strictly, required.

"It frees us for other work," Herjellsen had said, "and, too, should one of us
be unable to function, another will be able to take his place."

"Skill redundancy," had added Gunther, "is policy with Herjellsen."



"I expect to be able to function,” had sniled Hanilton
"I amconfident," had said Gunther, "you will fulfill all our expectations."

Herjellsen, then, with Continental gallantry, had lifted his glass of wine to
Ham | ton. Hamilton had | ooked down at the table.

But the services of Hanmilton, Ham |ton had conme to di scover, nore and nore,
day by day, were truly not needed. Two nights ago Ham |l ton had, deliberately,
slipped an error into the print outs. Herjellsen, in less than fifteen

m nutes, had discovered it.

"This was carel ess of you, Doctor Hamlton," he had said, "-and obvious."

Herjell sen hinself had corrected the program and conpleted the run

"I wish to | eave your enploynent,” Ham lton had told Herjellsen that evening.

"You are needed," had said Herjellsen

"l am not needed," had said Ham | ton

"You are mstaken," had said Herjellsen

Now Hanmi|lton stood on the porch of the conputer building and | ooked to the
experimental shack. "For what am | needed?" had demanded Hamilton. Herjellsen
had said only, "You are needed," and then left. The experinental shack was
dark, save for the light of the black's lantern, like a flickering pool wthin
t he white-painted wi ndow. Hanmilton wondered if Herjell sen were dead.

After that night, that of the conputer error, Hamilton had done little work,
but much reading. Herjellsen provided books. Armong them were an Engli sh
transl ation of Diogenes Laertius, the Ancilla of Pre-Socratic Fragnments,
translated by Freeman, fromDiel's original translations, Kirk's book on
Heraclitus, Plutarch's Laves, the autobiography of Benvenuto Cellini
FitzGeral d's second translation of the Rubaiyat of Orar Khayyam Harrison's
Prol egonena to the Study of Greek Religion; in German, N etzsche's Al so Sprach
Zarathustra; Wiitman's Leaves of Grass; and the Meditations of Mrcus
Aur el i us.

"You are needed," Herjellsen had said.

Frightened, Hanmilton | ooked at the fence which encircled the conmpound.
Hami | ton was not pernitted beyond the fence.

The fence was to protect the occupants of the compound fromthe predations of
wild animal s.

"It is dangerous beyond the fence," Herjellsen had told Ham | ton, and given
his orders. Hamilton was not pernmitted by the bl acks beyond the fence.

There were no ani mal s dangerous to nen in the vicinity that Ham | ton knew of.
She wondered why the bl acks were arned.
Hami | ton was not pernitted beyond the fence.

"No," had said the black with the rifle at the gate, when Hamilton, testing



Herjellsen's order, had attenpted to | eave the conpound. The bl ack had not
been rough. Hamilton was sinply not permitted to | eave.

It was not necessary for the black to threaten, or resort to his rifle.
Ham | ton had | ooked up at the ebon face.

Frustrated, furious, Ham lton had turned about and returned to the conmputer
bui I di ng.

That night, at supper, Herjellsen had adnmoni shed Hamilton

"My dear Doctor Hanmilton," had said Herjellsen, "you nmust not |eave the
conpound. | had thought that was clearly understood."

"I wanted to take a walk," had said Hamilton icily.
"It is dangerous outside the conpound,” said Herjellsen
"Very well," had said Hanilton

Ham | ton stood on the porch of the conmputer building. No one had enmerged from
t he experimental shack since WIIliam had entered.

"You are needed," Herjellsen had told Hanilton

Ham | ton | ooked at the high wire fence, slimstrands of strung wire, lit in
the white light of the great noon.

For what am | needed, wondered Hanilton

The noon glinted on the wre.

There was a sound at the shed.

One bl ack emerged, and then, between himand WIIliam staggering, Herjellsen

The two men supported Herjellsen, and made their way across the ' conpound,
toward Herjellsen's small sleeping shack

"W can nmove you on a cot," said WIlliam supporting the short, ol der man.

"I can wal k," said Herjellsen, pushing himaway. Then, too, he pushed away the
bl ack. Another black, he with the lantern, stood behind them

Herjell sen stood unsteadily on the dust of the conmpound, hunched over with
pain. H's face was tight, ashen

"Do not help ne," he warned them
Wlliamand the two bl acks, one with a lantern, stood to one side.

Herjell sen saw Ham I ton. He straightened up. "Good evening, my dear Doctor
Hamil ton," he said.

"Good evening, Professor Herjellsen," whispered Ham|ton.

"Yes," said Herjellsen, |ooking about. "It is a good evening."

GQunt her was still in the shack. Ham |ton had not seen hi mcone out.



"I think I shall go to ny quarters,” said Herjellsen. "I amweary."
Wl liamput out his hand.

"I need no help," said Herjellsen, sharply.

Wl liamglanced at Hanilton

Herjell sen wi shed to show no weakness before HamiIton

"Good- ni ght, Doctor Hamilton," said Herjellsen

" Good- ni ght, Professor Herjellsen," said Hamlton

A voice within the shed suddenly cried, "Bring the lantern!" HamIton was
startled. It was Qunther's voice. She had never heard such a cry fromhim

Herjellsen did not nove, but stood on the dust of the conpound. He did not
turn to the shed.

The black with the |antern rushed to the shed.
Ham | ton waited on the porch

Herjellsen stood quietly in the conmpound. WIliam ]l ooked to the shed. He
seened frightened.

@Qunther's figure energed fromthe shed. He was a tall man, |arge,

br oad- shoul dered, bl ond haired, nuscul ar, blue eyed. He was a strong man,

hard, lithe, swift. He had much stam na. He enjoyed hunting, and was a superb
hunter, skilled, tireless, nerciless, efficient. Next to Herjellsen, whom
Ham | ton regarded as mad, Gunther was rated by Hanmilton as the nost
intelligent in the conpound. Gunther's mind was brilliant. It could be, at
times, as sharp and keen as surgeon's steel, and |like that steel, cold and
hard; and at tinmes, when he pleased, it could be as sardonic as acid; or, when
he wi shed, as swift and stinging as a quirt in the hands of a horsenan.
Ham I ton feared him In his presence Hamilton felt uneasy, and small and weak.
Before Gunther, Hamilton felt clumsy, and found it difficult to speak. Wat
Hami I ton felt, not understanding it, in the presence of Gunther, was the
presence of a superior, dom nant animal. @Qunther was clearly stronger and nore
intelligent than Hamlton. "He is a bit overawi ng," had joked WIIiam
Ham | ton resented Gunther. Hamilton hated him WIlliam too, resented him It
was a bond between them their dislike for Gunther. It was not sinply that
@unt her was a splendid organism but that he made no attenpt to conceal his
superiority. He seened little notivated by the conventi ons whereby superi or

ani mal s sheath their claws and conceal their teeth. Gunther was a |ion anong
men, a blond lion. H's eyes made Hamilton angry, and afraid. He | ooked at
Ham I ton with such casual, unquestioned superiority, as though Ham |Iton m ght
have been a servant, and, too, he |ooked at Hamilton in another way, sonetines
grinning, that frightened Ham lton. He seened so sure of hinself, so strong.

"What is it?" asked WIliam of Gunther, who stood, dazed, as Hanmilton had
never seen him in the door of the experinental shack

Ham | ton was frightened.

Never had Gunther seened so shaken. His tall, nuscular frane trenbled in the
door way.



Then he spoke. "The cage," he said, "-the cage is gonel"

Herjellsen, Hanmilton thought, seened to snile, and then he began to wal k
slowy to his sleeping quarters.

WIlliamand the black who had attended Herjellsen waited for Gunther, who
wal ked sl owl y towards them

@unt her | ooked at WIlliam "The cage is gone," he said.

"Inpossible!" cried WIlliam WIlliamran to the shed.

"I don't understand, Qunther," said Hamilton. "Wat cage?"
Gunt her did not answer Ham|lton but turned to face the shed.

In a mment Wlliam followed by the black with the | antern, who understood no
nore than Hamilton, energed fromthe shack

Wlliams face was white. "It's gone," he said.
"Qunther!" said Hanmilton

But Gunt her had turned away and was wal king slowy toward the hut he shared
with WIliam

"WIlliam" cried Hanmilton
"Yes?" said WIlliam |ooking at Hamilton on the porch
"What cage is gone?" begged Hamilton

"The one we were using in the experinent," said Wlliam slowy, blankly.
"What does it mean?" begged Hamilton

"It neans, | think," said Wlliam smling thinly, "that the Herjellsen
conjecture is true."

Ham I ton stood silently on the porch
"Good-night, Brenda," said WIIiam

"Good-night, Wlliam" said Brenda Hanilton

2

"Splendid!'" cried Hamilton, delightedly.

She worked at the side of the nmen in the experinental shack

In the past days she had felt herself a full menber of the team wel coned and
respected. She was one with them Herjellsen was gentle, perceptive,

directive. WIliamwas hel pful, anusing. Even Gunther was bearabl e, and seened
now, for the first tine, to see her as a human bei ng. He had even, once,

call ed her "Brenda."

The interior of the translation cubicle, seen through the heavy, clear



plastic walls, was beginning to glow, pulsating with a diffused, photic
energy; this phenonenon, Herjellsen had expl ai ned, was a concomitant of the
transference phenonmenon, not a manifestation of the phenonenon per se; it was
rel ated to the phenonenon derivatively, not directly; it was |like the waves
that are displaced by the passage of an invisible ship, not the ship but the
sign of its passage; yet the photic phenonenon, like turbulence in a medi um
"in water or an atnosphere, signaled the presence of the force Herjellsen had
called P.

@Qunt her's eyes bl azed, |ooking into the cubicle.

WIlliamtouched Hamilton's arm "Do not be afraid now, " he whispered.
"I"'mnot!" cried Hamilton, happily. "It's beginning, is it not?"

She | ooked to Herjellsen

Herjell sen sat to one side, in a straight wooden chair, before a wooden table.
To one side was the anplifying nmechanism wres running to it fromthe
generator, and fromthe mechanismto the steel hood mounted on the table. Two
cables, in a | oop, passed fromthe hood to the cubicle and back, as though a
self-reinforcing cycle mght be established.

Under the hood Herjellsen's head was down. His fists were cl enched.
Suddenly, for no reason she understood, Brenda Hami|ton was apprehensive.
@Qunther and WIlliamwere intent.

There is only one reality, had said Herjellsen, inits infinite nodes and
attributes.

"Spi noza thought sonething like that," had remarked WIlliamearlier
"Spinoza did not understand," said Herjellsen. "It is neither God nor Nature.
It is deeper than nature, and too deep and terrible to be God."

"What is it?" had asked WIIiam
"The reality," had said Herjellsen

"l do not understand,"” had said WIIliam

"The reality-and the power," had said Herjellsen

Hami | t on shi vered.

"And nature, and gods," had said Herjellsen, "and spiders and stars are but
its forms, the lion and the child, flowers and gal axi es, perceptions, nodes,
diversities, transiencies, all!"

Wl liam had been silent. It was not wise to argue with Herjellsen at certain
times, in certain nmoods. He was at nost times eninently rational, pleasant,
but when the nobod was upon him the frenzy of the conjecture, one did not
speak with him

"And," Herjellsen had cried, "the reality-the power-is as nuch and wholly
present in a blade of grass, in the petal of a flower, as in the furnace of
Bet el geuse! " He had | ooked wildly at WIlliam who had not nmet his eyes. "And
that means," had cried Herjellsen, "that here-in ny hand-in ny head-as nuch as



anywhere, as full and perfect, lies the power. W, each of us, are the
reality, the power."

"I"msorry,"” had said Wlliam "I'msorry."

"There are continuities!" had wept Herjellsen. "Continuities!" H's voice had
trenbl ed. "You know of continuities between heat and |ight and sound, and

bet ween the particles of an apple and those of a stone, and between the fluid
cell in an algae in the pristine sea and the brain of an Al exander, a

Beet hoven, an Einstein''

"The rel evance is obscure,” had said Wlliam hesitantly.

"Time and space are nodes of intuition,’
exist in their own right?"

had whi spered Herjellsen. "Do they

"Yes," had said WIIiam
"How do you know?" asked Herjellsen
"I perceive them" said WIIiam

"You have begged the question,"” said Herjellsen

"I do not know what space and time are in their own right," said WIIliam

"Do they pertain to things in thensel ves?" denanded Herjell sen

"I do not know," grunbled WIliam "Perhaps they do."

"Yes," said Herjellsen, "perhaps they do-but perhaps they do not."

@unt her had not spoken during this interchange, but had listened. He did not
general ly discuss this sort of thing with Herjellsen. He respected Herjellsen
Herj el l sen was perhaps the only man whom Gunt her respect ed.

"Al'l that you know," said Herjellsen, "is a succession of perceptions-indeed,
you find even yourself, in so far as you dare to search-a perception and
perceptions anmong ot hers."

"Perception requires a physical body-a brain," snapped Wlliam WIIiam was
normally polite. This tine he was not.

"And what is your evidence of a physical body-a physical brain?" inquired
Herj el |l sen

WIlliamwas silent.

"Perceptions,"” said Herjellsen

WIlliamrefused to speak

"A sl ender ribbon of perceptions flowi ng anobng nysteries," said Herjellsen
wearily. "All that we know are these consci ous scraps, these sparks in

dar kness, and, to be sure, we fling out our specul ations fromthem reaching
out, like hands to touch sonmething real. Promthese scraps, these tiny pieces
of paper, we try to construct a world, a time and a place, a map, a home in
which we may feel secure. W build for ourselves, on these bits of sand, a
world in which we claimto live."



"We must do Sol" said WIIliam

"To be sure,"” said Herjellsen. "That is not at issue."

Herjellsen | ooked at Wlliamintently. "You know, as a rational man, from
studies in logic and mat hematics, that any given conclusion follows from an
infinite diversity of sets of prem ses, even sets inconpatible with one
anot her."

"Yes," said WIIliam

"And, too," pressed Herjellsen, "every event, accordingly, is subject to an
infinite variety of explanations.”

"Theoretically," grunmbled WIIliam

"Do you not see the consequence of these truths?" asked Herjellsen. "The world
we construct, extrapol ating beyond the stream of our data, to explain our

i deas, our perceptions, is but one logical possibility anong infinite
alternatives."

Wlliam| ooked away. H s face was white.

"I amsinmply saying," smled Herjellsen, "let us not be dogmatic."

WIlliam | ooked at him

"You see, ny dear Wlliam all | am asking you to recognize is that we may not
live in the world-within the reality-you think we do."

"But we may!" blurted WIIliam

"Yes," granted Herjellsen, "we may-and we-nay not."

"Qur view of the world," said Gunther, speaking for the first time, "has given
us science."

"You argue," said Herjellsen, "fromthe utility of science to the truth of its
world picture."

"Yes," said Gunther.

"Utimately," said Herjellsen, "the utility of science reduces to its capacity
to reconcil e, harnonize and predict perceptions. Theoretically, an infinite
nunber of intellectual constructions would be equally efficacious in this
regard. Suppose, for exanple, that we have a thousand sciences, each with its
different world picture, each with its own theoretical entities, one naking
use of atons, one not, and so on, would we then have a thousand truths, each
i nconpatible with the other?"

"No," said @unther, "there would be only one truth."

"But a thousand utilities?"

"Yes," said Gunther.

"What then," said Herjellsen, "of utility as a guide to truth?"

"It is still," said WIlliam "the best we have."



"Yes," said Herjellsen, "I think that is true." He smled at Wlliam "Only I
do not find your “science' too useful. There are many things |I find of
interest which it does not explain.”

"You refer, perhaps,” said Wlliam "to reputed psychic phenonena,
extrasensory perception; psychokinesis, and such?"

Herj el Il sen shrugged, neither admitting anything nor disagreeing with WIliam

"Such phenonena do not exist," said WIIliam

"Perhaps not," said Herjellsen, "but it is interesting to note that, even did
they exist, science as it is presently constituted could not explain them™

"So?" asked WIIiam

"So we nust be wary," said Herjellsen, "that we do not take as our criterion
for existence what science can explain. At one tine science could not explain
the functioning of a nmagnet, at another time the falling of a stone, the

di gestion of food, the circulation of the blood."

"That is different," said WIIliam

"Surely it is an obvious fallacy to argue fromthe inexplicability of a
phenonenon to its lack of existence."

"Not always," said WIIiam

"Explain to ne," said Herjellsen, "the fact of consciousness, the fact that
when | wi sh to nove ny hand, ny hand noves."

W1 1liam said nothing.

"OfF these things," said Herjellsen, "I amnore certain than | am of the
exi stence of the world, and your science cannot explain them"

"Do you denean science?" asked WIIliam
"I only require it," said Herjellsen, "to be adequate to the whol e of
experience." Then he | ooked at Wlliam "I amconfident," he said, "that
what ever may be the nature of the reality it cannot be as our science
maintains it to be."”

"Why not?" asked WIIliam

"Because of the radical discontinuity of mind and natter," said Herjellsen

"l do not understand," said WIIiam

"I amconfident,"” said Herjellsen, "that the sane power that causes water to
flow noves in the dreans of a sleeping lion, that causes fire to burn and
worlds to turn guides the equations of Descartes, the stick of Archinedes,
drawing its circles in the sand, that causes a seed to gerninate and a fl ower
to open its petals to the sun noves in your mnd and mine."

"Perhaps," said WIIliam

"The reality and the power is one," said Herjellsen

"What do you propose to do about it?" asked WIIliam



"The power is in ne," said Herjellsen, "as nmuch as in any seed, in any |eaf,
in any tree, in any world."

"But what are you going to do?" asked WIIiam
"I amgoing to touch the reality," said Herjellsen

Wlliamwas silent. Then he said, "And with what tool are you going to do
this?"

"Wth the only tool | have," said Herjellsen, "with that which is nost akin to
it, nmost unexpected, npbst alien to science's accustomed nodalities.”

"And what tool is that?" asked WIlliam skeptically.

"My mnd," said Herjellsen. "My nmind."

Hami I ton coul d not take her eyes fromthe cubicle.

It was some seven feet in height, and sone seven feet in | ength and breadth.

The walls were of clear, heavy plastic. Access to the cubicle was by way of a
smal |, sliding panel, some eighteen inches in width, some four feet in height.
It was cl osed now

It seened very primtive, somehow. But Hanmilton understood its primtiveness
as one m ght have understood the primtiveness of the first steamengine. It
was sinple, and crude, and yet the wonder of it was what was herein, per
hypot hesi s, harnessed. It would have been sinpler, nore reassuring, could one
have seen a wheel turn, a valve lift and fall, but there was little to note
within save an odd play of light, a photic anomaly, now at the fringes of the
cubicle, now |like beads of bright water at its edges, pulsating, corruscating,
then in small threads darting across the heavy plastic to join other threads,
other ripples of light across the cubicle. These beads, and | eapings, and

t hreads increased. But the light was not the phenonmenon, but its
acconpaninent. It was no nore than the footprint of a sumoned force, an

i mpression, not the force, marking its passage. It was a crushed leaf, a
snapped branch in its path, that was all, not the beast, not the power, but
the sign, the sign of the beast, the power, the force which Herjellsen called
P.

P was present.

In the cubicle was P

Hami I ton was terrified. She was a little girl crying in the night.
"Do not be afraid," said Wlliam He was tense.

"It is tomorrowm " cried Hanmilton suddenly.

"No," said Gunther. "No. It is |like the light. It will pass. It is a
subsi diary effect, neaningless.”

Ham | t on shuddered. WIlliam held her arm
"It is tonbrrow," said Hamlton. "I know it is tonorrow. "

"It is a disordering of your sense," said Wlliam "Part of your mnd senses



t he presence of P."

"It is today, too," wept Hanilton

"Do not be frightened," said Wlliam "This is simlar to a tenporary

drug-i nduced schizophrenia. It is irrelevant to the experinent, the substance
of the work"

Wlliam s eyes were closed. He smiled. "I now have the consci ousness of an
afternoon, when | was six, in London, on a holiday. It is real."

"It is a menory," whispered Hamilton

"No," said WIlliam "It is not |like a nmenmory. It is real, and it is now"

"It cannot exist at the sane tine as now," whispered Hamlton. "This is a
different tinme."

"Two tinmes exist now," said Wlliam "Each is real. Both are real."
"No," said Ham | ton

Ham | ton shook her head. Herjellsen sat silent, his head beneath the stee
hood, his heavy fists clenched. He was | eaning forward, tense in the wooden
chair. H's shoul ders were hunched. The toes of his heavy shoes pressed at the
boards of the floor, the black, rubber heels lifted. H s body, powerful,

muscul ar, squat, seemed then |like a rock, but a rock that m ght contain a
bonb, a cart of granite that m ght explode. H s |arge head was bent, his eyes
cl osed. He was al one under the steel hood, with the coils and receptors, with
t he darkness, with the tension, the straining of that |arge, unusual, naddened
br ai n.

Ham | ton knew that the brain emitted waves. These could be enpirically
verified.

They were real
"The reality and the power is one," Herjellsen had clai nmed.

"Why then," had asked Wlliam "do you not think you mght touch the reality
with electricity, or magnetism or even the blow of your fist?"
"They are crudely intraphenonenal "
t he perceptual node."

had said Herjellsen. "They are relative to

"l do not understand,"” had said WIIliam

"They are the furniture of the room" had said Herjellsen. "They are not the
key to the door."

But the waves of the brain were crudely physical
But, Hamilton recalled, Herjellsen had cried out that the sinplistic dichotony

bet ween t he physical and the nental was an intellectual conveni ence, not
correspondi ng to what nust be the case. "The dichotony is false," had said

Herjellsen. "If it were true, the mnd could not nove the body or the body
affect the mind. If it were true, then | could not nove my hand when | wi sh.
If it were true, | could not feel pain when ny body was injured."

"What then is true?" had asked WIIiam



"A nore useful distinction, though itself ultimtely dubious,"” had said
Herjellsen, "is that between the phenonenal and the nonphenomenal, that

bet ween the categories and sensibilities of experience and that which exceeds
such categories and sensibilities, that which is other than they."

"Which is?" asked WIIliam

"The reality," had said Herjellsen, "and the power."

"The distinction, you said," conmrented WIlliam "was ultimtely dubious."

"I think so," had responded Herjellsen, "because the phenonenal is itself a
node of the reality; it is away in which the reality sees itself, a

per spective, perhaps one of an infinite nunber in which the reality chooses to
reveal itself. Thus, | see no conplete and categorical distinction between
ourselves and the reality. Indeed, the distinction itself seens relativized to
our nodes of consciousness. In the reality itself such a distinction would be,
one supposes, meani ngl ess."

W Iliam had shaken hi s head.

"Ch, we are quite reap" had | aughed Herjellsen. "W are as real as anything
that is real; it is only that there are other manifestations, other truths,
ot her dimensions, that are quite as real as ours."

"How do you know?" denanded WIIiam
"I do not," said Herjellsen. "But it seems to be likely. It seens inplausible,
does it not, that our handful of categories, our tiny, evolving package of
sensibilities, our tiny phenonenal island of awareness, energing from sensed,
but uncharted seas, should be unique." Herjellsen had then | eaned back. "Rich
as we are, | suspect," he had said, "we are only one penny in the riches of
reality.”

"What is the reality in itself?" demanded Wl iam
"We are one thing, | suspect," had said Herjellsen, "that the reality is in
itsel f-but what other things the reality may be in itself | do not know" "Is
the reality to be distinguished," had asked Gunther, "fromthe totality of its
di verse phenonenal representations or manifestations?"

"I think so," whispered Herjellsen. "I think that it is in itself these
mani festations, but that it is, initself, too, nore."

"This seenms contradictory,” said WIIliam

"I do not think so," said Herjellsen. "Representations or manifestations are
not like shells or costunes in which sonething else hides; they area way in
which reality, initself, truly, has its being; they are not other than the
reality but a way in which it is; but, too, it seenms probable that reality's
riches, in their unmani fested profundity, exceed phenomenal expressions. It is
not that the phenonena are not reality, but that there are realities beyond
phenonena. Reality contains, | suspect, depths and inexpressibilities beyond

t hose of any set of. phenonenal configurations.”

"This is hard to understand," said WIIliam

"The words “in itself' are hard to understand, perhaps unintelligible," said
Herjell sen. "Perhaps they are nisleading. Let us forget them Let us think



what m ght be neant, not trouble ourselves with a particular semantic
formulation. | amsaying that there is no adequate distinction, in this
matter, between real and unreal. Al that exists is equally real. Al that |
wish to say is that there is a reality-doubtless identical with all that

exi sts-but that this reality far exceeds our perspectives upon it, or those of
ot her perspectives. It is, perhaps, infinitely profound and inexhausti bl e.
There is nore to it than we see. It is not that it is not as we see it, but
that it is also other than we see it. And perhaps, if we held other
perspectives, we would see that it was also other than we conceived it."

"Granted these things, supposing themintelligible,"” said Wlliam "is it not
your belief that in extraphenonenal reality, reality as it is apart from our
particul ar, or some particul ar, node of experience, time and space do not

exi st ?"

"Certainly not as we conceive of them" said Herjellsen. "Tinme and space, as
we conceive of them are irrational. It seens irrational both that space
should be infinite, that it should have no end, and irrational, too, that it
shoul d at some boundary term nate, for what would be on the other side?"

"What of an expanding, finite space?" asked Wlliam Ham lton's mnd had swept
to a specul ative conjecture comon in astrophysics.

"Irrational,"” said Herjellsen. "Wat is it expanding into?"

Wl liam]| ooked angry.
"What if it were closed and static?" asked WIIliam

"What would lie outside its sphere?" asked Herjellsen

"That question would be answered 'nothing,"' said WIIliam

"Yes," said Herjellsen, "but scarcely answered rationally." He snmiled. "A
sphere requires place," he said.

"What of the Moebius strip?" demanded WIIiam

"It, too, requires place," smled Herjellsen

"I suppose there are difficulties," admtted WIIliam

"Too," said Herjellsen, "consider tine-it is irrational both to suppose that
it had a beginning and that it had no begi nni ng-each hypothesis affronts the
intellect, challenges sanity itself."

"So, then," said Wlliam "space and tine are irrational ?"

"Space and time, as we conceive of them" said Herjellsen, "nmake little
sense. "

"So what should we think?"

"We should think at least," said Herjellsen, "that they may not be as we
conceive of them" He smled. "They are relative, in ny conjecture," said
Herjellsen, "to our node of perception-1 think it quite unlikely that they
characterize, or characterize in the sane way, the reality as it is apart from
our sensibility. It may be that what we experience as space and tine is, apart
from our experience of it, quite unlike space and tine."



"This sort of thing," volunteered Gunther, "is quite conmon in science, though
sel dom ext ended to space and tine. The distinction between the

sensi bility-dependent and the sensibility-independent property is germane.
Sound, for exanple, considered as physicalistic atnospheric concussions is
quite unlike the auditory phenonenon of |istening, say, to a synphony. The
reality is like blows; the auditory phenonmenon is nusic. Simlarly with other
properties. Consider color, as the physicalistic property of a surface,

sel ectively absorbing and reflecting waves of light. This is quite different
fromthe painting one sees or the blue sky. The world of physics is one of
particles and nmotions, of invisible notions, silent, unlit, dark, hurried. But
our world of experience, the human world, is bright with sound, with feeling,
taste and touch, with odors, with light and color. Qur sensors dip into alien
spectra. Qur brain is a transducer that transforms physical energies into a
human experi ence, one congruent with the world of the physicist, and yet quite
different fromit."

"You are famliar, are you not," asked Herjellsen of Wlliam "with the
di stinction between the sensibility-dependent property and the

sensi bility-independent property?"

"Any educated man is," said Wlliam "That distinction dates fromthe tinme of
Glileo."

"Fromthe tine of Leucippus and Denocritus,"” corrected Herjellsen

"Very well," said WIIliam

"It is then ny belief," said Herjellsen, "that tinme and space, as we conceive
them are sensibility-dependent, a node of our sensibility, a condition for
experi ence, given whatever we may be. That we experience the reality spatially
and tenporally does not inply that the reality apart from our experience is as
we conceive it to be. That we experience a bright yellow does not inply that
in the physicist's reality such a yellow, apart from our experience, exists.
That we experience a synphony of Beethoven does not inmply that in the
physicist's reality such nmusic, apart from our experience, exists as we
experience it. Rather it would be only a pounding on the skin. For the

| obster, for the sponge, for the spider, it presumably would not exist, not as
music. Simlarly, of course, for themthere m ght be beauties and rhythns that
woul d be I ost on us, we |acking the appropriate sensors, the appropriate
sensibility."

"Space and tine are unreal ?" asked WIIiam

"As phenonenal reality, relative to our node of perception," said Herjellsen
patiently, "they are quite real."

"I's that all?"
"Perhaps,"” said Wlliam "they are a node of perceiving sonething which is
doubtl ess quite real, or, perhaps they are thensel ves perceptions of
somet hi ng-or things-which are quite real."

"Perhaps,"” said WIlliam "they are nodes of perceiving space and tinme, or, if
perceptions, perceptions of space and tine."

"Does the nusic of Beethoven, the color of bright yellow, exist in nature as
you hear it, as you see it?"

"No," said WIIliam



"Why then do you fear to extend the distinction of sensibility-dependent and
sensi bility-independent property to space and tinme?" asked Herjellsen

"I amafraid," said WIliam "because then | would be |ost."

"Yes," said Herjellsen, "you would then be al one-wi thout your maps. Your very
world would totter."

"Why do you suspect that space and time are not of the reality itself, or are
different in that reality?"

"Space and time, as we conceive of them" said Herjellsen, "are irrational
Thus, | conjecture they are not as we conceive of them"

W1 1liam said nothing.
"It is interesting," said Herjellsen, "nen who conceive placidly of
irrationalities are accounted sane. | who question them am accounted insane. |

wonder who is truly sane and who truly insane.”

Brenda Hami | ton fought the terror. She shook her head. She | ooked into the
cubi cl e.

It had begun with a soft glow of light, vibrating, filling the interior of the
cubicle with a fog of crystals, and then it had seenmed to slip to the floor of
the cubicle, like beads, |ike nolecules formng chains of light, first keeping

to the margins of the cubicle, then, strand by strand, darting across the
plastic floor, until now the entire floor of .the cubicle seened laced with

light, and then, tendril by tendril, it began to clinb the walls of the
cubicle. Now the floor of the cubicle was covered, it seemed inches thick
with a matting of light strands, and nore light, like illum nated vines began

to grow about the interior of the cubicle.

But it was not the light that frightened Hamilton. It was turnings and terror
in her mnd.

Wlliam seenmed calm He had had the experience before. He was patient.
"There are two times now," he said, "that are present."
"One is a nenory," whispered Hamilton

"No," said Wlliam "Both are quite real. It is Iike a nountain and a | ake.
They are times, but they co-exist."

"That is not possible,"” said Hamilton

"It is like the parts of a picture. They are different parts but they are al
now. There are two tines, and they are now "

"No," said Ham | ton

She shook her head in terror. She recalled Herjellsen saying that tine, as we
think of it, did not exist in the reality.

"It is like a sphere,” said Wlliam "It is like a transparent sphere. | see
two points on one surface, each opposite the other. They are related to one
another. Each is different and yet they are the sane, and they are both now "

"Is it truly that way?" asked Hanilton



WIlliam|ooked at her blankly. "No," he said, "that is only a poem a .poem"

Ham | t on shuddered. She sought a concept, a root to grasp, a branch to seize,
even a poemthat mght try to speak what coul d not be spoken

"No netaphors fromthe phenonenal real mare adequate or clarifying,"
Herjellsen had insisted. "It is its ow reality, not ours. W cannot
understand it in the nodes of our perception. It is another reality."

Ham | t on shuddered. There were no charts, no diagrans, no schenas, no
pi ctures. Nothing would be adequate. It was not our reality. It was another
reality.

Wlliamsmled. "It is gone now," he said. "Are you all right?"

"Yes," said Ham | ton

"Frightening, the disordering of the tine sense," he said.

Brenda smled. WIlliam |ight, pleasant, cool, witty, sharp, sophisticated,
was again his self. Hs attention was now drawn to the cubicle, watching the
phenonenon of the light. Now the cubicle was alnmost filled with the interwoven
tendrils of brightness, |ike beaded strands of brightness. Hanmilton | ooked at
Wlliam "Pretty good trick, what?" he asked Hami |lton, not |ooking at her
referring to the light.

Brenda wanted to cry out with joy. Suddenly Wlliam in his casual manner, had
made the world real again for her

It was WIlliams mathematics which Herjellsen utilized. WIliam a physician
but gifted amateur mathematician, had, utilizing anal ogies fromthe

mat hemati cs of pol ydi nensi onal spaces, devel oped, as a fictive sport, a jeux
d esprit of ideas, a calculus for polydinmensional tenporalities. He had
published this privately. The slimvolunme had cone to the attention of

Herjell sen, an ommivorous reader. \What had been a formof fictive play for
Wlliam an engaging pastinme, a lighthearted diversion, had given Herjellsen

t he | anguage, the equations, for his conjecture. Men before Herjellsen had
doubt ed the sensibility-independent nature of space and tine, notably and nost
famously the tiny, hunchbacked, brilliant Prussian, |muanuel Kant, but Kant
had not had at his disposal the mathematics of polydi nensional tenporalities,
and Kant had been rational in a way that Herjellsen was not. Herjellsen
brought to the problemthe conviction that the mnd mght have the capacity to
touch the reality. Kant had been of the Enlightennent. Mnd, for Kant, had
been essentially an organ of rationalities, conscious, reflective, clear

| ogi cal , Euclidean, a sunny, felicitous instrumental nechanism comon in al
men, incorporating the canons of reason, a suitable device whereby man m ght,
within his limtations, know the true, solve problens and advance in social
progress. Kant was unfamliar with the stornms of the m nd, the turbul ences

unl eashed in the Nineteenth Century, the intellectual and technol ogica

expl osions, and horrors, of the Twentieth. Kant was before the teachings of
Freud, the investigations of the darknesses of the mnd, the first organized
probi ngs into psychic phenonena, the first organized attenpts to understand
what m ght be the nature, and the powers, sone perhaps untapped, and the
reaches, of this nysterious, evolutionary oddity, the m nd of the human bei ng.
Herjellsen, a crazed Finn, was the first man to bring together, in a madnman's
brain, the conjecture, the mathematics, and the suspicion that the reality
could be touched, that the key could be found, and that it lay in the mnd

The transl ation cubicle was now aflame with |ight.



Ham | ton, and WIlliam watched it with awe.

Ham | ton, gl ancing about, cried out. Herjellsen had not noved, but there was
bl ood on the back of his neck, beads of blood. His collar was stained. Hs
fists were clenched. He seenmed oblivious of the world, of anything, save for
one thing, the thought he held in his brain.

Hami | ton | ooked at Gunther. He had not spoken. H s eyes were closed.

The cubi cl e was exploding with |ight.

"Kill it!"™ cried GQunther. "Kill it! Kill it!"

Hami I ton cried out with fear. WIlliam put his arm about her

"Do not be frightened," said Wlliam "It is the disordering of the tine
sense. In a nonent he will be perfectly all right. It is only his reaction."

"It's coming!" cried GQunther. "Gve nme the rifle, you fool I"
Ham | ton | ooked at him frightened.

"It's dead," | aughed Gunther. "It's dead." He | ooked at Hamlton. "I killed
it," he said.

"Yes, Qunther," she whispered.

@unt her sniled, and shook his head.

"Do you hear it?" asked Hanmilton. She knew it was not an actual sound. But it
began to screamin her head, a highpitched, whistling note. It began to grow
| ouder and | ouder. The |ight seened now ready to shatter the heavy plastic of
the cubicle. Ham Iton could no | onger look at it. She pulled away from
Wlliam shielded her eyes. The whistling note was intolerably | oud. She shut
her eyes against the pain of the light and, though she knew the sound was from
within her brain, covered her ears with her hands. Then it seenmed her brain
woul d burst with the note, and then it was suddenly still, absolutely still.
She opened her eyes, |owered her hands.

"Look," said WIIliam

The Iight was gone fromthe cubicle. It now seenmed heavy, silent, very enpty.
"There is nothing," she whispered.

"No," said WIlliam "you are m staken."

"What do you nean?" she whi spered.

"Pis now present," said Wlliam "It is in the cubicle. The cubicle is now
open. "

Ham | ton | ooked at the cubicle, the heavy, sliding plastic panel. The cubicle
was cl osed.

"It is closed," said Ham | ton

"No," said WIlliam "The cubicle is open.™



Ham I ton | ooked into the cubicle. It seened very quiet now, absolutely still.
The energies of P, asserted to be present, she knew, would not be, if they
existed, in the visible or tactual spectrum They could not be heard. They
could not be seen. They could not be tasted, or snelled or touched.

"Such energi es cannot exist," she had once said to Herjellsen

"Gravitation," had said Herjellsen, "too, cannot be heard, nor can it be seen
or touched, or snelled or tasted, and yet it conmands the notions of material
bodi es; it bal ances universes, plays with planets and guides neteors; does it
not exist?"

"Of course,” had said Hamilton. "We know it does. We can see its effects.”
"And so, too," bad said Herjellsen, "can one see the effects of P."

Ham | ton stared into the cubicle.

"It's closed," she whispered. "It's closed.™

"No," said WIlliam "The cubicle is now open.”

Ham | ton regarded the cubicle. It was three hundred and forty-three cubic feet
in content, seven feet in height, width and depth, but, if WIIliamwere
correct, it was unfathoned in depth in another dinmension. Hamlton wondered
how deep was it? It was closed to three dinensions. She could see that. But,
if WIlliam and Qunther, and Herjellsen were correct, it was open to anot her
"lt's therel™ cried Wlliam "It's there!"

Hami | t on screaned

In the center of the cubicle, on the floor, was a snall, heavy-w re cage,
about a foot wide, a foot high and two feet in length. There was straw in the
bottom of the cage, and a pan of water. Ham lton sawit was a trap, that had
been sprung shut. It nust have been baited. |nside, peering out through the

cage wire, its eyes bright, was a | arge rodent.

Hami Il ton slipped to the floor, unconscious.

3
@unt her turned the Land Rover abruptly fromthe gravel ed road onto the plain.

Ham | ton, pleased, sat between Gunther and Wlliam It was the first time she
had been permitted out of the conpound since her arrival.

She, too, was now excited about Herjellsen's work. The identification had not
yet been made on the animal in the cage.

Wien she had | earned that Gunther and WIlliamwere to take the Land Rover and
seek another animal, a live specinen, wild, for the third series of
experiments, she had begged Herjellsen to be permitted to acconpany them

"Of course, Doctor Hamilton," Herjellsen had readily agreed.

Ham | ton had been frightened that he woul d refuse. She had been incredibly



relieved, elated, at the readiness with which he had acceded to her request.

How marvel ous it was to be outside the compound, away fromthe high, wire
fence, the small, plain, severe buildings, of stucco and tin, the watching
eyes of the armed bl acks.

The Land Rover churned dust fromthe plain, in a streamof debris cast into
the air behind it.

@unt her, his eyes narrowed, drove swiftly, too swiftly for the terrain.

Ham I ton did not mind. It gave her a sense of release. She sensed the air
pressed aside by the passage of the vehicle, sensed the dirt, spitting away,
beneath the tread of the heavy sand tires.

On the gravel ed road, which passed not nore than a half mle fromthe
conmpound, which lay concealed fromthe road, the three of them had tal ked
WIlliam as always, was affable. Gunther, as he usually was, was tight-upped,
taciturn. Neither man wore a hat. A bag of water was slung to the right-hand
door handl e.

Hami | ton had been permitted to come with the men. Herjellsen had willingly
acceded to her request. She was fully fledged now, a nmenber of the team

The conputer runs she had conducted on Herjellsen's nodified 1180, from data
furni shed by WIlliam she had not conpletely understood, but she knew t hat
they were integral to the devel opnent of the experinmental sequence.

On the road, away fromthe conpound, the men had spoken nore openly with her
about Herjellsen's work, particularly WIlliam Gunther, too, had comrented
fromtime to time. And when addressed, he responded to her questions,
carefully, exactly. Hamilton | eaned back. She was pl eased. She was out of the
conmpound. She could speak with the men alone, with Herjellsen not present.
They seemed nore comuni cative outside of the conmpound. Wthin the conmpound,
they were less willing to speak freely. Though Herjellsen hinself was comonly
pl easant, and congeni al, he tended, w thout meaning to, to dom nate any group
of which he was a nenber. Wen he was present, there was always the waiting to
hear what he would say. It was not only Herjellsen's ponderousness, his
erudition, his brilliance which tended to cause himto | oom anong his

col | eagues, but al so the inponderabl es of age and experience; he was in his
late fifties; and, too, that he was their head, the |eader, the determiner of
action, the enployer. Perhaps nost sinply there was the fact that he was
Herjell sen, short, incisive, powerful, dom nating. To himeven GQunther, like a
young, powerful |iegeman, deferred. It was pleasant then for the hour, or
afternoon, to be beyond the wire of the conpound. Gunther, Hanilton and
WIlliamwere young. They were nore of an age, were nore comonly equal, and
had more in common with one another than any of them m ght have had with
Herjellsen. It was pleasant to be apart fromhim his experience, his

wei ghti ness, the innocent oppressiveness of his maturity, his dom nance. The
three of them were young, and were now al one together, Herjellsen |left behind.
And, too, though she did not perhaps fully realize it, it was pleasant for
anot her reason, for Hamilton, to be with the younger nen. She sat between
them one with them talking, with closeness. She felt very pleased to be with
them nale coll eagues. She did not fully understand her feelings. Perhaps it
was sinply the relief of being out of the conpound, beyond the wire. She

| ooked at Gunther. Suddenly he | ooked at her, too. Startled, she | ooked
forward again, out the jolting, dusty, insect-stained windshield. H's
attention was again on his driving. If WIliamwere not present, and Gunt her
began to make |l ove to her, she felt she would be unable to resist him Gunther
woul d not ask her if he m ght nake |ove to her; he would sinply begin. And she



knew she woul d be unable to resist him She fantasized his hands opening her
shirt, unhooking her brassiere, freeing her slacks fromher body, his hands
then at her thighs, lifting her legs, putting her on her back across the front
seat of the rover, half stripped. She knew she woul d be unable to resist him

But she put such thoughts from her m nd. She was a col | eague, not a wonan.
"I still suspect Herjellsen is a charlatan,” said WIIliam

"It is possible,"” said Gunther

"Yet-the artifact," said Wlliam "It seens genuine."

Wlliamreferred to the piece of stone, spoken of by themas the Herjellsen
artifact.

It was commonly kept in the conputer building. Hanmilton had seen it nany
tines.

The artifact was rounded, chipped, roughly polished; it weighed 2.1 kil ograns.
Ant hr opol ogi sts would have referred to it as a tool. It was a weapon.

The artifact was the nost surprising result of the first series of

experiments. There had been many abortive experinments, many failures, many

di sappoi ntnents, in the first series. But in the first series, bit by bit,

rudi mentary translation techniques, relevant to testing the Herjellsen

conj ecture, had been conceived, devel oped and refined. The first object to
appear in the translation cubicle, two nonths before Ham |ton had been

enpl oyed, was a piece of broken branch, seared and splintered as though torn
fromits tree by claws of fire. It had appeared in the cubicle blasted and
snoki ng. The radi ocarbon dating on the branch, conducted by Gunther, indicated
t he branch, though of an unknown wood, was contenporary. This was as it should
have been. The branch had been living, had been torn froma living tree. O her
results, in the beginning, were simlar, though the objects collected were
general ly sinple stones, sonetines pebbles, or chips. Mst appeared stained,
some half fused and gl azed. Toward the end of the first series Herjellsen had,
with the aid of WIliamand Gunther, considerably refined his techniques. One
of the major difficulties to be surnmounted in the practical application of the
Herjell sen conjecture was the coordination of diverse terns in appropriate

bi nary conbi nati ons; nmany such conbi nati ons yi el ded not hing; one had destroyed
a generator; Herjellsen spoke often of interphenonenal translation, nanely,
the translation of an object from one phenonenal dinmension to another

speaki ng phenonenal | y, one m ght have said fromone tinme and place to anot her
two pairs of values were stipulated, those of the translation cubicle in a
conmpound in Rhodesia and a given tinme, sidereal scale, for its |ongitude at

t he nonent of projected translation; the other two values, the crucial binary
conbi nati ons, coordinated with the space and tine of the cubicle, presented
fantastic difficulties; the mind of Herjellsen was |like the hand of a blind
man reaching out in a dark room of incredible dinension; generally it would

cl ose on nothing; but then, once, suddenly, blasted and snoking on the floor
of the cubicle had lain a branch, torn as though by fire froma tree; the hand
had cl osed on sonething; this was the first successful set of coordinates;
Herjellsen, with Wlliam had studied themintensely, noting paraneters and
matri ces, resenbl ances and di vergenci es. They had been computerized and

exam ned fromnmore than two hundred aspects. They were repeated, but this tine
yi el ded not hi ng.

"OfF course," had cried Herjellsen, "we are fools! It is phenonenal tinme we are
translating! It is like reaching out twice to touch a noving object and
expecting to touch it a second time in the sane place one did at first! The



equati ons nust be adjusted, relativized!'" But this did not prove sinple.
Primarily it was discovered that the spatial coordinate as well as the
tenmporal coordinate alters. It was as though the blind man were trying to
touch two nmovi ng spheres, each different, and touch each at precisely the sane
pl ace that he had touched them before. Yet Herjellsen and WIIliam worked, and
the 1180 was nodified, programmed, renodified, and reprogramed agai n and
again. Gradually, a pattern, though one of fantastic conplexity, began to
energe. The second collection, a piece of seared shale, occurred a nonth after
the branch. Fromthat time on collections became nore frequent, nore
predictable. Herjellsen could not tell to what time or place his coordinates
corresponded, only that they were successful in generating collections. It was
as though he printed a nunber, possibly meaningless, on a card, and then
mailed it. If there was an answer it had been an address, somewhere; if there
were no answer, then he did not knowif it had been an address or not; it had
per haps been nothing; it had perhaps been an address that had not responded,;
Ire did not know

Toward the end of the first series of experinents notable results had been
achi eved. Collections had beconme statistically predictable. In one experiment
a fragment of rock had been obtained; in the subsequent experinment its

mat chi ng counterpart; this had indicated a refinement of considerable
delicacy, the complexity of which would not have been possible w thout the
nodi fi ed 1180 device; the cal cul ati ons, by hand, mi ght have consumed years. It
was as though the blind man were finally learning to touch the two spheres, in
preci sely the same pl aces, on subsequent attenpts. He did not know what places
he touched, but he knew t hat whatever places they m ght be he could touch them
at least twice. Wiile Wlliam aided by Herjellsen, fought to refine the

mat hematics of the Herjellsen conjecture, Qunther, partially working under the
instruction of Herjellsen, partially inmprovising relays and circuitry, gave
his attention to the sophistication of the anplifying mechani sm Speci nens had
been collected generally in a shattered, or seared condition, alnobst as though
torn through atnmospheres and expl oded from one di nension into another. For
reasons that were not clear to WIlliamand Gunther at the tinme, these effects
were not found acceptable by Herjellsen. Coils to the translation cubicle were
multiplied. Significantly, generator power was reduced; the distributions and
focuses of power, as it turned out, were nore significant than its anount.

Most significant of all, of course, was the strange m nd of Herjellsen. Though
abetted and sharpened by the equations of WIlliam though reinforced by the
genius and el ectronics of Gunther, it was that m nd, and that mind al one, that
could reach out, that had the power to reach out and touch, for an agoni zi ng
nmonent, the reality. It is not known how we can nove our hand, and yet we
understand that it can be done, and do it; it is not clear whether Herjellsen
was perhaps a nutant, or that he, of all men to his tine, alone intuited his
power, and understood what might be done; it is not known, so to speak

whet her Herjellsen discovered a hand that other men do not possess, an
instrument, a power, or that he was the first to discover what all nen m ght,
though it lie forever dormant, possess. The infant, weeping, alone, w shed the
bright toy, and o, a hand, to his astonishnment and pl easure, his own, reached
forth, and drewit to him He had |learned to will, and grasp. He woul d never
forget this. He would never understand it, but neither would he forget it. It
was his now, this power.

"We will succeed!" had cried Herjellsen

Late in the first series of experinments the success had cone.

There had appeared on the floor of the translation cubicle, in a bit of water,
fresh and cold, a handful of ice nbss. Herjellsen had entered the cubicle,

and, on his knees, had lifted it in his hands. It was delicate and cold. Each
fiber was intact, and perfect. Herjellsen had wept. WIIiam and Gunther had



not understood his enption.

He had | ooked at them fromwthin the cubicle, the ice npbss cupped gently in
his hands. "W will succeed," he had wept. "W shall succeed.”

Herjellsen's interests, for no reason that was clear to either WIlliam or
@Qunther, were narrow. Only certain categories of equations were utilized by
him and within these categories there was investigation in fantastic depth
and subtlety. It was as though Herjellsen were seeking sone particul ar
reality, some destination, sone special address in the vastnesses and wastes
and nysteries of the reality.

It was with a startled, and eerie feeling, that they had heard his shriek of
pl easure in the experinental shack

In the cubicle bad lain the Herjellsen artifact, the rounded, chipped, roughly
pol i shed stone; it weighed 2.1 kilograms. It was a tool, a weapon

"Centlenen," bad said Herjellsen, "the first series of experinments is herewith
concl uded. "
"I still suspect Herjellsen is a charlatan,” said WIIliam

"It is possible,"” said Gunther
"Yet-the artifact," said Wlliam "It seens genuine."

Ham | ton had seen the artifact many tines. It was comonly kept in the
conput er bui |l di ng.

"You believe," asked Ham lton of Wlliam "that there is sone trick invol ved
inall this?"

"That certainly seens plausible,"” said WIlliam |ooking out the wi ndow of the
Land Rover. The glass was rolled down. H s face was dusty, particularly the
right side. There was dust, too, on his sungl asses.

"It takes years to make such an object,”
couldn't have nmade it, could he?"

said Hanmilton, archly. "Herjellsen

"It does not take years to make such an object,"” said Gunther. "Flint is a
soft stone. It can be worked swiftly. Such an ax could be chipped by a skilled
craftsman in forty mnutes, and polished in an hour."

"How woul d you know?" asked WIIiam

"It is sinply a matter of the physics of the stone," said Gunther. "The
physi cs of the stone nakes the answer clear."

"I had always thought it would take a long tine," said Hamilton

"You are incorrect," said Qunther

"Ch," said Hanmilton

"I'f such a stone can be worked quickly," said Wlliam "and |I shall take your
word for that, then it seenms quite likely that the Herjellsen artifact was

manuf actured by our dear colleague, the am able professor hinmself."

"I do not regard that as likely," said CGunther



"You realize what you are saying," said Wlliam slowy.
"Precisely," said Gunther.

"It could have been stol en," suggested Ham |ton.

"The stone is fresh," said Gunther. "It bears no signs of age."
"What better evidence that it is a fake?" asked WIIliam

"What better evidence that it is genuine?" asked CGunther.

Hami | t on shi ver ed.

"If the Herjellsen conjecture is correct,” said Gunther, "the stone should be
as it is, fresh, clean, newy worked."

"That is true," said WIIliam

"Herjellsen, did he not," asked Hanmilton, "once stole such a stone." She said
not hi ng nore. Gunther, when speaking to her of Herjellsen, had told her this
anong ot her things. Hamilton did not nmention that it had been stolen froma
museum i n Denmark. A guard had been killed in the theft.

"He stole it to study it," said Gunther.

"Why should he wish to do that?" asked WIliam

"I do not know," said Gunther. "Perhaps he wi shed to conduct tests. Perhaps he
wi shed only to know it thoroughly, so that he might recognize such an artifact
again."

Hami | ton stared out the dusty wi ndshield. They were now in trackl ess bush
country. Qunther because of the terrain had slowed the vehicle. He
occasionally shifted gears, the machine lurching up slopes or pulling out of
sand pits. A pack of bush pigs, grunting and snuffling, scattered into the
brush. The country was hot, dusty, desolate. In the back of the Rover Gunther
had two rifles.

"Way woul d he wish to recogni ze such an artifact again?" asked WIIliam

"I do not know," said Gunther. "But | suspect, that for sone reason, it is
i mportant to him"

"He speaks often of the stars,” said Hamlton.

"What has a piece of shaped stone, the head of a primtive ax, to do with the
stars?" asked CGunther.

"I"'msure | do not know, " |aughed HamIton.
He | ooked at her, angrily.
Hami | ton was silent.

"Do you truly believe," asked Gunther of WIlliam "that the Herjellsen
artifact is not genuine?"

"It is a fake," said Wlliam "All of this is a matter of tricks, a magician's



illusions."
"Do you truly believe that?" asked Gunt her
"OF course," said Wlliam "I amnot mad."

"Why do you remain in the conpound? Why do you continue to work with
Herj el | sen?" asked Gunt her

"Ch," smled WIlliam "the pay is remarkably good, you know, free trip to the
bush and all that, not bad for hunmoring the old fellow"

@unt her said nothing. He drove on, picking his way anong clunps of brush. It
was toward noon. The three of themwere sweating. Dust, churned up by the Land
Rover, like a screen of dust, drifted behind the vehicle. They did not speak
for sone tine.

"I do not believe the Herjellsen artifact is genuine," said Wlliam slowy.
"It is inmpossible that it should be genuine."

@unt her | aughed. "I see now," he said, "why you stay in the bush."

"Yes," said WIliam |ooking out the window. "Wat if it should be genui ne?"
He turned to look at Gunther. His lips were tight, thin, pale. "What,

@unt her," he asked, "if it should be genui ne?"

@unt her |aughed. "My dear Wlliam" he said, "that is the difference between
us! | hope eagerly that it is genuine! You, on the other hand, just as eagerly
hope that it is not!"

"I do not know what | hope,"” said Wlliam "Sonetines |, too, hope that it is
genuine. At other tines | amterrified lest it be genuine."

@unt her | aughed.
"If it should be genuine," said Wlliam slowy, "do you realize its neani ng?"

"I think so," said Gunther. "I think | do." "I think | do, too," said
Ham | t on

"Be silent," said Gunther. Ham | ton fl ushed.

"Pl ease, GQunther," snapped WIlliam "Be civil at |east.
woman, " said CGunther.

"She is an ignorant

"I have a Ph.D. fromthe California Institute of Technol ogy," said Hanilton

angrily. "l have a doctorate in mathematics."
"You are an ignorant girl. Be quiet," said Gunther. "I ama coll eague," said
Hami | t on

"You understand nothing," said Gunther

Ham | ton | ooked at himangrily.

"You were a fool to conme to the bush," said Cunther
"You can't speak to ne like that!" cried Hamlton

"Quiet, little fool," said Gunther



"1'"'m needed!" said Ham | ton
"Yes, little fool," said Gunther. "You are needed. That is true."
"There!" cried Wlliam "Look there!"

@Qunther, in the instant that WI!Iliam had spoken, had seen. In the sane instant
he had cut the engine to the Land Rover and stepped on the brakes.

"Excellent," said Gunther. "I had not hoped to have such | uck."
"What are you | ooking for?" asked Hamilton

"An animal for the second series of experinents," said Wlliam "preferably a
| arge animal, between one hundred and one hundred and fifty pounds in weight."

"What do you see?" asked Hamilton, peering through the dusty, insect-stained
wi ndshi el d.

"There, in that tree, some ten feet fromthe ground," whispered WIIliam
poi nting, "on that branch."

Ham | ton | ooked closely. "It's a calf," she said. "A native calf. But it can't
be. It's on the branch. And it's dead. How could it be on the branch?"

"Look nore closely,"” said WIliam

Ham | ton | ooked nore closely. Across the body of the dead calf, half lost in
t he sunlight and shadows, sleepy, gorged, peering at them was a | eopard.

"Superb," said Qunther

"They pull their kills into the branches of trees, to keep them from
scavengers,"” said WIlliam "They are incredibly powerful, lithe brutes,
extrenel y dangerous. "

Ham | t on gasped. She had never before sensed the sinuous power, its deceptive
strength, the teeth, the jaws, the resilient incredible sinews of the |eopard,

per haps the nost agile and dangerous of the predators.

The beast lay across the body of the calf, watching them

"You go there," said Gunther to WIlliam "Do not approach it. | shall circle
to the back, and cone within range. It will snell you, and see you, but it is
not likely to attack you. If it seens to sense nme, attract its attention. It
will not wish to abandon its kill. If all goes well | shall have a clean
shot . "

"What if it darts into the brush?" asked WIIiam

"Then," said Gunther, "we will have lost it." He smled. "I have no intention
of following it into the brush."

"Are you going to kill it?" asked Hamilton
"You take the hunting rifle," said Gunther to Wlliam It was a

medi um cal i ber, bolt-action piece, with a five-shot box nagazine, with
tel escopi c sight, of German design



"Yes," said WIlliam He |ooked relieved.

"I"ll take the tranquilizer rifle," said Gunther. It was a powerful
conpressed-air gun, custom made, of British manufacture, designed for the
di scharge of anesthetic darts.

WIlliam|ooked at Hanmilton. "Herjellsen wants the bl oody aninal alive," he
sai d.

@unt her handed Wlliamfive bullets. He hinself, fromthe gl ove conpartnent of
the Rover, renoved four plastic-packaged darts. He broke two open. Both nen
wore side weapons, WIlliam a revolver, Qunther, an automatic, a Luger, 9 mm,
the cl assical 08 nodel

@unt her |1 ooked at the leopard in the tree.

"Be careful,"” said Hamilton to the nen
@unt her | ooked at Ham lton, and then he drew the keys out of the ignition, and
slipped themin his pocket.

"Why did you do that?" asked Hamilton

@Qunt her did not answer her. Then, to Ham lton's astoni shnent, Gunther drew
forth froma |eather pouch at his belt a pair of steel handcuffs.

"Gve nme your left wist," he said to Hanilton

Hamilton felt her left wist taken in the strong hand of Gunther. She could
not believe her eyes, nor her feelings. As though it m ght be happening to
soneone el se, she saw, and felt, the steel of one of the cuffs close about her
left wist, snugly, and lock. In an instant the other cuff was |ocked about
the steering wheel. She was handcuffed to the steering wheel

"What are you doi ng!" she demanded.
Wlliamand Gunther were getting out of the car

Ham | ton jerked against the handcuff |ocked on her wist. She was perfectly
secur ed.

"Rel ease ne!" she cried. "Let me go!"

She | ooked at them wldly.

"I'I'l scream" she cried. "I'lIl scream"

Wlliamsnmled at her, the inanity of her threat. Ham |lton flushed.

@unt her was serious. He glanced to the large cat in the tree, some one hundred
and fifty yards away. He did not want the cat disturbed, the hunt interfered
with. He glanced at WIlliam and nodded. WIlliam too, nodded.

"Rel ease e, " whispered Hamilton

Williamclinbed back into the seat beside her, and then, quickly, to her
consternation, put his left hand over her nmouth, and held her right hand with
his. She could utter only nuffled noises. Her eyes were wild over his hand.
@unt her was now reaching toward her, he had something in his hand. She felt
her shirt on her right side pulled out of her slacks, and shoved up, exposing



her right side, over and a bit forward of the hip.
She tried to shake her head no.

Then she felt Gunther's hand and the needle, slap and press forcibly against
her flesh. She felt the needle thrust better than a half inch into her body,
and the hand of Gunther holding it into her, patiently, waiting for it to take
effect. She felt dizzy. Everything began to go black. She tried to shake her
head, no, again. And then she | ost consciousness. She had been tranquilized.

4

Dr. Brenda Hamilton awakened in her own quarters. She stared at the ceiling.
The half light of |ate afternoon, golden, hazy, filtering, dimy illum nated
the room

The white-washed interior seemed gol den and dim She | ooked at the arched
roof, its beans, the corrugated tin. It was hot, terribly hot. She sel dom
spent time in her quarters before sundown.

She was vaguely aware that she lay on her mattress, on her iron cot, and that
there were no sheets beneath her

She recall ed, suddenly, her trip with Gunther and WIlliam the heat, the dust,
the seeing of the | eopard, her being handcuffed, tranquilized.

She was angry. They could not treat her in this fashion. Herjellsen nust hear
of this!

She tried to rise, but fell back, fighting the |ethargy of the drug.

Agai n she stared at the ceiling, at the hot tin above her. She cl osed her
eyes. It was difficult to keep themopen. It was so warm

She opened her eyes again.

The room seened familiar, and yet sonehow it was different. She noved one foot
agai nst the other, dimy aware that her shoes, her stockings, had been
renoved.

Suddenly she sat up in bed. The room was indeed different, it was al nost
enpty.

She | ooked about herself, alarmed. She swung her |egs quickly over the side of
the bed. Startled, she realized she was clothed differently than she had been

Her dresser, her trunk, her suitcases, her books, were gone. The table had
been renoved. The only furniture remaining in the roomwas three cane chairs,
and her iron cot.

A mrror was in the room which had not been there before. She saw herself.
She wore a brief cotton dress, thin, white and sl eeveless. It was not hers. It
cane well up her thighs, revealing her legs. She noted in the mrror that her
legs were trim She was terrified. The tiny dress was not belted. It was al
she wore, absolutely.

She | eaped to her feet and ran to the door of the al nost enpty, bleak room
The knob had been renoved. She dug at the crack of the door with her



fingernails. It was closed. She sensed, too, with an enpty feeling, it must be
secured, on the outside. She turned about, terrified, breathing heavily, her
back pressed agai nst the door. She | ooked across the roomto the w ndow. She
nmoaned. She ran to the wi ndow and thrust aside the -light curtain. Her two
fists grasped the bars which had been placed there.

She turned about again, regarding the room It was bare, except for the three
cane chairs, the iron cot with its mattress, no beddi ng.

She felt the planking of the floor beneath her bare feet. She | ooked across
the roomto the mrror, which had not been in the roombefore. It its
reflection she saw, clad in a brief, sleeveless garnent of white cotton, a
sl ender, trimegged, very attractive, dark-haired wonan. She was a young
worman, not yet twenty-five years of age. Her eyes were deep, dark, extrenely
intelligent, very frightened. She had | ong straight dark hair, now | oose,
unpi nned and unconfined, falling behind her head. She knew t he worman was

Br enda

Hami | ton, and yet the reflection frightened her. It was not Brenda Hamilton as
she had been accustoned to seeing her. No |longer did she wear the severe white
| aboratory coat; no longer was her hair rolled in a tight bun behind her head.
The young woman .in the reflection seened very female, her body in the brief
garnment fraught with a startling, unexpected, astonishing sexuality.

Suddenly, to a sinking feeling in her stomach, she realized that her body had
been washed, and her hair conbed. The dust of the Rhodesian bush was no | onger
upon her.

She | ooked at her figure, her breasts lovely, sweet, revealed in the cotton
She wanted her brassiere. But she did not have it.

She threw her head to one side. She fled fromthe wi ndow to the closet,
throwi ng open its door. It, too, was enpty. There was nothing wi thin, not even
a hanger.

There was no hanger; such m ght serve, she supposed, as a tool. Her shoes were
gone, with their |laces, and, too, her stockings. The bedding fromher cot, was
m ssing. Her brief cotton dress | acked even a belt.

She returned to the center of the room near the cot. Over it, dangling on a
short cord, sone four inches long, froma beam was a light bulb. Its shade
was m ssing. The bulb was off.

Nurmbly she went to the wall switch and turned the bulb on. It lit. Then,
noani ng, she turned it off again.

She went then again to the center of the room and |ooked slowy about, at the
whi t e-washed plaster, the bl eakness, and then up at the hot tin overhead, then
down to the thin, striped nattress on the iron cot.

Then suddenly she ran to the door and pounded on it, weeping. "WIlliam" she
cried. "@unther! Professor Herjellsen! Professor Herjellsen!"

There was no answer fromthe conpound.

She screanmed and pounded on the door, and wept. She ran to the barred w ndow,
whi ch bars had been placed there in her absence with WIlliamand Gunt her. She
seized the bars in her small fists and screaned between them "WIliam" she
screanmed. "Qunther! Professor Herjellsen! Professor Herjellsen!" Then she
screamed out again. "Help! Please, help! Someone! Help ne! Please help nel™



But there was again no answer fromthe conpound.
Dr. Brenda Hamilton, shaking, wal ked unsteadily to the iron cot. '
Her mind reel ed.

"You understand not hing," Gunther had told her. "You were a fool to come to
the bush," Gunther had told her.

"1'"'m needed!" had cried Ham | ton
"Yes, little fool," had said Gunther. "You are needed. That is true."
Ham | t on was bew | der ed.

She sank to the floor beside the cot. She put her head to the boards, and
wept .

"Here is a brush, cosnetics and such,"” said WIlliam placing a small cardboard
shoe box on the floor of Brenda Hamilton's quarters.

Brenda Hami | ton stood across the roomfromhim facing him She wore still the
brief white garment, that of thin cotton, sleeveless.

He sat on one of the cane chairs. It was ten P.M Mbosquito netting had been
stapl ed across the wi ndow. The roomwas lit fromthe single Iight bulb,
dangling on its short cord fromthe beam

A tray, with food, brought earlier by Wlliam lay on Brenda Hamlton's cot.
It was not touched.

"Eat your food," said WIIliam

"I'"'mnot hungry," she said.

He shrugged.

"I want my clothing, WIlliam" she said.

"It is interesting," said Wlliam "In all your belongings, there was not one
dress.”

"l do not wear dresses," she said.

"You are an attractive worman," said WIlliam "Wy not?"

"Dresses are hobbling devices," she said. "They are a garnment that nmen have
made for women, to set themapart and, in effect, to keep them prisoner."

"You do not appear much hobbl ed," observed WIIliam

Brenda Ham | ton fl ushed.

"I feel exposed," she said. "Another function of the dress,"” she said, "is to
make the femal e feel exposed, to make her nore aware of her sexuality."”

"Perhaps," said WIIliam

"Gve me ny own clothing," begged Brenda Hamilton



"You are quite lovely as you are,"” said WIIliam

"Do not use that dimnishing, trivializing word of me," snapped Hamilton. "It
is as objectionable as “pretty'."

Wlliamsmled. "But Brenda," he said, "you are quite pretty."
Pl ease, WIlliam" begged Hamilton

She | ooked in the mrror. It was true what WIlliam had said. She was, to her
fury, very lovely, very pretty.

"Actually," said WIlliam "you are rather nore than lovely, and certainly far
nmore than pretty.”

"Please, WIlliam" begged Hamilton
"You are beautiful, quite beautiful, Brenda," said WIIliam
"Call me Doctor Hamilton," said Hanmilton

"Very well," agreed WIlliam He | ooked at her, appreciatively, scrutinizing
her casually, to her rage, fromher trimankles to her proud head. "You are
i ndeed far nmore than pretty, Doctor Hamilton," said Wlliam "You are
beautiful, quite beautiful, Doctor Hamlton," said WIIiam

Ham I ton turned away, stifling a sob

"Be careful, Doctor Hamilton," cautioned Wlliam "That is alnbst a fenual e
response. "

She spun to face him "I ama female!" she cried.
"Cbviously," said WIIliam

"Why am | being treated |like this?" demanded Brenda Hamilton
"Li ke what ?" asked WIIiam

"Why has that mirror been placed in the roon?" she demanded. "Wy am | dressed
i ke this?"

"It seens strange, does it not," asked WIlliam "that you, an attractive
femal e, should object to being clothed as an attractive fenal e?"

"l do not wish to be so clothed!" she cried.
"Are you ashanmed of your body?" asked WIIiam
"No!" she cri ed.

"OfF course, you are," smled Wlliam "But |ook at yourself in the mrror. You
shoul d not be ashamed of your body, but proud of it. You are extrenely
beautiful ."

"I am bei ng displayed," she wept.

"True," said WIIliam



"I do not wish to be displayed," she said.
"You are not sinply being displayed for our pleasure,” said WIIliam
She | ooked at him

"You are being displayed also for your own instruction, that you may be fully
aware of what a beauty you are.”

She | ooked at the mirror. "It is so-so different froma man's body," she said.

"Precisely," said Wlliam "It is extrenely different, its softness, its
vul nerability, its beauty."

"So different," she whispered.

"And you, too, ny dear Doctor Hamlton, are quite different."
"No!" she snapped.

W1 1liam |l aughed.

"Being a ferrale is arole,"” cried Hamilton. "Only a role!"

"Tell that to a sociologist,"” said WIlliam "not to a physician, or a man of
the world, one experienced in life."

Ham I ton turned on himin rage.

"The body and the nmind," said Wlliam "is a unity. Do you really think that

with a body like yours you m ght have any sort of mind, one, say, like mne or
@unt her's? Do you not think there might not be, associated with such a body,
an indi genous sensibility, indigenous talents,. enmotions, brilliancies? Do you

really think that the mind is only an accident, unrelated to the entire
evol ved organi sn?"

"I have a doctorate in mathematics,"” said Hamilton, |anely, defensively.

"And we both speak English," said Wlliam "I speak of deeper things."
"Being femnine," said Hamilton, "is only a role."

"And doubtless," said Wlliam "being a leopard is only a role, one played by
somet hing which is really not a |leopard at all."

"You are hateful,"” said Brenda Hamilton

"I do not nmean to be, Doctor Hamilton," said Wlliam "But | nust rem nd you
that what you seemto think so significant, a cultural veneer, is a recent
acquisition to the human animal, an overlay, a bit of tissue paper masking
deeper realities.” WIliam]looked down. "I suppose,” he said, "we do not know,
truly, what a man is, or a woman."

"We can condition a man to be femnine, and a woman to be masculine," said
Brenda Hamilton. "It is a sinple matter of positive and negative
rei nforcenent."

"We can al so stunt trees and dwarf aninmals, and drive dogs insane," said
Wlliam "W can also bind the feet of Chinese wonen, crippling them W can
admi ni ster contradictory conditioning prograns and drive nmen, and wonen,



insane with anxieties and guilts, culturally nomentous, and yet,
physi ol ogi cal | y consi dered, meaningless, irrelevant to the biol ogy being
distorted. "

Brenda Ham | ton | ooked down.

"You are afraid to be a wonan," said WIlliam "Indeed, perhaps you do not know
how. You are ignorant. You are frightened. Accordingly, it is natural for you
to be distressed, hostile, confused, and to seize what theories or

pseudot heori es you can to protect yourself from what you nost fear-your

f enmal eness. "

"I see now," said Doctor Hamilton, icily, "why |I have been dressed as | am
why there is this mrror in ny room"

"W wi sh you," said WIlliam "to |earn your wormanhood, to recognize it-to face
it."

"I hate you," she said.

"It is ny hope that soneday," said WIlliam "you will see your beauty and
rejoice init, and display it proudly, unashaned, brazenly even, excited by
it, that you will be no longer an imtation man but an authentic woman, true

to your deepest nature, joyous, wel com ng and accl ai m ng, no | onger
repudi ati ng, your femal eness, your wonanhood, your sexuality."

"Being a fermale," wept Hamilton, "is to be less than a maul "
Wl liamshrugged. "If that is true," he said, "dare to be it."
"No!" said Hamilton. "No!"

"Dare to be a female," said WIIliam

"No!" said Hamilton. "No! No!"

Brenda Hamilton ran in msery to the wall of her quarters. She put her head
agai nst the white-washed plaster, the palms of her hands.

She sobbed.

"Very fem nine," said WIIliam

She turned to face him red-eyed.

"You are doubtless playing a role,” said WIIliam
"Please be kind to me, WIlliam" she begged.
WIlliamrose fromthe chair.

"Don't go, WIlliam" she cried. She put out her hand.

WIlliamstood in the room in the light of the single light bulb. He did not
nove.

"Why am | being treated |like this?" whispered Brenda Ham | ton

"The third series of tests will begin in a day or two," said WIIliam



Brenda Hanilton sai d not hing.

"The second series will term nate tonorrow evening."

"Why am | being treated |like this?" demanded Brenda Hamilton
WIlliamdid not speak

"Bring ne ny clothing, WIlliam" begged Ham |l ton

"You are wearing it," said WIIliam

"At least bring me nmy brassiere," she begged.

"You do not need it," he said.

She turned away.

"Your other clothing," said WIliam "has been destroyed, burned."
Brenda Hanilton turned and faced him aghast.

She shook her head. "Wy?" she asked.

"You will not be needing it,"” said Wlliam "Furthernmore it is evidence of

your presence."
She shook her head, nunbly.

"Al'l of your bel ongi ngs have been disposed of," said WIIliam "Books, shoes,

everything."

"No!" she said.

"There will not be evidence that you were ever within the conmpound.™

She | ooked at him bl ankly.

"You have never been outside of it, except once in the Rover with GQunther and
me," said Wlliam "You can be traced to Salisbury,” said Wlliam "that is
all.”

"But Herjellsen," she said.

"The Salisbury authorities know nothing of Herjellsen," said Wlliam "They do
not even know he is in the country."

Brenda Hamilton | eaned back agai nst the wall. She npaned.
WIlliamturned to go.

"WIlliam" she cried.

He paused at the door.

"Free me," she said. "Help ne to escape!"”

WIlliamindicated two buckets near the wall. He had brought themearlier. "One
of these," he said, "the covered one, is water. The other is for your wastes."



"Wlliam" wept Hamlton.

WIlliamindicated the tray, untouched, on the bed. "I recomrend you eat," he
said, "that you keep up your strength."

"l do not want to be a woman," said Hamlton. "I have never wanted to be a
woman! | will not be a wonan! Never!"

"You should eat," said Wlliam "It will be better for you."

Ham | t on shook her head. "No," she said. "I'll starve!"

Wth his foot, WIlliamindi cated the cardboard shoe boa on the floor. "Here is
a brush and conb," he said, "and cosnetics."

"l do not wear cosnetics," said Ham |l ton.

"It does not matter to ne," said WIlliam "But you are expected to keep
yoursel f groomed. "

Ham | ton | ooked at himw th hatred.
"lIs that understood?" asked WIIliam

"Yes," said Hamilton. "It is understood perfectly.”

Just then Hanmilton and WIliam heard the two heavy | ocks, padl ocks, wi th hasps
and staples, on the door being unlocked. Wlliam while within the room was

| ocked wi t hin.

"Who is it?" asked Hamilton.

"Qunther," said WIIliam

"He nust not see me like this!" wept Hamlton.

The door opened. One does not knock on the door of a prisoner.

@unt her entered. Hami|lton backed away, against the opposite wall.

@unt her | ooked at her. H s eyes prow ed her body. Gunther had had nmany wonen.
H s eye strayed to the cot, to the untouched tray. He | ooked at Hamilton.
"Eat," he said.

"I'"'mnot hungry," whispered Ham Iton.

"Eat," said Gunther, "now"

"Yes, Qunther," she said, obediently. She came timdly to the cot.
Wlliamwas irritated.

"Herjellsen is nearly ready," said Qunther.

"Al right," said WIlliam

Hami | ton sat on the cot and, |ooking down, began to eat.



"No," said Gunther to Hamilton. She |ooked at him startled, frightened.
"Kneel beside the cot," he said.

Ham | ton knelt beside the cot, and, as she had been bidden, ate fromthe tray.

"She must be habituated,” said Gunther to Wlliam "You are too easy with
her."

W1 1liam shrugged.

"When a man enters the room" said Gunther to Hamilton, "you are to kneel, and
you are not to rise until given permssion."

Hami | ton | ooked at him agoni zed.
"Do you understand?" asked Gunther.
"Even if it is one of the blacks?" asked Hanmilton.

"Yes," said GQunther. "They are nales." He | ooked down at her. "Is this clearly
under st ood?"

"Yes, Qunther," said Brenda Hamilton. She dared not question him
@unt her indicated the cardboard boa. He kicked it toward her.
"She does not use cosmetics,” said WIIliam

"Tormorrow night," said Gunther to Hamilton, "adorn yourself."

He then turned away, and left the room "Do not |ock the door," said WIliam

"I amcomng with you, presently."

Ham I ton | eaped to her feet, angrily.

"You obey himvery well, Doctor Hanmilton," said WIIiam
She bl ushed.

"Adorn yoursel f!" she npbcked.

"I would do so, if | were you," said WIIliam

"l do not like this dress!" said Hanmilton.

"Then renove it," said WIIliam
Brenda Hamilton's hand |l ashed forth to strike WIliam but he caught her
wist, easily. She struggled to free it, and could not.

He forced her, she resisting, again to her knees.

"One thing you nust |earn, Doctor Ham lton," said WIlliam "before you think
of striking with inpunity, is that men nmay not choose to permt it. Further,
such a bl ow nmi ght have consequences. You mi ght be beaten, and perhaps
severely." He | ooked down at her. "It is inportant that you understand, Doctor
Ham I ton," he said, "that men are stronger than you."

At his feet Brenda Hamilton, for the first time in her life, understood truly
what this mght nean, that nen were stronger than wonen.



"You are angry with ne," she said, "WIliam"
He | ooked down on her, furious.

Unable to neet his eyes, she put her bead down.
Then he turned away, and |left the room

She | ooked up, at the door. She knelt on the planks of the room She heard the
two hasps being flung against the staple plates, angrily. She heard two heavy
padl ocks, one after the other, thrust through their staples, and snapped shut.

She | eaped up, and ran to the door. She put her fingernails to its crack
futilely.

She turned away fromthe door, and | ooked back into the room

She saw the cardboard box, |ying near the cot on the floor. She saw her
reflection, red-eyed, across the room

Slowy she went to the box and knelt beside it, taking a brush and conmb from
it and, with the brush, slowy, watching herself in the mrror, began to brush
her long, dark hair.

The work in the experinental shack was apparently not going as well as it
m ght .

The days passed slowy for Brenda Hanmilton. In the norning, with a broom she
swept her quarters, and, when she had finished sweeping, with a cloth,
danpened with water, on her hands and knees, she nopped the boards of her
floor. Simlarly, once a day, she w ped down the walls of her cell, using the
cane chairs, to the ceiling of corrugated tin. There was little point in this.
It was nmerely Qunther accustom ng her to servile work. Al so, he insisted that
the cot be placed at a certain place and angle in the room aligned with
certain floor boards, and that the mattress be straight upon it. Doctor
Ham | ton was being taught discipline. She was being taught, too, to conply

perfectly with the arbitrary will of a male. But such work was finished by ten
in the norning, when the heat of the day was begi nning, and there was then
little to do in the hot, stifling room now her cell, and she spent nuch tine

on the cot, lying upon it, staring at the wall or ceiling. She was fed small
meal s, four times a day, the last at nine P.M She had nore water than she
needed. The diet was high protein, with few fats or starches. WIlliam she
knew, was in charge of her diet. The neals, and water, and such, were brought
now by bl acks, those whom Herjellsen used to guard the conpound and perform
its duties. There were two of them As Gunther had told her, when they were in
the room she knelt. The first day one of them had pointed at the wall
opposi te the door. Understanding, she had risen and gone to the wall and knelt
there, across the roomfromhim away fromthe door. There seened little point
inthis there were always two of them one who would bring the food, or

what ever it might be, and the other who would stand by the door, watching,

just outside. She could not run to the door and escape. After the first tine
she did not have to be again instructed but, when one of thementered the
room she would kneel across the room unbidden, away fromthe door. In the
aft ernoon, she would wash her body and her single garnent, using a chipped
wooden bowl , and a piece of toweling, supplied by Wlliam and water fromthe
drinki ng bucket. Each night, after her supper, as Qunther had commanded, she
adorned herself. At first she was clumsy, but she was highly intelligent, and
her small hands were sure. She taught herself to apply lipstick, which she had
not worn since high school, and to apply powder and eye shadow. It seenmed very



barbaric, somehow, for her to do so, so prinmtive, this adorning of the body.
Did it truly make her nore beautiful, she wondered, or was it only a device to
attract attention, to signal her sexuality, to proclaimher fernal eness, to
announce her eagerness for, her readiness for, her vulnerability to, nale
aggressi on. She shuddered. She renoved two earrings fromthe cardboard box.
They were gol den pendants, with clips. She fastened them on her ears. Her ears
had never been pierced. Doctor Brenda Hanmilton would | eave scorned that very
idea, so primtive, like an aboriginal sex rite. She regarded herself in the
mrror. Yes, they were beautiful. She was beautiful. She regretted suddenly

t hat she bad never had her ears pierced. How exciting, she thought, the
synmbolism the flesh nmeaning of such an adornment, the piercing of her
softness by the hardness of the nmetal, the literal wearing of such an
ornanent, its beads or rings or pendant against the side of her throat,
beneath the dark hair, their being fastened on her. | am beautiful, she

t hought. Kneeling before the mrror, she reached again into the box. In a
nmonent she had opened a small vial, and touched herself, twi ce, with perfune.
She lifted her hair and regarded herself. You are an exquisitely beautiful
worman, she told herself. She regretted never having had her ears pierced.

She | eaped to her feet and wal ked about the room |ooking at herself in the
mrror.

How beautifully she nmoved! And she found she could nove even nore beautifully
i f she wi shed. She noticed that she was graceful, and beautifully curved. She
under st ood then, as she had not before, how beautiful a human fenale can be.
For a brief instant she was not displeased to be such a creature, but felt an
i ndescribable thrill of joy, of pride, that it was what she was, that that was
she, so soft, so delicious, so alive, so vital, so marvel ously beautiful. For
an instant Doctor Brenda Hamilton was pleased that she was a fenale. Then as
she | ooked at the softness, the beauty, the delicacy of herself, she was
angry, frustrated, furious. Tears cane to her eyes. It was so soft, so

vul nerabl e, her beauty! She thought then of men, so hard, so |large, so strong,
so different and sonetines fierce, so different, so different fromher. She
wonder ed of the neaning of her beauty, its softness, its vulnerability.

Per haps, she wondered, it belongs to men. "No!" she cried. "No!" And then she
hated the beautiful, soft, thing she sawin the mirror. "No!" she cried,

| ooking into the mrror. "No!" She would have torn away the earrings, washed
away the lipstick and cosnetics, the perfune, but she did not dare, for

@unt her had commanded her to wear them and she was afraid to di sobey him

But Gunther had not cone the first night. He had been working in the
experimental shack with Herjellsen

When the door had opened, it had been WIlliam Brenda was kneeling before the
cot, as she had planned, the striped mattress to be seen behi nd her
transecting, at its angle, her body.

W1 liam had stopped, stunned.

Di sappoi nt ment had been visible, though only for an instant, in Brenda
Hami lton's eyes. WIlliamhad noted it, with brief irritation

"Stand up," had said WIIliam

Brenda had stood up, and she, unconsciously, snoothed down the thin cotton
dress. The novenent, as she realized instantly, had accentuated her beauty,
drawi ng the dress nonentarily tight over the softness of her breasts. She

fl ushed.

They stood apart from one another, regarding one another. Brenda Hami |ton was



timd, inspected. Then she saw genuine awe in Wllianm s eyes. She smled.

"You are beautiful, Brenda," he said. He did not address her as Doctor
Ham | ton. That would, in the nonent, have seened foolish.

He was a male, confronting a beautiful female prisoner. That was all. One
woul d not address such a prisoner by such a title.

"Hello, WIliam" whi spered Brenda Hanilton
"Stand straight," said WIliam

He wal ked about her, view ng her. He stopped behind her, sone seven feet away,
on the other side of the cot. She did not turn to face him

"Yes," he said, "you are a truly beautiful wonman."

She lifted her head, not turning.

He ranged about her and stood again in front of her. "Truly beautiful," he
sai d.

"Thank you, WIlliam" said Brenda Ham Iton. It was the first tine in her life
that such a thing had been said to her. It was the first time she had

acknow edged such a conplinent. Deep within her there gl owed a sudden
diffused warnth. Startled, she felt, within her, which she woul d not have
adnmtted, a surge of pleasure

A man had inspected her, candidly, as she had stood well displayed before him
as she had stood as a nmere prisoner, and had termed her, objectively, with
not hi ng to gain which he could not have taken by his strength, beautiful
Brenda Hami|lton, the prisoner, knew then that she was pleasing to a nan.

This filled her, for no reason she clearly understood, with incredible pride.

She had stood well reveal ed, captive, before a man, and had been pronounced
beautiful. But suddenly she felt very hel pl ess, very vul nerabl e.

To her terror she saw Wl liam s hand reach out and touch her shoul der
"No!" she hissed. She backed away. "Don't touch met" she cried.
WIlliam | ooked at her with fury. He did not advance toward her

"I have cone to tell you," he said, "that we are encountering difficulties in
conpl eting the second series of experinments. There will be sonme delay."

"I demand to speak to Herjellsen!" said Brenda Hamilton
But the door had shut.

She heard the hasps strike the staple plates, the | ocking of the heavy
padl ocks.

Brenda turned away, agoni zed. She had wanted Wlliamto stay. He seened the
only link with the outside. Herjellsen had not so nuch as seen her since she
had left in the Land Rover with WIliamand Gunther. Gunther had not visited
her since her first night in captivity. There had been only the blacks and,
fromtime to tine, WIliam



Brenda Hami | ton regarded herself in the mirror, in the light of the single
[ight bulb under the tin roof.

Toni ght, she knew, she had attracted a man. She |lay down on the cot, tw sting
in the heat, unable to sleep. She got up and wal ked about the room She drank
wat er. She desperately wanted a cigarette, but WIliamwould not allow her
any. "Tobacco must not be snelled on your breath,” he had told her. "A keenly
sensed organi sm can detect such an odor, even days afterward."”

Brenda Hami |t on had understood nothing of this. But she had not been given
t obacco.

Fitfully, in the heat, she slept.

Once she awakened, startled. She had dreanmed that Gunther had taken her in his
arns, as she was, as she had been when WIIliam had seen her, and forced her
back on the cot, his hands thrusting up the thin dress, over her breasts,
freeing her arns of it, until it was about her neck and that he had then, wth
one hand, twi sted it, sometines |oosening it, sometines tightening it,
controlling her by it, nmaking her do what he w shed, while his other hand had
forced her to undergo delights of which she had not dreamed. How she had
writhed and struggled to kiss himas he had then, when her body uncontroll ably
begged for him deigned to enter her. But then she screaned and awakened, the
light of a flashlight in her eyes.

"Go to sleep,"” said a voice fromthe window, on the other side of the bars,
the netting. It was one of the blacks, making his rounds, checking the
pri soner.

She lay terrified on the cot.

She | ay awake. She waited. In what she surnised mght be an hour, the
flashlight again illum nated her body on the cot. She pretended she was
asl eep.

When it was gone, she groaned. She had not dreaned they woul d be so thorough

Then she understood, too, the order of entries into her room during the day,
their timng, when the broomwas given to her, the water, the wastes enptied,
the food brought, the |ate checking.

She was under al nbst constant surveill ance.

She had no tool. She was helpless in the room She could not pick the |ock for
the I ocks were on the outside. She did not even have a fork, or spoon. Wth
her fingernails and teeth she could not splinter through the floor, nor dig

t hrough the wall .

And, even should she gain the outside, there were the bl acks, at |east one on
guard, and the fence.

And outside the fence there was the bush, the heat, the | ack of water, the
dryness, animals, the distance.

@unt her, she knew, was a superb hunter. Tracks, in the sand and dirt, soft,
powdery, dry, would |leave a trail which she supposed even she, a wonan, m ght
fol | ow.

She lay on the cot |looking up at the dark ceiling. | would leave a trail, she
told herself, that even | could follow, even a woman.



She feared GQunther.

Then she noted that she had thought of herself not sinply as Doctor Hamilton
but as a woman. No, no, she wept to herself. |I do not wish to be a woman.
will not be a worman! | will not be a wonan!

She twi sted desirably, deliciously, in the brief dress, and thought of
Q@unt her.

Suddenly she said to herself, startling herself, | want to be a wonan!

Yes, | want to be a wonmanl

I am a woman!

No, she cried, I will not be a wonan! Never

She realized, though she could not understand the notivations, that it was no
acci dent that she had been dressed as she had, that there had been a nirror

pl aced in the roomso that she would be forced to see herself so clad, that
she had been ordered to adorn herself with cosnetics, and, indeed, nost

brutally, nost unfairly of all, that she had been forced to kneel in the
presence of males, and could not rise until their perm ssion had been given.

"l hate them" she cried. "I hate nmen! | hate all of thenl | do not want to be
a woman! | will never be a woman! Never!"
But a voice within her seemed to say, be quiet, little fool, little fenale.

She rolled on her stomach and wept, and pounded the mattress. Suddenly she
realized she had not renoved the earrings, the makeup. She renoved them and,
too, from her body, washed the perfune. Then she lay again on the cot. She was
al nrost frightened to go to sleep. There was no sheet, no cover. She knew t he
bl acks would, fromtine to tine, during the night, check with the flashlight.
Then she | aughed to herself. "I amonly a prisoner,"” she said, "what do | care
if they see ny legs?" It seemed to her sonmehow anusing that a prisoner m ght
attenpt to conceal her legs fromher jailers. Every inch of her, she knew, was
at their disposal, if they so much as w shed.

She lay on her stomach on the cot, on the striped mattress, her head turned to
one side. The mattress, she sensed, was wet with her tears. Her fists, beside
her head, on each side, were cl enched.

As she lay there, helpless, locked in the room she knew that the nmen had won,
t hat whatever m ght be their reasons, their plans or nmotivations, their
intentions with respect to her, that they had conquered.

She knew that it was a woman who lay on the striped mattress on the small iron
cot, in the hot, tin-roofed building in a conpound in Rhodesi a.

"I know that | ama female," she said to herself. "I ama female."

In her heart, in her deepest nature, for the first time in her life, Doctor
Brenda Hami | ton-the prisoner Brenda-the woman-acknow edged her sex.

She did not know for what reason the men had done what they had done, but she
knew t hat they had acconplished at | east one of their goals.

They had forced her, cruelly and incontrovertibly, in the very roots of her



being, to accept the truth of her reality, that she was a woman.
Brenda wondered what m ght be their further goals.

They had succeeded quite well in their first. They had taught her that she was
a woman.

Brenda no | onger had doubt about this. She was tired. Brazenly she took what
position she was confortable with on the cot. She no | onger cared about the
bl acks and their flashlights. She was a female prisoner. Her entire body, she
knew, each curvacious, luscious inch of it should her jailers wish it, lay at
their disposal. She stretched like a cat on the cot, in the heat, and. fel

asl eep. She was mildly scandalized, as she fell asleep, to discover that she

was not displeased to be a womman, that she was quite satisfied with the
| usci ous, curved, sexy body which was she.

On the fourth night, at 10 P.M, Brenda Hanmilton heard the keys turn in the
padl ocks outside the door, heard themlifted out of the staples and, on their
short chains, fall against the door; then she heard the hasps flung back

The door opened.

"Qunt her," she whi spered.

She fell to her knees, and | ooked up at him

This was the first time since the first night of her captivity that he had
entered the room

She had adorned herself beautifully, even to the earrings and perfune.

Kneel i ng on the wooden floor of her cell, in the thin, white dress, she | ooked
up at him

It came high up her thighs.

He did not tell her to rise. She renmained kneeling. He | ooked at her, for a
[ ong time.

It was the first tinme he had seen her adorned.

It was a quite different Brenda Hami|lton on whom he now | ooked, than on whom
he had | ooked before. It was a Brenda Hami | ton who was now a woman.

"Hell o. @unther," said Brenda Hamilton.
He drew up one of the cane chairs, its back to her, and sat across it, facing
her, looking at her. He did not. speak. After a tine, Brenda whispered, "Do

you like me as | amnow, as you see ne now?"

He did not answer her. H s face betrayed no enotion. He turned about. "Lock
the door," he said to someone outside, one of the blacks.

It was shut and | ocked.
He regarded her.
' he said. "W will not be disturbed."”

"W are now al one,"

"Yes, Qunther," she whispered.



@unt her regarded her. "You are now, without inhibition," he said, "to do
preci sely what you wi sh."

She regarded him startled. Then she snmiled. "No," she said.

"What is it that you feel Iike doing?" he asked. "Wat secret thought do you
fight? What inpul se do you repudiate, rejecting it as too terrible, too
degr adi ng?"

"It is not terrible,” she |aughed, "it is only silly."

"What is it?" he asked.

"Asilly inpulse," she said. "You would laugh, if I told you."

"Tell nme," he said.

"It is too silly," she | aughed.

"Tell nme," he said.

"I have a silly inpulse,"” she said, "to craw to you on my belly and kiss your
boots." She | aughed.

"Do it," said @unther.

"No!" she cried. "No!"

"Do so," he said. H's eyes were stern

"No, please, no!" whispered Brenda Hanilton

"Do so," said @unther.

Brenda Hami |t on, possessor of a doctorate in mathematics, a Ph.D. fromthe
California Institute of Technol ogy, slipped to her stomach. She approached
@unther. Her hair fell over his boots. She took themin her hands and, again
and again, kissed them She tasted the |eather, the dust of the Rhodesian
bush, in her nouth. Tears in her eyes, she lifted her head, hel plessly | ooking
at him

"CGo to the cot,"” he said.

"Yes, @Qunther," said Brenda Ham |l ton. She went to the cot. She knelt on the
cot. She waited for himto cone to her

He slipped fromthe chair and went to the cot, and sat on it, his body turned,
regardi ng her.

He pl aced his hands on her upper arns, and drew her toward him
"What do you want ?" asked QGunther

She turned her head away.

"Speak, " said @unther.

She | ooked at him "Mist |?" she whispered.



"Yes," said Qunther. "Wat do you want?"

"I"'ma prisoner," she said. "I want to be fucked like a prisoner, used!"
"Ch?" asked Gunther.

"By you, Qunther," she whispered, "-by you!"

He sai d not hing.

"You are the nost attractive man | have ever seen, Gunther," she whi spered.
"You see," she said, "as a prisoner | nust speak the truth. Ever since | have

seen you | have wanted you to take me. Fuck ne, Gunther. |'myour prisoner
You can do with me what you want. Fuck ne, Qunther, please! |I beg you to fuck
ne!"

"You are an Anerican,"” said Qunther.
"Pl ease, CGunther," she whi spered.

"Do you not want candl elight?" asked Gunther, anused. "Soft nusic, sentinent,
romance?"

He held her arnms, she in the thin, white dress, under the single Iight bulb,

hi gh over their heads, under the tin roof, on the flat, thin striped mattress
on an iron cot, in a stifling cell in Rhodesia.

"No," she said, "GQunther. | want sex. | want you to be hard with ne, show ne

no mercy. Throw nme down on ny back, you, |oveless and powerful, and treat ne

as what | am and only as what | am your female prisoner. Please, @Qunther!"

"You seemquite different fromwhat | knew before," said Gunther

"I"m begging you to fuck me, Qunther," pleaded Brenda Hanilton

"You are a virgin," said Qunther

Brenda Ham |l ton stiffened. This woul d have been established in London, in

Wl liam s gynecol ogi cal exam nation. Tears cane to Brenda Hanmilton's eyes. The
results had obviously been nade avail able to the nen.

Doubt| ess they were fanmiliar with all of her records, her measurenents.

"Yes," said Hamilton. "I"ma virgin."

"And twenty-four years old," |aughed Gunther.
"Yes!" wept Hanilton.

"Virgin," |aughed Gunther

"I give you ny virginity, Qunther," she wept.

H s hands were hard on her arms. She cried out with pain, he held her so
tightly.

"You give nothing," said Gunther. "If | want it, | will take it."

"Yes, Qunther," she whispered.



Suddenly Gunther thrust her fromhim She was startl ed.
"Qunt her!" she cri ed.

@unt her stood up. He seened very tall.

"Pl ease, Gunther!" she wept.

"Beg on your knees to be fucked," said CGunther

Brenda Hamilton slipped to her knees, on the floor, before him She lifted her
head to him tears in her eyes. "I beg to be fucked," she said.

"No," said Gunther. He | aughed.
Brenda Hamilton | ooked up at him in disbelief.

@unt her turned and stepped away fromher. Near the mirror he bent down and
pi cked up the cardboard box of cosnetics. He threw the brush and conb on the
cot. The box, with the rest of its contents, he held in his left hand.

She had not noved. Wth his right hand, one after the other, he jerked the
clip earrings, those with pendants, fromher ears. "Ch!" she cried, her head
jerked to one side. "Ch!" she wept, her head jerked to the other side. She put
her fingertips to her ear |lobes and felt blood. "Gunther!" she wept. He
dropped the earrings in the box. He shook the contents of the box before her

"You will not be needing these any longer," he said. "They have done their
wor k. "
Brenda Hami | ton shook her head negatively. "G@nther," she whispered. "I do not

under st and. "

"Wash yoursel f," said Gunther. "Get rid of the powder, the makeup, the
lipstick."

She | ooked at him

"Hurry," he said

ohediently, Brenda Hami Iton went to the water bucket and filled the bow). Wth
the tiny sliver of soap, and the reverse side of the piece of toweling
allotted to her, she washed, and w ped, her face.

She faced him

"Again," he said. "And swiftly!" '

She turned again to the bowl, the soap, the towel. Qickly, clunsily, she
cl eaned her face. She then turned again to face him to be inspected.

"Cone here," said GQunther

Wth his hand in her hair, he inspected her. He bent to snell her shoul der
"The perfunme,"” he said, "lingers, but it will dissipate in a day or so."

By the hair he threw her to the cot.
He went to the door and knocked twi ce, sharply.

Brenda heard the padl ocks being removed fromthe staples, heard themfall on



their chains against the door. Then the door was ajar.

"Q@unt her," she said.

He turned to face her.

"Why did you not rape nme?" she asked.

"It is not mine to rape you," he said.

"Not - your s?" she asked

"No, " said Cunther.

She | ooked at him not understandi ng.

He turned away.

Qui ckly she rose fromthe cot. She went to him She put her hand on his arm

He | ooked down into her eyes. "Q@unther," she whispered, |ooking down, "please,
pl ease do not tell anyone what occurred in this roomtonight--2

"Kneel ," he said.

She knelt, | ooking up at him

"What do you nean?" he asked.

"Do not tell anyone, please," she said, |ooking up at him "-howhow | acted."
"How you acted?" he asked.

"What | said-what | did!" she whispered.

"On ny honor as a gentleman?" he asked.

"Yes," she said, fervently, "on your honor as a gentleman!"
"I amafraid,"” he smled, "that | cannot conply."
"l do not understand," she said.

"Surely you nust understand that a full report, a conplete report, exact and
detail ed, nust be nade to Herjellsen and WIlianP" he asked.

"Report?" she whispered. "No! No!"

Brenda Hami |t on, aghast, kneeling, sank hel pl essly back on her heels. She knew
she had exposed herself as a woman with sexual needs, publicly,

i ncontrovertibly, as a woman wi th desperate sexual needs, exposed clearly,
publicly, unrepudiably. She did not doubt that Gunther's report would be

obj ective, complete, accurate. She put her head in her hands, weeping.

You are coning around beautifully, Brenda," said Gunther. "In nmy opinion you
are, even of this instant, quite ready."

She | owered her hands, lifting her tear-stained face to him "Ready?" she
sai d, nunbly.

"Yes," said Gunther, "quite ready."



"l do not understand," she said.

"Co to the cot,"” he said. "Stand beside it."

She did so.

I do not understand," she said.

"Sit on the cot," he said. She did so. "Sit prettily," he said. "Put your
knees together. Put your ankles together, and to one side. Turn your body to
face me." She did so.

"What did you nmean “ready', Gunther?" she asked. "I do not understand."”
"You are stupid," he said. He regarded her sternly.

She put her eyes down. "Yes, Gunther," she said.

He smled, and turned away.

"Let me have the cosnetics,"
t hem here."

she begged, suddenly, |ooking up. "Let nme keep

They were tiny articles. She had little else to cling to.

@unt her turned to face her. He regarded her evenly. "You will not need them"
he said. "They have served their purpose.”

"Pl ease, CGunther," she begged.

"When you are transmitted," said Gunther, "surely you nmust understand that you
will be transmitted raw "

"Transm tted!" she cri ed.

"Certainly," said Gunther. "You are essential to the third series of
experiments. "

"Ch, no!" she wept. She slipped fromthe cot, and fell to her knees on the
floor. "No!"

@unt her | aughed.

Wldly, desperately, Brenda Ham |ton | ooked about, |ike a caught aninal,
terrified.

"No!" she cried, as Qunther snapped one of his handcuffs on her left wist,
and, pulling her, threw her half back over the cot.

"You will try to escape,” he told her

He then snapped the other cuff about the curved iron bar at the head of the
cot, securing her to it.

"This will discourage you," he said.
Brenda Hamilton | eaped to her feet, pulling at the cuff, jerking the iron cot.

She was perfectly secured to it. Bent over, her hand at the curved iron bar
cuffed to it, she watched Gunther |eave.



"There is no escape," said Gunther, closing the door behind him

She heard the | ocking of the door.

Wth the frenzy of a caught she-animal she jerked at the cuff. She was held
perfectly. Moaning she threw herself on the cot her left wist on the
mattress, just below the bar. She heard the cuff slide on the iron. She jerked

at it. And then she lay still, weeping.

There was no escape for Brenda Hamilton

5

"Where is the fork?" asked the bl ack.

Brenda Hami | ton, no | onger handcuffed, kneeling across the roomfromhim away
fromthe door, |ooked at himblankly. "There was only the spoon,"” she said.
She was never given a knife. The black | ooked at the tray on the cot, the tin
mug, the crumbs, the spoon

He had not been the one who had brought the tray.

He regarded her, suspiciously. She saw the pistol, strapped in the hol ster at
hi s si de.

He wal ked toward her, across the wooden floor. She did not raise her eyes.

Suddenly she felt his hand in her hair, and she felt herself half lifted,
twisted, forced to look at him "Please!" she wept.

"Where is the fork?" he asked. She could not neet his eyes.
"There was only a spoon!" she wept. "Stop! You're hurting ne!"

He pulled her to her feet, bent over, she crying out and with two strides, she
runni ng, to ease the pain on her head, dashed her, jerking her head to one

side at the last nonent, against the wall. Hs hand had not left her hair. She
sl unped agai nst the wall, weeping. Then she cried out as he jerked her again
to her feet and, with quick strides, ran her against the other wall, again

jerking her head back at the last instant. She struck the wall with force, her
head j erked sideways, twi sted. The top of her head screaned with pain. She
reached up to his hand, her small fingers at his wist. She could not dislodge
his hand. He twi sted her hair again and she quickly drew back her hands,
submtting to the | esser pain, acknow edging to himhis control

"Where is the fork?" he asked.

"There was only a spoon,"” she wept. "Please! Please! Ask the boy who brought
it

"Boy?" he asked.
"The man!" she cried. "Ask the man who brought it!"
He pulled her to her feet, and, she weeping, ran her against the far wall and

t hen back again, each time forcing her to strike the wall with great force,
jerking back her head. Never did his hand | eave her hair. Then, angrily, he



threw her to the floor, releasing her. She lay on her stomach, her hands
covering as best she could her head and hair, weeping. She sensed his boots on
ei ther side of her body.

"Where is the fork?" he asked.

"The man didn't bring one!" she wept. "Ask him Please ask him"

He stepped over her body. She heard himleave the room Her thin cotton dress
was soaked with sweat. Her body ached. She sensed it woul d be bruised. Her
head, her scalp, still shrieked with pain.

But she lay on the floor, and sniled.

She had gained tinme. The black m ght not ask the other about the fork. The
other mght not remenber. And for the whites, WIlliam Gunther, Herjellsen, it

woul d be only their word agai nst hers.

Wth the fork, splinter by splinter, working within the closet, cutting
t hrough to the outside, she m ght escape!

The cl oset was never opened. She would put the tiny pile of debris within it
and then, after dark, try to open the stucco, slip through, and get to the
fence. It would not take long to dig under it, the ground was soft and dry.
And then she could run and run, and run, and come, with luck, sooner or |ater,
to a bush road, a strip road, or a graveled road, and be picked up, and
carried to safety.

In the daylight, in a few hours, she mght, wthout water, w thout shelter
collapse in the heat, perhaps die, but in the night, in the conparative

cool ness, she might be able to nake several mles.

It m ght be enough. It nmust be enough

She thought of the |leopard, and was frightened, and of snakes.

But there were things she feared nore then | eopards, or snakes, or the bl acks.
She feared Gunther, and Herjellsen, and the experinental shack

She nust escape!

Wth the fork she had the chancel

She smil ed.

She heard soneone on the porch, three people. Quickly she | ooked up, startled.
Her eyes furtively darted to where she had hidden the fork

She knew her story. She would stick to it.

She heard the padl ocks bei ng opened, renoved fromthe staples, heard the |ocks
falling on their chains against the wood of the door

Qui ckly she knelt, assum ng the position of subm ssion before mnen.

But this tine she felt a surge of joy she tried to conceal. She mght be a
worman, and a prisoner, but she, too, was a human being, and could be clever
and cunni ng. She was a woman. She had been taught her femal eness. But she was
not a sinpleton, not a fool



She was cl ever, cunning. She would fool themall and escape!
The door opened.

Brenda Hamilton was startled. Herjellsen stood in the doorway. It was the
first time since her captivity that she had seen him She gasped.

She | ooked at him

He regarded her. She knew it was the first tinme he had seen her dressed as a
worman, and as a woman prisoner of nen.

"Pl ease get up," said Herjellsen. He blinked through the thick | enses of his
gl asses, gl anced about the room

Gratefully Brenda Hamilton rose to her feet.
Herjellsen returned his attention to her.

"You are an extrenely attractive young worman, Doctor Hamilton," said
Herj el |l sen.

"Thank you," said Brenda Hanilton.

"You have been crying,’
tears."

he said. "Please, if you would, °~ wash away your
Gatefully, Brenda Ham Iton went to the water bucket, and with water, and a
towel, washed her face.

"I do not like to see a wonan's tears," said Herjellsen.

Brenda Hanilton sai d not hing.

Herjell sen | ooked at her.

"Pl ease brush your hair now, " said Herjellsen.

ohediently, Brenda Hamilton, while Herjellsen, and the two bl acks wat ched,
brushed her hair.

Then she turned to face them "Ah," said Herjellsen, "that is better."
They regarded one anot her.

"Now, " said Herjellsen, "where is the missing inplenment?" "Wat inplenent?"
asked Brenda Hamilton.

"The mssing fork," said Herjellsen.

"There was no fork," said Brenda Hamilton. "One was not brought with the

tray." She | ooked at the | arge black, who had abused her. "I told himthat,"
she said. "But he did not believe me." Her voice trenbled. "Look," she said,
i ndicating a bruise on her arm where she had been hurled into the wall. "He

was cruel to nme!"
But Herjellsen did not adnoni sh the bl ack.

"He hurt nme!" said Brenda Ham | t on.



"At the least sign of insubordination," said Herjellsen, "you nmust expect to
be physically disciplined."

"l see," she said.
"Now, " said Herjellsen, "where is the fork?"

"One was not brought," said Brenda Hanilton
Herj el l sen regarded her

"Look!" she said, angrily. "Search the cell. | do not care!" "That will not be
necessary," said Herjellsen

Brenda Ham | ton | ooked at him

"You will lead me to it," he said.

The golden light of the |ate Rhodesian afternoon filtered into the room
bet ween the bars, through the netting.

"Approach ne, ny dear," said Herjellsen.

Hesitantly, Brenda Hamilton, barefoot, in the thin, white dress, sleeveless,
approached him

He then stood slightly behind her, to her left, and placed his band on her
arm above her el bow.

"There is nothing nysterious,"” he told her, "in what | am now going to do."
Brenda Hamilton was terrified.

"It is asinple magician's trick," said Herjellsen. "It is called nuscle
reading. The principle is extrenely sinmple. You will find that you are unabl e

to control the subtle, alnbst unconscious novenents of your arm rnuscles.”

"No!" she cried. She felt his hand on her arm H's grip was not tight, but it
was firm and strong. She knew hersel f hel d.

"You must not, of course," said Herjellsen, "think of the |ocation of the
m ssing inplenment."

I mredi ately the | ocation of the hidden fork flew into

Brenda Hamilton's mind the inevitable response to the psychol ogi cal suggestion
of Herjellsen's remark

She felt herself helplessly, uncontrollably, pull away fromits | ocation

"It seens,"” said Herjellsen , "that it is on this side of the room"
i ndicating the direction she had pulled away from

Brenda Ham | ton npaned. She tried to clear her m nd
"We nust, find it, rmustn't we, ny dear?" asked Herjellsen

Again its hiding place darted into her nind.



Herjell sen guided her in the direction she had pulled away from

She tried to relax her body, her arm to think nothing. "Please," she said.
Herjell sen stopped. "Excellent,"” he said. "W nust not be tense."

| mredi ately Brenda Hamilton's body, hel pl ess under the suggestion, tensed.
"Ah," said Herjellsen. He led her to the corner of the room

She trenbl ed. She stood in the corner, where the two walls joined. There was
only the bl eakness of the white plaster. "There was no fork," she said. "You
see?" She | ooked at Herjellsen, her lip trenmbling. "There is nothing here,"

she sai d.

"Cet the fork," said Herjellsen to the black, the large fellow. He cane to
where they stood.

Herjell sen rel eased her. Brenda Hamilton ran to the center of the room

The bl ack reached up to where Herjellsen indicated, where the walls stopped,
and the sl oping, peaked, tin corrugated ceiling began, with its nmetal and
beans.

He took down the fork, fromwhere Brenda had thrust it, at the top of the
wal |, under the tin.

He put it in his shirt pocket.

"Li e down across the cot,"
hands on the floor."

said Herjellsen to Brenda Hanilton, "head down,

She did so.

"At the least sign of insubordination," he said, "you nust expect to be
physical ly disciplined."

Herjellsen turned away. "Two strokes," he said to the guards.

He left the room

Brenda Hamilton fighting tears, felt the dress thrust up over the small of her
back, heard the rustle of the heavy belt pulled through its loops. It was
doubl ed. She was struck tw ce, sharply.

Then they left her.

Brenda Hamilton crawl ed on the cot and stretched out on it, red-eyed,
humi | i at ed.

The room was now hal f dark as the dusty afternoon faded into the dusk. She
heard i nsect noi ses outside.

She did not turn on the electric |ight bulb.

It was an unusually docile Brenda Hamilton who was served her neal that
eveni ng.

When the black had left the roomshe lifted her head and sped to the tray.



Her heart |eaped. There was again both a fork and spoon with the nug and tray.
Wlliam if the usual routine obtained, would pick up the tray.

She washed her body and her face, and even the garnent and put it quickly back
on. In the hot Rhodesian night it would dry in mnutes on her body. She conbed
her hair, and brushed it until it was glossy. Then, a few m nutes before ten
P.M she bolted down her neal. She thrust the fork into her mattress.

At ten pronmptly, as was usual, WIlliamentered the room He didn't |ook at
her .

"You heard what happened?" she asked.

"I heard you were foolish,” said WIIliam
"Look at me, WIlliam" she said.

He did so. She sml ed.

He seened angry with her. She flushed slightly. Doubtless Gunther had nade his
report.

But she smiled her prettiest and lifted the spoon left on the tray.

"I tried to hide a fork today," she said. "And now | ook," she pouted, "I have
only this spoon to eat with. | feel silly, eating neat with a spoon. They
treat ne like I was a child."

"Ch?" asked WIlliam He | ooked at her, closely.

"See if you can't get them tonorrow, not tonight, to let ne have a fork
again."

"You don't need it," said WIIliam

"Don't be cruel to ne, Wlliam" she said.

"Herjellsen nust have given themtheir orders," he said.
"See if you can get himto change themtonorrow, when he is in a better nood,"
she wheedl ed. She snmiled at him

W IIliam basked in her smle.
"You are quite beautiful,"” he said, "when you smle. Very well, tonorrow
will ask Herjellsen to permt you to have the proper utensils.”

"Thank you, WIlliam" she breat hed.

"But no knife, mnd you," |aughed WIIliam

"Ch, of course not," she |aughed, "-Master!"

"You make a pretty slave, Brenda," said WIIliam

Brenda Hamilton fell to her knees before him and put her head to his feet.
"The slave is grateful to her master," she | aughed.

WIlliam| ooked down at her. "I see," he said, "that it is a social m sfortune



that the institution of female slavery was abolished. "
Brenda | ooked up at him deferentially. "Yes, Mster," she said.

"Last night," said WIliam suddenly, angrily, "you were on your knees before
@unt her . "

She | ooked up at him agonized.

"Don't get up," said WIIliam

She put her head down.

"Beg me to fuck you," said WIIiam

"Please, WIlliam" she whi spered.

"Do it," he said, "you little whore."

"No!" she wept. "I wanted to be had by Gunther. | wanted it! | needed it!"

"And you don't need it fromnme," said WIIliam

"Please, Wlliam" she said, "I like you-you're the only one who is kind to
me. | like you. | do like you!" She lifted her eyes to him
"Say it," said Wlliam "I want to hear it."

"I-1 beg you to fuck me, WIlliam" whispered Brenda Hamilton
"Slut!" said WIIliam

He picked up the tray and mug, and spoon, and angrily left the room
He did not | ook back

El ated, Brenda Hamilton ran to the light switch and turned it off, and went to
the mattress and took the fork fromit. The first check, she knew, would not
cone until eleven o' clock. She counted the minutes, as carefully as she could,
whil e she worked in the closet, as silently as she could, digging at the
plaster, flaking it away. Gving herself a margin of safety she went and |ay
down in the cot, as though asl eep. She hated each wasted mi nute |ying there,
but, at last, sone ten minutes after she had | ain down, she sensed the
flashlight in the room through the window, and falling on her apparently

sl eepi ng body. When it had | eft she | eaped to her feet and began her work
again. It was shortly before mdnight, and the second check, when she cane to
the coating of stucco that forned the outside of the hut. She returned to the
cot, a sleeping prisoner. Wen the |light had passed again, she returned to the
work. It took only sone fifteen mnutes to work away enough of the stucco to
make a hole | arge enough for her to craw through. This would give her, if she
wer e successful in escaping the conpound, a lead of only sone forty-five

m nutes. She slipped fromthe building. She | ooked back. She nust | eave the
hol e exposed. There was nothing with which to conceal it. She hoped it would
not be noted. The conmpound was lit by the four lights on poles, illumnating
the dirt grounds, meking them seem hard and yell ow. The hole was on the side
of the building, away fromthe |light. She hoped it would not be noticed.

She went to the end of the small building. Then she fell to her stomach in the
shadows at the side of the building.



Bet ween her and the fence one of the blacks was wal king his rounds, his rifle
over his shoul der.

She remai ned lying there for sone minutes. She counted the seconds between his
rounds. She was in tears. She would not have time to get to the fence and
tunnel under the wire. Then, in her counting, the guard did not pass when she
expected himto. Her heart |eaped. Perhaps he had stopped sonewhere, to
relieve hinself, or drink, or snmoke, or chat with his partner, perhaps at the
gate.

She scurried from hiding and began, with her hands and her fork, to dig
frenziedly at the wire. The ground was dry and soft, powdery. In a matter of
two or three minutes, on her stomach, she slithered under the hanging wire. A
barb ripped through the shoul der of her dress and she cried out half blinded
wi th sparks and pain. There had been a crackling, and her inadvertent cry of
terror and pain. She scranbled to her feet, stunned, sick, her vision sw nm ng
with blasts of light, and vomited in the dust, and then, stumbling, fled into
t he darkness.

Apparently her cry and the crackling of the sparks had not been heard.

Qut si de the compound, sick, some hundred yards away, she collapsed in the
brush and | ooked back

No one was com ng. There was no pursuit. The conpound was |arge. No one had
apparently heard her.

She threw up again fromthe shock of the fence. She wanted only to lie down
and rest.

She staggered to her feet.

She began to stunbl e through the brush

It had been a nightmare of running, but Brenda Hanmilton, at three forty in the
norni ng, reached a road, her |egs bleeding, dust in her hair, her body coated

with dirt.

She | ay beside the road, gasping, on the side away fromthe direction from
whi ch she had cone.

She coul d scarcely breathe, she could scarcely nmove her body.

The dress was half torn from her

What now if there were no vehicle? There m ght not be any. This was not a
commonly traveled road. It was |late at night. Wien she had been w th Gunt her
and Wlliamin the Land Rover, in all their driving, they had passed no
vehi cl e.

She npaned.

She would die in the bush, w thout food and water. She feared |eopards, and
snakes.

She knew no way to a vill age.

She could walk the road. It would | ead somewhere. But she, having stopped,
found it alnost inpossible to get to her feet. She cl osed her eyes.



Then, fromthe distance, she heard a vehicle, comng down the road.
Her heart | eaped, and she craw ed to the side of the road.

She saw the two headlights. She heard the engine. The vehicle was comng with
rapidity.

What if it would not stop for her?

Pai nful |y she stood up, on the surface of the road, gasping. The gravel hurt
her feet.

They must stop for her!

The headl i ghts were approaching rapidly.

They were hurrying. They would not stop

But they woul d! She would flag them down! They nust stop! They nust!

The headl i ghts were now | oom ng, |ike eyes. She heard the grinding of the
gravel under the wheels of the vehicle, the thick roar of the engine.

She stood out, alnost in the center of the road, and |lifted her hand.

She waved wildly.

She lifted both of her arms and ran toward the headlights, weeping.

They must st op!

To her joy she heard the driver renmove his foot fromthe accel erator and heard
the scattering and crunching of gravel under the tires as the vehicle began to
sl ow down.

She ran toward it, illumnated in its headlights, as it ground to a halt.
"Help nme!" she cried.

She st opped.

The Land Rover was stopped now, the notor still running. Gunther |eaped out,
onto the road.

She screaned and turned, and _ streaked into the brush. She ran and ran.

She heard the Land Rover start again, turn off the road. She saw it plow ng
after her.

She darted through the brush, crying.

It dodged snmall trees, suddenly bright in its headlights, it rode over brush,
t hrough di ps and high grass, jolting, falling and cli nbing.

Runni ng, she heard the engi ne behind her, the breaking of brush, the sound of
the tires.

Suddenly she was illunminated in the headlights.

She was terrified they would run her down. Then the Land Rover turned to one



side, her |left, as she ran, and was behind her and on the left.

She ran, stunbling. She felt herself caught in the blaze of the hand
searchlight nounted near the front, right w ndow.

"Wr haben sie!" she heard Gunther cry, elated. He al nbst never spoke CGerman.

She heard the crack of the conmpressed-air rifle and was suddenly stung in the
si de. She was knocked off her feet by the inpact and rolled for nore than a
dozen feet. Then she scranbled to her feet again, and began to run again,
stunbling. She heard the Land Rover followi ng her, slowy. She ran for perhaps
a hundred yards, and then fell, and got up and, slowy, began to stunble away
again. The Land Rover seenmed to move al npbst at her very side. She was

consci ous of the headlights on the brush. She was aware that she, herself, was
illuminated in the hand searchlight at the side of the vehicle. Wth her
fingers, reeling, she felt the dart sunk in her side. It had penetrated the
thin cotton dress and had fastened itself deeply in her flesh. She stunbl ed,
and fell. She heard the Land Rover stop. She tried to craw away, and then
fell to her stomach. She fought to keep consci ous. She knew she lay in-the
light of the hand searchlight. She heard the door of the Land Rover open. She
heard

booted feet leap to the ground. She heard the booted feet approach her. Her
right hand, first, was dragged behind her body and snapped in a handcuff, and
then her left. She lay cuffed. A hand forcibly jerked out the dart. She heard
it placed in the pocket of a |eather jacket. Then she felt herself being
lifted lightly to a man's shoul ders, her head over his back, and carried to
the Land Rover.

She npbaned, and fell unconsci ous.

6
Dr. Brenda Ham | ton awakened.

She lay on her side on the cot. Her |eft hand, extended, |ay under the curved
iron bar at the top of the cot; her right hand | ay beside her face; she | ooked
at the slender, small fingers it seened so small, so delicate conpared to that
of Gunther, or Wlliam or Herjellsen, to a man's hand.

The half light of |ate afternoon, golden, hazy, filtering, dimy illum nated
the room

The white-washed interior seemed gol den and dim She | ooked up at the arched
roof, its beans, the corrugated tin. It was hot, terribly hot. She renenbered
that she sel dom spent time in her quarters before sundown. She renenbered that
she had, once, awakened simlarly. She renenmbered then that she was a

pri soner.

She tried to nmove her hand, her left hand. Sonething jerked at it. She beard a
steel cuff slide on iron. She sat up. She was handcuffed to the iron bar at
the head of the cot.

She sat wearily at the edge of the cot. She wanted to relieve herself. She
| ooked across the roomto the wastes bucket.

She got up, to pull the cot to the side of the room It remained fixed.



It had been bolted to the floor: It was aligned with the fl oor boards
designated by Gunther. She smled. The alignnent of the cot was no | onger her
responsibility.

She considered, briefly, urinating on the floor, or soiling the mattress.
She woul d not do so.

She knew she was, at the slightest sign of insubordination, subject to

physi cal discipline, and that it would be, unhesitantly, adm nistered. She
wonder ed what they would do to her for having attenpted to escape.

How foolishly she had run to their arms. How easily she had been recaptured.
She remenbered the Land Rover pursuing her, terrifying her, loud and roaring,
t hrough the nidnight bush, the glare of its lights, the sting of the
anesthetic bullet, Gunther's cuffs.

She | ooked at the girl in the mirror, facing her, sitting on the edge of the
cot, a steel cuff confining her to it. The girl was weary, filthy, her dress
torn, her hair awy and filled with dust; her face was dirty; her hands were
dirty, and there was dirt, fromdigging, black, under the fingernails; her

| egs were covered, too, with dirt, and scratches and bl ood.

They had brought her in as she was, fromthe bush, thrown her on the cot,
handcuffed her to it, and left.

She was hungry, and thirsty, and wanted to relieve herself, and clean her
body.

She | ay back, on her side, her legs drawn up on the striped mattress, on the
cot, her left hand under the curved iron bar at its head.

She smell ed her body. She snelled, too, fresh plaster. The hut, she

conj ectured, where she had broken through it, through the cl oset, had been
repai r ed.

She cl osed her eyes agai nst the heat.

Then, al nost against her will, she opened her eyes, wanting to | ook again in
the mrror. Lying on her side she regarded herself, her head and hair, her
figure, the curve of her hip and waist, the dress well up her thighs, the
curves of her |egs and ankles. She | ooked at herself, sullenly. She did not
jerk at the handcuff. She lay quietly, secured. She had not escaped.

At six P.M the door was unl ocked.

The I arge bl ack, who had beaten her, entered. H s conpani on entered behind
hi m

Behi nd them cane Herjellsen, and Gunther and WIIliam

Brenda sat up.

@unt her canme to her and unl ocked the cuff fromher left wist.
Ham | ton rubbed her wi st.

Herjell sen notioned for Dr. Brenda Hamilton to lie across the cot, as she had
bef ore, her hands on the floor, her head down.



The small er black then dragged the dress up over her body, and hal f over her
head, confining her arns in it.

"Beat her," said Herjellsen

Wil e the men watched the | arger black, with his belt, doubled, struck her,
sharply, below the small of the back, fifteen tinmes.

The beating, Ham Iton knew, was not intended to be physically punishing. It
was i ntended to be emptionally humiliating. It was. But, too, it stung,
terribly. She could not keep tears fromher eyes. She felt like a child. She
knew it was not a man's beating, but a woman's beating. In tears, she realized
it was nore in the nature of a severe rebuke for naughtiness than anything
else. It neant, clearly, that they were not particularly annoyed with her

that she had not worried them that her escape attenpt had not been, and was
not taken seriously. Her effort, to herself, though foiled had been nonent ous
desperate. Now it was being punished, sharply, but trivially. She supposed she
was being punished at all only because she had been insubordi nate, and they
felt that sonething in response, however trivial, should be done to her. She
asked herself if this was all her escape attenpt was worth to them all it had
earned her.

The beating also told her that she was a worman, not worth the severe
di scipline that mght be accorded a nale.

That, too, huniliated her
It taught her in a new way that she was a female, only a female.

She wept, too, because Gunther and WIIliamwere watching. How could she face
t hem agai n?

The | ast blow fell.

@unt her pulled her, she still tangled in her dress, sobbing, to her side. Her
left wist was jerked to the vicinity of the iron bar at the head of the cot.
She felt it locked again in the cuff that dangled there.

She was confined as before. The nmen left.

She, furious, frustrated, helpless, felt like a punished child. She wept. She
was furious at what nmen could do to wonen, if they wi shed. She hated their
strength, and her own weakness. They can treat us |like children, she wept.

"I hate you!" she cried.

Then she was afraid that they m ght hear her, and return to puni sh her again.
"I hate you," she whispered. "I hate you." But nobstly she hated herself, that
she was a wonan.

How coul d she ever again face Gunther and WIIian®

Then she knew how she coul d face them again, and only how she could face them
again, only as a worman-a woman -and one they had seen bei ng beaten

Then, after a time, she no |onger hated being a woman. She lay on the thin,
flat, striped mattress, on her side, her wist hel plessly handcuffed to the
iron bar at the head of the sinple cot, and | ooked at herself in the nmirror
Her small, luscious, curved body, captive, forned a renmarkable contrast to the



thin, flat mattress, its linearity, the plainness of the iron cot, on which
she was confined. She studied herself in the mrror, her head and hair, the
del i ci ousness of her body, her |egs, the slenderness of her ankles. Then no

| onger did she hate that she was a wonan. She found it again, strangely

per haps, a precious thing to be. And she found herself, too, strangely enough
pl eased that nen were strong enough to do to her what they had done. She found
hersel f, for sone strange reason, pleased that one sex was so much weaker than
the other. And, perhaps nost strange of all, she found herself pleased that
she was of the weaker sex.

She found, as she lay on the cot, captive, handcuffed to it, that the strength
of men excited her, that she found it profoundly and unaccountably exciting.

| love it that there are nen, she whispered to herself. | love it. I love it!
At ten P.M the door was agai n unl ocked.

The I arge bl ack, he who had beaten her, again entered. Lying on the cot, she
cringed. But he carried a large piece of bread in one hand and a tin mug of
water in the other. Brenda saw, briefly, his conpanion behind him before the
door cl osed.

He approached her.

She regarded himw th fear

"Sit up," he said.

She did so. She winced.

"Open your mouth," he said.

She did so.

He thrust the bread into her nputh, whole.

He waited until she had, half choking, swallowed it down. Then he held the tin
mug for her. She drank.

Before he left, with his foot, he shoved the wastes bucket to the cot.

For four days Ham lton saw no one but the blacks, and her feedings consisted
of bread and water, each given to her as they had been the first tine.

Sonetimes, smling, she tried to engage themin conversation but they did not
speak to her.

Once, angrily, she cried out, "Speak when you're spoken to, Boy!"
He turned, slowy, toward her
"I"'msorry," she whispered. "I"'msorry!"

H s hand struck her, knocking her forcibly to her right. She was jerked up
short by the handcuff, taut, on her left wist. He pulled her to her knees at
the side of the cot, facing him "I'msorry!" she cried. Her lip was cut on
her teeth. He pointed to his feet. She kissed them "I'msorry," she said.
"I'"'msorry!

"Very well," said he, "-Grl."



He left.

On the fourth night she said to him "Please tell themI'll be good! I'll be
good! "

"Al'l right," he said.
"Thank you," she said.
The next norning Gunther and Wlliamarrived at the tine of the first feeding.

@unther carried a short length of chain, and two padl ocks, and WIlliama bow
of warmwater, with a towel and soap, and a clean, folded garnent.

"Lie on your stomach on the cot," said CGunther

"Yes, CQunther," said Brenda Hanilton

She felt one end of the heavy chain | ooped about her |eft ankle, snugly, and
fastened with one of the padl ocks. The I oose end of the short chain was then

| ooped about her right ankle, snugly, and fastened with the second padl ock

@unt her then renoved the handcuff fromher left wist, and also fromthe iron
bar at the head of the cot.

"Kneel ," he said.

Free of the cot, she did so. She heard the heavy |inks of the chain confining
her ankles strike the floor.

"You will wear the cuff at night," said Gunther
"Yes, CQunther," she said.

@unt her slipped the handcuffs, together, into a small |eather case, worn at
his belt. He buttoned shut the case.

"And during the day?" she asked.

"You are shackl ed,"” he said.

"Yes, CQunther," she said.

"I's that not the answer to your question?" he asked.

"Yes, CQunther," she said.

"The experinments are progressing,” said Gunther. "You will shortly be needed."
She | ooked up at him

"You will not receive the |east opportunity for escape,” said Gunther

She put down her head.

"Do you understand, Brenda?" he said.

"Yes, @unther," she said.



He then turned and | eft.

Wlliamsnmled, and put down the bow of warmwater, with the towel, and soap
and |l aid beside themthe snall, white, folded garnent.

She | ooked at it.

"It is identical to the one you are wearing," he said, "only, of course, it is
not filthy, not torn, not nmarked with blood. It was not dragged through the
Rhodesi an bush in the m ddle of the night."

"I did not know there was nore than one," she said, nunbly, looking at it.

"You are permtted, of course," said Wlliam "only one at a tine."

She | ooked up at him then understandi ng better than before the planning that
had taken pl ace.

"When was it purchased?" she asked.
"Wth four others,” smiled WIIiam
"When?" she asked, |ooking at him

"When you accepted the retainer," he said, "to come to Rhodesia."

"l see," she said.

"These garnents were here,"’
arrival."

he said, "folded and waiting, packed, before your

"When | wal ked in the gate," she said, "they were waiting for ne.
"Yes," smled WIIliam

She put her head down.

"Don't put it on," warned Wlliam "until you are clean and fresh."
"Very well, WIlliam" she said

"When you are finished," he said, "knock on 'the door. | will then bring you
wat er and a shanpoo, to wash your hair."

Brenda | ooked at him gratefully.

When he left the roomshe knelt by the bowl and threw off the soiled, tattered
garment she had worn. Rejoicing, she cleansed her body of the dirt, the filth,
of the bush. She wapped the towel about her head to keep her hair from her
body. She slipped on the new, fresh, pressed, crisp white frock. It was
identical to that which she had first worn, thin, very brief, sleeveless. She
knocked on the door. "WIlliam" she said.

The door opened and WIlliamentered, with two buckets of water, and a shanpoo,
and a fresh towel.

He sat in one of the cane chairs, straddling it, its back to her, watching her
wash her hair.

"The brush and conb," he said, "when you want themlater, are where you |left



them™

They lay at the side of the wall.

She knelt before the mrror and ran the conb through her hair, straightening
it. She would conb and brush it later, fully, when it was dry. It lay wet and

bl ack, matted, straight, beautiful, down her back

When she | ooked at him he said, "Shave your |egs, and under your arns." He
handed her a safety razor, containing a bl ade.

She used the soap and water, and the blade, and shaved hersel f.
Then she returned the razor, and the blade, to him

Wl liam picked up the materials he had brought, the buckets, the bow, the two
towel s, the other things.

She stood and faced him

"You are very beautiful, Brenda" he said.

She sai d not hi ng.

"I'f you are good," he said, "you will be fed well."

She did not respond.

"Well, Brenda," he said, "it seenms that things are nmuch as they were before."
"Yes, WIlliam" she said

"Except," snmiled he, "that your ankles are chained."

She did not answer him

"You have very pretty ankles, ny dear," he said. "They look well in chains."
There were only eight inches of chain separating her ankles.

"Keep yoursel f clean, neat and well grooned," he said.

She sai d not hi ng.

"Kneel ," he said.

She di d.

"Do you understand?" he asked.

"Yes, WIlliam" said Brenda Hanmilton

He turned to | eave and then again, for a nonent, faced her
"Tonight," he said, "you are to be interviewed by Herjellsen."

"What are you?" asked Herjellsen, sharply.

"A woman," said Brenda Ham |lton. "A wonan!"



"What is your name?" denanded Herjellsen, sharply.
"Brenda, " she said. "Brenda!"

Herjell sen | eaned back in the cane chair, satisfied. It was only then that
Brenda Hamilton realized how different her responses were to such questions
than they woul d have been only two weeks ago. Before, she would have responded
unthinkingly, to the first question, "A mathematician!" and, to the second,
"Doctor Brenda Ham lton."

She knelt before Herjellsen. Her ankles were still chained. But now, too, by
@unt her, her wists had been handcuffed behi nd her

@Qunther and Wlliam also on cane chairs, sitting across them sat to one
side, listening.

"The interviewis over," said Herjellsen, getting up

Brenda Hanilton | ooked up at him astonished.

"What do you think of men?" asked Herjellsen, |ooking down on her
"I-1 think they are very strong," said Brenda Hanilton

"Do you desire sexual experience?" asked Herjellsen

"No!" cried Brenda Ham | ton. "No!"

"Qunther's report," said Herjellsen, "suggests otherw se." Brenda bl ushed
scarlet. She recalled she had, on her knees, begged Gunther to fuck her

"That you desire, or do not desire, sexual experience," said Herjellsen, "is
doubtl ess less relevant to the success of the experinent than whether or not
you, yourself, are, by others, found sexually desirable."

"Ot hers?" asked Brenda Ham | t on

"But," said WIliam "when a wonan does desire sexual experience she becones,
surely, subtly, physically,, nore desirable.”

"You have in mnd," asked Herjellsen, "subconscious body signal s?"
"Yes," said WIlliam "but even nore obvious than that such things as smling,
i nadvertent posings and touchings, approaching the male nore closely than the
culturally accustoned di stances."

"How do you read her?" asked Herjellsen. He again took his seat on the cane
chair. He | ooked at Hamilton

"I have studied her," said Wlliam "and | read in her body great conflict
bet ween resi stance and yi el ding."

"I do not find conflict," said Gunther. "If | snap my fingers, she will lay
for me."

Ham | ton put down her head.
"I mean nore generally," said Wlliam "For exanple, today, while |I watched

her comb her wet hair before the mrror, she was obviously hol di ng herself
differently than if | were not present."



Ham | ton swal |l owed. She realized she had performed this act differently, when
under the eyes of WIlliam She had done it nore slowy, nore |uxuriously, nore
beautifully, than she woul d have ot herw se.

"That is natural,”
young nal e. "

said Herjellsen. "It is only a young fenal e posing before a
"Look at her now," said Gunther. "See the shoul ders, back, the belly tight.
She is presenting herself to us, even now, as a female."

Ham | ton put down her head and wept.

"Do not weep," said Herjellsen. "It is natural female display behavior. It is
quite healthy."

Ham | ton | ooked up at him

"The only thing to be ashaned of," said Herjellsen, "is the guilt."

Ham | ton regarded him red-eyed.

"You are really quite beautiful,"” said Herjellsen. "Strai ghten your body, put
your shoul ders back, draw in your stomach, thrust out your breasts.”

Tears in her eyes, Hamilton did so.
WIlliamwhistled. "A beauty," he said.

And suddenly Hamilton was no | onger ashaned to be beautiful before nen. That
right was hers. She was a ferale. She woul d be beautiful, boldly.

"A true beauty," said WIIliam
Ham | ton | ooked at QGunt her
"A slut," said Gunther.

Ham | ton tossed her head, and did not retreat. She | ooked away from him her
head in the air. She remi ned beauti ful

"Excellent," said Herjellsen

He turned to WIIiam

"How do you read this woman's attitude toward Gunther?" he asked

"She desires him intensely," said Wlliam H s voice was flat.

Ham | ton did not | ook at Gunther

"Some woren, " said Gunther, "who do not desire sexual experience, are
extremely attractive. Their very col dness, their haughtiness, is a taunt to
the blood, a challenge. It is great sport to take them and reduce themto
whi ni ng, panting whores, to break themto your will, to make them beg for your
touch. "

Ham | ton swal | owed, painfully. Her shoulders fell forward. She bent forward,

her head was down. She was again only a chained, handcuffed girl kneeling
before men, at their mercy.



"Weakness, and fear, too,
attracti veness. "

@Qunt her was sayi ng, "can enhance a woman's sexua

"Among mammal s, " said WIlliam "one is the aggressor, one the aggressed upon
This is the sexual equation. In nost species of mammals, if not all, it is the
mal e which is the aggressor. Sexual aggression in the female comonly
neutralizes mal e aggressi on and nakes consunmati on of the sexual act

i mpossible. It is a common device used by wonen hostile to nen, to prevent

i ntercourse and insult and punish the male. In their owmn mnd, and in his, if
he i s uninforned, she appears to be eager for sexual experience and he appears
to be unable to satisfy her, or to be inpotent. Wth anot her woman, of course,
he functions normally."

"l encountered, tw ce, such wonen," said Gunther. "I beat them"

"Scarcely gentlemanly of you, old nman," said WIIliam

"After they were beaten," said Gunther, "they responded perfectly."

"Abj ectly?" asked WIIliam

"Yes," said Gunther, "and with nunmerous orgasns." He | ooked at WIlliam "They
only wanted to find a man stronger than they were. Strong wonen, they wanted
stronger nen, nen strong enough to make them wonen, strong enough to subdue
them conpletely."

"And you were that man?" asked WIIliam

"Yes," said GQunther. "In their hearts, like all wonen, they wanted to submt."

"And you made them submit?" asked WIIliam

"Yes," said Gunther, "I nmade them submt." He | ooked at Wlliam "I made them
submit to me-conpletely.”

"And doubtless they loved it?" asked WIIliam
"That was not mny concern,"” said Qunther

"What was your concern?" asked WIIliam
"Their submi ssion,"” said Gunther

"Did they seem pl eased?" asked WIIliam

"They were obedient," said Gunther, "and had nunerous orgasns. They w shed ne
to keep themwith me, on any terms. One was rich."

"You see, @unther," said Hamilton, "I amnot the only woman who is attracted
to you."

"You were not spoken to," said CGunther
"Forgive me, Qunther," whispered Hanilton

"Weakness and fear, as | said," said Gunther, "can enhance a wonan's
attracti veness. "

"They provoke the aggressor,"” said WIIliam



"What of servility, and subm ssiveness?" asked Herjellsen of Gunther

"Yes," said Qunther, "particularly if they are enforced upon her-if she is
gi ven no choice." @Qunther regarded Hanmilton. "Wonen revel in groveling," he
sai d.

"That is not true!" cried Ham | ton
"Be silent," said @Qunther.

Ham | ton put down her head. Sonething deep within her stirred. Though she
hat ed the thought, she knew that she was pl eased to have been so sharply
conmanded. Gunther had given her an order, a strict one. It excited her to
obey him

"What of hel pl essness?" asked Herjellsen of WIliam
"Yes," said WIliam "hel plessness in a wonan tends to provoke sexua
aggression; it stinmulates the male. This expresses itself, of course, in
countl ess ways. She needs him say, to open a wi ndow, carry a bag, nove a
heavy object. Both he and she are consci ous of her weakness; she must ask his
favor; he readily performs the tasks; she now owes himand she, being weak,
bei ng a wonman, has only her body with which to pay him She responds with
sexual favors; in the civilized situation, these are trivial-snmles, words of
gratitude, an entire body attitude of grateful ness. That the male wants these
favors is indicated by his customary fury, should she offer nonetary paynent.
It is her "thanks' alone he wants. Naturally. Her 'thanks,' of course, are a
culturally accepted, little understood, muchly desired by the mal e display of
her femal eness before him Synbolically, he has had her; winning her snile is
for himsurrogate for the possession of her body."

"Interesting, said Herjellsen.

"A nost obvious exanple," said WIlliam "occurs when the woman nust take the
aut onobil e, in need of repair, to a nechanic. Though her soci o-econom ¢ status
may be far above his she nmust, in her ignorance, her hel pl essness, approach
the nmechanic with typical female subnission behavior. Mreover, he wll

exploit this situation, by being patient, by |Ioom ng over her, by listening to
her attenpt to explain the problemof the engine. Very few individuals,
incidentally, can speak clearly of a conplicated piece of machinery, or even

know nore than a few nanes for parts. Yet the mechanic's attitude will make
her feel inferior, ignorant, stupid, and he, by contrast, |large and w se,
efficient and strong. Soon she will be | aughing at herself, and pretending she

knows even | ess than she does. She finds herself forced into acting like a
fool, petitioning for a favor. She sniles, she | aughs uneasily, she noves her
body, she is enbarrassed, she blushes, she I ooks up at him He agrees to
repair the vehicle. He will find out what is wong, and whatever it is he, the
noble fellow, will fix it. She | eaves. He has had a sexual experience. Sinmlar
exploitative matrices may exist in the context of the female student and mal e
teacher, or the femal e enpl oyee and the nal e enployer. Females are forced, in
t housands of ways, to be pleasing to men, and, as they struggle to smle, and
be pl easing, he synbolically enjoys her, has her, accepts her, for the tineg,
as one of his wonen."

"What do you think of this, Gunther?" asked Herjellsen
"I think it is true," said Gunther. "Further, perhaps to your surprise, | do

not di sapprove. Rather | approve. Winen should smile, should be forced to
engage in subni ssion behavi or before nen."



"Why is that?" asked Herjellsen

"Because nen are dominant," said Gunther. "And it is right that wonen shoul d
submt to them"™ He |ooked at Herjellsen. "Wnen do not smile and nove
provocatively because society forces themto do so; they do so because they
are worren; they are not the dom nant sex. Display behavior, and subm ssion
behavi or, is always displayed, throughout the animl kingdom before the

dom nant organisms. It is natural for the dom nant organismto elicit, or
enforce, this behavior. Your mechanic, he in Wllians anecdote, is dom nant.
It is thus natural for himto elicit, or enforce, display behavior, subm ssion
behavi or, in your upper-niddle-class woman. She is, after all, whatever m ght
be her socio-economc class, only a female."

"I"'mafraid you are a mal e chauvinist, old man," said WIIliam

"As a scientist," said Gunther, "I attenpt to ascertain the truth. | do not
respond like a slavering dog to political stimuli."

"When | spoke of hel pl essness,"” said Herjellsen, "I did not have in m nd such
t hi ngs as being unable to | ocate one's car keys."

The three nen | ooked at Ham | ton. She had her head down. She knelt the short
white dress well up her thighs. Her ankles, each snugly, were confined in the
short, chain shackle. Her wists, behind her back, were |ocked in Gunther's
cuffs.

Brenda, " asked Herjellsen. "Are you hel pl ess?"

"Yes," said Brenda. She lifted her head, and | ooked at themred-eyed. "How
could | be nore hel pl ess?" she asked.

"I'f you were nude," said Qunther
She put down her head.

"She is powerless, and at your nercy," said Herjellsen. "You are young nal es.
Does that enhance her sexual attractiveness?"

"Yes," said GQunther.
"Yes," said WIIliam

"It is natural," said Gunther, "for a man to want conplete power, absolute
power, over a wonman."

"This has to do, perhaps,” said Wlliam "w th the aggression-subm ssion
equation. For the male, maxi mum power facilitates total aggression; for the
femal e, utter powerl essness gives her no alternative to conplete subm ssion."

"More inportant than such trivialities as handcuffs and ankle chains," said
@Qunther, "is to force the femal e's psychol ogi cal subm ssion."

"OfF course,"” said Herjellsen, "we are creatures with ninds."

"The best lay that | ever had," said Gunther, "was a girl given to nme for the
night by a friend; four years ago, a Bedouin chieftain."

"What was she |ike?" asked WIIliam



"Juicy, cuddly," he said, "brown, quick, |large dark eyes, |long black hair.
When | pulled away her silk | saw that he had had her branded."

"Ch," gasped Hamlton.

"She was a slave girl," said GQunther, |ooking at her

Hami | ton averted her eyes. "Ch," she whi spered.

"Yes," said Qunther, "a superb femal e slave-sinply superb. Wen she entered
the tent we both knew that she was in ny absol ute power. The psychol ogi ca
di mensi on was perfect. She stood there, waiting to be commanded. | could do
wi th her what | pleased, and whatever it was that | pleased that is what | did
with her. It was a nost interesting evening."

"What did you do with her?" asked WIIliam

"I could do with her what | pleased," said Gunther

"And what did you do with her?" asked WIIiam

"Exactly what | pleased," said CGunther

"I see,"” said WIIliam

"It was a nost interesting evening," said Gunther

Ham I ton did not | ook up. She wi shed she had been that fenale slave.

"This seens practical," said Herjellsen, "only where there is an institution
of female slavery, socially accepted, societally enforced."

"It is practical," said Gunther, "wherever nmen are willing to nmake sl aves, and
have the opportunity."

Ham | ton wi shed that she were GQunther's sl ave.

"For example,"” said Gunther, "this conmpound is isolated."” He gestured to
Ham | ton. "We could, if we w shed, make her a slave."

Ham | ton | ooked at him She was frightened.

"Do not be afraid, Doctor Hamilton," said Herjellsen, "it is not we who wll
make you a sl ave."

"I don't understand," she whi spered.

Herjellsen rose to his feet. "It is late,’
Ham | ton, kneeling before him "Good evening, ny dear,’

he said. He nodded curtly to Brenda
' he said.

Then he, followed by Wlliam left the room
"Stand," snapped Gunther, "back to ne."

Brenda Hami | ton, shackled, |ooked up at him "Please help me, Qunther," she
sai d.

He pl aced his strong hands beneath her arns and lifted her lightly to her
feet.



She stood close to him shackled, wists fastened behind her. She | ooked at
him "Please, @Qunther," she said. She lifted her lips to him

"Turn," he said.

She did so, and he, with his key, unlocked the handcuffs, and renoved them
fromher wists.

"Use the wastes bucket," he said. "I will return in five mnutes."
"Yes, Qunther," she said, head down, bl ushing.

In five mnutes he returned. She was sitting on the cot. He | ooked at her
Qui ckly, she knelt.

"Lie on your stomach on the cot,"
the iron bar."

he said, "and place your left wist under

She did so, and he approached her. She felt one cuff |ocked on her left wist,
and then the other she heard snapped about the iron bar at the head of the
cot .

He then bent to her ankl es.

He renmpbved the chain that confined them

She rolled to her back, suddenly, sliding the handcuff along the iron bar
twisting the |inks, and faced Gunther

She | aughed with pl easure.

She lifted one leg, and then the other. They were |ong, slender, shapely,

| ovel y. She had her eyes closed. She noved themslowy, exulting in the |uxury
of the novenment. She lay then on her back, and opened her eyes. She stretched
her left leg, and bent the right, knee lifted, heel on the mattress.

@unt her was wat chi ng her

"It feels so good to nove," she said. She smiled at CGunther

He | ooked at her, angrily.

"You do find me attractive, don't you, Qunther?" she asked. She was smling.
"Wiore," said GQunther.

"Yes, '
whor e. "

| aughed Brenda Hamilton, |ooking at him "Doctor Brenda Hamilton is a

@unt her regarded her, puzzled.
"I'"'myour whore," she said.
"l do not understand," he said.

"Every woman," said Brenda Hamlton, "if she is vital, for sone man or ot her
woul d be his willing, eager whore."

Gunt her | ooked at her.



"I"myours," she said. She | aughed.

"\Whore!" he snapped.

"Only to you," she laughed. "Not to WIlliam or Herjellsen, or the blacks."
He | ooked at her, not speaking.

"Sit beside nme, Gunther," she said. "Please."

He did so. He sat on the edge of the cot, |ooking down on her, his |eft hand
across her body, resting on the left side of the cot.

"I"'min your conplete power, Gunther," she said. She jerked at the handcuff,
i ndi cating that she was secured. She smled. "You have absol ute power over
me," she said. "Does that not excite you?"

He said nothing. H s eyes were expressionless.

"You can make nme do anything you want,'
conpletely.”

she said. "I will obey you, perfectly,
Wth his right hand, he touched her head, and then, holding her face, turned
it fromone side to the other, |ooking at it.

"Perfectly, conpletely," she whispered.

He renoved his hand from her face.

"Was the brown girl so marvel ous?" she asked him

"The sl ave?" asked Qunt her

"Yes," said Brenda Hami|ton, "-the slave!’

"Yes," said GQunther.

"l can be better," she said.
"Ch?" asked QGunther.
"Try me," she said.

GQunt her sm | ed.

"Have me stand before you," said Hamilton, "as she did, not know ng what you
wi Il command. See which of us is better!”

He put his hand at the neckline of her thin, cotton dress. She felt his fist
inits fabric.

"Strip ne!" she begged.

He | ooked down on her.

"I"'min your conplete power, Gunther," she said. "You have absol ute power over
me! You can do with me what you want! Anything! Watever you want! Does that

not excite you?"

"Yes," he said.



"Too," she whispered, "it excites ne!l | have never been so excited in ny life,
Qunt her!"

She tried to sit up on the cot and hold himwi th her right arm Wth his |eft
hand he forced her right wist down, and pinned it to the mattress. The
handcuff on her left wist confined her hand at the bar. The steel slid on the
iron. She could not rise. She was held. Gunther's right hand was still at the
neckl i ne of her frock.

She | ooked up at him
"Could | not be your slave, like that brown girl?" she asked.
He did not answer her.

"Caress me, Qunther," she begged.

@unt her stood up, releasing her. "Gthers will caress you," he said.

"Ot hers?" asked Ham | ton
"Yes," said GQunther.
"But what if | do not want others to caress ne?" she asked.

"It does not matter," said Gunther. He bent down and picked up the chain and
the two padl ocks fromthe floor at the foot of the cot, and went to the door

Brenda Hamilton rolled to her stomach, and screaned and sobbed, thrusting her
nmout h agai nst the mattress. She squirned and struck at the mattress, Kkicking
it with her feet, pounding it with her right fist. She bit at it, sobbing, and
scratched at it with the fingernails of her right hand. She turned on- her
side, and held out her hand to Gunther, who stood by the door

"Qunt her!" she wept.

"Tormorrow night," said Gunther, "we will attenpt to initiate the final test
sequence of the second series of experiments. Herjellsen has told me that you
will be permitted to watch

Ham | ton regarded him red-eyed.

"You yoursel f, as you have been informed," said Gunther,
essentially in the third series of experinments."

will figure

"Way will you not nake |ove to ne?" asked Hamilton

"Herjellsen has decided," said Gunther, "that you are to be transmitted as a
virgin. He expects that it nmay enhance your value, if trading is pertinent."

"Val ue?" breathed Ham | ton

"Too, Herjellsen supposes,” said Gunther, "that they mght be less likely to
slay a virgin. Avirgin mght be sonmething of a prize."

"Who are-they?" asked Hanilton

"We do not really know, " said Gunther. "But we suspect that they will have
some connection with the Herjellsen artifact."



"No!"™ cried Brenda Hamilton. "No! No!"

"There is sone danger, of course," said GQunther, "in transmtting a virgin."
Hami | ton | ooked at him

"The sacrifice of virgin females may be practiced.”

Ham | ton regarded himwi th horror

"But, in your case," said GQunther, "this seens unlikely.

Lovely as you are you are in your twenties, and this, we conjecture will be
sufficient to remove you fromthis danger. Furthermore, such sacrifice,
commonl y, involves tribal girls of high station in the group, such being
regarded as the fittest gifts for the gods." Gunther |ooked at Ham Iton. "You
not so nmuch a girl as a wonan, a stranger, ignorant, one foreign to them one
with no standing, no status, we conjecture will stand in little danger of
bei ng regarded as a desirable sacrifice."

Hami | ton sat now on the edge of the cot. She was aghast. She trenbl ed.

"Furthernore," said Gunther, "we commonly associate the sacrifice of virgins
with agricultural econom es, where nen are nore dependent on factors outside
of their control, the weather, for exanple, than with hunting econonies, where
the nature of acquiring food, and the efforts relevant to its acquisition, are
nore clearly understood. Perhaps nore inportantly in agricultural econom es
the popul ation is larger and the social institutions and structures nore
conplex. A larger population is doubtless nore willing to expend certain of
its menmbers; further there is in a larger popul ation, naturally, |ess persona
contact anong all nenbers, and this nakes the sacrificial expenditure of a

gi ven menber of the group a nuch nore inpersonal matter; furthernore, in the
agricultural econony, with its |arger popul ation, you have, doubtless, an
extensive, complex cult tradition, perhaps with its professional witch doctors
or priests, providing the population with an el aborate justification for
ritualized hom cide. Social developnments of this conplexity would be | ess
likely to occur in a hunting group. Furthernore, in a hunting group, where
life would be nore precarious, it seens likely to suppose that it mght also
be regarded as nore precious. Wnen woul d be needed to bear children and carry
burdens. It is not likely that they would be used as the victins in cerenonial
homi ci des. "

"Ch, @unther,"” wept Hamilton. "Help me to escape!"

"Hunting groups, we conjecture, too," said Gunther, "would, if they are to
survive, be dom nated by strong nmen, |large nmen, rugged nen, intelligent men,
energetic, cunning and sw ft, men of much stam na, of sound constitution and
hardy appetites.”

@unt her | ooked at Ham lton, and she shuddered.

"Such men," said Qunther, "are likely to relish and appreciate, robustly, the
bodi es of their wonen. They will have better uses to put the bodies of their
wonen to than human sacrifice."

"You must help ne to escape, Qunther," wept Hamilton

"Wth the conquest of agriculture, as you nay not be aware," said Qunther,
"there was a conconitant degeneration of the human stock. This can be



est abl i shed skeletally, and also by cranial capacity. Mdern man is snaller
and quite possibly intellectually inferior, to these free hunters. W have
now, of course, in conpensation, nunbers and technol ogy. W have libraries and
a conplicated culture. W are nmuch nore advanced, inferior, but much nore

advanced. W do not know what direction the race will take. As we are to the
hunters, future man may be to us, mserable, petty and neurotic, or, perhaps,
we shall grow again, toward the hunters-and the hunters will come again, from

we oursel ves-for surely we are their descendants, and surely we, sonehow,
somewhere, hidden within us, hold their prom se-latent in our genetic codes
the hunters may not be dead, but only asleep."” @unther |ooked at Hamilton
"The race,” said Gunther, "is divided into the farmers and the hunters, those
who grow mllet and barley, those who trudge in the mud and dig in the soi
the swarmng nobs in the river valleys, scratching with their sticks and
carrying their water, and the hunters, the lonely ones, the swift ones, the
solitary ones, not understood, who will not dig in the soil, the ones who know
the snell of the forest, the burrow of the ernmne, the track of the cari bou
who rise at dawn, in the cold, who can run fifty mles in one day, who can
shoot the bow and hurl the spear, and live for weeks on the | and, the cunning
ones, the dissatisfied ones, the pursuers of neat."

Ham | ton | ooked at Gunther, strangely. Never had she heard hi m speak |ike
this. He was usually silent, arrogant, taciturn

"The worl d," said Gunther, "is divided into those who fear, those who seek
security, those who do not dare to lift their eyes fromtheir narrow fields,
and the other-the hunters." Gunther was quiet for a noment, and then he spoke
again. "Do you know where the hunters have gone?" he asked.

"No," said Brenda Hanmilton

"The farmers, in their nunbers, have killed them" he said.

Ham | t on regarded him

"But they may not all be dead," said GQunther. "Some may be only asleep.”
Ham | t on sai d not hi ng.

"There has al ways been war," said Gunther, "between the hunters and the
farmers.” He smled. "And | suppose there always will be."

"There is nothing left to hunt,"” said Hanmilton

"Manki nd's greatest ganme is now afoot," said GQunther. He frowned. "The farners
will do what they can to prevent its pursuit." "Wat ganme, Gunther?" asked
Ham I ton. "Meat!" said GQunther. "Meat fit for the godsl" "Wat meat, Gunther?"
asked Hamilton. "The stars,"” said Gunther. "The stars." She | ooked at him She
shook her head. "No," she said. "There is nothing nmore to hunt." "There are
the stars,"” he said. Then he left her alone. GQunther is mad, thought Brenda
Hami I ton, he is as nad as the others. She lay back on the mattress and twi sted
in the heat. She jerked at the handcuff and cursed, and then tried to find a
confortable position in which to sleep

* 7*
Brenda Hami | ton, fascinated, watched the | eopard in the translation cubicle.
It was a beautiful, terrible beast.

It lay on its side on the snooth plastic of the cubicle. Its four feet had



been tied together. Its jaws were nuzzled. It was helpless. It had been
drugged. It was now recovering. It whined, and struggl ed.

Ham | ton recall ed how she had first seen it in the wild, in the branch of a
tree, lying across the carcass of a slain calf. Gunther, while WIIiam had
distracted it, had struck it with an anesthetic bullet.

It had been captured.

Brenda, with fascination, watched the tw sting beast, grow ing, whining.

She wore the white dress.

She sat in a cheap, kitchen chair, nmade of netal. Her hands, in Gunther's
handcuffs, were fastened behind her back. The cuffs had been placed before two
of the narrow nmetal back bars of the chair and then pulled through. They had

t hen been behind the chair.

"Sit in the chair," @Qunther had said.

He then pulled her wists behind the chair and | ocked themin the cuffs,
confining her to the chair.

The chain he had renoved fromher right ankle, | ooped it tw ce about the netal
rung between the front |legs of the chair, and then, snugly, fastened it once
nore about her right ankle. Her ankles were held back, close to the netal
rung, fastened to it.

She was thus, doubly, confined to the chair.

Brenda wat ched the | eopard. It was a capture.

She felt the handcuffs on her wists, the chain on her ankles. She knew t hat
she, too, was a capture

Herjell sen sat beneath the steel hood, bent over, his fists clenched.
Thi s night there was no play of light.
Thi s night there was no dislocation of her time sense.

She watched the beast in the cubicle. It was unconfortable, rebellious,
grow i ng, hel pl ess.

Herjell sen sweated, fists clenched, bent over beneath the steel hood.
Wl liam and Gunther stood in the background.

Suddenly it seened all strange to her, inpossible, insane. She knew that what
they were attenpting to do could not be done. Even a child would know t hat.

It is insane, she felt. Insane! And she was | ocked in a shack, cuffed and
shackl ed, wi th madnen!

The experiments, she knew, did not always go well.
She wondered if they ever had.

She recalled WIIliam and Gunther discussing Herjellsen, and fraud, and
illusion, and madness, in the Land Rover



She surely could not have seen once what she thought she had seen

It could not have been true.

Then she was terrified.

She saw Gunt her | ooking at her.

Herjellsen, at last, worn, exhausted, bent, wthdrew from under the hood and,
pai nfully, wearily, straightened his body. He | ooked at her blankly, his eyes
bl i nki ng behind the | arge, heavy convex | enses. Then he left the shack

@unt her turned off the equi prment.

Wlliamleft the shack

It had been a failure.

The beast still lay, helpless, twisting, on the floor of the cubicle.

They had not transmitted it Gunther opened one of the cuffs and freed
Hamilton's wists fromthe netal back bars of the chair, then closed it again
on her wrist, keeping her hands cuffed behind her. He then freed her |eft
ankl e fromthe chain, disengaged the chain fromthe nmetal chair rung, and
then, with the padl ock, again fastened the chain about her |left ankle, freeing
her now conpletely of the chair, keeping her shackl ed.

He then lifted her small body lightly in his strong arns and carried her to
her cell, where, after permtting her to relieve herself, he briefly

wi t hdrawi ng, he cuffed her to the cot, freed her of the shackles, and |left her
for the night.

She heard the padl ocks | ocking the door

"Qunther!" she cried, jerking against the handcuff.

But there was no response. She heard his feet |eaving the porch.

"Qunther," she wept, "what if it doesn't work? Wat will they do with nme?"

She lay in terror, handcuffed to the cot, looking up at the corrugated tin
r oof .

"Lie on your stomach on the cot," said CGunther
"Yes, CQunther," said Brenda Hanilton
It was now the night following the failure of the experiment with the | eopard.

Ham | ton had already placed her left wist under the iron bar at the head of
the cot. She felt Gunther |ock the cuff on her wist. How snug, and
inflexible, it felt. Then she heard the other cuff closed about the iron bar
Then Gunther bent to free her of the shackles. She knew it would now be ten
thirty PPM At this time she was put to the cot.

"Qunt her, she whispered, prone, the left side of her face on the mattress.

"Yes," he said. He renmoved the chain from her ankles. He stood up



"What -what if the experinment does not go well?"

He | ooked at her.

"What if it doesn't work-if Herjellsen is not successful ?"
"You mean if he cannot transmt you?" asked CGunther

"Yes," she said, "-if | cannot be transmitted."

"Surely you understand," said Gunther, "that you cannot be rel eased."

She turned, wist back, lying on her side. She |ooked at him fearfully. She,
draggi ng the handcuff along the iron bar, sat up on the edge of the cot, her
body twi sted, turned to face him

"You know too much," said Gunther. "You could put us in prison for years." He
regarded her. "If the experinment is unsuccessful, if you cannot be
transmtted, you will be disposed of in the bush."

"I do not want to die," she said, "Qunther." She sat on the edge of the cot.
She shook her head. "You would not kill me, would you, Gunther?" she asked. -

"Yes," said Gunther.

She put her right Ieg on the cot, beneath her; her left Ieg was not on the
cot; the toes only of her left leg touched the floor; her left |eg was fl exed,;
her body faced Gunther; her left wist was back, handcuffed to the iron bar at
the head of the cot.

She shook her head. "Don't kill ne," she said.

He regarded her, unnoved.

"Sell me," she whispered.

He did not speak

"I am a Caucasian,", she said. "WIIliamsays that | am beautiful."
@unt her sai d not hi ng.

"Surely you could get a good price on me," she said.

"Do you know what you are speaki ng of ?" asked Gunt her

"There are markets, are there not, secret markets, where white wonen are
sol d?"

@unt her | ooked at her. He did not speak for a long tinme. Then he spoke. "Yes,"
he said.

Hami | ton | ooked at him agonized, pleading.
"l have been in two such markets," said Qunther
"You?" she said.

"I amtrusted," he said



"Don't kill me," said Hamilton. "-Sell ne."

@unt her smiled. "What do you think your body is worth?" he asked.

"I-1 don't know," she said.

"It mght be interesting to see you on the block," he said.

Her lower lip trenbled.

"Can you snil e?" he asked. "Can you pose? Can you excite the interest of
buyers? Can you nove your body in such a way that it suggests that it could be
a source of incredible pleasure for a man?"

She | ooked at himw th horror

"If you do not performwell," said Gunther, "you will be whipped."

Ham | t on sai d not hi ng.

"There are difficulties in transportation,” said Gunther. "You would have to
be smuggl ed across borders in a truck, perhaps at a given point carried

northward in a dhow. "

"Drug me," said Hamlton. "I do not care if | do not awake until | am dragged
naked before the buyers."

He | ooked at her, carefully. "It could be done with you, | suppose,” he said.
"Yes, Qunther," she said, "yes!"

"I't would be sinpler," said he, "to dispose of you in the bush.”

"No, please, no," she wept. "Sell ne! Sell ne!l"

"Perhaps," said Gunther, "perhaps." He | ooked at her. "I shall take it under
consi deration," he said.

He went to the door.

"Q@unt her," she said.

He turned.

"What is done to such wonmen?" she asked. "\WWere are they kept?"

He shrugged. "In isolated villas," he said, "in desert palaces, in |uxurious

slave brothels, catering to a rich clientele.™

"I see," she said. Then she said, "Q@unther, you have denied ne sexua
experience. | gather that if | were a slave, | would be granted such
experiences. "

@unt her threw back his head and | aughed. "Yes," he said, "your naster, or
masters, and their guests, or clients, would see that you served themwell."

She put down her head, blushing furiously.

"Even superbly,” he added, smling.



She cl enched her snall fists.
"You said," said Gunther, "that you were ny whore."

"I am" she said, "Q@unther." She |looked at him "Any tine you want nme, |'m
your whore."

"A slave girl," he said, "is the whore of any man who buys her."
"I know, " she whi spered.

He | aughed. "Any nan," he said.

"I know, " she whi spered.

"You know not hi ng," he said.

She | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"A whore," he said, "is a thousand tines above a slave."

"No!" she cri ed.

"Yes," he | aughed.
"Is it true, Qunther?" she begged.
"Men care nore for their dogs, than for their female slaves,” said Gunther

"No," she whi spered.

"It is true," said Gunther. "I know." He | ooked at her. "Wuld you not prefer
to be disposed of in the bush?"

"No, @Qunther," she said. "Sell ne."

"Then," asked Gunther, |ooking at her evenly, "you are truly willing to be a
femal e sl ave?"

"Yes, Qunther," she whispered.

He regarded her, half kneeling, half sitting on the cot, in the brief white
dress, facing him on the striped mattress, her hand back, handcuffed to the
iron bar at the head of the cot.

"I always thought you were a slave," he said.

She | ooked at him angrily.

"Slave," he sneered.
"Yes-sl ave!" she said.

He left.

8

"I see that you are still a virgin,"” said WIliam



Hami | ton was silent.

She stood before the two nen, under the light bulb, barefoot on the floor of
her cell, the cot and mattress in the background, stripped, freed of the
shackl es, wists cuffed behind her back

"I's your exam nation finished?" she asked.

"I woul d have thought that Gunther woul d have used you by now," said WIIiam

"She is for others to use," said Gunther

Ham | ton' s physical exam nati on had been thorough, including blood and urine
sanmpl es taken earlier in the day.

William s black bag | ay beside his cane chair.

When they had entered the roomtogether this evening, she had been startl ed.
Wl liamwas a physician. Gunther was not.

She had not wished to strip herself before Gunther, not in the presence of
anot her man.

"Renmove your clothing," had said WIIliam

"No," had said Hanmilton

"Are you being insubordinate?" had asked WIIliam

"No," she had whi sper ed.

@unther's eyes had nmet hers. He had snapped his fingers.
Clunsily, quickly, she had pulled the cotton shift over her head.
"Turn about," he had said.

He had put her wists in handcuffs, thrown her to the cot, renoved the
shackl es from her.

"Stand," he had said.
She did so.

"Come here, dear," had said WIlliam opening his kit, rempving a stethoscope.
"Must CGunt her be present?" she bad begged.

"I's a slave nodest?" asked CGunther.

"No!" she said, angrily.

She had approached WIliam The exam nation had begun

W1 1liam now snapped shut his kit, but left it on the floor. He, sitting,
@unt her, too, to one side, regarded her

"I's the exam nation finished," she asked.



"Cone closer," said WIIiam

She did so.

He | ooked up at her. She | ooked away.

"Do you find that you desire sexual experience?" asked WIIliam
"No, " she said.

"It does not matter,"” said WIlliam "That you yourself are found sexually
desirable will be nore than sufficient."”

Ham | ton | ooked at himw th horror

"We shall now conduct a small experinent,"” said WIliam He placed his hand,
gently, cupped, between her legs. He lifted his hand, pressing it gently
agai nst her delta.

Ham | t on | ooked away.

"Now say aloud, slowy, five tines," said Wlliam "the nane Qunther."
She | ooked at Gunther. She did as she was told.

To her horror she felt her body, her hair, press into Wllianm s hand. She
wi shed it was Gunther's hand.

Wliliamlifted the hand. He held it before Hamilton, who quickly turned her
face away. For the first tinme, she had snelled the odor, her own, of an
aroused femal e.

"For all practical purposes, GQunther," said Wlliam "this wonan bel ongs to
you. "

"I can have many women," said Qunther.
Ham | ton cl osed her eyes.
"Of course,” said WIIliam

Ham | t on opened her eyes, furious. "Are you quite finished with this
exam nati on?" she asked, icily.

"The medi cal portion is conpleted,” said WIIliam

She | ooked at G@unther.

"Qunther," said WIlliam "was requested to be present by Professor Herjellsen
He is supposed to render sonething in the nature of a consulting opinion

t hough not precisely fromthe nedical point of view"

@unt her went behind Hanmilton, and renoved the cuffs from her

She stood across the roomfromthem

"He is to render sonmething in the nature of a flesh assessnent, or appraisal,"
said WIIiam

Ham | t on bl ushed.



"I informed Herjellsen | amfully capable of rendering such an opinion
nmysel f," said WIlliam smling.

"I"'msure you are," said Hanmilton.

She | ooked at Gunther. H's eyes frightened her. He had | ooked, she knew, on
countl ess wonen. He had even | ooked on themin slave nmarkets.

"How do you find her?" asked WIIliam
@unt her did not answer him

He continued to |l ook at Hamilton, until her eyes fell, acknow edgi ng his
domi nance, her fenal eness.

"Do not, Wlliam" said Gunther, "interfere with ne in what I amgoing to do."
"Very well, old man," said WIIliam

Ham | ton | ooked at Gunther, angrily.

"You will follow ny instructions inplicitly,"” said Gunther to Ham|ton,
"wi t hout question, w thout hesitation, and in your mnd and imagi nation, as
well as in your body."

"No, " whi spered Ham | ton.

"A sl ave obeys," said Gunther. H's hands went to the buckle of his heavy belt.

"I will obey," said HamIton.
"A slave," said @Gunther, "is given no place to hide. Her entire person is her
master's. She is totally open to him You will follow my instructions,

accordingly, in your mnd and inmagination, as well as in your body."
"I amnot a slave," said Hanmilton.

"For the next four minutes," said GQunther, "you are a femal e slave."
"Qunther," protested WIIliam

"Do not interfere," said Gunther.

Wl liam shrugged, angrily, and returned his attention to Hamlton.

"For the next four minutes," said Gunther to Ham lton, "you are a female
slave-only a fenale slave."

Hami |l ton | ooked at him "Very well," she said, "-Mster."
Wl liambreathed in, sharply.

"Cl ose your eyes," said Gunther.

Hamilton did so.

"Thi nk now," said Gunther, "think deeply, of yourself as a slave."

"Very well," said Hamlton.



"It will be inpossible for this to be simulated,"” said Gunther, "for there is
a congruence between the thought and the behavior, and if this congruence is
not present, betrayed by the slightest, nobst subtle, unconscious

i nappropri at eness of behavior, you will be beaten."

She | ooked at him frightened.

"Cl ose your eyes," he said.

She did so.

"You are famliar, surely, with Stanislavsky's theories of acting?" he asked.
She nodded, terrorized.

"Thi nk of yourself now, " he said, "profoundly, as a fermale slave."

Ham I ton, frightened, dared to do so.

Suddenly she felt herself slave. Her body shuddered. She npaned with m sery.
"You are now a slave," said Gunther, "a slave girl, willess and rightless,
conpletely at my bidding."

Ham | ton's body shook

"Do you understand?" asked QGunt her

"Yes," she whi spered.

"You are owned," said Gunther. "You may be bought and sol d. You may be whi pped
or slain. You are branded. You nust do what men conmmand you."

Hami I ton, in misery, slipped to her knees, her head down.

"Before," said Gunther, "you were acting, but you are not acting now. "

She shook her head.

"Now, " said Qunther, "the acting is finished-what are you now?"

"A slave," she whispered, "-Master."

"To the block, Slave," said Cunther

Brenda Hami | ton stood on the slave bl ock, her body reflecting the torchlight.
She felt sawdust beneath her feet. She felt herself turn and felt the
auctioneer, his hand on her arm exhibiting her. She heard the cries, the

bi ds, of the nen.

"You have been sold," Gunther infornmed her

She stunbl ed fromthe block. She felt her wists |ocked in slave chains. She
felt herself hooded.

When the hood was torn away, in a large, marble-floored room wth rings set
in the floor, she first saw, clearly, the features of her master

She had been fastened by the wists to one of the rings.



"He beats you," said CGunther

She withed beneath the bl ows of the whip.

Sobbing in pain she felt her wists unfastened fromthe ring.

"You are eager to please him" said CGunther

She danced her beauty before him to placate him pleadingly, piteously.
"He consents to let you please him" said Gunther

Ham I ton crept to the cushions and arched her body for the kiss and touch of
her naster.

Suddenly she felt her left hand handcuffed and heard the other cuff closed
about the iron bar at the head of the cot.

Her face was sl apped to one side.

"You are no |longer a slave," said GQunther. "You are the femal e prisoner
Doctor Brenda Hamilton."

"Yes, Qunther," she said. She turned her head to one side.
WIlliamwas standing, watching her, in awe. "Fantastic," he said.

"That is how an assessnment is made of a wonman, short of using her," said

Q@unt her.

"What is your opinion?" asked WIIliam
"What is yours?" asked Cunther

"I ncredible, fantastic," breathed WIIliam

@unt her | ooked at Hamilton. "She is satisfactory,” he said.

Wth his foot he shoved the wastes bucket to the side of the cot.
They had not put the shift on her again.

The men turned to | eave.

"Qunther," said Hanmilton

"Yes?" he said.

"Why was | exami ned today?" she asked, red-eyed.

"Did Wlliamnot tell you?" asked Gunther

"No," she said.

"Yesterday evening," said GQunther, "quite |late, we managed to transmt the
| eopard.”

She | ooked at him

"You understand what this neans?" he asked.



She shook her head.

"We can now transmt an animal of that size and weight," he said.

She | ooked at him

"Not hi ng now stands in our way," said Gunther. He regarded her. "The third
phase of experiments can soon begin." He | ooked at her. "How much do you
wei gh?" he asked.

"One hundred and ni neteen pounds,"” said Hamlton
"The | eopard," said Gunther, "weighed one hundred and forty pounds."

"It seens, then, GQunther," she said, "that | need not fear either the bush or
the sl ave markets of the north and east."”

"Not our bush," said Gunther, "not our markets."
She | ooked at him

"Doubtl ess there are other w | dernesses," said Gunther, "other nmen, other
mar ket s. "

She pull ed at the handcuff, defeated.
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"More wine, Doctor Hamilton?" inquired Herjellsen. "Yes," said Brenda
Ham | ton. Herjellsen nodded, and one of the blacks, in a white jacket, stepped
di screetly forward and filled her glass. "Thank you," said Brenda Ham |ton

The black did not reply. "May | snoke?" asked WIlliam draw ng out a

cigarette. "Certainly," said Hamilton

He it the cigarette. "Wuld you |Iike one?" he asked.

"No," said Hamilton

They sat at table in Herjellsen's quarters, where, in earlier weeks, they had
commonl y di ned together, a continental supper, served at nine P.M, after the
heat of the day.

Herjellsen, and WIliamand Gunther, wore evening clothing, black tie.

Brenda Hami|lton wore an evening gown, a slim white sheath, off the shoul der.
She had never worn such a gown before. It fitted perfectly. Except for a
string of pearls, and two pearl earrings, it was all she wore. QGunther

st andi ng behind her, had put the pearls about her neck

Her ankles, her wists, were free of fetters.

Hami | ton | ooked down at the white linen tablecloth, the napkin, the
si | verware.

There was candl el i ght.

The eveni ng was confortable.



The conversation, nostly uninportant tal k, had not been unpl easant.
Ham | ton si pped the wi ne.

"Atoast," said Herjellsen, lifting his glass toward Ham lton. "I had
forgotten until now, " he said, "how beautiful a European worman could be." He
used "European" in the African sense.

Qunther, with Wlliam and Herjellsen, lifted their glasses to her
"Thank you," said Hamilton

She bl ushed, and | owered her head, pleased in spite of herself, in the depth
of her new-found wormanness, which they had released in her, at being the
object of their adnmiration. WIlliam she had seen, had not taken his eyes from
her all evening. Even in @Qunther's eyes she had detected a grudgi ng
admration. This had stirred her, helplessly, deeply. He was the nost exciting
man she had ever seen. She knew she was his for the asking, even though she
knew he despi sed her, and had, as her jailer, treated her with contenpt, wth
har shness, and even cruelty. She sat anmong themas a slim erect, elegant
young wonan, educated, beautiful, and civilized, in a white sheath gown and
pearls, but she knew that if Gunther wanted her, she would yield to himon his
own terns, whatever they might be. If he so nuch as snapped his fingers, she
woul d prepare herself, eagerly, for him She wanted to serve him intinmately,
desperately, at length, even if he, in his cruelty, forced her to take paynent
for doing so, a cigarette, or a shilling. She sat across the table fromhim

| ooking at him over the candlelight. "Do you know, Gunther," she asked him
silently, to herself, "that |, sitting here, elegant in ny white silk and
pearls, am your whore?" She regarded him He snmiled. She put down her head.
She knew that he knew.

She si pped her wine, finishing it.
"More wine?" asked Herjellsen, attentively.
"No, thank you," said Hanilton

"Coffee," said Herjellsen to one of the blacks, standing nearby, in his white
jacket. The fellow left the dining area.

"I had thought," said Hamilton, to Herjellsen, "that | was not to be permitted
cosnetics, perfune.”

Tastefully, and fully, beautifully, she had adorned herself this evening. She
had, of course, been instructed to do so.

"Tonight," said Herjellsen, "is a night on which we are cel ebrating. W have
wor ked hard. We have been successful. You would not begrudge us our w ne,
surely, our supper, the stimulation of your |ovely presence.”

"OF course not," she said. She sm | ed

"W have treated you rather harshly," said Herjellsen, apologetically. "But we
have done so in the hope that we may have, thereby, increased your chances of
survival ."

"I find it difficult to follow your reasoning," said Ham lton

The cof fee was brought, black, hot, bitter, in small cups. On the tray there



was a small container of assorted sugars, with tiny spoons.

"I have made a positive identification," said Herjellsen, "of the rodent,

whi ch you observed being brought into the translation cubicle. The famly is
obviously Muridae. It is a species simlar to, but not precisely identical to,
the wi dely spread, cunning, vicious, highly successful Rattus norvegicus, the
conmon brown rat, or Norway rat. It is doubtless an ancestral form the only
actual difference being that the teeth are nore substantially rooted."

"Does this identification have significance?" asked Hamilton
"OfF course," said Herjellsen. "It is a comensal ."

"l-1 do not know the word," said Ham | ton

"A compani on at meals," laughed WIIiam

"A comrensal ," said Gunther, "is an animal or plant that lives in, on or with
anot her, sharing its food, but is neither a parasite to the other, nor

normal ly, is injured by the presence of the other."

"It thrived in the Pleistocene,” said WIlliam "and thrives today, one of the
nmost successful forms of life the world has ever seen.™

"It supplants allied species,” said Gunther. "It is a swift, curious,
aggressive, savage animal, with the beginnings of a tradition, older animals

i nstructing the younger, particularly in avoi dance behaviors, as in preventing
t heir consunpti on of dangerous or poi soned food."

"A very successful co-inhabitant of our Earth, ny dear,"
"but, nmore inportantly for our purposes, a conmensal."

said Herjellsen

"It entered Western Europe from Asia in prehistory,” said Gunther, "as an
acconpani er of mgrations."

"The current brown rat," said Hamlton, "is a commensal of man."

"Precisely," said Herjellsen. "And so, too, was it in the beginning."
Ham | ton coul d not speak

"You see now t he significance of the catch?" he asked.

She shook her head, not wanting to speak

"It gives us the coordi nates of a human group, a living human group,” sniled
Herj el |l sen

"This is nmuch nore accurate than a stone tool," said WIlliam "Such a tool
particularly if adequately protected from weathering, and patination, m ght
have been abandoned or dropped hundreds of years ago, or years earlier."

"Where the brown rat is found," said Herjellsen, "there, too, will we find
man. They are conpanions in history."

"You said," said Hamilton, "that you treated nme harshly, that nmy chances of
survival m ght be inproved."

"Yes," said Herjellsen. "It is our anticipation that these men do not live in
an environnment so hostile and cruel that they need fear, in practice, only the



scarcity of gane, or so renmpte and inpenetrable that no others would care to
live there. Eskinos, for exanple, are a kindly people, trusting, helpful
affectionate, and, in a very different environnment, so, too, are the Pygm es
of the Congo."

"Such peoples, you note," said Gunther, "have been driven from choicer | ands
by nore aggressive conpetitors.”

"What are you trying to tell ne?" asked Hamilton

"Xenophobi a," said Herjellsen, "or the hatred of the stranger, is an al npst

uni versal human phenonenon, at one tine, judging by its pervasiveness, of

i mportant evolutionary inport. Goups who did not distrust strangers were

ei ther destroyed, or driven into the renoter and harsher portions of the
Earth. Too often, in the history of the world has the stranger meant anbush,
treachery, disaster."

"Interestingly," said Wlliam "this suspicion tends to be sonewhat reduced
during the prime mating years, particularly those of adol escence and the early
twenties."”

"That, too, doubtless," said Herjellsen, "has played its role in mxing and
di stributing genes anong di verse popul ations."

"Why don't you transmit a nan?" begged Hamilton

"We think," said Herjellsen, calmy, "they would kill a man."
"Kill ?" asked Hamilton

"Surely," said Herjellsen

"That is why we are transmitting a woman," said Gunther, "and one who is young
and not unattractive."

Ham | ton | ooked down. It was the closest Gunther had ever cone to
conpl i menti ng her.

She | ooked up at Herjellsen. "How do you know they will not kill nme?" she
asked.

"W do not know," said Herjellsen

"What do you expect themto do with me?" asked Hamilton

"I'f they have a | anguage," said Herjellsen, "you will not be able to speak it.
You will be to thema stranger. You will not be known to them You will have
no kinship ties, no blood ties, with the group. You will be to them an
outsider -a conplete outsider. You will not be a menber of their group.”

Herjellsen smled at her through the thick | enses. "Do you understand, ny
dear," asked Herjellsen, "what that m ght nean-in a primtive situation-not
bei ng a nenber of the group?"

"What do you expect themto do with ne!" demanded Hamilton

"You will be transnmitted naked," he said, "and, as Gunther has observed, you
are not unattractive."

"What will they do with nme?" whispered Hamilton



"Make you a slave," said Herjellsen.
Ham | ton | ooked down, miserable.
"Drink your coffee," said GQunther. Hami|ton sipped the coffee.

"If you were a nman," said Wlliam "they would probably kill you."
"I do not want to be a slave," whispered Ham Iton. Then she | ooked up
"Slavery," she said, "is a conplex societal institution. Surely it could not
exist in such a primtive society."

"Apache Indians," said Gunther, "in your own country, kept slaves."

"Semantics is uninmportant," said Herjellsen

"You will be an out-group fenmale," said Gunther. "Doubtless you will live, if
you are pernmitted to live, on their sufferance, depending presumably on how
wel | you pl ease and serve them You would be, of course, subject to barter and
exchange. "

"-1 would be a slave," whispered Hanilton

"Yes," said Herjellsen

"You have been training me for that?" asked Hamilton

"When a man enters your room what now is your inclination?" asked Herjellsen

"Unt hi nkingly," said Hamilton, "I feel an inmpulse to kneel." She reddened.
"You have made ne kneel, as a prisoner, in the presence of males," she said.

"This is to accustomyou to deference and subservience to nen," said WIIliam

"You must understand," said Herjellsen, "that if you were transnmtted as a
nodern woman, irritable, sexless, hostile, conpetitive, hating nmen, your
opportunities for survival mght be considerably |less.™

"W do not know the patience of these nen," said Gunther. "They night not
choose to tolerate such wonen. "

Ham | t on shudder ed.

"W have tried to teach you various things in your training, ny dear," said
Herjellsen, not unkindly. "First we have tried to teach you that you are a
beautiful fermale, which you are, and that this is a glorious and precious
thing inits ow right, and that being a woman is not the sane as being a man.
Each sex is astonishing and marvel ous, but they are not the sane. W have
tried to teach you the weakness, the beauty, the vulnerability, the
desirability of your wonanhood. We have tried to teach you that you are a
worman, and that this is deeply precious."

Ham | ton, though she did not speak, knew that in her incarceration, she had
for the first time in her life, accepted herself as a woman, and had found j oy
i n doi ng so.

These nen, cruel as they m ght have been, had given her to herself.

She was grateful to them She was no longer the little girl who had wanted to
be a little boy, nor the young woman who had pretended her sex was



uni mportant, and had secretly wanted to be a nan. She was now a woman happy in
her womanhood. She | ooked at Gunther. She rejoiced that he was a man, not she.
She wanted to be held by him and had, hel plessly, yieldingly. She wanted to
be a woman in his arnmns.

Herjell sen put down his coffee. "It is our hope," said Herjellsen, "that we
have i mproved your chances for survival in an environnent of printive
realities.”

"Qt her aspects of your training," said WIlliam "were reasonably

strai ghtforward. For exanple, the cleaning of the floor and walls of your
quarters accustomed you to manual |abor. The alignnent of the cot was intended
to induce discipline, attention to detail, neatness, conpliance with the
arbitrary will of a nmale.™

"Your punishnents," said Qunther, "have taught you to expect hunmiliation and
pain if you are di sobedient or insubordinate."

"You have been very thorough, Gentlenen," smled Hamilton

"W have perhaps saved your life," said Herjellsen

"It mght all have gone for naught,"” said Hamlton, "if | had escaped."

"You had no opportunity to escape," said Herjellsen

Ham I ton | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"You were given utensils,” he said, "that you might attenpt escape."
"Ch," said Hanmilton

"The first time, of course, we did not pernit you to escape. | used nuscle
reading to |l ocate the missing utensil. This was to induce a feeling of
psychol ogi cal hel pl essness in you. W were interested to see if this would
crush you. Happily, it did not. That very evening, with a second utensil, you
attenpted your escape. You are a brave, fine wonman, intelligent and
resourceful . W& were proud of you."

"I told WIlliam that night," she said, "that no fork had been brought with
the tray."

WIlliamsmled.
"I thought | had fooled him" she said.

"You were an excellent actress,” said Wlliam "I had been informed, however,
t hat your escape attenpt would take place that night. Indeed, that is why the
second fork was provided with your food that evening."

"How did you know | would try that night?" asked Hamilton

"It was sinple, ny dear," said Herjellsen. "You were anxi ous to escape. You
did not know how | ong you ni ght have, before your portion of the experinent
began. You woul d attenpt to escape as soon as possible. Further, you would
know that the missing fork woul d be noted, at |east by norning. You would
know, too, that its location, if hidden, could be reveal ed by the techni que of
muscl e readi ng. Thus your attenpt to escape, and a brave one it was, to essay
t he bush at night, alone, would take place that night."



"W heard you digging out,"” said WIIliam

"We even interrupted the guard in his rounds," said Herjellsen, "that you
woul d have time to dig under the fence."

"I hoped you weren't shocked too severely,” said WIIliam

"No," she said. She | ooked at Gunther. "I was clumsy to touch the wire, wasn't
I, Gunther?" she said.

@unt her shrugged.
"W thought you would strike out for the road," said Herjellsen

"But GQunther, with a dark lantern, followed the trail for sone tine, to
ascertain this," said WIliam

"You foll owed nme, Gunther?" she asked.

"For a time," he said. "I then returned to the conmpound"

"It was not difficult to pick you up in the Land Rover," said WIIliam
"I left the road," she said. "You followed."

She recalled the frantic flight through the bush, the headlights of the Land
Rover, the searchlight on its side, the sting of the anesthetic bullet.

"You were not difficult to take," said Gunther. "But the hunt was enjoyable."
"I'"mpl eased," she said, acidly, "that | gave you sport."

"It is pleasant," said Gunther, "to hunt wonen."

She recalled falling in the bush, crawing, being unable to craw further,

t hen being captured, .her wists dragged behind her, their being | ocked in

@Qunt her's cuffs.

She recalled being lifted, thrown, secured, over his shoul der, and being
carried to the Land Rover. She had then | ost consci ousness.

"And, doubtless," she said, "it is pleasant, after bringing your catch hone,
to make them sl aves."

"Yes," said Qunther, "doubtless that woul d be pleasant."
"You are a beast, Qunther," she said.

He smiled. He shrugged. "I ama man," he said.
"Fi ni sh your coffee, Doctor Hamilton," suggested Herjellsen
Ham I ton finished the small cup of bitter, black fluid.

Brandy was brought for the nen. Herjellsen, and WIliamand Gunther, lit
ci gars.

"Wuld you like a |iqueur?" asked Herjellsen

"Yes," said Ham | ton



It was brought. It was thick, heavily syruped, flavored with peach

Ham | ton sipped it.
"The escape phase of the experinent," said Herjellsen, "permitted us to test
your cunning and your initiative. Both proved thensel ves satisfactory."

"Thank you," said Hamilton

"I'n the bush itself, of course, as we expected," said Herjeljsen, "you behaved
like a frightened, ignorant wonman."

"l suppose," said Hamilton, sipping the liqueur, "that my “training was al so
enhanced in some way by my escape attenpt?"

"Yes," said Herjellsen. "W regarded it as inmportant to give you the
experience of being a fleeing, hunted, then captured wonman."

"It is a very helpless, frightened feeling," said Ham |lton

"W wi shed you to have it," said Herjellsen

"The nmost inportant | esson of the escape phase, or perhaps | should say, the
“failure-to-escape' phase," said GQunther, smling, "was to inprint, and

i mprint deeply, in your consciousness the incontrovertible recognition that
you had not escaped-that you had been caught-and were once again, and nore
securely than ever, the prisoner of nen."

Hami I ton recalled the nmisery with which she had understood this.

She had been, thereafter, their experinment finished, shackled during the day,
handcuffed to the cot at night. They had needed no nore data. She was held,
perfectly.

And Brenda Hamilton knew, deeply within her, that her futile escape attenpt,
summarily punished by a brief humliating beating, stinging, trivial, a
worman' s beating, had never been realistic. She would have left a trail. To a
practiced eye it could have been foll owed. She knew then that, even if the
Land Rover had not been used, she could have been retaken, and al nost at their
| ei sure. How femal e she had felt, how hel pl ess. She was angry. And how
swiftly, in a matter of days, the short rations, the bread and water, had
brought her to her knees before them prom sing conpliance.

She had conme to understand, as it had been intended that she shoul d, that nen
were dom nant, and, if they chose, wonmen were at their nercy.

The room seened dark at the edges.
She si pped again the |iqueur

She had failed to escape. She remmined the captive of nen.

"We had difficulty, as you may recall," said Herjellsen, "in transnmitting the
| eopard.”
"Yes," said Hamilton, shaking her head.

"It is interesting," said Herjellsen, "but | net resistance."



"How i s that?" she asked.

"I felt it," said Herjellsen. "Earlier we had failed to transmt the beast
when it was unconscious. Wen you observed, it was conscious-but resisting."

Hami I ton recalled the animal, tw sting, grow ing.

"I't could know not hing, of course, of what was occurring," said Herjellsen
"but still it was distressed, angry, displeased, resistant.”

"You failed to transmt it?" said Ham | ton

"Later, when it was partially anesthetized, we nanaged to transmt it," said
Herjell sen, "when the resistance was | owered. "

Ham | ton steadi ed herself with a hand on the tablecl oth.

"Interesting that a beast could resist,"” said Herjellsen. "Fascinating."
"I will resist you!" suddenly cried Hamilton. "I will resist you!"

The room seened to be grow ng dar ker

"It seens unlikely," said Herjellsen

"l do not feel well," said Ham | ton.

Herj el | sen appeared concerned. He glanced at Wlliam "It is a tenporary
effect,” said WIIliam

"When is your experinment to take place?" asked Hamilton

"Toni ght," said Herjellsen. "Now. "

She shook her head.

"Strip her," said Herjellsen

She felt Gunther renoving the pearls fromthe back of her neck

She coul d not resist.

"The |iqueur has been drugged," explained Heriellsen. "You will not resist.
Then he spoke to Gunther and WIliam "Renove her clothing and cl ean her," he
said, "and then place her in the translation cubicle."

"Pl ease,"” wept Brenda Hanilton. "Please!"

She felt Gunther renove the earrings fromher ears.

Brenda Hamilton, raw, lay on her stomach in the translation cubicle.

She heard the nen out si de.

"No," she wept. She struggled, weakly, to her hands and knees, her head down,
hair falling forward. She tried to Iift her head.

"Rai se the power," she heard Herjellsen say, the voice seeningly far away, on
the other side of the plastic.



"No," she wept, and again sank to her stomach. She lay on the cool, snooth
pl astic, alnmost unable to nove her body. She tried to close her hand into a
fist. It was difficult to do so. She only wanted to lie still, to rest,
hel pl ess, on the plastic.

"It is beginning," she heard WIIliam say.

She opened her eyes. To her horror she saw, at one corner of the cubicle, a
tracery of light, darting, swft.

Herjell sen sat before his apparatus, his head beneath the hood, his fists
cl enched.

Slow y, muscle by nuscle, she noved her body, raising herself again to her
hands and knees. She tried to Iift her head.

She saw a tendril of l|ight appear now to her right.

She lifted her head. She | ooked out through the plastic. It was heavy. She saw
that it had been, on the outside, reinforced with netal piping.

She rose to her feet. Light played about her ankles. "No," she whi spered. She
could not feel the light. She was conscious only of a tiny cool ness.

A set of beads of light darted fromone side to the other of the cubicle.
She stunbl ed agai nst the plastic wall and, weakly, tried

to beat on it with her fists. "Please!" she wept. "Let ne out! Let me out!"
Tears streaned down her face

She saw Gunther and Wl liam inpassive, on the other side of the plastic
"Qunther!" she wept. "WIlliam WIliam"

Suddenly it seened a tendril of |ight nmoved about her leg. She kicked wildly
at it. She tried to thrust the light fromher body. She could not see the
floor of the cubicle now, though she felt it, as firmand cool and solid as
bef ore, beneath her bare feet.

"Let me out!" she wept.

It seened to her suddenly that she was a little girl in a closet, crying to be
I et out, pounding on the wood in the darkness. The voice that seened to cry

within her was that of a child.

Then she saw again WIliam and Gunther outside, and Herjellsen, under the
hood.

She shook her head, wildly, having sensed the dissociation which as a
psychol ogi cal concomitant, occasionally acconpanied the presence of the
Herj el | sen phenonmenon

She nust resist, she knew. She nust resist!

Her body, her will, was weakened, but she would fight. She could fight, and
woul d!

She stood in the center of the cubicle, bent over, fists clenched, hair wld.



"No!" she cried. "No! No! No! No!"

It seened that light, wildly, swirled about her; for an instant she feared she
m ght drown in light, but then she realized that there was no inpedinment to
her breathing, indeed, that the very phenonenon of light itself depended on
some reaction with oxygen in the cubicle.

"No!" she said.

Then she felt herself, as though being buffeted, reel in the cubicle. But she
knew t hat no bl ows were struck upon her body. Yet it seened she was struck, as
t hough by sound that could not be heard, but felt.

She felt herself weakening, and fell to her knees at the plastic wall, al nost
lost in light. She piteously scratched at the plastic, trying to find a
crevice, a flaw, that might admt of her access, secure her rel ease.

Qut si de she saw Gunther and Wlliam. Their faces wore no enotion

She shook her head, and fell half backward fromthe wall and rolled to the
center of the cubicle. Then she could see nothing, nothing but the Iight,
which like a brilliant, |umnous, sparkling golden fog al nost blinded her. She
shut her eyes. "No!" she said. "No!" She rose again to her knees. She cl enched
her fists, nowtightly. "No!" she cried.

When she opened her eyes again, to her astonishnment, her relief, the Iight was
gone.

She was alone in the cubicle.

Qut si de she saw Herjellsen, no | onger beneath the hood. He was standi ng
out side, looking at her. Gunther and WIlIliam stood to one side.

"You have failed!" she cried.

Her heart bounded with el ation. They had been unable to transmit her. They had
fail ed.

"I have resisted you!" she cried. "I have resisted you!" She | aughed. "You
have failed!" She | ooked at Gunther. "You will have to sell nme, Qunther!" she
cried. "You will have to sell ne!"

Herjell sen, she saw, picked up a small microphone fromthe table, near the
hood.

"Can you hear me?" he asked.

She nodded. She heard his voice, quite clearly. The speaker was fixed in the
ceiling of the cubicle.

"Turn their eyes," he said, "to the stars.”
She | ooked at him puzzl ed.

Then she said, "You have been unable to transmt ne. My will was too strong
for you. You have failed."

"Turn their eyes," said Herjellsen, "to the stars.”

"I't will not be necessary to dispose of me in the bush, Professor Herjellsen,"



she said. "There is an alternative. | realize you cannot sinply rel ease ne.
But there is an alternative, an excellent one, to consider. | have discussed
this with Gunther, and he informs me it is practical." She drew a deep breath.
"I can be sold," she said. "Please, Professor Herjellsen," she said, "do not
kill me." She | ooked at him "Instead et ne be sold."

"We have no intention of killing you, ny dear,’
of having you sold."

said Herjellsen, "nor, indeed,

"I-1 do not understand," she said.

"Retrieval of living material, once transmitted," said Herjellen, "is
apparently inpossible. Retrieval was attenpted with the | eopard. W received
only certain fragments of bone. These have been identified as those of a

cont enmporary speci es of |eopard, but the dating has fixed the acquisition at
better than twenty-ei ght thousand years ago."

"I do not understand what you are saying," said Hanmilton

"I amsaying," said Herjellsen, "that it seens that retrieval is inpossible.”
"Retrieval ?" she asked.

"Yes," said Herjellsen

"What has this to do with ne?" she whi spered.

"Surely you nust understand," said Herjellsen, "that the chanber is now open."
She | ooked about herself, in terror. Everything seemed the sane.

"Don't Kkill ne," she said. "Sell ne!"

"It will be necessary neither to kill you nor sell you, my dear," said

Herj el |l sen

"l don't understand," she said.

"The chamber is now open,"” he said.

"You are mad, mad!" she screaned.

"Turn their eyes," said Herjellsen, "to the stars.”

Ham | ton threw back her head, and threw her hands to the side of her head, and
scr eaned.

11

Brenda Hamilton knelt, head thrown back, hands pressed to the sides of her
head, screaming, in cold, wet grass, in the half darkness.

"No, no, no!" she wept.
She threw herself to her stomach in the cold grass, and clawed at it, and

pressed the side of her cheek against it. She felt her fingers dig into the
wet mud at the roots of the grass. "No," she wept. "No!"



Alight rain was falling. "Herjellsen," she wept. "No!" She felt cold.
"Pl ease, no!" she wept.

She rose to her knees, shaking her bead. She felt the cold, wet grass, flat
and cutting, on her |legs and thighs. She was cold. "No," she wept. The sky was
dark, except for a rimof cold, gray light to her left. "No!" she cried.

She rose to her feet, unsteadily, cold, in the half darkness. She felt nud
with her right foot.

The rain, slight, cold, drizzling, fell upon her. She cried out with m sery.

"Herjellsen!" she cried. "WIIliam Qunther! Take me back! Take ne back! Do not
send me away! Pl ease!"

She screaned to the dark, gray, raining sky, standing in the wind, the cold
rain.

"Take me back!" she cried. "Do not send nme away! Pl ease! Please!"

She knelt down and seized the grass with her hands. "I'mhere!" she cried.
"I"'m here! Take me back! Please!" Then suddenly she screanmed, and fled
stunbling fromthe place. "It seens retrieval is not possible,” had said

Herjellsen. Al that had been recovered of the |eopard had been crunbl ed bone,
i ndexed by carbon dating to a renpte era, nore than twenty-ei ght thousand
years ago.

She | ooked at the place, in the early, cold light, where she had lain and
knel t.

It seened no different than other places she could nake out, except that the
grass had bent beneath her weight, wet, crushed.

She crept back to it, and put her band timdly to the grass. Suddenly there
was a stroke of lightning, broad and wild, cracking in the sky, and she
screanmed and fled away, falling and getting up

In that stroke of lightning she had seen illum nated what seermed to be an open
field, of unconprehended breadth.

Thunder then swept about her, a pounding drum of sound, a stroke, rolling, of
great depth and might, and suddenly the rain, wild with wind, follow ng the
turbul ence in the sky, |ashed about her

She | ooked up, crying.

Again and again lightning split the darkness. She stood al one. Thunder smashed
the worl d, poundi ng about her. Rain | ashed her body.

"Herjellsen," she cried, "I amhere!"

Then she threw herself down on the grass, naked, terrified of the Iightning,
whi pped by the rain, covered her head with her hands, and wept.

In a few monents the storm had abated, and there was again only a light
drizzle of rain. It was lighter now, and there was, all about her, the gentle,
cool, gray of dawn. She could see the field extending away from her, on al

si des.

The light was substantially to her left, which direction she surm sed was



East .

She stood up, in the drizzling, cold dawn, and | ooked about.

She tried to find where she had first knelt, but could not do so.
She was hungry.

She took grass and sucked rain fromit. The grass had a sweet taste. The drops
of water were cold.

She | ooked up into the sky. The cl ouds were vast, the sky was vast. The rain
had al nost stopped falling now.

"I am here, Herjellsen," she whispered.

Then she renenbered that in the human reality, in tine as it could only be
under st ood by humans, Herjellsen, and Gunther and WIIliam could not hear her

They had not yet been born.

She kept the sun on her left and began to wal k, generally south.
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Tree's nostrils flared.

He snmelled female. And it was not one of the group. The other nen did not
notice. Several were sleeping. One was working a peel ed, slender shaft,
hol di ng the wood over a small fire, softening it, and then inserting it

t hrough one of the holes in the drilled board, then bending the shaft
carefully, straightening it.

Tree | ooked about the canp. It was a trail canp, a day's trek fromthe flint
| ode, two days' trek back to -the shelters, a half day's march fromthe salt.
Tree had found the salt, follow ng antel ope. But Spear had said he had found
the salt. Spear was first in canp.

Tree rose to his feet, and stretched.

It was not an attack, for a fenmale would not come in the attack
The attack woul d not cone from upw nd

It was not the Ugly People. The snell was not the Ugly Peopl e.

An ugly girl was in canp, who had been captured when Spear and two ot hers had
killed her group. She was short, and stooped and had | arge bones. Her head did
not sit on her shoulders as did that of the Men; it |eaned forward, |ooking at
the ground; it was hard for her to lift her head; she had a squat body; her
knees were slightly bent. The Ugly People, though, were good hunters. They
could follow a trail for days, by snmell, |oping, heads down, |ike hunting
dogs, on the scent. But Tree was a greater hunter. He did not envy the Ugly
Peopl e. They were not of the Men. In the canp, only Runner coul d outdi stance
Tree, and Runner was slight, but heavy chested. Tree was stronger, and could
throw further. Tree was strongest in canp, except Spear, who was first.

Tree did not count as we would, nor was there need for himto do so. W would



have found that there were forty-seven individuals in the canp. If Tree had
spoken of this, and he m ght have, for he had a | anguage, the |anguage of the
Men, he would have told us that there were two hands in canp, for there were
ten nmen, and it was these that were counted. But he woul d have grasped the
concept of counting beyond this, if it had seemed inportant. If there had been
el even nen in canp, he would have said there were two hands and one finger in
canp, for that would be eleven individuals. Further, if one had asked him if
all in the camp were nmen, how many nmen woul d there be, he would have thought
and said, then there would be nine bands and two fingers, or forty-seven

i ndi viduals, only, of course, that there were really only two hands, for there
were only ten nmen. If Tree's group had dogs, or goats, for exanple it would
not have occurred to himeither to count those, but he m ght have done so, if
asked. For exanple if each dog was al so a man, then how many nmen woul d there
be, and so on. But Tree's group did not have dogs, or goats. They did have,

t hough, like other groups, children and fenal es.

There were ten men in Tree's group; there were sixteen wonen; a woman is a
femal e who can or has borne young; there were twenty-one children; a child is
a female who is too young to bear young or a male who is not yet able to run
with the hunters. There was only one worman in canp who was too old to bear
young. Such wonen were rare. She was A d Wnan. There were no old nmen. There
had been one, but when he had gone blind, Spear had killed him

The nmen in the canp were Spear, who was first, and then Tree finest of the
hunt ers; Runner, who could single out an antelope and in hours, run it to
death, until it fell, gasping, and be would cut its throat; Arrow Maker, whose
hands were the nost cunning of all; Stone, who never |aughed; Wlf, who did
not look into one's eyes, and hid neat; Fox, quick shrewd, who had once cone
fromfar away to trade flint for salt, and had stayed; he could speak the hand
| anguage of the Horse Hunters and Bear People; Spear bad not killed him he
stole neat fromWwlf; Knife, ill-tenpered, cruel, the son of Spear; Tooth, a

| arge man, fearsonely ugly, with an atavistically extended cani ne on the upper
right side of his jaw, teller of stories, popular with children; and Hyena,
whose brother was said to be a hyena who spoke to himin dreans; the nedicine
of Hyena was thought to be the nost dangerous in the canp.

There were sixteen wonen in the canmp, but few of themare inportant. W m ght
remark, at this tine, Short Leg, docile with nen, fierce to the wonen,

dom nant anong the females; O d Wnan, who tended the night fires; Flower,
sweet - hi pped, bl ond, sixteen years of age, nost avidly sought, nost frequently
used, of the canp wonen; and Nurse, a |large woman, fat, whose breasts had not
been pernmitted to dry, whomthe canp keeps to give suck to the young.

There were too, twenty-one children in the canp, nine boys and twelve girls,
ranging frominfancy to the age of fourteen. These knew their nothers, but not
their fathers. The others were only the Men. Kinship lines were sinple because
of the small size of the group, and relationship was traced through the

female. This was not a matriarchy, if that inplies that wonmen had power, for

t he wonen, being wonen, had no power. W nmay, however, perhaps speak of the
group being matrilineal, meaning by this only to denote the fact that kinship
ties, such as they were, were, and, under the circunmstances, could only be,

est abl i shed through the nother. The nen, of course, stood in awe of the growth
of a child and its bringing forth. They, too, of course, stood in awe of the
growi ng of the noon, the coming of grass in the spring, the appearance of

fruit on hitherto barren branches. Specific paternity, puzzling as it may seem
to us, was not of great account with them But that the group shoul d have
young, that it should continue, that there should be new hunters, was for them
a matter of great concern. Fertility was of great nonent. It was not that the
men did not know the connection between conception and birth, for it was
famliar to them but rather that the famly, as we often today think of it,



i nsul ar and nonoganous, was not yet an economic or social practicality. There
m ght, under such circunstances, be wonmen who did not bear young; and there

m ght be men who, protecting or defending a given woman or given set of
children, would not stand with the group, and the group m ght thus perish. One
m ght say either that the famly, as we knowit, did not then exist, or that
the group, the whole, was the famly. It is sonewhat misleading to speak in
the latter sense, however, for the enotions of nen and wonen bei ng what they
are, one could not, in the group, under the circunmstances, have the sanme sense
of love or loyalty that can bind together smaller social structures. There
was, in Tree's group, little love, save that of nothers for their children, a
phenonenon of significant evolutionary consequence, pervasive anmong pri mates.
There were, of course, in the group, shifting couplings, and favorites. The
instinct to pair bond, strongest in the femal e, who needed a protector, was
present; she had a biol ogical desire, constantly rebuffed, to attach herself
to a given male, thereby assuring her his attention and her feeding; he, the
hunter of neat, was less instinctually driven to pair bond, but he, too, when
the femal e was pl easi ng and served himwell, was not unaverse to maintaining,
at his will, a longer-termrelationship. But the facts were sinple. The fenale
needed the male. The hunter did not need the fermale. The hunter coul d choose
his women. No one in, the canmp would starve, but to be fed well, if one we're
not a child and not pregnant, it was well to be a hunter's woman.

To be a hunter's woman neant, in effect, to be his favorite. This did not
precl ude the hunter using the bodies of other wonen for his pleasure, as the
whi m or urge canme upon him He could do what he wi shed, for he was a hunter

If he were a successful hunter, he m ght add to the nunber of wonen he fed.
Spear fed five wonen. Tree, greatest of the hunters, fed what women he wi shed,
when he wi shed. He had not pernmitted any of the wormen in the canp to knee
regul arly behind himat the feeding, at his shoulder. Qut of the relationship
of favorite to hunter, and jeal ousy, and pride in one's children, not yet
under st ood, would conme in time marriage, intragroup mating restrictions.

In short, the wonen belonged to the men, but relationships were in actuality
much nore conplex than this. Each worman did not, so to speak, belong to each
man in the sane way. Whnen, in whomthe pair bonding instinct is stronger than
in males, tended to attenpt to becone the feral es of given hunters, their
favorites; and anmong the nen, too, there were those who felt nore attracted to
one woman than anot her, and, accordingly, tended, as one woul d expect, to feed
her nmore often, or regularly. If she should displease him he would then throw
her no nore nmeat, and then, if she were not pregnant, she would try to pl ease
anot her hunter, to be fed. If she were pregnant, of course, she would be well
fed. But, interestingly, after the child was cast, she would again have to
conpete for food, with the other wonmen, trying to please a hunter. If she was
unsuccessful, she would have to creep to the bones when the others were

fini shed, and scavenge what she might, for herself and the child. There was
usually little "left. It was inmportant to a woman to be pleasing to a hunter
if she woul d eat.

Tree bent down and picked up his pouch, his spear and rawhi de rope.

Arrow Maker | ooked up

"I am goi ng hunting," said Tree.

He took his way between the huts, which they built far fromthe shelters.
These huts, nobst of them consisted of poles and branches. First a round pit
was scraped, a foot deep, some eight feet in dianeter. In the center of this

circle a rooftree was planted, a peeled pole, with projecting, peeled
branches. Gt her poles then, planted in the rimof dirt -about the edge of the



circle, the dirt fromthe pit, |eaned against the center tree. They were,
further, tied in place with root and vine. This framework of poles conpl eted,
branches were then interlaced anmong them Then, beginning at the bottom that
each | ayer overlap the lower |ayer, a thatch of broad-|eaved branches was
woven into the lateral branches, those placed in and about the pole framework.
Rain, thus, falling fromone thatch of |eaves, dripped to the next, and did
not enter the hut. The rimof dirt provided not only an easy foundation for

t he poles, even and soft, but kept rain fromentering the house pit. In the
front of the pit, in front of the tree, was the cooking hole. There were six
such huts, round huts, and two others, built quite simlarly, except that they
were rectangul ar in shape and had two rooftrees; and a roof beam between t hem
consisting of a long pole. The poles of the side walls | eaned against this

el evated, central pole, running the length of the hut. The back poles, closing
the rear of the hut, |eaned against the back rooftree. Both sorts of huts, the
round huts and the rectangular huts, were open in the front. In the
rectangul ar huts the cooking hole was in the center. The rectangul ar huts had
a width of some eight feet, and a |l ength of sonme twelve feet. The group had
made only round huts, but Fox, who had conme fromfar away, had introduced the
rectangul ar hut. Spear had had Hyena dreamon the matter before permtting
Fox's wonen, those he fed, to build according to his directions. Hyena's dream
had been favorable. The Horse Hunters built such huts, and there was |uck for
horse hunting in them Spear wanted his hunters to be able to hunt not only
ant el ope, and noose, and elk, but, if the need should arise, horse, too. No
one in the group knew the horse prayers, but this did not nean they m ght not,
if the need arose, be able to hunt horse. The horses m ght be fooled by the
rectangul ar huts. Too, Hyena could make horse prayers, and if they were good
prayers, maybe the horses would I et thenselves be killed. If one who was not a
Horse Hunter killed a horse, of course, there could be danger. If the horse
was angry, the men nmight die fromthe neat. But if the huts were rectangul ar
and the prayers were flattering, perhaps trouble could be avoided. The horses
m ght be gracious, and the group could feed. There was no reason why horses
shoul d I et thenselves be killed only by the Horse Hunters. Spear's hunters
were good hunters, and it was not dishonorable for horses to |let thensel ves be
killed by them

"Where are you goi ng?" asked Spear
"I am goi ng hunting," said Tree.
He continued on

To one side he saw Knife, who was the son of Spear. H s descent was figured

t hrough Crooked Wist, a woman who had di ed many years ago fromthe bites of a
cave lion, who had hunted nen in the vicinity of the shelters. But there was
no doubt that he was the true son of Spear. The resenbl ance was clear, the
same narrowness of eyes, the same heaviness of jaw, and so it was known t hat
Kni fe was Spear's son

Tree did not know if any of the small children in the canp were his. He had
had, since beginning to run with the hunters, seventeen years ago, all the
worren in the canp, except Short Leg, A d Wnan and Nurse. And he had not
want ed t hem

The wonman who had borne Knife had originally been called Fern. She had once
di spl eased Spear. He had broken her wist. It had not heal ed cleanly. She had
cone to be called Crooked Wist. Nine nonths after her wist had been broken
the boy, to be called Knife when old enough to run with the hunters had been
pul | ed bl oody from her body.

The cave lion had killed four nembers of the group before it had been caught



inapit and killed with stones.

Spear had been fond of Fern. The cave lion, dying under the stones, had died
slowy. Spear had not seen fit to hurry its death. Sometines even now, nany
years later, Spear angrily called the nane of Fern in his sleep. This did not
pl ease Short Leg, |ying awake beside him who was now first anong the wonen
whom he fed.

No one now in the group, except Stone and Spear, knew what the pit had been
like or howit had been baited. Ad Man woul d have known, but, when he had
gone blind, Spear had killed him O d Wman was ol d, but she had been
purchased fromthe Bear People after the lion had been killed, for two sacks
of flints. In those days she had been call ed Pebble; the man who had bought
her had been called Drawer, because he made marks in the sand with sticks.
Later he had been called A d Man.

Spear, who knew Knife as his son, comng to understand this as the boy had
grown, was proud of him in a way many of the Men not know ng their own sons,
found it hard to understand. But Tree thought he understood. Tree thought it
woul d be good to know one's son. One could then teach himto be a great
hunter. And one could be his friend. But though Spear was proud of Knife, he
was not his friend. Spear feared Knife, for he thought Knife would suppl ant
him and becone first in the group. Knife had already killed one man, fighting
over meat in the winter, and was rmuch feared in the group. Many of the Men,
Fox, and Wl f and Stone, chief anong them did not understand why Spear
fearing Knife, did not kill him But Tree thought he understood. One could not
kill one whom one knew was one's own son. It would be worse than the killing
of one's self. It would not be a good thing. Many of the men did not
understand this. But Tree understood it, and he thought Arrow Maker, too,

m ght understand it. If Tree had a son, he would not kill him He would teach
himto be a great hunter. And be would be his friend, and, sonetimes, when the
fires were small, he would talk with him

And so Spear waited for the tine when Knife would kill him and becone first
in the group.

"Where are you goi ng?" asked Knife. He was lying in the grass behind one of
the huts, on one elbow, pulling at a piece of dried neat with his teeth.

"I am goi ng hunting," said Tree.

At Knife's feet lay Flower. She was licking slowmy at his ankle. He pulled off
a piece of dried neat in his teeth and, with his hand, held it down to her

She took it in her teeth, and began to chewit, moving slowy, with her Iips
and hands, up his |eg.

At the edge of the canp there were two sets of poles. The first set of poles
was a neat rack, consisting of two upright poles and, |ashed across them
several snmall poles, over which were hung strips of neat, drying in the sun
The ot her set of poles was a gane rack, or skinning rack. It consisted of two
crossed poles at each end, bound together at the top, and a |l ateral pole, set
in the joinings of the end poles. Fromit, upside down, hind feet stretched
and bound to the pole, hung a snmall deer. Its throat had been cut that norning
and the bl ood, dripping, had been caught in a |leather piece, fitted into a
concave depression in the ground. The hunters, as was their wont, had drunk
the fresh blood. That it was a source of iron to themthey did not know, they
did know that it gave them strength and stanmi na. Blood was prized. Many of the
worren did not know its taste. None of the children knew. A boy was not
permtted bl ood until he had killed his first |arge gane animal. Then it was
his right to drink first. The deer had been killed by Stone, who had driven it



into a thicket and then broken its neck
Ugly G rl whinpered and cowered away from Tree as he strode past.

He | ooked down on her. She crouched, bent over, her thick-Iegged, squat,
round- shoul dered body shaki ng. She | ooked up at him her hair Iike black
strings, her eyes stupid and frightened, |ike those of an animal.

Tree despised those of the Ugly People, though he had never killed any of
t hem

Spear, with Knife and Stone, had surprised Ugly Grl's group and had killed
themall, with the exception of Ugly Grl.

In canp Spear had tied a short rawhide strap on her ankles, shackling her in
| eat her. She could nmove about the canp, but clunsily. and slowy. She could
not run. Wen she had been brought to canp the children and wonen had nuch
beaten her with switches. Then, when they had tired of this, they had put her
to work, carrying water in the

hi de buckets fromthe stream gathering stones for the cooking hol es,

gat hering wood for the fires. She was still nuch beaten, for the Men did not
care for the Ugly People. Her heavy, clumsy fingers could not easily untie the
rawhi de. When Spear had caught her doing so, he had switched her until she had
how ed and covered her head with her hands. She then knew she was not
permtted to touch the rawhi de shackl es. She knew she might, in tine, untie
them but now she was afraid even to touch them In her sinplicity and
stupidity, she remai ned shackl ed. She | ooked away from Tree, down at the dirt,
whi npering. Had she been able to reach the |l eather with her teeth she m ght
have bitten through it, tearing it in her teeth, but she could not reach it.

Tree did not kick at her nor cry out at her, to frighten her. He ignored her
He did not know why Spear, and Knife and Stone, had not killed her as well as
the others. She was not a wonman. She was a fermale of the Ugly People. Tree
woul d not have wanted her, any nore than a doe or a mare. She could not even
speak, though, he knew, the Ugly People did nake noi ses which, anong

t hensel ves, sonehow, they found intelligible. It did not occur to Tree that
they, like the Men, and like the Horse Hunters and the Bear People, night have
a | anguage. He knew, of course, that he, and the others, even Fox, could not
under st and her noi ses. Nor, as Fox established, did she know the hand sign of
the Horse Hunters and the Bear People. Thus Tree inferred that Ugly Grl could
not speak. O, nore exactly, he inferred that she was unable to speak unti

she had been brought to the canp of the Men. Here the children had taught her
certain noises, which she could, in her guttural, half inarticulate way,
imtate. Tree thought that Ugly Grl should be grateful to the Men, for they
had taught her to speak, if only a fewwords. But Ugly Grl did not seem
grateful, only miserable and frightened. The children of the Men, Tree noted,

| earned the words nore swiftly than Ugly Grl. She was stupid, not of the Men.
One coul d see that she was dull, that she understood nothing, that she was
only an aninmal. Sonetimes at night she cried.

Tree turned and | ooked back at Knife and Fl ower. Knife had now taken her by
the hair and drawn her between his | egs, where she, |aughing and ki ssing,
sought to please him

El sewhere he could see Feather, a thin woman, grooming Stone, taking lice from
his hair, eating them

She woul d I'ick sonetinmes his neck with her tongue, and whi nper.



The wonen grooned the nen. Men did not groom wonen. Wbnen groomed one anot her
and the wonen, too, groomed the children. Children were permitted to groom one
anot her, until the boys becane ol d enough to run with the hunters.

Now Feat her |ay on her back before Stone, whinpering, and lifting her body to
hi m

Stone regarded her for a time, and then he crawed to her, and, as she cried
out with pleasure, |ocked her helplessly in his arns.

It was the Capture Position, bolding the female down, confining her novenents,
maki ng her hel pl ess.

Feat her cried out her pleasure to the canp.

Fl ower, angrily, broke away fromKnife, and lay before him Ilifting her body
to him

He went to her, and took her in his arns.
Soon, she, too, cried out with pleasure.

The wonen of the Men had two hungers, each as open, direct and piteous as the
other. For the one hunger it was common to open the mouth and point a finger
toit, and then extend the hands, palns up; for the other hunger it was not
unconmon to do as had Feather and Flower, to |lie before the hunter and,
sometines piteously, lift her body to him

Agai n, fromupw nd, cane the scent of female to Tree, and not one of the
group.

In the camp he heard one wonan, and then another, cry out her hunger, excited
doubtl ess by the cries of Feather, and then Flower. He had seen this happen
before in the canp. Soon, like a contagion, the manifestation of their need

m ght spread, woman to woman, each in her nopani ng and whi npering stinmulating
the other, and then they would approach the nales, timdly, fearing to be
struck, and creep to their feet, begging to be touched. There were ten hunters
in the canp, and sixteen wonen.

Tree caught the scent again, but it was fainter this tinme. He nust hurry.

"Tree!" cried a wonman, seeing him standing between two huts. There was
anot her woman behi nd her. They were Antel ope and O oud. He had often fed them

Tree |l ooked to Flower, still westling, laughing, in the arms of Knife, who
was once nore refusing to rel ease her

He woul d have liked Flower, but Knife now held her. He did not want to fight
Kni f e.

"Tree!" cried Antelope. She was tall, dark-haired, young.
G oud was shorter, nore timd, thick-ankled, younger than Antel ope.
Tree's eyes warned them not to approach

"Tree," called Antel ope. She fell to her knees. So, too, behind her, did
Coud. Either, or both, was his for the asking.

"I am goi ng hunting," said Tree.



He was aroused. He was angry. He thought he woul d take Antel ope, but then he
m ght | ose the scent.

Ant el ope kicked well, he enjoyed her.
"Tree," called Antel ope.
"I am going hunting, said Tree, angrily, and turned, and left the canp.

Once outside the perineter of the canp he stopped and, nostrils distended,
drank in the scent. He had not wanted to do this in the canp, for fear another
hunter would see, and, too, test the wind. Tree's senses were sharpest of the
hunters, but the senses of these nen, on the whole, would have seened
incredible to later, smaller nen. There was not one of them who coul d not
snell deer, in a favorable wind, at a thousand yards, or |ocate the droppings
of small animals in high grass, by scent alone. They could see squirrels

agai nst a network of branches at two hundred yards, observe clearly the bright
eyes of circling eagles, and mark instantly the place where a paw had minutely
pressed aside a bit of |eaf nmold. The breathing of a human being they could
hear at fifty feet, that of the cave lion at one hundred. Tree, alone of the
hunters, could follow a trail by night, by smell.

He was angry, for in the canp the women had been becom ng aroused. Soon they
woul d be much in their need. Tree enjoyed seeing themin their need. .He

enj oyed seeing themcome to him creep to his feet and, whinpering, lift their
bodies to him Then he woul d take which one he wi shed. Wen their need was
upon them they kicked well, any of them But Tree had his favorites. H's

favorites were Flower, and Antel ope and C oud. Flower was quick to arouse, but
she did not, Tree thought, kick as well for Tree as for Knife. This nade Tree
angry, and rmade himdesire her nore. Flower, he knew, wanted to be the wonman
of the |eader. Tree would not be the | eader. Knife would be the |eader, when
he had killed Spear. But Antel ope and O oud, Tree admitted, kicked well for
Tree, very well. Even when their need had not been upon them it would becone
mani f est when he touched them He had only to take themin his arns to make
the desire-snell break forth frombetween their thighs. The desire-snell
excited Tree. It made himwant to have the wonen. O d Wman, when he had
becorme ol d enough to run with the hunters, had showed Tree how to make the
desire-smell cone in any worman, if he wi shed. She had al so showed himhow to
touch, and be patient, and wait, like a hunter, caressing and licking until a
woran, even one resistant, could not help but kick for him "I did not want to
be the woman of Drawer," O d Wman had told the youthful Tree, "but he made ne
kick for him" Her eyes had been shining, in the winkled skin. She had cared
much for Drawer. But when he had becone A d Man, he had gone blind, and Spear
had killed him But it took tinme to do with a woman what A d Wman had shown
him and Tree, like the other hunters, seldom had such patience. It was
usually not as Add Wnan had told him Wen the nenbers of the band were in
their need things did not usually proceed as O d Wman had reconmended. The
worman, if in her need, usually canme whinpering to the hunter, lifting her body
to him she would then be used at whatever |length he mi ght please; the hunter
in his need, no other hunter intervening, usually took what woman he wi shed,
swiftly, then discarded her. Oten, of course, the wonen, even if not in need,
would I'ift their bodies to the hunters. They would do this to please them and
to be fed. It was well to be pleasing to a hunter, if one were not pregnant,

if one woul d eat.

In the feeding, Spear cut meat first, for he was the | eader. He would give
meat, then, to the hunters. Later they would cut their own neat. Pieces, then
by Spear, or Tooth, or others, would be thrown to pregnant wonen, and to the
children. The smaller children were thrown separate pieces, that they m ght



eat; the older children were thrown a | arger piece of meat which the ol dest
and strongest, who might be nale or fermale, but was usually fermale, for at
this age the females tended to be | arger than boys of conparable age, would
di vide anmong them The |eader of the older children in Spear's group was the
girl, Butterfly, who was not popular with the children, for she played her
favorites in the distribution of the nmeat; the young boys hated her, for she
made them beg her for neat; in time, of course, as she grew ol der, and the
young boys grew tall and straight, and strong beyond her, and she becane a
worman and they becane hunters, their situation would be, to the pleasure of
the boys, well reversed. She would learn to Iift her body to them

As the men were eating, and the neat had been thrown to the pregnant fenal es
and the children, the other fermales would creep nearer, for the men, if they
wi shed, to feed them They m ght not steal neat or take it for thenselves, for
they were wonen. The only exceptions to this were O d Wrman and Nurse, who
took meat when they w shed, neither challenged. A d Wnman was sinply AQd
Wman; and Nurse was inportant for the small children, the infants. Sonetines
a nother did not have mlk. In sonme human groups, the Bear People, for

i nstance, nursing nothers were extended the same neat rights as pregnant

femal es, but this was not so in Spear's group. In Spear's group such wonen
obtained their neat |ike other wormen, by begging and by being pleasing to
hunters. Spear had di scovered that a woman who needs neat to nake milk in her
body for her baby will kick well. After the hunters were finished, of course,
anyone, woman or child, might fall on the remains of the repast, to pick what
bones mi ght be left, to poke about in the ashes for bits of gristle or to lick
grease fromthe charred wood of the fire. After these were finished, Ugly Grl
woul d, the others not stopping her, creep to the fire, scratching and snelling
for what mght be left. It was not always the case, of course, that a woman
woul d beg for neat, or lift her body to the men to be fed. Such wonen, though
rare, often wandered away fromthe groups. Usually they died; if they did not
die they did not have children. Wnen who wi shed the touch of hunters, who
accepted being owned by them who willingly, eagerly, lifted their bodies for
neat, woul d be those wonmen who woul d survive, whose children would be born
whose young would take in time their place, in turn, as hunters and the wonen
of hunters.

Tree now circled the canp, not losing the scent. It was not difficult to
fol | ow.

He carried his pouch, his rope, his spear

13

For four days Brenda Hami|lton had wandered in a generally southward direction
in the norning keeping the sun on her left and, in the evening, on her right.

At the end of the second day she had conme to the end of the rolling grassland
i n which she had first found herself. She had dug roots and found wld
strawberries, and had drunk at small pools of rain water. Once she had cone to
a larger watering hole, near which were the prints of nunerous aninmals. The
wat er had been nmuddy there, and she bad not drunk. She had gone around the
hol e and continued on her journey. She saw only one herd of animals, a herd of
some twenty horses. They were the size of |arge ponies, and had an unusua
mane, stiff and erect, like a brush. They were tawny in color, and kept well
away from her, even when she attenpted to approach them nore closely. She did
not know, but they had been hunted. They knew the snell of nen. If she had
gone further to the north she would have found nore ani mals, herds of bison
and small er groups of aurochs. In the nmud at the watering hole she had found



no prints of paws, except those of tiny animals, rodents and insectivores,

wi th one exception, those of a pair of apparently large animals, feline, it
seened, who had conme to the water to drink together. The great majority of the
prints at the watering hole were those of small, hoofed ani mals, doubtless
nostly those of horses, of the sort of which she had seen one herd. There were
other prints, too, hoofed, which, being smaller, she conjectured were those of
various, |esser ungulates. The larger paw prints had frightened her. She had
not lingered at the watering hole. They were the prints, though she would not
learn this until later, of one of the nmpost beautiful, and dangerous, aninals
of the Pl eistocene, the giant cheetah

In the late afternoon of the second day she bad conme to what seened to be an
endl ess, linear stand of deciduous trees, oak, el mand ash, and yew and mapl e,
and others she did not recognize, stretching northeast by southwest. Entering
the trees she discovered a long, swift stream quite cold, flow ng

sout hwestward. She drank at this and, finding a wide place, using a pole to

t hrust ahead of her to test her footing, she forded it, and then, on the

sout hern bank, followed it southwestward. Wthin an hour the grasslands, at
first visible through the trees on her left, bad di sappeared, to be repl aced
with darkly green, forested country. By nightfall she could no |onger, either,
through the trees, see the grasslands on her right.

She had left the fields.
She had cone to the forests.
The forests, with their darkness, and their sounds, frightened her

She tried to make a fire by rubbing sticks together, and striking rocks, and
fail ed.

It was cold at night.

She slept fitfully. Once she awakened and screaned. Not nore than twenty paces
fromher, in the noonlight, she saw the dark forms of nore than a dozen

dogli ke creatures, curious, watching her. Wen she screamed, they noved away,

scurrying, but then continued to watch. She wept and screamed and threw rocks

and sticks at them Two snarled, but then the pack turned, and, as one, faded
into the trees.

Weeping, Hamilton clinbed a tree, and clung to the branches.
They had been wol ves.

Man is not, and has never been the natural prey of wolves, a quadruped that
strikes for four-footed ganme. Her erect posture might have saved her. O her
snel |, which was not the gane smell of wolves. The wolf, in its pack, like the
hunting dog, is a tireless tracker and bunter, and a successful pack killer
and rut hl ess, and savage, but it is not, and has never been a predator on nan.
Had it been so the dog, derivative fromwolf stock, doubtless would never have
been donesticated. And, too, perhaps, man woul d not have survived. Wl ves,
however, are curious animals, a trait indicative of animal intelligence. Human
canps were often objects of curiosity to them and it was not unconmon for
themto scout them and prowl them Wl f eyes beyond the firelight, alnond and
gl eam ng, were not unusual. Humans did not, however, fear wolves, for the wolf
did not hunt them

It was sonetinmes otherwise with the cave lion, if the animal were old or
crippled, or with | eopards.



Ham | ton, who did not know the hunting habits of wolves, was terrified.

She determined to | eave, if possible, the forest, but she did not wish to
return to the grassland. The prints of the large felines she had seen by the
watering hole still frightened her. She reasoned that if she continued to
follow the stream she mght remain indefinitely within the forest, for it

m ght, even to the sea, margi n the waterway, broadening, too, as other streans
fed intoit, or it, itself, became a tributary to sone larger flow of water,
per haps a great forest-enconpassed river. Too, she wi shed to nove generally
sout hward, rather than southwestward. The terrain and vegetati on about her

rem nded her strongly of that of the tenperate zones, and this made her afraid
of what winter might be |like. The season of year in which she found herself in
this fresh, frightening world seened surely to be late spring or early sunmer.
The grass in the fields had reached generally hal fway up her calves. The trees
wer e not budding, but openly and richly | eaved, and still a rich green. The
season was not dry as she would have expected in [ate sumer. She went south,
rather than north, correctly ascertaining by the stars, their fanmliarity to
her, their difference fromthe African night, that she was in the Earth's
northern hem sphere. Had the night sky been that of the southern heni sphere,
she woul d have trekked north. She began to go south imredi ately, for she had
no idea howlong it mght take to reach a climte which mght remain mld

t hroughout the year. She | acked clothing; she | acked shelter; she |acked, as
far as she knew, the skills even to make a fire; she did not believe she would
survive in the winter; there would be little to eat, if anything; and there
woul d be the cold. She trekked south.

Her main motivation to follow the streans and rivers was to keep close to

dri nkabl e water, though she woul d, when possible, drink fromrock pools,
filled with rain water, rather than fromthe streans, which were often dark
wi th nmud, washing silt down to the sea, draining basins perhaps hundreds of
mles wide. Small, clear forest streans, emanating from springs, much pl eased
her. River water frightened her. Still she nust, at tinmes, drink. It would

t ake weeks, she knew, to die by starvation; but she could thirst to death in
| ess than four days.

Still she had rmade her decision to depart fromthe stream which was noving
sout hwest war d

She feared the forest; she did not know the habits of wolves; she did not w sh
to be led by the streans too far west, for she wished to nove nore directly
south. There were two ot her reasons, too, why she elected to nove nore
directly south, though she scarcely dared to consider themexplicitly. The
first was that she suspected that men might exist in this tine, in these
countries, and follow the rivers, or make their habitations near them The

| ast thing she wanted, perhaps paradoxically, for she was inutterably |onely,
was to encounter nmen. She did not even know if they would be human. Her

i magi nati on was terrified. She wondered if they nmight appear subhuman
primates, with great jaws and long arns, or, if they seened human, if they

m ght have, in effect, the nminds of apes. At best, she knew, they would be
rut hl ess, and savage. She did not wish to fall in with such. Wth uneasi ness
she recall ed Gunther's specul ations as to whether or not they mght sacrifice
virgins. He had specul ated that they, being hunters, would not. Herjellsen had
said that they were sending a worman, because a man would be killed. But, m ght
they not kill a woman, too, especially if she were not a nenber of their

group, if she were an utter stranger? At best they m ght keep her as an
oddity, or, nore likely, as a pet or, if they found her body of interest, as a
sl ave. She would, at all costs, avoid men. Brenda Hamilton smled to herself.
She was beautiful, sophisticated, and highly intelligent. She had a Ph.D. in
mat hematics fromthe California Institute of Technol ogy. She had no intention
of becoming the slave girl of savages. The second other reason for noving nore



directly south than could be achieved by follow ng the streamwas that she
feared reaching the sea. The sea on one side would be a wall. She knew she

m ght be hunted, or pursued, fromthe forest, and, across the beach, driven
agai nst that wall. Against the sea she could be trapped. Gunther had told her
that in fenced gane preserves lions had |learned to drive antel ope agai nst the
wire fences, trapping themfor the kill. She had no wish to be in a position
where she mght be so trapped. She feared to be hunted, by whatever m ght hunt
her, whether it night be animal or hunman, or near human. She did not want the
sea closing off one hundred and ei ghty degrees of an escape route. Al so, of
course, she feared that, at the edge of the sea, there m ght be nmen, either in
their habitations or using the relative openness of the beaches for trekking.

Accordingly, Brenda Hanilton left the stream If she did not find fresh water
after one day, it was her intention to return to the stream and again foll ow
it.

On the third day of her trek, however, the first day of |eaving the stream
she di scovered, to her pleasure, that her southward journey transected vari ous
smal | brooks, and that rock outcroppings, in which water could be found, were
relatively plentiful. Less to her pleasure, she did not discover the trees

thi nning, or giving way, as she had hoped, to either grassland or savannah
country; somnetines she wal ked on a carpet of |eaves, between tall trees, whose
canopi ed branches all but obliterated the Iight of the sun; sonmetines, in the
heat, naked, feet and ankl es scratched, her body struck by branches, she
forced her way, foot by foot, through what seened to be an incl osing, alnost

i npenetrabl e thicket of trees, brush and fallen tinber. Once she cane to a
broad, scarred, half-blackened belt of stunps; it took her nmore than half an
hour to traverse it; it was now scattered with patches of green, and tiny
shoots of trees, bright, in the grayish earth, where rain had m xed with ashes
and soil; the cause of the fire, she conjectured, woul d have been I|ightning;
it woul d have taken place, presunably, in the last dry season, late in the
precedi ng sutmer or early in the succeeding fall. She thought that she was
entering ever nore deeply into the forest, and to some extent she was, but,
when the evening of the third day fell, she was startled to discover a stream
that was flowing not fromher left to right but fromher right to left, and,
to her dismay, she found the evening sun on her left, rather than her right.
Her path, described, would have resenbled a | arge hook; she had not circled,
but she had, in the thickets, during the time of high sun, turned gradually
back on her path; it was difficult in the forests, for one who could not read
the forest, and Brenda Hamilton could not, to keep a straight direction; the
common strategem of marking out distant | andmarks and trekking to them was not
avail able to her; and her stride, even if it had not been for the forest, was
not even; few humans, not trained in the mlitary, can maintain an even
stride; over a period of hours, and niles, the unevenness tends to bring
about, unl ess conpensated for, say, by noting directions or |andmark trekking,
a gradually curved path, not the desired |inear progression. Accordingly, on
the third day, Brenda Hamilton, though noving generally southward, had gone
far less far to the south than she woul d have hoped. She had, on the third
day, in twelve hours of trekking, reckoning in tinme, nmoved only sone three or
four hours, or sone eight or ten nmles, further to the south. She did not, of
course, know that she had done even this well. She knew only that she had

di scovered herself, toward the evening of the third day, noving northward,

rat her than southward, that she bad been nmoving in the direction exactly
opposite to that in which she had intended to nmove. This discovery terrified
and shattered her, for, to the best of her understandi ng, she had been
continually throughout the day, moving as she wi shed, southward. Suddenly she
no | onger had confidence in her ability to find her way as she w shed. What
had seened sinple to her no longer did so. She now knew she m ght, stunbling
and pressing through thickets, when the sun was high, |ost anong the branches
and | eaves, unknowi ngly, unwittingly, lose her direction. If the touch of the



wi nter extended, fromher latitude, sone hundreds of miles to the south, and
she could make only a few niles a day in her trek, it was not unlikely that
she woul d be trapped in the forest. She inagined herself caught in the first
snows, naked, perhaps still unable to nake a fire, wi thout food. She wept with
m sery. For the first tinme since her first hours in the grassy field, she felt
utterly helpless, utterly alone. She realized now that it was not inpossible
that she, alone, unable to help herself, nmight die in the forest. That evening
she found a handful of nuts to eat, which she picked fromthe ground. She
broke themw th rocks, and ate their neat. She lay on her belly, on the
gravel, beside a small stream and drank. She crawl ed into sone brush, and
pulled it about her. She lay on her side, and noaned. She now knew, clearly,
that she lay at the nercy of her ignorance and the el enents. And, too, she
feared beasts, wolves, or unknown beasts, such as m ght have made the |arge
paw prints at the watering hole, which mght hunt her, and bring her down with
their teeth, as easily as a doe. Toward norning, after much weeping, she fel
asl eep. She had deci ded, however, that she nust continue to attenpt to travel
directly south. If she stopped and foll owed a stream generally sout hwestward,
it mght take hundreds of extra nmiles to reach a warner |atitude, even
assum ng the sea itself, or an armof the sea, did not, when reached, itself
present an obstacle to that advance, and the wi nter mght overtake her. She
must try to nove, she reasoned, difficult though it mght be, directly to the
south. She did not know how many days there night be until the onset of

winter; nore inportantly, she did not know how far she would have to travel to
reach a mld climte, nor how much of this distance she night be able to cover
in a given day. On this day, the third day of her trek, she knew only she had
di scovered herself, in the evening, noving in the wong direction; she did not
know i f she had covered even a mle of her projected journey in the past
twel ve hours of trekking.

One ot her decision Brenda Hami | ton had reached before she fell asleep

If it cane to a choice between death by starvation or exposure, or at the
fangs of beasts and presenting herself to a human, or humanoi d, group, she
woul d do the latter. She woul d take her chances with them that they m ght
kill her. She hoped that Herjellsen, and Gunther and WIlliam were right, that
such groups would not kill a woman. They had specul at ed, however, that another
fate would be likely to be hers, that she would be made a slave. "Very well,"
t hought Brenda Hanmilton, angrily "I will let them make ne their slave." She
twisted, angrily. "I do not care!" she whispered to herself. "I would rather
be the slave of apes, than die," she said to herself. She lay on her. back

| ooki ng up at the brush about her. She recall ed bow she had begged that,

rat her than be disposed of in the bush, she be sold as a slave. But that

sl avery woul d have been quite different, fromthat she now consi dered. That
woul d have been a silken, perfumed slavery, with little to fear, perhaps,
other than the master's whip. But this other slavery woul d doubtl ess be quite
different. Doubtless there might be physical |abor, even burdens to carry. And
what if she did not sufficiently please a brutish master? Wuld he sinply kil
her ? She shudder ed.

She fell asleep

On the norning of the fourth day, it was bright, and hot, when Brenda Hamilton
awakened. She had slept until well into the norning, and felt rested. She was
not particularly angry at having slept |onger than she had intended. She had
cone to two decisions, that to attenpt to continue in a direct southward
direction and that, as a last resort, if absolutely necessary, she would make
contact with a human, or humanoi d group, though she was confident that if she
did this, she would be placed in bondage.

She reached up to pick sonme fruit froma branch



"Yes, CQunther," she said to herself, "you were right-1 ama slave."

She | aughed, and took the fruit, and bit into it. "Does that ' shock you,
@unt her," she asked, speaking as if he nmight be present, "that | would rather
be the slave of apes than die?" She chewed sone fruit, and swallowed it,
spitting out some seeds. She felt the juice on her wist. "You are such a
prude, Gunther," she said. She |aughed. "I woul d have made you an excell ent
sl ave, @nther," she |laughed, "but you nmissed your chance!"

She went to the stream and drank and then noted her directions, judging from
the course of the stream and where the sun had set the evening before.

She knew that now, in the beginning, at |east, she was noving south.

She agai n began her trek.

14
Tree, facing upwi nd, observed the female. She was naked. This pleased him
Her | egs were shapely.

She was not as tall as nost of the women of the group, but she was not short,
either. She was taller than d oud.

Her body seemed very white, which surprised Tree, not tanned |ike the wonmen of
t he group.

Her breasts were anple; her hips were wi de; her ass excited Tree.
He deci ded he wanted her

From hi s pouch he renoved a short |ength of rawhide rope, some eighteen inches
in length. He |l ooped this twice about his wist and knotted it |oosely, a knot
that he mght pull free with his teeth. He then, carefully, set his pouch to
one side, and the long rope he carried, coiled, over his shoulder, and his
spear. He then, staying downw nd of the fermale, noved to be in a position such
t hat she woul d approach him

Brenda Hami | ton picked her way carefully, for the ground, here and there, was
sof t.

A quarter of an hour ago there had been a |ight shower, nuddying the ground,
but now the sun had broken through the clouds. The | eaves and the grass were
wet and sparKkling.

She picked her way carefully, for she was fastidious, and did not wish to
muddy her feet.

It happened swi ftly.

Brenda Hamilton scarcely saw him It was suddenly somethi ng nmovi ng toward her
She cried out, and turned to flee. Her foot slipped in the nmud. She began to
run. She had gone no nore than three or four paces when he was upon her; his

shoul der struck her behind the back of the knees; her head and back snapped
back and then, after a sickening instant, she nmonentarily conscious of his



arnms | ocked about her |egs, she, her entire body, helpless, propelled by his
wei ght and hers, snapped forward again, pitching headl ong, violently, forward
t hrough the air. She |landed, skidding in the grass and nud. She thought,
nmonentarily, her back was broken. She gasped for breath. Dimy she was aware
of herself, prone, her belly in the nmud, his knees now on either side of her
body. She tried to breathe. She felt her wists jerked behind her and fastened
together, with great tightness. She gasped, struggling for breath. She felt
herself then turned on her back. "Ch!" she cried. "Ch!" She could scarcely
bel i eve the magnificence of the creature who had taken her. "No," she cried,
then, "No, please!" She struggled, but it was to no avail. He thrust apart her
thighs. He thrust to her. She closed her eyes in pain. "Pleasel" she wept. She
saw his eyes, puzzled, angry. He had never had a virgin. Always it had been

t he ol der men who bad taken them He |ooked at her, partly not understanding,
for the woman' was clearly too old to be a virgin; in the group it was Spear
who deci ded when a girl was too old to be a virgin, then ordering her to take
her place with the other wonen, to beg nmeat fromthe hunters; this took place
sonmetines when a girl was as young as twelve, at other tines as old as
fifteen. A law had been made in the group that no hunter m ght take a girl
until she had begun to beg neat; Spear had made this law, it was he, too, who
had made the | aw that children and pregnant wonmen nmust be fed, even if
sonetines the hunters nust do with less. Tree did not understand all of
Spear's |l aws, but he obeyed them for he did not wish to be killed. It was
good he understood that the children and the pregnant wonmen woul d be fed,

t hough, for w thout themthere would be no group, no grow ng. The other |aw
Tree did not understand so clearly, but he did not object. Od Wnman, when he
had asked her of this, had said that the children of girls too young to beg
nmeat were small and weak, and often died; and, too, girls who were nade to
kick too early were sonetines injured, and frightened, and they m ght not kick
so well later. Tree had shrugged. The law did not matter to him for he was
not interested in girls too young to beg neat. When they put away their bone
and skin dolls, and began to | ook sideways at the hunters, that was tine
enough for themto learn to beg meat. When a girl did take her place with the
worren, behind the men at the cutting of the nmeat, it was usually Spear, or
Stone, or sonetinmes Arrow Maker, who used themfirst, always one of the ol der
men. Tree had never had a virgin.

Brenda Ham | ton struggl ed back, pushing with her heels in the nud, backing
away from him

"No," she said. "No."

Tree grinned at her.

He took her by the right ankle and pulled her again to him "No!" she cried.
Agai n her thighs were spread.

She cried out wth pain.

Wien Tree had finished with her there was blood on the inside of her left
thi gh, snmeared to the side of the knee.

She lay on her side, her wists still tied behind her

Tree took a bit of the blood on his finger and licked it. It tasted of bl ood,
but there was other fluid, too. He found the taste of interest.

She | ooked at himw th horror

He took some nore blood on his finger and held it to her lips, that she m ght



taste. This was done in the group, that the girl, too, mght know the taste of
t he bl ood of her deflowering. In the group they were eager to know the taste,
for they experienced the world richly, sensuously, knowing it not only by
sight and concept, but by touch, smell, feel and taste. The Bear People, Tree
knew, even had a cerenony in which the girls were defl owered. The Men, though
had no ceremony for this. They did have a cerenony when the boy began to run
with the hunters. He drank first blood of his first kill, the other hunters,
even the great ones, waiting to drink after him

Brenda Hamilton cried out with msery, and turned her face away.

This angered Tree, and he thrust her nouth open with his |eft hand and thrust
t he bl oodi ed finger across her |ips and tongue.

Brenda Hamilton, forced, tasted and snelled Tree's trophy of her ravished
virginity.

She | ooked at him wth fury.

Tree's hand again went forth to touch her ankle. She pulled away. "Please
don't hurt me again," she wept.

Tree reached to her and, taking her by the hair, pulled her to her feet. He
| ed her beside him bent over, holding her by the hair, to where he had | eft
hi s pouch, and his rope and spear. There he sat her down, regarding her

"What is your peopl e?" he asked.
Brenda Hamilton did not understand him for he spoke the | anguage of the Men.
"I cannot understand you," she said.

She did not speak the | anguage of the Men. Tree had not expected her to be
able to do so, of course, though A d Man, |ong before Spear had killed him
had told himthat there were other groups who did speak the | anguage of the
Men. A d Man had also told himof a great trek, which had lasted, in the
telling of it, for five generations, in which the Men had noved westward. In
this trek different groups, fromtime to time, had split away, seeking a
territory sufficient for hunting. This had been, however, even before Ad
Man's tine. A d Man had known many stories. Tree was sorry that Spear had
killed him Tree had Iiked A d Man, and, too, he had |liked the stories he had
told. He had even told of beasts, large and hairy, as large as huts, or
larger, with great, long curved teeth, and of black rocks that, when lit,
woul d burn |ike wood. Spear had said A d Man was a liar

Tree was not di sappointed that the woman coul d not speak the | anguage of the
Men. He was gl ad.

It neant one could do with her what one wi shed, conpletely. One, of course,
did nmuch what one wi shed with the wonen of the group, using them and beating
them and such, but one was not supposed to kill them They, though wonen,
were of the group, its followers, and breeders and workers. Tree | ooked at the
hel pl ess, desirable, bound body of his catch. She was not of the group. If one
of the hunters wi shed, she m ght even be killed.

She did not speak the | anguage of the Men. Tree was gl ad.
She woul d | earn, of course, to speak the | anguage of the

Men, and learn it quickly. The wonmen would see to that. She must understand



the orders that would be given to her

Tree | ooked at his catch. She was just that, totally sightless.
"You will belong to the Men," he told her

Ham | ton | ooked at hi m bl ankly.

Tree wondered if she could speak in the Hand Sign, that used by the Horse
Hunters and the Bear People. Only Fox, in his group, was fully conversant wth
Hand Sign, but Tree knew the Hand Sign for the Men, and knew, too, how to ask
for another's group, or people, and how to make the nore general question
sign. He also knew the hand sign for the Horse Hunters and the Bear People,
and for salt and flint. That was the extent of his vocabulary. But Fox could
speak fluently in Hand Sign

Tree took his long rope, and with one end of it, |ashed together Brenda
Hami | ton' s ankl es.

He then untied her hands.
She sat and faced him her hands free, her ankles crossed and tied together

Tree pointed to her, and then held up his left hand, palmfacing to the right,
and then placed his right index finger upright with the upright fingers of his
| eft hand, one anbng others. "To what people do you bel ong?" he had asked in
Hand Sign

She shook her head, she understood not hing.

Tree frowned and touched his left hand to his head, as though puzzled. Then he
held his right hand forth, palmto the left, thunb folded in, four fingers

poi nting down toward the earth. "Are your people the Horse Hunters?" he had
asked.

She shook her head, trying to indicate that she understood nothing.

Tree was patient. He knew, of course, that fernales, even in the Horse Hunters
and Bear People, were not generally taught Hand Sign, being wonen, but he was
sure they would know at |east how to respond to certain sinple signs. They
woul d know, certainly, the sign for their own group

But this wonan was apparently conpletely ignorant of Hand Sign

Tree touched his head and frowned, and then | owered and raised his hand in a
cupped fashion, as though he m ght be scooping sonmething fromthe water. "Are
you of the Bear People?" he asked. He then noved his hands, as though striking
flint, the sign for flint. No recognition cane into her eyes. He then |licked
his upper lip, in the sign for salt. She did not respond. He then pointed to
hi nsel f and raised his right fist, as though it night hold a spear. "I am of
the Men," he had told her.

She shook her head. "I do not understand anything," she said.

Tree took her ankles and turned them throw ng her to her stomach. Then he
knelt across her body and, again, tied her hands behi nd her back

When he had done so, she turned, and struggled to a sitting position, and
again regarded him her captor



He renoved the rope fromher ankles, tied one end of it about her neck, and
tied the other end about a tree and over a branch sone five feet fromthe
ground. He regarded her, his captive.

She | ooked upon him Never before in her life had she seen such a nale. He
made even Gunther seem a | esser nman. Her imaginati on had not even dreaned that
such a man could exist. The nmen she had known earlier, even Gunther, had been
no intimtion that there mght be such males as these. Such nmen, she thought,
could not exist in her tinme. In her time there was no place; there could be no
pl ace, for such nen as these

Before himshe felt, as never she had in her own tine, even before Gunther, a
conpl ete fermal e. Never before had she understood the inmport of two sexes, as
she did now. It suddenly seened to her, as it had never before, radically and
expl osively significant that there were two sexes. And how overjoyed she was
that she was one of them But, in fear, and still feeling pain, she drew back
fromhim for he had hurt her

And, too, she was a wonan of another tinme. Such a man terrified her.

And suddenly she understood that the cost of civilization, and the ascendancy
of women, was the crippling of such men, or their destruction

They were |ike great beasts that nust be broken, or killed, that there m ght
be the triumph of mldness, the victory of plows and religion, of fears and
superstition, of conplacency, of contentnent, of smallness, and being afraid
and nediocrity, and keeping in one's place and being polite, of canouflage and
invisibility, of passionless conraderie, of achieving prescribed adjustnent,

of smling normality, and being safe, and indistinguishable fromothers, and
qui et, and then dying.

She | ooked upon him
He was not such a man

Tree did not try to speak further to her. He sat across from her, observing
her .

"Pl ease do not hurt nme," said Brenda Hamilton to him She knew it was foolish
to try to speak to him but she could not stand the silence, his watching her
In the group, nen and wonen often | ooked at one another, sonetinmes for minutes
at atine, sinmply seeing one another. In Hamilton's time men and wonen | ooked
at one another, but they sel dom saw one another. There is a great difference.
Ham | ton was uneasy, and wanted to cry out. She had never, in this way, been
seen.

In his eyes, and the carriage of his head, and body, the subtle nmovenents of
his face, Hamilton sensed, even though he was a gross savage, little nore than
an animal, great intelligence. She sensed, sonehow, |ooking at him that his
intelligence was far greater than hers, or perhaps even Gunther's, or
Herjellsen's, in spite of the fact that, doubtless, he could not read nor
wite, in spite of the fact that he nmust be little nore than a prineval

bar bari an, ignorant, uncouth, illiterate. And in | ooking at hi mshe understood
sharply, with devastating force, for the first tine, the clear distinction

bet ween | earning and intelligence. He could not be learned, certainly not in
the senses in which she understood that word, but she knew, and felt, | ooking
upon him that he was of incredible intelligence.

But his hands, too, seenmed strong and cunni ng, supple and powerful, like the
rest of his body.



It startled her to find, conjoined with intelligence, such strength and power,
such size, such supple muscularity. The mghty brain she sensed had in such a
body its mghty throne.

He seened one thing to her, though, not a brain and a body, but one thing,
somehow, a conplete, and nagnificent animal, whole, no part of himquestioning
or despising another part, not divided against hinmself, not diverted into
attacking hinself, not set at war with hinself. There was no war here between
this man's brain, and his glands, and blood, no nore than between the |eft
hand and the right hand, no nore than between the beating of the heart and the
breathing of the lungs. In himBrenda Hanilton sensed a terrifying unity, as
sinmple as that of the lion or leopard. In his eyes she read power and
intelligence, and lust and cruelty, and the desire for her body, and she read
these things not as furtive glinmrers but as a snared hind might read themin
the eyes of the tiger, sinuously approaching, preparing to feed.

"Don't hurt me!" she begged.

Tree had not noved. He had not yet seen her, as he wanted to see her. \Wen he
had seen her, and wanted to, then he woul d nove.

Ham | ton turned her head away fromhim She could not bear to | ook at him She
could not neet his eyes.

She knew now why civilization had no option but to break or destroy such
creat ures.

It had no place for them It had no place for hunters. It needed diggers, not
hunt ers.

Such a man, she knew, would never dig. There woul d al ways be another nountain,
anot her hori zon.

He woul d never make a civilization. It did not interest him

O hers would make a civilization, and breed in their hundreds, and thousands,
and then millions, and the world of the hunters would be snmothered, and the
pl anet woul d be covered, and crowded, with the diggers. The giant cheetah
woul d be extinct; the mammoth would no | onger roany the steppes would no

| onger shake to the charge of the wooly rhinoceros; and where the horses had
run there would triunph the fumes of the internal conbustion engine; the cave
[ion woul d be dead, and the cave bear, and there would be no striking of
flints and hunting salt, for the hunters, too, like the lion and the bear
woul d have gone.

But Gunther had said that the hunters night not be dead, but only sl eeping.
And Herjellsen had said to her, "Turn their eyes to the stars.”

"There is nothing nore to hunt,"” Hanmilton had told Gunther

"There are the stars,"” had said Cunther

Ham | t on agai n | ooked at Tree.

The hunters would rule the world for thousands of years, and the diggers,
perhaps, for little nore than sone dozens of centuries.

The [ onger triunmph would be that of the hunters, and the beasts.



And they mght not wish to share the digger's world.

But Gunther had said that the hunters night not be dead, but only sl eeping.
"There is nothing nore to hunt,” Hanmilton had told Gunther

"There are the stars,"” had said Cunther

"Turn their eyes to the stars,"” had said Herjellsen

But Herjellsen was mad, mnad!

Tree had decided that he would not, this day, take the white-skinned slave
girl to the canp. He woul d take her to the canp tonorrow. He had never seen a
worman like this. He did not wish, imrediately, to share her with the others.
For the time he would keep her for hinself.

He | ooked at her. Her wrists were bound behind her back. She was sitting, with
her knees bent. She seenmed very nuch afraid of him H s rope, knotted about
her neck, tethered her to a tree.

He was hungry. From his pouch he took a strip of dried meat, antel ope neat,
and chewed it.

He did not offer the slave any.

He was puzzled. She did not lie before himand lift her body. She did not beg
nmeat. Perhaps she was not hungry. It did not occur to Tree that she did not
know how to beg neat. He thought all wormen knew how to beg neat.

"Pl ease," she said. "I am hungry."

He swal |l owed the nmeat. Then he got up to | ook about, for three suitable roots.
"What are you going to do?" asked Brenda Hamilton

He found three roots, of the sort he wi shed, sturdy, properly placed. From
two, he scooped out dirt beneath them exposing them The third was al ready
fully exposed. They formed the points of an isosceles triangle, whose |onger

sides were somet hing over a yard in |ength.

He then returned to Brenda Hamilton, and regarded her. She was filthy, from
when she had been caught, tied, turned and raped in the nud.

Tree untied the rope fromthe tree and, approaching her, coiled it in his
hand. Wen he stood over her he pulled her to her feet by the end which was
still knotted about her throat.

"He is taking nme to his canp," thought Brenda Hanilton

She foll owed Tree, his hand hol ding the rope, about a foot from her throat.

At a stream he stopped and tied the rope about a small tree.

He then, to her surprise, untied her wists. He then, with a gesture, ordered
her to the center of the stream She stood there, shuddering in the cold

water, it swirling about her waist. She | ooked at Tree. Her neck was tethered
to a snall tree on the bank



He, maki ng scooping notions with his hands, and rubbing his body, instructed
her to wash herself.

She stood there, |ooking at him

| Tree wondered if she were stupid. Then he woul d wash her. He waded toward
her .

"No!" she cried. "I will doit!"
Al t hough the water was cold, Brenda Hanilton cl eansed her body, and hair.

It pleased her to do so. She washed the dirt from her body. She washed, too,
t he bl ood from her | eg.

She thought how ironic it was, the concern of Gunther and Herjellsen, and
William for her precious virginity. It had nmeant nothing. They could not have
known, of course. She had lost it. Lost? She smiled to herself. It had been
ripped fromher. She stole a glance at the bronzed giant sitting on the bank
wat chi ng her. She had scarcely seen himbefore she had been caught, hurled to
her belly and bound hel pl essly, then turned on her back. She had | ooked into
his eyes, had been startled, had cried out w th astoni shnent, seeing the
magni fi cence of the creature that had caught her. Then, within the m nute,
that virginity which she had hoarded, protected and prized, and had hitherto
been willing to surrender only to Gunther, had been, she hel pless, unable to
resist, torn fromher. \When Tree had caught her, she had been a girl; when he
had pull ed her, bent over, by the hair to his accouterments, she was a woman.
She | ooked again at Tree. She was not sorry that it had been he, not asking,
predatory, arrogant, insolent, her captor, |ike an animal, who had torn her
virginity fromher. She was pl eased that she had not been invited to surrender
it, or bestowit on some nice fellowas a gift; she could scarcely adnmt the

t hought to herself but she was pleased to have lost it as she had; she had not
had to beg himto take her virginity, as she had Gunther; he had sinply wanted
her, and taken it; startled, protesting, shocked, suddenly she had found
herself a captive; she had been powerfully desired; her virginity, at his
will, by storm had been renoved from her. She | ooked once nore at Tree. She
was not displeased that it had been a man such as he. How many wonen, she
wonder ed, could boast that they had inspired such a desire in such a man as
he. But she again | ooked at him But he m ght have taken any woman in such a
way, she told herself. Any other wonman he had fallen in with, she told
hersel f, m ght have suffered the same fate. And she knew this was true, but
still she was nuch pleased that on this signal occasion, when first her body
was forced conpletely, to serve a man, that the man had been such as he. To
her horror, and pleasure, she realized she woul d not have wanted it otherw se.
It bad been, for her, a fantastic experience. Yet he had hurt her, and she
feared him

"He is having nme clean nyself,"
to show nme to his people."

she said to herself, "to take ne to his canp,

Doubt| ess they would be thrilled to see her

She felt the | eather I eash pull on her neck and she stunbl ed through the
water, toward him

Tree was not fastidious, but he did not wish the femal e, whom he intended to
enjoy, covered with dirt. He did not wish grit between his strength and her
snoot hness. Too, he was curious about the whiteness of her skin, and w shed to
see it more clearly. Too, he was |learning the fermal e, and he w shed, when he
had her in his hands, to experience her sweat, her secretions, her odors,



freshly broken from her body. A rich dinmension of Tree's world was that of
scent, which, to nodern man woul d becone largely a | ost avenue of experience.
Brenda Ham lIton did not know it but her scent, to those of the Men, was as
distinctive as a fingerprint, as individual as the lineaments of her face. Any
of the Men, once snelling her, could, even in the darkness of a cave, even if
she huddl ed anong ot her women, find her, put their hands upon her, and pul

her out fromthe others.

Brenda Hami|lton saw that her master had already untied the rope fromthe small
tree by the bank.

The rope was | ooped twice in his hand. He did not retie her hands. He turned
about and went back to the place where he had |l eft his accouternents.

She followed him docile, tethered.
She expected to be led to his canp.

But when he reached his accouternents, be nptioned for her to sit down, wthin
the isosceles triangle he had forned of roots, facing the two exposed roots
which forned the limts of its base.

She did so puzzl ed.

Suddenly he took her wists and bound them together again, behind her back
tightly, but this time ran the rawhide twi ce, too, under the exposed root. She
was tied half back; she could not sit upright.

She realized then that she was not to be taken imrediately to his canp. He had
ot her plans for her.

She struggl ed.

He renoved the rope fromher neck and tied it about her right ankle. He then
ran the rope fromher right ankle under the exposed root at her right, that
formng the right termnati on of the base of the triangle. He then took the
rope up and through the exposed root to which her wists were tied, and
brought it down to and under that root which forned the term nation of the
left side of the triangle's base. He then tied it securely about her |eft
ankl e.

"You beast," she hissed.

ad Wman had taught himthe tie. The girl is tied down by the wists, yet
able to half rear to a sitting position. If her right leg is extended her |eft
knee is sharply bent; if her left leg is extended her right knee is sharply
bent; if tensions are equal, both knees are slightly bent. She cannot, in

ei ther case, because of the roots, close her legs. She remnains deliciously,
vul nerably, open to her captor. The tie, by intention, pernits her to
struggle, but the limts on such novenents are so strict, their extent so
precisely regulated, that the result of her novenents induces in her, alnost
i medi ately, as a psychol ogi cal consequence, a feeling of being trapped, of
conplete inability to escape, of utter hel pl essness.

"Beast!" cried Brenda Hanmilton. "Beast!"

She struggled to sit up. She realized now she had been forced to wash herself
not to be presented to his canp, as a rich prize, but sinply that her body
woul d be nmore pleasing to him She jerked at the bonds; she nmoved her | egs.
She | ay back, and nobaned. She felt herself being lifted for his penetration



"I cannot escape," she thought to herself. "I cannot escape!"
"Please don't hurt me," she begged him "Please don't hurt ne!l"

She remenbered the pain, and cl osed her eyes, tensing herself, but this tine
there was no cutting pain, no sharp pain, no tearing of her softness. Her
body' s resi stance had been ruptured. Never again could it oppose itself to a
man. She put her head to one side. She was now only anot her opened wonan, no
different fromany other, once again being used. She felt his manhood, urgent
and vital, and gasped as her body, in a shaneless spasm a reflex, closed
about him and he cried out with a sound of aninal pleasure that thrilled the
wormanhood of her to the quick, and then her body was struck by his ten to a
dozen times, causing her to | ose her breath, alnpbst tearing her fromthe
rawhi de bonds, and then, so quick, he had pulled away from her, and stood up
| ooki ng down on her, w ping sweat fromhis upper lip. She | ooked up at him
angrily, fighting for breath. He had finished with her too soon. She felt
unsati sfied, cheated. Now, too, she becanme aware of a soreness, irritation
fromher earlier penetration

"You could at least let nme heal, you beast,"
care for ny pleasure?" she demanded

she said to him "Wat do you

But he had turned away from her now, and, picking up his pouch, and his spear,
di sappeared anong the trees.

"Don't | eave ne!" she cried. "Please don't | eave ne!"

And as she lay there, tied, she realized that he did not care for her
pl easure. It was of no interest to him And that, if he w shed, he would | eave
her, |ying behind himbound, helpless, alone in the forest.

Wth horror she suddenly understood that she had net a nan to whom she was
not hi ng, a man who cared nothing for her will, her desires, her feelings. Her
delicacy, her sensibility, were not of interest to him She knew she could
expect nothing fromhim Fromher, she knew, he woul d expect everything. She
| ay back, knowi ng that she was the hel pl ess property of such a brute, and
noaned.

When he returned to her the noon was full.

She struggled to sit upright, but could not do so. She rose on her el bows,
knees bent, and | ooked at him

He carried a fruit, a yellow sh, tart applelike fruit, which he held for her
Gatefully she fed on the fruit. When she had eaten around the core he threw
the core away. He then gave her a piece of dried neat fromhis pouch. It was
tough and dry, and gany, but she chewed it, and, with pleasure, swallowed it.

"Thank you," she said.

He then bent toward her, to put his mouth to hers. She shrank back in the
thongs. She tried to turn her head to one side, but he held her mouth to his.

Then she understood, suddenly, that he held water in his nouth, that he was
bri ngi ng her drink.

Lifting her head she took the water from his nouth.

She | ay back.



"Thank you," she said.
Tree | ooked down at her, |lying bound in the noonlight.

She | ooked up at him It had pleased her to take water from his mouth. She had
touched her teeth to his, and they had seened hard and strong.

Tree wonder ed about this woman. She did not kick well. She seened a cold fish.

"You will learn to kick well," he said to her, "if you would eat."

Brenda Hanilton | ooked at him bl ankly.

He | ooked at her intently. He put his hand gently on her left breast. She was
very beautiful, this woman. She was nore beautiful than the other wonen in the
canp, except perhaps Flower. It was too bad she did not kick well. She would
be used to do much work. Perhaps she could be tied at night with Ugly Grl.

He | ooked down at her.

"You will learn to kick well," he said to Brenda Hamilton. "You will learn to

kick well, if you would eat."

15
They were near the village now. She could snell the snoke. She was frightened.

She pul | ed back on the tether, shaking her head, wildly. "No, please!" she
sai d.

The | eather, one end knotted about her neck, the other end in Tree's fist, was
taut between them

"No, please," she said.

Tree jerked the rope toward himand Brenda Hamilton stunbled forward, half
strangling, and fell on her left shoulder at his feet, her wists, tied behind
her, unable to break her fall. He jerked her to her knees by the leash, at his
thigh. She | ooked up at him tears in her eyes. "Please do not take ne to
them " she begged.

He jerked her to her feet and she stood again, his rope on her neck, facing
hi m

Then he turned and wal ked toward the vill age.
She felt the tug of the | eash, and foll owed.

Thi s nmorning, she had slept, fitfully, twisted on her side, still bound as she
had been the night before, and then, at dawn, when the dew was still dark on
the | eaves, and there was only a half light, he had sl apped her awake, and her
brief dream of clean sheets, and her bedroomin her former apartnent in
California, vanished, and she found herself, face stinging, startled, cold,
lying in wet grass, bound in the thongs of a prineval naster

He fed her as he had the night before, and then, when the warnmth of the food
was in her body, he used her briefly, she weakly trying to resist, knowing its



futility, and then unbound her ankles fromthe roots, freeing his rope. She
felt the rope then tied about her throat. He then rel eased her hands fromthe
root and the rawhi de thong which, during the night, had so perfectly

i mprisoned her wists. She was then led quickly to the stream and thrust into
the water, to wash herself. She shuddered, but cleaned herself. She then felt,
agai n, her hands tied behind her back. He Il ed her again to where he had |eft
hi s pouch and spear. Gathering these, he had turned and, she follow ng on the
tether, had di sappeared into the trees.

They had not wal ked nore than half an hour before she had snelled the snoke.
She knew hi s peopl e were near

She had pulled back on the tether, shaking her head wildly. "Please no!" she
had begged.

She had then been briefly disciplined by the | eash, taught its power to
control her.

Then she had stood again, facing him and he had turned and wal ked toward the
village. She, terrified, mserable, obedient nowto the |eather collar of her
| eash, followed him She had no choice.

Four times during the night had Tree used her body, once awakening her to his
| ong, pounding thrusts.

The fourth time, in spite of her stiffness, her soreness, to her astoni shnent,
and fear, she had sensed the beginning of a strange sensation in her body; she
did not know whether it was painful or pleasurable; it was very different from
anyt hi ng she had felt before; she was terrified of the sensation, rudinmentary

and inchoate, incipient, because she sensed that she m ght be swept hel pl essly
away from herself before it, that it might, if unchecked, transformher froma
human person with dignity, though abused, into a degraded, uncontrollable,

spasnodi cally responding female animal. "I must never let themtake ne from
nmysel f," she told herself. "I must always retain my control. | mrust always
keep ny dignity. | must always remain an intelligent, self-restrained,

di gni fied human being, a true human person." But she had feared that if the
sensation had not been checked, she would have, had his touch continued, been
literally forced to succunb to it, that it would have reached a point where
she coul d not have hel ped herself, that it would have been entirely in his
hands. She had sensed then that, had he wi shed to do so, he could have made
her an aninmal, that animal she feared nost to be, a beautiful, helpless,
respondi ng fenal e beast, the uncontrollable, yielding prize of a greater, a
stronger beast. She had cl osed her eyes, and turned her head to one side, and
gritted her teeth, and fought the sensation, trying to keep her body inert,
trying, desperately, not to feel. Then, when she sensed that she would | ose
the battle, and she wanted to cry out, "Don't stop! Please don't stop!" he had
finished with her, and had withdrawmn, to roll to one side, to sleep

"I hate you," she whispered. "I hate you. | hate you!"

Then she had resolved to resist nmore mightily than ever, to yield never to
such a beast, or to others like him "I will never permit themto rob ne of ny
dignity," she told herself. But she was afraid, for she recalled the beginning
of the strange sensation. It kept recurring to her, even as she followed him
on her tether, and it made her belly and i nwardness grow warm and excited.
Once he stopped and turned and regarded her. She stopped, and | ooked down,

bl ushi ng. She had seen his eyes, and the slight flaring of his nostrils. She
knew in the heart of her that this strange man, whose very life in this fierce
time mght depend on the sharpness of his senses, had literally snelled her
desire, the secretions that acknow edged her body's receptivity, its



readi ness. He had wal ked toward her. "No," she had said, turning away. "Go
away. Go away!" She felt his hand on her, and she shuddered. "Go away!" she
cried.

He had turned from her and again taken his way through the trees, she,
| eashed, foll ow ng.

"I will resist you!" she cried.
She was furious with him

Now, outside the tiny village, the trail encanmpnment, Tree, with his caught
femal e, stopped.

He was downwi nd of the canp, that he m ght approach it sensing, rather than
bei ng sensed. If anything was amiss in the canp, in particular, if there were
the odors of strange nen, it would be well to know. The Weasel People were
enem es of the Men. They and the Men did not sell wonen or salt to one

anot her. Antel ope had originally been of the Bear People. But Wlf and Runner
had stol en her fromthe Wasel People, who had taken her, with others, in a
raid. The Men and the Bear People and the Horse Hunters did not steal from one
anot her. They would sell wonen, or flint or salt to one another. But Antel ope
was not returned to the Bear People. They had not taken her fromthe Wase
Peopl e. The Men had done this. Besides she was conely. The Men kept her.

Antel ope did not mnd. The Men were fine hunters. She and her friend, C oud,
were often fed by Tree. Both of themwere good femal es, good kickers. The

whi t e- ski nned slave girl, the girl he had taken in the forest, was a cold
fish. But she would learn to kick, if she would eat. Antel ope was not kept as
a slave. That was because she was of the Bear People, who were friends of the
Men. But she was not permitted to return to the Bear People. She bel onged,
now, to the Men. Though not a slave, the Men kept her as they did the others,
as a wonman. Wly Grl was kept as a slave, which was |ike being the woman of a
worman; she was not of the group, or of a friendly group; she was sinply sl ave;
the white-skinned female, Tree's catch fromthe forest, too, was not of the
group; she, too, thus, like Wly Grl, or a girl of the Wasel People, would
be kept as a sinple slave; she nmust take orders from anyone in the group; she
woul d be much beaten; she would have no rights, not even the life right, that
accorded to nenbers of the group; if she did not work well, or was not

pl easi ng, she might be killed. Tree tested the odors, and found that all was
well in the canp.

He woul d now circle the canp and approach from upwi nd, that they would know
hi s approach, and that he brought with hima female. That would give the canp
time to gather, and greet him It would please Tree's vanity to bring her in,
presenting her as a new slave to the nen.

They woul d be nuch pleased to see the new acquisition

In Tree's opinion she was nore beautiful than the other wonmen of the canp,
wi th the possible exception of Flower. Tree smiled to hinself. He did not
think this would nake the life of the new sl ave any easier.

Tree circled about the canp, for what reason Brenda Hamilton did not
understand. She thought that perhaps it was customary to enter it froma given
direction. But if that were so why had he approached it fromthe opposite
direction? It did not occur to her at that time that the difference was an

i nportant one for Tree, and other. Hunters, the direction of the w nd.

Soon she heard shouts in the canp, the cries of children and wonen.



Then, to her surprise, Tree took her in his arns and | owered her to the
ground. Then, from his pouch, he took a length of rawhide, simlar to that

whi ch now so tightly confined her wists, some eighteen inches in length, and
crossed and tied her ankles, tightly. She | ooked up at him He then renoved
his rope fromher neck, and, carefully, |ooped it about his body.

He | ooked down at her.

H s pouch was slung at his side, the rope was | ooped about his body, some four
times, fromthe right shoulder to the left hip. Hi s spear, hafted, the flint
poi nt bound in the shaft with rawhi de, |ay beside himon the grass.

Hs | egs were ong and powerful and bronzed. He wore a brief skin about his
waist. His belly was fiat and hard, his chest large, his shoul ders broad, his
arnms | ong and rmuscul ar. He had a | arge head. About his neck there was a tangle
of leather and claws. His dark hair, black, jagged, was cut back fromhis
eyes, and cut, too, roughly, at the base of his neck

Brenda Hanilton | ooked up at her naster

Then, lightly, he picked her up, and threw her over his shoul der
He bent down and picked up his spear, and turned toward the canp.
The shouting, and the cries, were nuch | ouder now

Brenda Hami|lton would not be permitted to enter the canp on her own feet, even
wri sts bound, and tethered.

She woul d be carried, trussed, over the threshold of the canmp, as neat or
gane.

She woul d be thrown to its ground at the feet of the skinning poles.
She was sl ave.

Brenda Hami | ton, bound hand and foot, was carried lightly, helplessly, into
t he canp, over the shoul der of Tree, the Hunter.

She became aware of nen, and wonen and children, crowdi ng about her
She was aware of huts, and snells.

She was aware of two sets of poles, one set consisting of two upright poles
and several small, slender poles, |ashed horizontally between them from which
hung strips of drying nmeat; the other set consisting of two crossed poles at
each end, bound together at the top, with a lateral pole set in the joinings
of the end poles; fromthis lateral pole, on the one set of poles, there hung,
upsi de down, hind feet stretched and bound to the pole, a small deer, its head
dangling peculiarly, its throat opened. There was dried blood matted in the
white fur at the bottomof its head, beneath its nouth.

Tree stopped with his prize before this latter set of poles, from which hung
t he deer, which had had its throat cut, that the hunters m ght have the bl ood.

Brenda Hami | ton was conscious of the ease with which she was carried, that she
was so slight a burden for his strength, and of his arm bronzed and rnuscul ar
hol di ng her on his shoul der

Tree stood with his prize before the skinning rack, to which is brought neat,



and gane, and sl aves.

Over his shoul der, head down, Brenda Hamilton felt the inhabitants of the
encanprent press about her, eager, excited, talking, curious, commenting,
specul ating, some feeling her body and hair. Then she felt Tree's body
stiffen. And the crowd of wonen, children and nen, fell back, and was silent.

Soneone, she knew, had approached.
She heard voi ces.

"\Where have you been?" asked Spear
"I have been hunting," said Tree.
"What have you caught?" asked Spear
"This," said Tree.

Rudely Brenda Hami | ton, bound hand and foot, was thrown to the dirt of the
canp, at the foot of the skinning rack

She lay on her side, as she had been thrown. Her shoul der hurt.

She was conscious of the feet, and knees and | egs, of those about. Some of the
worren wore strings of shells about their left ankles. They nade a sound when
t hey noved. She wondered at how far they m ght be fromthe sea.

She would learn later that these shells had been obtained in trade, exchanged
for flints at the shelters, in barter with traders who had cone fromthe
worl d's edge, scions of the Far Peoples.

She heard a man's voice, harsh, direct.

"String her on the rack, that we may | ook at her," said Spear

Brenda Hamilton felt her hands being untied, and then, by two nen, she was
lifted into the air, and, by two others, wth rawhi de thongs, was bound,
wrists apart, hands over head, to the lateral pole set in the joinings of the
crossed end poles. Her feet did not touch the ground. She hung suspended, in
rawhi de thongs. Her ankles were untied. To her left, tied upside down, bound
by its spread hind legs to the sanme horizontal pole, hung the carcass of the
bl oodi ed deer.

Spear, and the others, regarded the sl ave.

Brenda Hami | ton saw wonen and chil dren standi ng behind and anmong the nen. Most
of the wonen were bare breasted. Al npbst all of the wonen wore neckl aces of
| eat her, claws and shel | s.

Tree did not think Spear would order her slain. She was comely. If he did
order her killed, he would fight Spear. But Spear would not want her killed.
He woul d keep her for working and ki cking.

Brenda Hamilton | ooked into the large, stolid face that regarded her. She

| ooked away, terrified. The face frightened her, nore than had that of her
captor. The eyes, particularly, frightened her. They seemed at odds with the
face, and the | argeness of the man. They were narrow and shrewd, cunning,
sharp. The body and the face, together seemed only |large, and slow, heavily
muscl ed, thick, heavy, particularly the jaw, but the eyes were bright, seeing,



observant. The nan noved his head slowy, and his body, but she sensed in this
a deception, one belied by the eyes. This creature, seem ngly dull, shanbling,
she sensed, could, if need arose, nove with the swiftness of a snake, the

pur posi veness of a pant her.

She sensed this was the | eader.
She woul d learn later his name was Spear.

O osely behind himshe saw a younger man. She saw clearly that he was the son
of the other, fromthe narrowness of the eyes, the heaviness of the jaw, but
there were two differences; the younger man's body was nore alert, nore
suppl e, less heavily muscled; but his eyes, though cruel, were sinpler, nore
arrogant, |less cunning. She sensed greater intelligence in the ol der one, and,
too, quickness, that he might, if he wished, strike before the younger could
nove.

Spear's hands felt her body, the firmess of her breasts, the curvatures of
her ass.

"She is pretty," said Spear to Tree.

She felt Spear's hand at her delta. She closed her eyes, and gritted her
teet h.

"She does not kick well," said Tree.

Spear stepped back and regarded her. He shrugged. "She is pretty,"” he said.

"W will keep her." Then he said, "She can carry flint."
She saw Tree's body rel ax.

She understood very little of what was goi ng on

Tree was pl eased. He did not now have to fight Spear

She did not even understand that Spear had deci ded that she would be, at |east
for the time, permitted to live

A woman with a linp, and a scar beneath the | eft cheekbone began screaning
"Kill her! Kill her!" cried Short Leg. She was first anong the wonen of the
Men, domi nant anong the femal es. She was, too, the first fed of Spear's five
worren. | ndeed, so high she stood with Spear that, for nore than two years;
none of the other hunters had used her. Sone of the hunters wondered why she
shoul d stand so high with Spear. Only Spear knew. She was shrewd, and highly
intelligent. She gave hi m nmany good ideas. She knew rmuch. And, in the canp,
she was an extra pair of eyes and ears for Spear. She nade hi m nore powerful .
But still she was only a female.

Spear's left hand fl ew back, cuffing the scream ng femal e back.

Brenda Hami|ton saw bl ood leap fromthe face of the struck worman, who reel ed
back.

"Throw the sticks!" cried Short Leg. "Throw the sticks!"

"I have decided," said Spear



Brenda Hami|lton saw hostility in the eyes of the wonen, as they regarded her
"Throw the sticks!" screamed Short Leg.

Spear's eyes nmet those of a small nman with a twi sted spine, with narrow ferret
eyes, whose head was turned to one side. "Get the sticks," he said.

Hyena sped fromthe group and went to one of the huts. He returned with a

| eat her wrapper and, when he unfolded it, within it, Brenda Ham |ton saw nore
than a dozen sticks, painted in different colors, sone in rings. The colors
were nostly yellows and reddi sh browns, the rubbings of ochers into the peel ed
wood.

The group fell back and, with another stick in the wapper, a larger stick
with a feather tied to it, Hyena, to one side, drewa circle in the dirt. He

t hen brought five rocks, and put themin the circle, too. Then with his stick
he drew I ines fromone rock to another. Two of the wonen gasped. Were before
there had been only rocks there was now a star, and the rocks were its points.

Hyena gestured for silence.

He | ooked at Short Leg, and the wonmen. He seenmed nervous. "Throw the sticks,"
said Short Leg.

He | ooked at the men. They did not | ook upon him pleasantly. He began to
sweat .

He went to Brenda Hamilton and, head tw sted, bent over, |ooked up at her
Then he went back to the circle and picked up the sticks.

He | ooked at Knife.

He | ooked at Spear, and at Stone, and Tree, and the others.

"Throw the sticks," said Spear

More than ten tines Hyena lifted and dropped the sticks, watching carefully,
studying carefully, sonetinmes on his hands and knees, the way they had fallen
their angles, their relationships to one another

Then he stood up. "The nmeaning is clear," he said. "It is always the sane."

"What do the sticks say?" demanded Short Leg.

"They say Spear is right," said Hyena.
Spear's face did not change expression. Short Leg turned about in disgust, and
left the group.

The wonen, other than Short Leg, seened satisfied. The nen seened pl eased.

The sticks had confirmed the decision of Spear. The female strung on the
ski nning pole would be permitted, at least for the time, to |ive.

She | ooked fromface to face. There was the | eader, narrow eyed, heavy jawed,
who was Spear; there was, near him the one she recognized as his son; who was
Knife; to one side stood a | arge man, heavy faced and dour, Stone; then there
was a spare man, |ean and | arge handed, Arrow Maker; and a smaller man, heavy
chested, short-Ilegged, long armed, Runner; standing together were two nmen, a



smal I, quick man, grinning, furtive, who was Fox, and a larger fellow slower
witted, secretive, who would not | ook into her eyes, WlIf; then she al npst
cried out in fear, as her eyes fell upon Tooth, so ugly, so large jawed, with
t he extended upper right canine tooth; he approached her; "Do not be afraid,"”
he said to her, in the |anguage of the Men; then he turned away, followed by
two children; the small man, with the tw sted back, who had thrown the sticks
had taken his sticks back to the hut; before he had done this he had erased
his circle and lines, and thrown the stones into the brush; he was Hyena.
Then, too, there was the tall, black-haired fellow, bronzed, in the brief

ski ns, who had taken her captive, and nuchly raped her, and brought her to the
canp, as his bound prize; his name, she would | earn, was Tree.

She gasped.

Two wonen stood beside him a shorter woman, blond, and a taller wonan,

dar k- hai red. She saw the shorter blond wonen slip to her knees beside him on
his right side. There, kneeling by his right thigh, she took his leg in her
hands, and, softly, began putting her lips to his |eg. The darker worman rubbed
her body agai nst his, and began pressing her lips to his body. Then, too, she
sank to her knees beside him docile and delicate, holding his |egs, kissing
at him

Brenda Hami | ton, suspended by her wists fromthe pole, could scarcely believe
her eyes. How shamel ess they were!

Yet there was sonething so open, so frank, so organic, so honest, so

uni nhi bited, so ingenuously sensual and vital in their behavior that she found
herself, in spite of herself, and her shock, indescribably thrilled. And then
she was furious. She hated theml How shanel ess they were! And she knew t hat
she, too, wanted to kneel beside him as they did, conpeting for his
attention.

"Cet away fromhim" she wanted to cry. "I amhis prize, not you!"
She had never seen a man such as he.
But she said nothing. She was silent.

To her fury, Tree turned away from her and went back among the huts, followed
closely by the two females, holding to him pressing thensel ves agai nst him

"l hate him" said Brenda Ham Iton to herself.

She struggl ed, but could not free herself. The nenmbers of the group | ooked at
her, curiously.

Then she hung again, quietly, wists |ashed apart over her head, helplessly.

Horror came into her eyes. She saw another face anbng the others. But it was
not a human face. She cried out in fear, seeing Wly Grl.

The nmenbers of the group turned to see at what she m ght have cried out.

Ugly Grl frightened at seeing the eyes upon her, turned away, her head | ow on
her shoul ders, her dark hair |ike strings, her rounded shoul ders cowering, and
tried to shuffle away. She was naked and squat, thick |egged, long arnmed. No
ornanents had been given to her. Brenda Hanmilton saw, startled, that her

ankl es were fastened together, about a foot apart, by a knotted rawhi de strap
One of the children, the | eader of the children, a blond girl, conely, one
devel opi ng, one perhaps sone fourteen years of age, one Brenda Hamilton woul d



|ater learn was Butterfly, reached down to .the strap on the ankles of the
shanbling girl and jerked back on it, throwing the girl to the dirt, and then
she | eaped over her and began to strike her, repeatedly, with her open hands.
Four other children then, two boys and two girls, began to follow her | ead.
Ugly Grl rolled on the ground, covering her head and face with her arns,
howl i ng, and then, breaking away, followed, crept whinpering between the huts.

Brenda Hamilton felt sick. Never had she seen anything as repul sive as WUgly
Grl.

She was horri d.

She found herself pleased that the strange girl, so horrifyingly ugly was not
of the group

She woul d avoid her, continually. She made her sick

She heard again the screans of Ugly Grl, now from between the huts. Then she
saw the homely fellow, with the large tooth, still followed by children, go to
drive the other children away fromthe squat, hideous creature. She heard him
cry out angrily at the children, and heard their shrieks and protests; he
must, too, judging fromthe cries, have struck one or two of them Soon, the
blond girl, and the other children, came back to the rack. The fellow with the
tooth turned away, and went to the other side of the canp. He seened angry.
The two children still followed him

Spear turned away fromthe rack. He nodded with his head toward the other set
of poles, fromwhich hung strips of neat. "The neat is alnmost dry," he said to
Stone, and the others. "Tonorrow we will go for salt and flint, and then
return to the shelters.”

The nen nodded.

Brenda Hami|ton saw that the younger man, who resenbl ed the | eader, could not
take his eyes from her body. She hung, wists apart, frightened, scrutinized.
Then she saw a blond girl, lovely, bare-breasted, with a necklace of shells
and claws, hold himby the arm trying to pull himaway. He thrust her to one
side. The girl | ooked at Brenda Ham lton with hatred. It was Flower. Then she
approached the young man and knelt before him and with her |ips, began to
touch her way upward along the interior of his thigh, timdly, and then she

t hrust her head up, under his skins. He |laughed and seized her, and dragged
her fromthe group back between the huts, pulling her by the wist, she,

| aughi ng, pretending to resist.

Fl ower, boldly, bad won his attention away fromthe new sl ave.

Brenda Hani |l ton shudder ed.

"dd Wnan," said Spear

Brenda Hami|ton saw a hag energe fromthe others. She was partly bent,

whi t e- hai red. She wore skins covering her upper body as well as her |ower
body. There was nuch winkl ed skin about her eyes. The eyes, however, were

sharp and bright, like those of a small bird.

She was the only one anong the wonmen who did not seemto fear the nen, or show
t hem def er ence.

Spear pointed to Brenda Hamilton



"What do you think of Tree's catch?" he asked. "Can she bring children to the
men?"

The old woman' s hands were on Brenda Hamilton's hips. Brenda felt her thunbs,
pressing into her flesh, feeling her body, neasuring it. "Yes," said Add
Wman, "she has good hips, wi de hips. She can bring to the Men many children.’

"Good," said Spear. H s own worman, his first wonman, Short Leg, had had only
one child, and that had been delivered stillborn. Life in these tinmes was
precari ous, and a good breeder, one who could bring many children to the
group, was highly prized. Wthout such breeders groups died.

Brenda Ham |l ton felt the old wonan's hands on her breasts.
She | ooked away, mi serable.
Spear | ooked at A d Wman

"When the tine cones," said Ad Wman, "she will not need Nurse.

Spear nodded. That was good. Sone of the wonmen in the group did not have
enough m 1k, and there was already much work for Nurse.

It was inportant for a female, if possible, to give suck to her own young.
"It is too bad," said Spear, "that she does not kick well."

The old woman turned to Brenda Hamilton. "Is it true, ny pretty,
in the | anguage of the Men, "that you do not kick well?"

she asked,

Brenda Hami|ton | ooked at her blankly. Her shoul der hurt, where she had been
throwmn to the dirt by Tree. And, too, her wists hurt fromthe thongs. She
coul d scarcely nove her fingers.

A d Wman repeated her question in the | anguage of the Bear People, which she
had never forgotten. Many years ago she had been purchased fromthe Bear
Peopl e by Drawer, who had becone O d Man, whom Spear had kill ed when he had
gone blind. dd Wnan had been fond of A d Mn

"You must learn to kick well, nmy pretty,"” cooed the old wonan, kindly, to
Brenda Hami | ton.

Brenda Hamilton struggled, trying to escape the old wonman's hands. But she
could not do so. Wth her left arm the old woman held her still, and, with
one finger, not entering her, very gently, on the side, tested her

Brenda Hanilton hung miserably on the pole.

"Wl | ?" asked Spear.

ad Wwman renoved her hands from Brenda Hanmilton, and turned to face Spear

"Her body is alive," said Ad Wman. "I do not understand why she woul d not
kick well."

Then she turned again to Brenda Hanilton, puzzled.
Brenda Hami | ton | ooked at the other wonen standi ng about Never had she seen

such women. They seened vital, sensual, alive, half animal. Their fenal eness
seened one with their person, as nuch as a snell or a pignentation. How



different the men and wonmen seened, the men hard, strong, tall, the wonmen so
much smaller, so lusciously curved, so vital, so shanel essly female.

These, of course, were wonen from before the agricultural revolution, before a
man becane bound to a strip of soil, and becane obsessed with the ownership of
his land, the authenticity of his paternity, the reliability and | egitimcy of
i nheritances. These were tinmes before a man owned, privately, his |and, and
his children and his wonen. The econom c system was not yet such that, before
ef fective birth-control procedures, it was desirable to inculcate frigidity in
femal es, a property useful in the perpetuation and support of patriarcha
nmonogarmy. The cultural conditioning processes, abetted by religions, whose
role was to support the institutions of the time, had not yet been turned to
this end.

Brenda Hami | ton, |ooking on the wonmen of the Men, realized that they had not
been taught to be ashamed of their bodies and needs.

They are |ike aninmals, she thought. Brenda Hamilton, though enlightened,

t hough i nformed, though historically aware, was yet a creature of her own
times and conditionings, of a world in which her attitudes and feelings had,

wi t hout her knowing it, been shaped by centuries of msery,. un- happi ness and
ment al di sease, thought to be essential in guaranteeing societal stability,

t hought to be the only alternative to chaos, the jungle and terror. Fear and
superstition, often by nmen whose gifts for life were inperfect or defective
and hated or feared life, poured like corroding acids into the mnds of the
young, had been a culture's guarantee that nen would fear to |l eave their
fields, that they would keep the | aws, that they would pay the priests and the
ki ngs, that the hunters would not return

But the wonen, and the nen, on whom Brenda Hami | ton | ooked, had not felt this
oppr essi ve wei ght.

They were free of it, sinply free of it.

They still owned the world, and the nountains, and hunted the aninmals, and
went where Spear decided they would go.

They were as free as | eopards and lions, as once nen were, as once nen m ght
be agai n, ampbng new continents, anong new nountains, once nore being first,
now anong the stars.

"Her body is alive," said A d Wman, |ooking up into the face of Brenda
Hami Il ton. "I do not understand why she would not kick well."

Brenda Hanilton | ooked away from her

"You must learn to kick well, my pretty,"” said the old worman to her. "You nust
learn to kick well for the men."

Brenda Hamilton turned to her, miserable, |ooking down into her face.

The ol d woman | ooked up at her, and cackled. "You will learn to kick well, ny
pretty," she said, "if you would eat."

Then she turned away.
Spear | ooked at her. Then he said to the nmen, "Let us go to the nen's hut."

The nmen turned and went between the huts, |eaving the wormen and children at
the rack.



Spear was the last of the nen to |eave.

Before he left he faced Brenda Hamlton. "You are a slave," he told her. She
| ooked at him blankly. Then he said to the wonmen and chil dren about, "Teach
her that she is a slave." Then he, too, wal ked away, follow ng the nen,

bet ween the huts.

The wonen and children pressed cl osely about her, poking at her, snelling her
feeling her body.

"Please untie nme," begged Brenda Hanilton

One of the wonmen struck her, sharply, across the nouth.

Brenda Hami | ton hung, wrists apart, hands now nunmb, fromthe pole, her feet
some six inches fromthe ground.

She tasted blood in her nmouth, where the blow had dashed her l[ower |ip against
her teeth.

She cl osed her eyes.

Suddenl y, from behind her, she heard the hiss of a switch and she cried out in
pai n, the supple, peeled branch unexpectedly, deeply, lashing into the snall

of her back, on the left side; she twisted in the thongs, agonized, to | ook
behi nd her, and another switch, swiftly, cut across her belly; she cried out
in msery, withing in the thongs; first on one side and then the other, and
in front and back, and the Iength of her body, the wonen and the children
chanting, circling her, leaping in and out, struck her

Brenda Hamilton saw the ugly girl, the stupid, horrid one, crouching, naked
bet ween the huts, watching her

Then the switch fell again, and again.

Then she saw, |inping frombetween the huts, the woman with the scar, who had
screamed sonething before, and had later, after the sticks had been thrown,
left the group. She demanded a switch fromone of the other women. It was

i mediately given to her. And then the others fell back. Short Leg | ooked at
Brenda Hami | ton. Then she | ashed her with the switch, naking her cry out with
pai n. She | ashed her nethodically and well, with care and strength, and then
Brenda Hami | ton, broken, bl ubbering, wept in the thongs. "Please stop," she
wept. "Don't hurt me," she wept. The older woman with the scar, Short Leg,
hel d her face to hers, by the hair. Brenda Hanmilton could not meet her eyes,
but | ooked away.

She knew that she feared this woman terribly, that she was donmi nant over her
Short Leg, angrily, threw away the switch, and |inped away.

Ham | t on saw anot her worman pick up the switch, a darkhaired wonan, one of the
two wonen who had left with the hunter who had captured her. It was Antel ope.
Behi nd her was the shorter woman, blond, thick-ankled, who had acconpani ed
them d oud.

Ant el ope strode to her and struck her five times, and then gave the switch to
C oud, who, too, lashed her five times. Antelope sniled at her over her

shoul der, as she wal ked away. She had the hip swing of a woman who has been
muchly pl easured by a man.



Alittle later the young, blond girl, who had left with the other hunter
Fl ower, strolled to the rack, and she, too, smling, |ashed Brenda Ham|ton

"I don't want him" wept Brenda Hanmilton. "Don't beat me! He's yours! He's
yours!"

Fl ower threw away the switch and strolled fromthe rack.
Then the ol d woman was anong the ot her wonen and the children

She pushed them away, and they, weary now, from striking, and taunting and
chanting, left the pole.

Brenda Hami |t on hung, beaten, alone. Her body was a welter of |ash narks.

To her left hung the deer, hind feet apart, tied upside down, with its cut
t hr oat .

The sun passed the noon meridian and none paid nore attention to her. She
wat ched the shadows of the poles then creep across the ground.

Her hair was half across her face. In the early afternoon she fel
unconsci ous.

She awakened in the | ate afternoon, when the shadows were | ong.

She saw nost of the nen sitting cross-1egged, watching her. Among them

t hough, were not the hunter who had captured her, nor the small man who had
thrown the sticks. Too, the small, quick nan, Fox, was not anbng them He was
to her left, beginning to skin the deer. He began at the bound foot to his
left, cutting around the leg with a snall stone knife, and then nade a deep
vertical incision down the animal's body. In a few mi nutes he had freed the
skin from the neat.

The nen wat ched i npassively.

When he had jerked the skin free and thrown it to one side, to the grass, he
| ooked at Brenda Hanilton, who regarded him nunbly.

Then, to her horror, with his knife he reached up to her bound wist, that on
his left and laid the knife against it.

"No!" she screanmed. "No! No!"

The quick man, with a wide grin, took the knife away, and the other nen, al

of themw th but one exception, the heavy-jawed, dour man she would | earn was
Stone, roared with laughter. And across even his face there was the trace of a
smile.

She bl ushed, so conpletely had she been fooled. She was still shuddering, when
she was lifted in the thongs, untied fromthe pole, and carried to a place on
t he grass.

She was sat on the grass, naked, the nen about her

The one who was their | eader handed her a broken gourd, filled with water.

Gatefully she drank.



She was then handed small bits of neat, dried. She ate them

She saw sone of the wormen now -untying the skinned deer fromthe pole. Qhers
were preparing a large, rectangular fire in a clearing between the huts. Pol es
woul d be set up; it would be gutted and roasted. Another wonman had pi cked up
the skin, and was taking it away with her

Her body felt niserable, fromthe beating. She could scarcely nove her hands;
she could not feel her fingers. Her wists bore deep, circular red marks,
where the thongs had bitten into them

She was given nore water, nore pieces of meat. She drank, and ate.
The nmen sat about, watching her.
She felt less frightened with themthan with the wonen.

She knew that, to them she was an object of curiosity, of interest, of

pl easure. To the wonmen she sensed she was only anot her woman, a rival,
conpetitor. Mreover, she had recognized, with a woman's sw ftness and

awar eness, that she was anong the nost delicious of the females in the canp.
She had seen only one she had felt was her superior in beauty, the young,
blond girl, whomshe would I earn was Flower. It was not w thout reason that
the new sl ave feared the other wonen in the canp. She hoped the nmen woul d
protect her fromthem She sat now anong them naked, shielded fromthe wonen.
She coul d see that they were pleased that she had been brought to the canp,
that they were pleased that she was theirs.

She felt some strength com ng back to her body. She | ooked about herself, at
the nen.

Suddenly she realized that they would have nothing to do until the wonen
prepared the neat.

She | eaped to her feet, but one of the nen, the dour-faced, heavy fellow,
Stone, seized her ankle, and she was hurled to the grass, again anong them

Spear pointed to a hide spread on the grass, that she should take her place
upon it.

The nmen were wat chi ng her

"Pl ease, no," she said.

Spear pointed again to the hide on the grass.
She crept to it, and sat upon it.
"No," she whi spered, "please, no."

She saw theminching toward her. She tried to nove back on the hide.

Wth a sudden cry, as of animals, they | eaped upon her, she scream ng, and

t hrust her shoul ders back to the hide. She felt her ankles being jerked apart,
wi dely, the hands and nout hs of them eager and hot all about her body, hol ding
her, caressing her, licking at her, biting at her, pinioning her

The first to claimher was Spear, for he was the | eader

Brenda Hami|lton thrust her fingers in her nmouth. They were still sore fromthe



bl ow of O d Wman's stick. She did not know whether or not they m ght be
broken. She had tried to take a piece of nmeat. Scream ng, striking her again
and again with the stick, beating her on the back, O d Wrman had driven her
away fromthe roasting neat. Then Ham lton had fallen, stunbling, her ankles
fastened, one to the other, with about a foot of play, |ike those of Ugly
Grl, with rawhide. Spear had done this, when the nen had finished with her
then turning her |oose. Hamlton had fallen to the ground, hel pl ess under the
blows of Od Wman's stick. And then two other wonen, too, attacked her
striking at her with their hands, kicking her with their feet. Even a child
hit her. Ham|lton had knelt down, head down, her hands over her head, crying
out in msery. Then dd Wnan had said sonething, and the bl ows had stopped
And Hanmilton had craw ed, abused, fromthe light of the fire. She had | earned
that she could not take nmeat. She was a fenale. But she had seen A d Wnan
take meat, and the |arge, heavy-breasted woman, too, take meat. She had

| earned now that they were special, and that she was not. She was only anot her

female. A d Wnan, in the cooking, was assisted by two other wonen, but, like
t he ot her wonen of the Men, they, too, were not permtted to feed thensel ves.
The neat, |ike the wonen, belonged to the hunters. It was theirs to di spense.

The only exception to this practice was that taken, usually in the course of
t he cooking, by dd Wnman and Nurse. O d Wman did much what she wanted, and
fewinterfered. Nurse, too, was privileged. Wthout Nurse sone of the young
m ght die. Nurse and O d Wnman were not thought of by the Men, perhaps
strangely, as being of the women. They were wonen, but sonehow not the sane,
not in the sanme way of the wonen.

Brenda Hamilton knelt outside the circle of the firelight. The snell of the
roasted deer was redolent in the air, with the snell of ashes and fat, and
bodi es.

"They are fools," thought Brenda Hamilton. "Anyone could untie the knots on ny
ankles. Wen | wish to do so, | will, and run off."

A few feet fromher, crouching in the darkness, round shoul dered, head set
forward on her shoul ders, eyes peering at the roasting deer, was the squat,
clumsily bodied girl, with the bl ank, vacant eyes, the slack jaw, the hair
down her curved back like strings.

Brenda shuddered, repul sed, and edged to one side, to be farther from her.

She was terribly hungry, for she had had little during the day, only the fruit
and neat which her captor had given her, she bound, in the half darkness of
the norning, and the bits of meat given to her by Spear before the men had put
her to their pleasure. And that neat, both that of the nmorning and that given
her by Spear, had been insufficient, and had been terribly dry, alnost |ike
cubes of | eather.

She could see the fat dripping fromthe roasting carcass of the deer into the
fire, sizzling and fl am ng.

She noved her fingers. She was pleased to see that AOd Wman's stick had not
br oken them

This afternoon, after the nen had finished with her, sone nore than once, she
had lain on her stomach, dry eyed, mserable, on the hide that had been the
bed of her masters' pleasure, for better than an hour. She had scarcely been
aware, lying on the hide, that, when the nen had finished, Spear had tethered
her ankl es, fastening on themthat knotted rawhi de shackle; she had known it
had been done; her ankles had been handl ed roughly; but it had seenmed al npst
as if it mght be happening to soneone else; dully only, she had conprehended
that her slimankles were now bound in |eather restraints; had the men not



taken nmuch pleasure fromher; was this her only reward; she hoped that they
did not think of her as they did the ugly girl; but that she, and the ugly
girl, were identically shackled, told her nuch; that whatever status in the
canp mght be that of the ugly girl, that that status, too, was hers.

I ama slave, she had said to herself, lying on the hide, her ankles shackled
in leather, I ama sl ave!

After an hour she had risen stiffly to her feet, and | ooked about herself.

She had been forgotten. The slave was no longer of interest to those of the
canp.

She smled to herself, ironically. Your conjecture, Professor Herjellsen, she
said to herself, was correct. Your experinent is emnently successful
Unfortunately you do not know how successful it was, nor how accurate your
specul ations were regarding ny probable fate.

Naked, hobbl ed, her body switched and nuch abused, a woman of our world, and
our time, Brenda Hamilton, intelligent, sophisticated, sensitive, |ooked about
hersel f, finding herself the slave of savages in a prineval canp.

But she stood erect, her head up.
| amalive she told herself. | amalive

She noved her body, slowy. It hurt her to do so. She had been suspended, for
hours, fromthe pole, her entire weight on tightly knotted wist thongs, and
she had been, at length, and viciously, as she had hung hel pl essly, switched
by the wonmen and children. And her body, too, was stiff and sore, fromthe
attacks of her captor yesterday, and during the night, and this norning, and
fromthe rude, prolonged attentions of her other nasters this afternoon

But | amalive, she told herself. |I amalive
She breathed in the fragrant air of the woods, of the trees and grass.
She snelled the roasting meat, the mngled odors of the canp.

She heard the cries of children, naked, running about. One was pursuing the
ot hers, and then, when he woul d touch one, that one would turn about and, in
his turn, pursue the others, or any one of them until he managed to touch
one, and that one would then take his place.

It is tag, thought Brenda Hamilton. They are playing tag!

She saw one of the nmen drawn into the game, the large fellow with the

prognat hous jaw, and the fearsonely extended, atavistic canine tooth on the
upper right side. Wth the children he seened playful and gentle, even
foolish. But she recalled he had used her as brutally as had the others, and
not long ago. He was alnost instantly "it," and, though he was doubtless a
swi ft, and dexterous, hunter, he seened clunsily unable to touch the children
who, sonetines, would even run quite closely to him taunting him and then
dart away sw ftly when he | eaped toward t hem

Brenda Hami | ton turned away, | ooking about the canp. She noted the nunber of
huts, and their construction. Wen she tried to | ook inside one, a wonan had
screamed at her and raised her fist, and Brenda Hami|ton had, stunbling,
turned away. One of the huts, one of the two with a rectangular pit, and the
side poles laid and tied about a horizontal pole, had sewn hides stretched



across the openings at either end, that none night | ook wthin. Though Brenda
Ham I ton did not know it that was the Men's hut. No female mght enter it, not
even O d Wnan or Nurse. Even to look inside, if one were female, was to risk
a severe switching. It was a mysterious place to the wonen. Sonetines the nen
met within to make nedicine, but generally it was only a place to talk, a

pl ace to be where wonen ni ght not come. One other hut, a smaller round one,
which lay at the outside edge of the canp, separated fromthe others, also had
hi de across its opening. Brenda Hamilton would learn later that it was the

Bl eedi ng Hut, to which wonen, caught in flux, were banished by A d Wnman
driven there if necessary with a stick. Od Wnman, Brenda Hamilton woul d

| earn, could drive even Short Leg to the Bleeding Hut. In the hut, it was dd
Wman who brought them water and food. As O d Wrman had grown ol der her senses
were not as keen as earlier, and she could not snell the bleeders as readily.
It was dark, and lonely and hot in the Bl eeding Hut. Many of the wonen, to
fool AOd Wman, stanched their flowwith a tiny roll of hide, sneaking away
and cl eani ng and washi ng thensel ves once or twice a day. dd Wnan, as she had
grown ol der, was |less zealous in her policing of the females. The Bl eedi ng Hut
was often enpty. Last to be sent to it, howing and protesting, had been the
girl, Butterfly, who cut the nmeat for the older children. She had been within
it only a day.

At the outside of the canp, outside of its perinmeter, a line scratched in the
dirt with a stick, was the nmidden, where bones and waste were thrown. Brenda
Ham I ton | ooked at it for some time but she saw no signs of brownish rats,
simlar to that which Herjellsen had had caged in the translation cubicle in
Rhodesi a. Such rodents, she did not know, did not follow nmen in their narches,
but remmi ned at the greater mddens, near the shelters. Only if the nmen failed
to return, and the edible waste at the greater m ddens becane exhausted, would
the rodents again follow the nmen, picking up their trail, following it,
reappeari ng at the new m ddens, at the new shelters, wherever they night be.

She turned about, and, following the interior perineter of the canp, circled
the huts. Inalittle way, also outside the perinmeter, was a waste ditch, a
narrow trench, sonme two feet deep, sone nine feet long. The dirt dug fromthe
trench lay at its edges. The canp had two such ditches, one for the Men, the
other, on the other side of the canp, for the wonmen and children. Wen waste
was deposited in the ditch, a small amount of the dirt fromthe edges of the
ditch was thrown into the ditch, to cover the waste and elim nate the odor of
spoor. Wen the ditch was filled a new ditch was dug by the wonen, with sticks
and the flattishly curved hip bones of antelope. This trick had been | earned
by many of the prineval peoples. It had been |l earned fromthe great, predatory
cats, who bury their wastes, thus concealing evidence of their presence in the
vicinity fromquarry, which mght take flight, terrified by the odor of the
predator. Certain human groups who had not adopted this, or a sinilar custom
had peri shed of disease. Unknown to the Men this custom borrowed fromthe
great cats, had, particularly in canps of long standing, sanitation val ues

whi ch far outwei ghed the conceal nents of scent. Another practice with indirect
hygi eni ¢ val ue was the washi ng of the body. Anong the Men, and anong their
properties, their wormen and children, this was done with sone frequency. It
was done primarily that aninmals, either game or predators, be less easily
apprised of the presence of the Men. It, like the covering of wastes was, too,
inits way, an attenpt at conceal nent. Too, it was done, particularly by the
worren, for cosnetic purposes. They were far nore pleasing to thensel ves, and
to the Men, when their bodies were washed free of acrid, fetid and stale
odors, leaving their natural scents, exciting, sexually provocative fresh and
stinmulating. The great associ ated advantage of washi ng, of course, was unknown
to them the sanitary advantage, the ridding of the body of sonetines

danger ous, exodermcally |odged bacterial cultures. The greatest sanitary
protection of the various peoples, of course, was their isolation fromone
another. In these tines a disease that m ght have | ater swept across



continents, felling its mllions destroyed or deci mated only a handful of
victinms. Indeed, we may surnise that many noxi ous mutations of bacteria or
viruses did arise in these tines, as in later tines, but that having done what
damage they could they either burned thensel ves out, dying thenselves in dying
bodi es, or perished, |eaving behind themonly the inmune, the survivors. Under
such circunmstances it is not unlikely that many a typhus, many a chol era,

peri shed, unnoted in nedical annals, never to reappear. M croscopic organi sns,
like their macroscopic brethren, too, may know extinction. O starvation

virul ences and pl agues, like nmen, may die.

That snmall hunting group, that band, calling itself the Men, was, fromthe

st andpoi nt of nodern nedi cal science, incredibly healthy. None of that band
had ever had a disease. No child of that band had had a di sease, no man of it,
no woman of it. None of them had suffered fromso nuch as a conmon col d.

Subj ected at tines to exposures which would have i nduced pneunoni a and deat h
in other organisns they survived. There was no nystery in this. It was sinmply
that, among them disease did not exist. Disease requires its organi snms. The
organi sns were not present. One cannot be eaten by a tiger if where one lives
there are no tigers.

In a time Brenda Hanmilton had circled the canp, discovering even, on its other
side, the second waste ditch. She would learn later that that was the ditch
for the women and children, and slaves. She noted at this tinme only that it
was not as well dug, as long or deep, or sharp sided, as the other. There was
a reason for this. The wonen who dug the Men's ditch knew t hey woul d be beaten
if the Men were not pleased with it. Accordingly, they dug it well. It is one
thing to be switched by a woman; it is quite another, ankles tied together, to
be switched by a man. But the wonen who dug the woman's ditch were not

subj ected to the sane discipline. The Men did not care much about the woman's
ditch, except that the wastes deposited in it, too, be carefully covered, to
conceal the scent of the spoor. Too, the wonmen did not take much pride in
their own ditch. They knew that they were only wonen.

Brenda Hami | ton turned about, and again faced the center of the canp.

The ugly fellow, with the extended canine tooth, was, sitting cross-|egged,
arms Wi de, sweeping, regaling the children with a story. They sat clustered
about him listening, sonmetines crying out, sometines clapping their hands

with pl easure

Two wonen, el sewhere, were scraping a skin. Another pair, working together

was renovi ng, unlacing, another skin froma drying frane of peel ed, notched,
green-wood poles. Geen wood was used that the skin, in drying and grow ng
taut, would be less likely to tear | oose fromthe | acings or snap the wood.
The green wood provided a constant tension, keeping the hide taut, and yet was
sufficiently resilient to preclude damage to the skin or the destruction of
the frane.

One of the nmen, WIf, was cutting an odd piece of hide into thin strips which
he woul d later braid into a flexible rope.

Two of the wonmen were giving suck to infants.

Spear was tal king to Stone

Brenda saw that the skinning rack and the neat-drying rack had been

di smantl ed. She al so recalled that the wonmen had been unlacing a hide froma

drying frame.

If she had been able to read these signs she woul d have understood that



tomorrow, at dawn, the canp was to be broken

One man, carefully, was feathering an arrow. He used a resinous substance,

whi ch he chewed soft, for glue, and, for tw ne, strands of human hair, woven
into a strong thread. Another man, squatting, |ong-arned heavy-chested,
power ful -1 egged, watched him It was a skill Runner would like to acquire, the
delicacy of the feathering, the placenent of the feathers, that the shaft,

gui ded, might fly true. All the Men knew how to do this, but it seened that
the best arrows were al ways those made by Arrow Maker. Wat all knew how to
do, Arrow Maker, sonehow, did better. He would sonetinmes reject an arrow with
which the others could find no fault, until they had |oosed it fromthe bow.
Sonetimes Arrow Maker would tap the wood and listen to it; sometinmes be woul d
bal ance it on a finger and see how it rested. The shafts which inclined
downward slightly were usually chosen, unless a | arger arrowhead were to be
used. The shaft, the point, the feathers, nust all be matched. Each arrow was
a work of art, calling for judgnent and skill. Sometines Arrow Maker naned his
arrows. He had his favorites. Sonetines, as he worked, he talked with the
wood, explaining to it what he was doing, and what was to be expected of it.
And, as the Men said, the wood nmust often have |istened for Arrow Maker's
arrows were al nost always the best. He knew, it was said, the |anguage of the
wood. He was a good craftsman, and the wood would listen to him

Kni fe, whom Hanilton knew only by sight, as the son of the |eader, slept. Fox,
t oo, whom Hanilton knew as the fell ow who had pretended to put the knife to
her body, when she had hung on the rack, slept.

Most of the wonen sat or knelt together, sone yards fromthe fire. They were
cl osely grouped, al nost huddl ed. Some grooned one another. Qthers tal ked. Two
pl ayed Shell, a guessing ganme in which a tiny shell is held in one hand, and

t he other player guesses in which hand it is held. Score was kept with

pebbl es, placed to one side. One woman was cutting hide with a tiny piece of
sharp flint. Another, carefully, was piecing together two pieces of hide,
folding their edges w thin one another and puncturing through the folds with a
bone awl , then threading sinew through the holes. She pulled the sinew tight
with her teeth and fingers, taking its tip first, as it was thrust through
frombeneath, in her teeth and then when she had pulled it through, in her
fingers, then turning the hide for the reverse stitch. One pregnant wonman was
bei ng grooned by two ot her wonen, who woul d sonetimes rub their bodies agai nst
hers.

Hami | ton regarded the group of females. A single net mght have been thrown
over themall.

How di fferent they are fromthe men, she thought.

Short Leg, whom Hanilton knew only as the | eader of the wonen, she to whom
they all deferred, stood up, angrily, and regarded her. Hamlton saw the
scarred face, the crooked shoul der, the result of the shorter leg. Their eyes
met. Hamilton averted her eyes, quickly. Short Leg terrified her. It was not
simply that Short Leg was powerful, and free, and Hanilton was slave, or that
Short Leg had, earlier, beaten her viciously; it was deeper and nore
terrifying than that; it was the recognition on the part of one fenal e that
she is hated and despi sed by another, who is quite capable of killing her and
is, in every way, totally dom nant over her. Hamilton did not fear the nen,
who seenmed so rough and fierce, a thousandth as nuch as she feared Short Leg.
Ham | ton was certain she could please the nmen. They wanted her body. She need
only, with them she knew, work hard and be perfectly obedient. Wth them she
knew, her feral eness, and its desirability, would protect her. But she knew
she coul d not please Short Leg and the other wonen with such ease. They did
not want her; they did not want her body. To them she was a competitor, a



rival, in sone sense a threat. She recalled that it had been the scarred wonan
who had demanded the throw ng of the sticks, and that sonething, concerning
her, had been decided, or confirned, in the throwing of the sticks. The
preferences of the men had been clear; the preference of the scarred woman,
and certain of the others, opposing preferences, had al so been clear. But the
men had won the throwi ng of the sticks. And, Hamilton realized, she was stil
alive. Suddenly she realized that the scarred woman had want ed her dead.

Hami lton felt sick. Suddenly she saw Short Leg before her. Quickly Hamlton
fell to her knees, and put her head to the ground.

Then Short Leg had turned away, and returned to the wonen. She was, now, no
| onger | ooking at Hanilton

Ham | ton, red-eyed, angry, stood up

She knew that she nmust if she remained in the canp, try to please Short Leg.

If she did not, she knew, she would suffer greatly; indeed, she m ght even be
killed. She sensed Short Leg had power in the canp, even with the nen. Even

t he | eader, the heavy-jawed, narrow eyed nan, had |istened when she had
spoken. He had not conplied with her wi shes, but he had |listened. She sensed
that the men seldomlistened to the wonen. That the | eader had |istened to the
scarred woman was evi dence of her power. Ham|ton shuddered.

But when she had grovel ed before Short Leg, kneeling and putting her head to
t he ground, Short Leg had not struck her, or even spoken to her. She had only
turned away, and returned to the wonen.

Ham | ton was nmuch relieved. She still feared Short Leg, and terribly. But
Short Leg had not harnmed her. Hamlton sensed that she would be unlikely to
kill her, particularly if given no provocation. Ham |lton would be zeal ous to

see that Short Leg was given no provocation. She would try to be conpletely
pl easing to her, ingratiating, obedient, servile, and give her no cause for
anger. Already she had, in kneeling and putting her head to the ground,
acknow edged Short

Leg's conpl ete and absol ute dom nance over her. And Short Leg had turned away,
sati sfied.

This made Hanmilton feel strong. She now felt she mght, if she were careful
control Short Leg.

If she posed no threat to Short Leg, she might be safe.
Ham I ton's face clouded with anger.

Too, Short Leg might be pleased at her absol ute power over such a beautiful
worman. Short Leg might be pleased with the beautiful new slave's deference to
her. Wuld it not nake Short Leg seem even nore inpressive and form dable
anong the nen, to see the new slave, their prize, so small and hel pl ess before
her, so desperate to please her

"I hate her," said Hamlton to herself. "I hate her!"

But then she sniled. There were others in the canp beside Short Leg. Doubtl ess
Short Leg could not do precisely as she wi shed. Doubtless she m ght not,
simply, destroy her, even if she wi shed. There were, after all, nmen in the
canp. The nmen woul d not want her killed. HamIton | aughed to herself. The
power of the nen, if she were careful, would protect her. The men woul d be her
chanpi ons, protecting her fromthe wonmen. She realized, of course, swallow ng
hard, she m ght have to be pleasing to the men. "Well," she said to herself,



defiantly, "I can please a man, if | nust, as well as any other wonan." She
was angry. "It is nmy intention to survive," she told herself.-But she told
herself that she would not really have to please nmen to survive, only submt
to them The use of her beauty, even she inert, not responding, would be nore
t han enough for them "I am beautiful,"” she said to herself. "That is
sufficient.”

She | ooked about herself.
She snell ed the nmeat cooking.

To one side, some yards away, before a but, the small, tw sted man, who had
thrown the sticks, was kneeling in the dirt arranging small shells in
geonetric patterns, nuttering to hinself. He was the only one of the Men who
had not used Hamilton

She watched himfor a time, he picking up and |aying down shells, forning
patterns, intent, muttering.

Idly she wondered if he were insane.

She saw the short bl ond wonan, C oud, energe from one of the huts, brushing
back her hair fromher face. The taller woman, Antelope, had been with the
ot her wonen, bei ng grooned.

Brenda Hamilton slowly approached the hut from which the short, blond wonman
had emer ged.

Her heart was beating rapidly.

She took short steps, the rawhi de shackl e confining her movenents, and
pretended to be | ooking at the sky. As she passed the hut she woul d, casually,
i nadvertently, glance inside. She was angry with the short, blond worman, but
she was gone now, and so, too, was the dark-haired woman.

Suddenly her |egs, backward, flew out from under her, jerked back by the
rawhi de strap, and she pitched forward into the dirt. She heard a squeal of
| aught er.

The young blond girl, Butterfly, stood over her

Brenda Hami | ton, the slave, on her side, kept her head down, and did not dare
to rise.

She renmenbered Ugly Grl.
She hoped she woul d not be switched.
Wth a | augh, Butterfly turned about and, stepping over Hamilton, left her

Angrily Hamilton got to her feet. She was relieved, however, that she had not
been beaten.

The aninmosity, she suddenly realized, which the group felt for the ugly girl,
doubtl ess in part a function of repulsion and fear, they did not feel for her.
She, sl ave though she mght be, was, if not of their group, of their kind. The
ugly girl was not. Hanmilton was pleased that there was one | ess than she in
the canp. Hanmilton was pl eased that she was better than the ugly girl, for
she, at least, was human. The ugly girl, it was clear, was not.



From where she stood, Brenda Hamilton could see the deer roasting on a |ong
spit. It nmade her hungry. She was angry at the young blond girl who had
tri pped her.

Then, | ooki ng about, she approached the hut from which the short bl ond wonan,
G oud, had energed.

She | ooked within.
I nsi de, he was sl eepi ng.

He had not taken her with the rest of the nen, on the hide between the huts.

"You beast," she said, "I hate you."

It was he who had captured her. It was he who had brought her, slave, to this
canp. It was he who had taken her virginity, she recalled angrily, and within
nmonent s of seizing and binding her. And, too, she recalled, how he had tied
her down at the wists, and had spread her |egs, securing them and had, at
his leisure, taken her, again and again during the night, and again at dawn.
She was furious. How casually, bow arrogantly, he had used her for his

pl easure.

Then he had brought her to the canp as a sl ave.

On the hide she had | earned that she belonged to all the nmen, as, too she
suspected, so did the wonen.

But she thought of one as nore her naster than any other, and she now | ooked
upon him sleeping, lying on his side, his head on his arm

"I hate you," she said, "you beast."

Then she turned about and | ooked up at the clouds, and the sky. She drew a
deep breath. She inhaled the odors of the canp, the snmoke, the smell of fat
and the neat.

She | ooked about the canp, and at its inhabitants.

They were people, clearly, of her race, and of her kind. Yet here they were
clearly savages as nmuch or nore so as any isolated, deprived or benighted
group in any jungle or nountain renoteness of her own time, and these people
were not remmants of conpetitively unsuccessful groups, driven to, or fleeing
to, wldernesses, unable to withstand the onslaughts of harsher, stronger
groups. These nmen, she understood, were as strong, or stronger, as form dable,
or nore formidable, than any other human groups of their time. Indeed, their
hunting terrain, she suspected, might be extensive and rich in game. It was
probably no accident that they hunted the forests they did. She regarded them
They were larger and stronger, and better |ooking, generally, than nodern nen,
and, too, she suspected they were, human by human, nore natively profound,
nmore quickly witted, nore intelligent than their |ater counterparts, the
results of large, indiscrimnately mated gene pools, and an environnent in

whi ch the harsh strictures of nature, due to an advanced technol ogy, were
largely inoperative. In these tines she realized that foolish or stupid nen

m ght not live; in her times she realized that such mght thrive, and be
encouraged to multiply thensel ves, providing useful and expl oitable

popul ations for their nore clever brethren. Here there was little place for
the foolish, the ignorant, the gullible and the weak; there were no votes to
be cast, no products to buy, no institutions to support no uniforms to wear,
no rifles to bear; if these men fought, or killed, they would do so because it



was their own will, and they saw the reason; they woul d decide thenselves if
they would trek, or fight, or kill. They did not thrash in traps constructed
by ambitious nen; they did not salivate on signal, at the will of
psychol ogi sts, the enpl oyees of invisible potentates.

They were people clearly, of her race, and of her kind, but they were very
different.

Their technol ogy was one of stone.
"They are at the beginning," said Brenda Ham |ton to herself.

In a way, this was true, but the Men, whose property she was, stood not at the
begi nni ng, but far along an ancient journey, a trek of life forms. There had
been manlike things for thousands of years before them and before such

t hi ngs, other successions and journeys, and even the tarsiers, and the tiny
shrews, whose viciousnesses and tenpers are so like our own, lay late al ong
this journey. It was a journey that extended back to distant, turbul ent seas,
whose saline ratios we carry still in our blood, and to growths and novenents
scarcely to be distinguished fromsinple chenical exchanges, the rhythms and
affinities of oxygen, and nitrogen and hydrogen, and, crucially, the
instabilities and conplexities of carbons. It was a journey that had seen

worl ds and climtes wax and wane, which had w tnessed stones boiling like nud
and the endless, falling rains; it had witnessed the first stirrings in the
slime; it had noted the track of the trilobite; it would remenber the grandeur
of the fern forest and would not forget the tread of the stegosaurus; and
someti nme, sonmewhere along this journey, a honminid creature had di scovered what
a noi se mght mean; and what a frightening illunmi nation that m ght have been
for a small, dark brain; and it may have lifted its teeth and eyes to the
stars, for the first time, snarling, challenging, but frightened, wondering at
the reality, the nystery, which had spawned it; and in that tiny, dark brain
the reality, the nystery, itself, may first have wondered at its own nature;
in that snarling hom nid, frightened, reality may have first asked itself,
"What am | ?"

And so the Men were not truly at the beginning, but were, truly, only
yesterday. The begi nning which was theirs, for they were a begi nning, however,
was the human begi nning, the truly human begi nning, for the Men, and ot her
groups like them were among the first of the truly human groups.

Brenda Hamilton, a woman of our time, the slave girl of savages, naked, her
ankl es |inked by a rawhide thong, stood erect in the primeval canmp. She | ooked
up at the sky, and then again at the huts, and at the nmen and wonen. She
snelled the fragrant air, the neat roasting on its spit. Incredibly, and she
did not understand the enotion, she felt a surge of joy. Although she did not
conprehend how it might be true, she knew that she was happy to be where she
was, that she did not wish it otherwise. "I amat the beginning," she told
herself. "I am at the begi nning of human beings."

Herjellsen had told her, she recalled, "Turn their eyes to the stars."

She | aughed. She was only a slave. She knew that she woul d be expected to
wor k, and work hard, and serve the pl easures of her masters.

But, inconmprehensibly, she was not unhappy. She did not wish to be other than
wher e she was.

"I amat the beginning," she told herself. "I amat the begi nning of human
bei ngs. "



"Turn their eyes to the stars,"” Herjellsen had said.

She | aughed.
She could not turn their eyes to the stars.
She was only a sl ave.

Hami I ton cried out with humliation and pain as the switch struck her
unexpectedly, below the small of the back. And then another switch, too,
struck her.

She fell to her knees, her head down, covering her head with her hands, as she
had seen the ugly girl do, earlier in the day.

Agai n and again the switches fell, two of them

Hamilton tried to crawl away, but she was held by the hair. Then the swi tches
st opped.

She | ooked up, through tears, to see the two wonen, the dark-haired worman, and
t he shorter blond woman, who had acconpani ed her captor earlier in the day.

They stood between her and the entrance of the hut in which he who had
captured her slept. They were angry, and raised their sw tches. They notioned
her away.

She had been caught dallying in the vicinity of the hut. of the handsone
hunter.

Hamilton, with difficulty, rose to her feet.

They took a quick step toward her, and Ham lton, trying to nove away, but
confined by the thong tying her ankles, fell. They were on her, striking her
agai n.

Ham I ton craw ed fromtheir blows and, when they had stopped hitting her, she
rose again to her feet, and noved away. But as she did so, on sone inpul se she
did not fully understand, but could not resist, |ooked at them over her

shoul der, and snmiled, the smle of a fenale who well understands the
notivations of other females, but is aware of the power of her beauty, and

does not care for their wishes. Her smle said to them "I am beautiful, and
if be wants me, he will have ne, and you will have nothing to say about the
matter." She felt an incredible female thrill as she did this, an enotion so

deep and primtive she woul d not have known she could feel it, the elation and
pride of the conpetitor female, but then, alnost instantly, she regretted her
action for, like she-leopards they were on her again with the switches. Brenda
Ham | ton howl ed for mercy before they stopped beating her. She fled, crawing,
before them driven on her hands and knees fromthe hut of the handsone
hunter. Wen they stopped beating her, she stopped craw ing, and head down,
concealing it, smled. Her body hurt and ruchly, laced by stinging stripes,

but she knew she had, as a fenale, inspired fear and hatred in the two wonen.
It had been their intent, clearly, to drive her fromthe hunter. She told
hersel f they had m sjudged her notives. Then she asked herself why she had
been lingering in the vicinity of his hut, and bad crept to it, to look in
upon him for she had no interest in him and, indeed, hated him for what he
had done to her. He had abused her and it was he, too, who had brought her to
the canp as a slave. "I hate him" said Brenda Hanmilton to herself. "But he is
rat her handsone," she said to herself. And, too, she renmenbered the begi nning
of the strange sensation, which he had, in the darkness of the night, when she



had |l ain bound at his mercy, begun to induce in her, that sensation which she
had, with cl osed eyes and gritted teeth, fought, but to which she had known
she nmust shortly yield, when he had finished with her, withdrawn and rolled to
one side, to sleep. She had lain there bound in the darkness, miserable,
hearing the sounds of his breathing. "I hate you," she had whispered. "I hate
you. | hate you!" And she had resolved to resist nore mghtily than ever, and
never to yield to him or such a beast as him but forever, proudly, to keep
the integrity of her personness, her independent selfhood, her dignity. Never
woul d she permt such a beast to transformher into a beautiful, helpless,
spasnodic, yielding female animal, only a surrendering prize, his conquest.
She was, after all, a full and conplete human bei ng. She would at all costs
protect her self-respect. They woul d never make her yield. Never! But never,
too, had she forgotten the sensation

Slowy, painfully, Brenda Hamilton rose to her feet.
She was, sonehow, rather proud of herself.

Then she stood very straight, very beautifully, very proudly, alnost

di sdai nfully, for she saw him standing before his hut. She was thrilled, but
did not showit, seeing the strength, the | eanness, the bronzedness of his
body, so tall, so lithe and yet mighty. Never in her |life had she seen such a
man. She wondered how much of her beating he had w tnessed. Doubtless the

bl ows and her cries had aroused hi m

He was eating a yellowish fruit, biting into it with his strong, white teeth,

| ooki ng at her. She did not care what he thought but she hoped he had not seen
her how i ng and bei ng beaten. That woul d have been enbarrassing. He grinned at
her, his nmouth filled with the white neat of the fruit. She turned away,

di sdai nfully, and tossed her head.

She nmade her way between the huts, away from him

"I'f he wants me," she said to herself, "he may have ne, for he is a nman. And
may not resist him for I ama woman."

She stopped sone yards fromthe group of wonmen, to which the dark-haired
worman, and the shorter, blond woman, had now j oi ned t hensel ves.

Several of them | ooked at her with hatred.
Brenda Hanilton turned away.

"Those wonen with sw tches have m sjudged ny notives," she said to herself.
"They may have himif they wish. | have no interest in him He is only a
beast, a savage. | do not even find himattractive. He bores ne."

But Hamilton, in the heart of her, not nicely perhaps, was quite pleased with
t he jeal ousy she had induced in the two other wonen. Clearly, they regarded
her beauty as a serious threat, that they would not even let her |inger near
his hut, and this Hamilton found exquisitely flattering, even though she was
not, she told herself, in the least interested in the hunter. "Perhaps | could
smle at himsonetines," she said to herself, "if only to drive themw Id

That m ght be amusing. But, of course, | do not wish to be switched again."
Then she grew angry. "Wo are they to say whom he picks for his pleasure?" she
asked. But she did not wish to be switched. That hurt. She felt a violent
surge of hatred for the two other wonen.

"I cannot help it," she said to herself, "if he sinply takes nme and rapes ne.
They must surely understand that. That is not ny fault. It is nothing | can



hel p."

Then she smiled to herself. "I am beautiful," she thought, "and | cannot help
it if he desires nme, and that he, being a beast, will sinply take what he
desires. That is not nmy fault. It is nothing |I can help. Surely they nust
understand that."

Brenda Hami | ton then understood the adversary relationship in which the
unusual | y beautiful woman stands to other wonen, that they hate her, and that
such a worman then, alienated from other wonen, has no choice but to turn to
men, and is pleased to do so, for anbng them she finds herself exquisitely
prized.

She | ooked back at the closely grouped wonen.

"l do not wish to huddle with the wonen," said Brenda Hamilton to herself. "I
woul d find the conpany of the nen nore congenial."

"The wonen," thought Brenda Hamilton to herself, "are nmy enemies." And then
she thought, soberly, "And the nen are ny nasters.”

Brenda Hami | ton thought of the tall, lean, mghty hunter. She smled to
herself. "If one nust have a naster," she said to herself, "it mght as well
be one such as he." And she regretted that she was not his alone, but,
apparently, the conmon property of all the males, as, too, she gathered in
effect, were the other wonen. W are all slaves, she thought, all of us. "In
this time wonen are held in common, all of themas slaves of the men." She

t hought of the men she had seen. "How domi nant they are," she thought, "how
unassum ng, how arrogant, how masculine, sinply keeping their fenmales as

sl aves." She was scandalized, horrified, but, too, somehow, indescribably
thrilled. Men were stronger, and could do what they wi shed. And here, in this

primtive canp, she realized, shuddering, they did. "If .1 were a man,"
t hought Brenda Hanilton, scandalizing herself, "I, too, would keep wonen as
servants and sl aves. Such weak, desirable, pretty things! I would be a foo

not to do so!" And then she recalled that she herself was such a thing,
desirabl e, weak and | ovely, and woul d, accordingly, by nen such as these be
kept, like other wonen, as a sl ave.

Hami | ton asked herself if she feared the switches nore than she desired the

hunter. "I amnot afraid of the switches,"” she said. "Too, if | am pleasing,

the men will not let themswitch ne. Let them then, dare to switch ne, when
the nmen are about. They would then be beaten!" Hanilton sniled to herself. "I
will survive here," she said to herself. "I need only please ny nasters.”

Ham | ton stood straight.

She put back her head and, hands at the back of her neck, shook out her hair,
| ong and dark, over her back

She saw the old woman, with a stick, poking at the nmeat, it hot and dri pping,
roasting on the spit.

Two ot her wonen, under her supervision, bad been turning the spit. The heavy,
| ar ge- breast ed woman st ood near by.

Wth her stick the old wonan, poking and tearing, ripped free a chunk of hot
meat. It was torn frombetween the animal's ribs. It energed, hot,
hal f - cooked, thrust on the stick

The old woman and t he heavy- breasted woman, the neat between them began to



bite at it, tearing it away fromthe stick. The other two wonmen, who had been
turning the spit, stood to one side, watching them

Ham | t on approached the fire.

She became suddenly aware of how hungry she was. All day, she had had only a
bit of nmeat and fruit, near dawn, and, later in the day, before the nmen had
raped her, their new slave, on the hide, sone tiny pieces of neat.

She was ravenous.

She noted that, hanging | oose, dangling by a thread of neat, torn al nost free
by the old woman's stick, there was a handful of meat, popping and hot with

fat. There would be no difficulty in taking it, for it was hanging there, |ike
fruit, ready for the seizing. The fire pit was rectangul ar and narrow, and
Hami | ton need only reach over the flames and pull it free.

The old woman and the heavy- breasted woman had now torn the neat fromthe
stick. Each now had her own piece. The old worman, her eyes closed, was sucki ng
on fat fromthe meat. The heavy-breasted woman was thrusting her piece of neat
into her mouth, ripping at it, moving her head in doing so. Ham |ton saw juice
runni ng at the side of her nouth.

Ham | ton went to the side of the fire, to the neat.

The two women who had been turning the spit took no note of her, they
conver si ng.

a d Wrman opened her eyes, |ooking at Hanilton
Hamilton smled at her
ad Wwman did not smile, but watched her, carefully.

Ham | ton thought her fingers were broken, so savagely had the ol d woman's
stick struck then

Ham | ton screaned with pain, and tw sted, and, stunbling, fighting to keep her
bal ance, fled, driven, fromthe neat, she crying out, the old wonan screan ng
the stick |ashing her, hot on her back, and then, her ankles caught up by the
rawhi de shackle, sprawliing, she fell to the ground.

"Pl ease! " she cri ed.

The old woman's stick was merciless. Hanmilton, kneeling, head down, hands
covering her head, wept with m sery.

The two ot her wonen, those who had been turning the spit, |eaped to her
striking her with their hands, kicking her with their feet. Even a child ran
to her, striking at her.

Then the ol d woman said sonet hing, sharply, and the bl ows had stopped.
Ham | ton, abused, crawl ed fromthe light of the fire.

She now knelt outside the ring of the firelight, in the falling dusk. She
sucked her fingers, and then, carefully, painfully, noved them They had not

been broken.

She had | earned that she could not take neat. She was a fenul e.



Her back was sore fromthe beating of the stick. Her ankles were chafed by the
r awhi de shackl e.

But she had seen A d Wnan take neat, and the | arge, heavy-breasted wonan
too. She had | earned now that they were special, and that she was not. She was
only another fenale. Even the two wonen who assisted the old woman, she had
noted now, did not take neat. They, too, were not permitted to feed

t hensel ves. The neat, |ike the wonen, Brenda now understood, belonged to the
hunters. It was theirs to dispense. The only exceptions were apparently the
ol d woman and the heavy-breasted worman. They were privil eged. Hamilton would
learn that A d Wman did nuch what she wanted, and that Nurse, too, did nuch
as she pleased. Nurse and A d Wman, Hanilton conjectured, though wonen, were
somehow not in the sanme way as she, and the others, of the women. Those two
were special. The others, and she, were not.

Ham | ton was furious, kneeling outside the circle of the firelight.
She noved her ankl es.

"They are fools," she thought. "Anyone could untie the knots on ny ankl es.
Wien | wish to do so, | will, and run off."

A few feet fromher, crouching in the darkness, round shoul dered, head set
forward on her shoul ders, eyes peering at the cooking deer, was the squat,
clumsily bodied girl, she with the bl ank, vacant eyes, the slack jaw, the hair
down her curved back like strings.

Ham | t on shuddered, repul sed. She edged to one side, to be farther from her
Ham I ton was terribly hungry.

She smelled the roasted deer. She could see the fat dripping fromthe roasted
carcass of the deer, dropping into the fire, sizzling and flaning

She noved her fingers again. She was pleased that A d Wman's stick had not
br oken them

The old woman said sonething to the two wonmen who had been cooking the neat,
turning the spit.

Those two wonen then, under the supervision of the old wonan, now, one at each
end, lifted the green-wood spit on which, inpaled, hung the roasted carcass.
They lifted it fromthe fire slowy, heavily, and sat it down on a |arge,

fiat, gray rock, on which it would be cut. The green-wood spit was left in the
neat .

Al day Hamilton had had only a bit of nmeat and fruit, near dawn, and, |ater
in the day, some tiny pieces of neat.

She was ravenous.

"Feed me, you beasts," she said to herself, "I'"mstarving."

The old woman cried out a single word, loudly, shrilly. Inmediately the wonen,
who had been clustered together, got to their feet and cane forward. The
children, too, cane forward. They all stood in a circle, about the flat rock
on which the meat lay. Wth her stick the old woman pushed back sone chil dren
and one of the wonen. The wonen and children now stood in an open circle about
the neat, it formng the center of the circle. Then the women parted and,



between them tall and mghty, the masters, strode the nmen. "How small and
weak woren are beside them the unconprom sing beasts," thought Brenda
Hami I ton. First anmong the men canme Spear, with his narrow eyes, his easy
noverments. Hamilton noted that there was gray in the shaggy dark hair at his
tenmples. Behind him first, cane the one she knew nmust be his son, for he had
the sane cruel features, the same shape and heavi ness of jaw. Then came the
others, anong themthe tall, handsome hunter who had taken her, who had nmade
her a slave. "How incredi bly handsonme and strong he is," she thought, in spite
of herself, "what a magnificent nmale!"

Her hunter, with .the others, squatted down about the neat. He was between her
and the meat; too, there were others between them Brenda stood up, so that
she coul d see better. The wonen then, to her interest, separated fromthe
children. The children went to one side, forenpst anong themthe young, bl ond
girl, who had tripped her and, earlier, the ugly girl. The wonen, Brenda
noticed, aligned thensel ves about, and behind, various hunters. She was sure
that this was not a random di spersal, but that there was an order invol ved.
She saw the two wonen, the taller, dark-haired girl, and the shorter, blond
girl, kneeling closely behind her hunter. They were too close to him The
blond girl put her lips to his shoulder. Hanmilton was furious.

Spear's flint knife, sone eight inches |ong, the handle wapped in |eather
taken froma rawhide belt, thrust down into the hot neat.

It was the first tine, of course, that Hanmilton had w tnessed a feeding.

She was startled at nuch of what she saw. The first piece of nmeat Spear lifted
to the sky and the directions, and then threwinto the fire, that it mght be
destroyed.

There were many nmeanings in this, and various groups did this differently.
There seened nothing in this of childish nagic, like the throwi ng of the
sticks. Inits way it seened sinmple and profound. It was a gift to the power,
and showed both the gratitude and generosity of the Men. Part of what they bad
been given they woul d gi ve back, for they were the Men. The power was in the
trees and the water, and in the wind and the budding flower, the curling |eaf,
the stone the tiny branch, in the swiftness of the fish, in the flight of the
bird, the stealthy padding of the lion's paw, and in the Men; it was in al
things. In Spear's act there was little of superstition, but little, too, of
reverence. It was rather a cel ebration, and acknow edgment, of the ainess,
random grandeur of the power. The power, as conceived of by the Men, had no
greater love for them nor should it, than for the bl ade of grass or the
beasts they slew for food. No nore than the rain and the sun could the power
be placated, for it was the power. It gave not only life but it destroyed it
as well; nmeaninglessly it bestowed all things, msery and joy, and life and
death; with equaninmty it | ooked on the recurrent cycles of growth and decay;
it delivered nen into the hands of age and blindness and antel ope into the
hands of the hunter; Spear had heard it in the screamof the nurderess and in
the cry of the newborn child; he did not prostrate hinmself before it, nor did
he reverence it; but, in his way, he acknow edged it, and, perhaps, did it
honor, for, w thout the power, there was nothing. Men, in these days, were not
so foolish or arrogant as to create deities in their own image; they were too
close to the power, inits terribleness, too close to the reality, for such

i nvention to be taken seriously; only too obviously was the power not a
manl i ke thing; only a fool could think so, one who did not sense the nature,

t he pervasiveness, the mghtiness, the anorality, of the power; but, wthout

t he power there would be nothing; wthout the power there would not be the
grass, or the antelope or the men; w thout the power there would be not hing;
but Spear, and the others, did not grovel before the power, for they were nen;
they were grateful when the hunt went well, and part of the kill they would



return to the power; this showed gratitude, but too, in its generosity, that
they returned a portion of this gift, it showed the nightiness of the hearts
of the nen; not even the cave lion would be so proud, so arrogant, that it
woul d dare to exchange gifts with the power; Spear, and the others, did not

| ove the power, nor did they reverence it, but they acknow edged it, and, in
their way, honored it. They would not worship it, of course, for the power was
not so trivial or petty, so childish, that it either required, or demanded,
worship; it would sinply have been pointless to worship it, for it was not
that sort of thing; and, had the power been a man, if it were not psychotic,
wor shi p woul d have sinply enbarrassed it; and so Spear, on behalf of hinself,
and the others, not reverencing and not worshiping, but acknow edgi ng, and, in
his way, honoring, did, with a good heart, lift unto the power meat, and then
burned it.

Spear's flint knife, sone eight inches |ong, the handle wapped in |eather
taken froma rawhide belt, thrust down into the hot neat.

It was the first tine, of course, that Hanmilton had w tnessed a feeding.

Pi ece by great chunk was ripped and pulled fromthe roasted carcass and thrown
to the hunters who, squatting down, with both hands, began to feed on it,
tearing it apart with their teeth and fingers.

Spear cut a huge chunk away and threw it to Tooth, the hunter with the
prognat hous jaw, the atavistically extended cani ne on the upper right side of
his nouth. The children clustered around him

Then Spear cut pieces of neat for those femal es who were pregnant, their
bellies heavy with child beneath the skins, their breasts already swelling
with mlk. There were four such fenales, slow and awkward, who took the neat
and began to chew on it.

The man with the large tooth cut small pieces of neat for each of the tiny
children, those wal king, those | ess than sone five years of age. The small
ones woul d be guaranteed food, and the pregnant females. It was the | aw. Spear
had made it. The man with the |large tooth then gave the rest of that chunk of
nmeat to the young, blond girl, she who was sone fourteen years of age, and she
it was who would distribute it anong the ol der children. She took the first

pi ece herself, and ate it, they watching, eyes wide, waiting for her favor.
Sonme of them whi nmpered, and put out their hands, and she struck them away.

O hers pointed to their nmouths. One boy, Hamilton noticed, did not beg, but
stood with the children, sullen, angry. He, too, m ght have been sone twelve
or fourteen years of age, but whereas the blond girl was |usciously,
incipiently a female, he was only still a boy. He was not yet old enough to
run with the hunters. He did not have the great |eap of growth yet that would
bring his body to the pitch at which he nmight follow the pace of the ol der

men, in their long hunts, hangi ng behind them learning the snells and signs
of the forest. He was two inches shorter than the girl, and | ess heavy. He was
still slight, still a boy. But Ham lton saw that he was proud, defiant. The
girl, arrogantly, threw the neat to the other children, giving nore or |ess as
the child was or was not one of her favorites. Mich of the nmeat she ate
hersel f. The younger children | eaped and cried, and she would throw them a

pi ece of meat. The boy cried out angrily, demanding food. She paid himno
attention. She ignored his outstretched hand. Then, angrily, he tried to
snatch a piece of meat and she struck him scream ng, and drove himfromthe
meat, hitting him kicking at him He fell to the ground. She kicked himand
turned away fromhim She returned to the nmeat and, pulling it apart, ate sone
hersel f, and threw other pieces to the children. One piece, dark with gristle,
she threwto the dirt before the boy, and stood up, head hi gh, w ping her
hands on her thighs.



Hami | ton saw that there were five women behind the | eader, and first anong
themwas the | ame, scarred worman, who had so terrified her

The | eader, over his shoul der, handed back neat to the | ame woman, who took
it, eating sone, distributing other portions to the other wonmen. Behind each
hunter there knelt one or nore women, waiting to be fed. After a tine the
hunters, growi ng heavy with food, grease on their hands and bodies, juice at
their nouths, began to hand neat back to the wonen. Some of the wonen, from
time to time, would whinper, and point to their mouths, indicating their
hunger. Modst of the wonmen seened to have hunters who fed them The young man
who was the son of the | eader gave neat to,, the older blond girl, who was
muchly beautiful, and clung much to him she whom Hamilton would | earn was
Fl ower. Her own hunter, to her anger, was feeding the dark-haired woman and
the shorter blond worman. Sonetines he woul d hand them nmeat, sonetinmes he would
hold it in his hand, or nouth, and nmake themtake it in their teeth. He did
not so much as look at Hamilton. "I am hungry,"” she thought. "I am hungry."

She saw that two of the wonen were nursing infants. They, |ike the others,
knelt behind nen, begging their food. Hanmilton saw two ot her wonen, to her
irritation, lying on their backs, holding out their hands to hunters, lifting
their bodies to them "Filthy bitches,"” thought Ham [ton. "Prostitutes!
Whores! " She was furious that they would offer their bodies to the hunters

pl easure, nerely to be fed. "Wuores!" thought Hanmi|ton. Then Hamilton saw,

too, that now one of the nothers, her infant in the arns of another, was |ying
before a hunter, lifting her body. Hamilton turned away. "I hate nmen," she

t hought. "1 hate them™

She saw meat thrown to the women who lifted their bodies. O her wonen, stil
hungry, now lifted their bodies to the nmen. Some others crawled to them and
ki ssed them about the ankles. Many had neat thrust in their nouths.

Ham | ton turned away, disgusted. "They are slaves, the females are sl aves,"
she thought.

But the high fermales, like the |ane wonan, and those others, behind the

| eader, seemed to feed well. Their inportance, their prestige, HamIton

t hought, is a function of the males with whomthey associate thenselves. |If
one would be a high fermale, one must well please a high male. But the |ane,
scarred woman was not truly attractive, and yet she knelt behind the | eader

hi nsel f, behind his left shoulder. In sone inportant way, Hamilton thought,
she nmust serve himwell. She shuddered as she thought what nust be the nenace,
t he power, of the |ane, scarred wonan.

She saw the young blond girl, Butterfly, walking anong the group. She saw the
| eader's eyes, narrow, watching her

She did not think it would be long before the young blond girl would be told
to take a new place in the feeding, anmong the women.

She saw the boy gnawi ng on the gristly neat he had been thrown.

Al most unaware of it, Ham lton discovered she had edged closer to her hunter
Different hunters now were cutting into the neat, feeding thenselves, and the
worren about them The first pieces of neat had been cut by the |eader, and

distributed by him for he was the | eader, he was the one who gave neat.

The old woman and the nurse, too, were pulling at the neat, as though they
m ght be hunters.



Hami | ton saw the old worman take some nmeat and give it to one of the nursing
not hers.

She al so saw the heavy-bodied man, with the extended canine tooth, give a tiny
pi ece of meat to a toddling child, who put it in his nouth and ran to his
not her.

Hami | t on edged cl oser to her hunter
Then he faced her.

"I"'mvery hungry," said Hanmilton. "I know you cannot understand what |'m
saying, but | trust that ny need, and ny condition, are sufficiently obvious.
| woul d appreciate receiving some food."

He turned away from her, eating.
"Pl ease," said Hamilton
He paid her no attention

She rose to her feet, and, hunter by hunter, asked to be given neat. Mst

| ooked up at her, and then | ooked away. She was not a wonan they had el ected
to feed. She saw the wonmen exchangi ng gl ances, and sniling. "Please," said
Ham | ton. "Please!" She was becom ng nore desperate. She did not ask neat from
the | eader. She was too terrified of the |lane, scarred woman behind him

Soneti mes when she approached a hunter, the other wonen behi nd hi m woul d

nmoti on her away, angrily. But nmpst to her consternation was the fact that the
hunters did not seem nuch interested in her. Suddenly Ham|ton was frightened.
Was she not beautiful ? Should they not be eager to please her? Her heart sank
She suddenly understood that she stood in a conpetitive situation, she against
other females, even to be fed. "No!" she wept to herself. But the nen had used
her. But now they did not seeminterested in her. "Ch, no," she said, sinking
to her knees, "oh, no, no." She had not sufficiently pleased them What could
she do to pl ease then? What nust she do? "No, no," she wept to herself.

Anxi ously she returned, ankles thonged, to behind the tall, |ean hunter, he
who had brought her captive, slave, to this canp.

She knelt behind him "Please," she begged him "Feed ne!"

The dark-haired girl, and the blond girl, chew ng, |ooked at her

There was no interest in their eyes.

"Feed nme!" wept Hamlton.

The hunter did not |ook at her

Hami I ton felt her wists being drawn behi nd her back. She | ooked over her
shoul der. It was the leader. She felt her wists tied together, tightly, with

a rawhi de thong. He then untied the rawhide from her ankles and, crossing her
ankles, used it to secure them He then lifted her lightly and carried her

fromthe fire. Before one of the small, round huts, he paused, and then
easily, threw her within. She landed in the hut pit, on her shoul der, a foot
bel ow the surface of the surrounding soil, in the dirt, in the darkness. She

struggl ed. She could not free herself. She could not rise to her feet. For
nmore than two hours she lay on the sunken floor of the hut, inits pit, bound.
She wept, she struggl ed. Her body was hungry, and ached fromthe beatings she



had been given

Qut side the hut she could hear a pounding on sticks and sonething |ike
singi ng, and | aughter.

She did not know but tonorrow, at dawn, the people would go for salt, and then
to the flint, and then, when ready, return to the shelters.

When the canp was qui et Brenda Hamilton heard something com ng, slowy,
shuffling, aninmallike, toward the hut. In the darkness, she struggled to sit
up. It was comi ng closer. Brenda shrank back against the side of the hut pit,
pushi ng back against it.

A head appeared in the entrance to the hut.

"Stay away!" screanmed Hanmilton, suddenly terrified, knowi ng she was hel pl ess,
and coul d not defend herself.

The creature entered the hut, stepping down, its head | ow on its rounded
shoul ders.

"Stay away fromme!" screaned Hamilton. "You' re not human! You're hi deous!
Stay away!"

Ugly Grl, her ankles in their |eather shackles, but otherw se free, peered
down, in the darkness, |ooking at Hamlton

She thrust her wide, round head toward Hamilton. Hamilton felt the greasy,
stringlike hair on her shoul der

"No! No! No!" cried Hamilton. "Help! Help!" She tried to turn away, trapped
agai nst the side of the hut pit.

The creature | ooked at her, quizzically.

"Stay away fromme!" screaned Hamlton. "You're a nonster! You're repulsive
You are hi deous! Keep away! Keep away!"

Ugly G rl backed away, squatting down.

"You .haven't the intelligence of a dog!" screaned Hamilton. "Keep away from
ne!"

Ugly Grl nade no noise, squatting in the darkness, near Hanilton
"Stay away!" hissed Hamilton. "Stay away!"

Ugly Grl did not nove for sone tine but then, slowy, neared Hanilton. "Stay
away!" screamed Ham | ton

Ugly Grl, steadily, not listening to Hanmilton, disregarding her cries, her
nmoverents, thrust her nmouth against Hamilton's. Hamilton tried to tw st her
mout h away, terrified, hysterical, alnost retching, but Ugly Grl persisted,
forcing her nmouth to Hamlton's. Suddenly Hanmilton realized that there was
somet hing in her nouth.

It was neat.

Ham | ton suddenly took it and chewed it, and swallowed it. Ugly Grl pulled
back her head.



There was a | ong sil ence.
"Thank you," said Hamilton

Ugly Grl's hand reached out, tenderly, and touched Ham Iton's cheek, and then
she went to the other side of the hut and | ay down.

In a few nmonents Hamilton heard the breathing of her sleep
During the night, at times, Ugly Grl whinpered, and tw sted.

"How hi deous she is," thought Hamilton. "How hi deous."
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Brenda Hamilton struggled tied back to back with Ugly Grl, her hands tied
behi nd her, about Ugly Grl, fastened in front, tightly, of Ugly Grl's belly
Ugly Grl's hands simlarly in front of her own belly. The two girls knelt,
their ankles tied together, Ugly Grl's left ankle to Hamlton's right,
Hamilton's left to Ugly Grl's right. They could not rise. They saw the ovoid
eyes gleaming in the darkness, like fiery copper

They were in the vicinity of the shelters.

Yesterday the animal, in the norning had dragged one of the wonmen into the
brush. That sanme afternoon it had killed a child.

It was a |l one animal, |ike nbst who would prey upon human groups, taking them
as game when, being too old or too ill, it could not pursue and slay its nore
accust omed quarry.

But nmen were dangerous gane.

That afternoon and norning, in a narrow place between thickset trees and
brush, the wonen, Brenda and Ugly G rl anmpbng them had, with stones and sticks
and shells, dug the pit, lifting the dirt fromit in |eather sacks on rawhide
ropes. In the bottomof the pit Spear and Stone had set a | arge nunber of

shar pened stakes, at intervals of sonme six inches fromone another. The pit
was sone sixteen feet deep, sone ten by five feet wide. It had been covered
with light sticks, over which | eaves and grass had been spread.

Ugly Grl's breathing seemed al nost to stop. Her back felt cold against
Brenda' s.

Ham | ton threw back her head and screaned, and struggl ed. The eyes cane a foot
closer. By their nmovenents Hamilton could see it turn its head fromside to
side. It was a large shadow, lithe and sinuous. She heard the breathing, and
snel l ed the aninal.

It was ten days after Brenda Hamilton bad first been brought by Tree to the
canp of the Men. The norning after her arrival in canp the canp had broken and
the Men had trekked to the salt. It was only a half day's trek fromwhere the
gane canp bad been set.

Once in the vicinity of the salt the wonen, and the children, with Brenda and
Ugly Grl, were herded between sonme trees. There they were made to huddl e,
closely together. Athin strip of rawhide was stretched about the trees, like



atiny string fence. The wonmen and the children, and the two sl aves, nust
remain within this perimeter until the men returned with the salt.

The | ocation of the salt was a secret of the Men. Wonen nust not know its

wher eabouts. Winen ni ght be stolen, and were subject to barter. They were
exchangeable. If a woman knew the | ocation of the salt, a nost precious
commodi ty, nore val uable than thensel ves, they might reveal it to others. A
mal e, of course, when he becane old enough to run with the hunters, when he
became of the Men, would be taught the location of the salt. He, in learning
it, would not be sworn to secrecy, sworn to keep it fromthe femal es. That was
not necessary. Any male knew that fermal es m ght not know the |ocation of salt.
They were fenal es.

It was said in the group that Spear had found the salt, but there were those
anong the Men who renenbered that it had been Tree. He had found it while
foll ow ng antel ope.

Brenda and Ugly Grl had waited with the wonen. Their ankles were no | onger
t honged. That was inpractical in the trek. But they were tied together by the
throat, by a length of rawhide sone five feet |ong.

In the trek the wonmen had, on their heads, carried hide bundles. Ugly Grl had
hel d hers on her shoulder, for it was painful for her, with the placenent of
her neck to support weight in that fashion. Hamilton bal anced the bundl e she
was given by Short Leg on her head, in the fashion of the other wonen.
Ham | ton was human. The bundl e she carried, though perhaps heavi er than nost,
was not particularly heavy. She was not permtted to carry food or water. The
possessi ons of the Men, other than the wonmen and the children, were few The
men traveled lightly. Hanilton's bundle, like that of Ugly Grl, consisted of
several skins, prepared during the sojourn at the gane canp.

About the huddl ed wonen, inside the rawhide string, strode one of the nen,
Fox, with a switch, to be assured that they did not attenpt to follow the Men
and | earn the whereabouts of the salt. Even Short Leg, to her irritation, nust
remain within the string. She, too, was only a woman. Even O d Wman di d not
conpl ain. She had long since resigned herself to the fact that salt nust
remain a secret of the nen. Too, she did not nuch care any | onger where the
salt mght be. Free salt was of great value, far nore than gold or dianonds
woul d have been, but it was not essential for life, for it could be obtained
in, the tissues of slain animals, in neat. Still it was a great luxury. Free
salt was a trading commodity par excellence.

By nightfall the nmen had returned with four sacks of salt.

The group bad canped in the open that night, and, in the norning, had
continued the trek, to the flint | ode.

The next evening, at dusk, they had come to the flint cliffs.

Al t hough Hamilton did not understand it, there was nuch anger, nuch fury,
anong the nmen. Cearly the flint cliffs had been worked in their absence.

Furthernore, to their outrage, in a deposit of clay thrust between two stones,
was drawn a sign, the neaning of which was clear to the Men. It was the sign
of the Weasel People. And it meant that they clainmed the flint as their own.

Spear scratched away the sign of the Wasel People and, in its place, with his
knife, cut the sign of the Men. It was an angled |line, surnmounted by a
straight line. At the tip of the straight line, to the left, was a point. It
was a representation, crude, of an armhurling a spear



That ni ght guards were set.

For four days the Men worked the flint. Skins were sewn into |ong bags, five
feet in length, a foot wide. The nen, with green sticks, and picks of antler
horn, and rocks, cracked and pried the flint fromthe cliff. Wen a piece of
sui tabl e wei ght and size was obtained it was put into a bag. Little of the
flint was shaped at the | ode. The amount of flint taken was a function of the
nunber and strength of the fenales, who would carry it.

At the | ode Brenda Hamilton bad not been fastened to Ugly Grl, but had been
free, though she was set nuch work. She carried water in skins to .the nen,
and carried flint down to the sacks, and gathered wood for the night fires.
She was al so taught to dig roots and gather fruit and vegetables. There was no
hunti ng done at the lode, for the nen were concerned with .the flint. Dried
nmeat was eaten, together with vegetables and fruits. Hamlton al so noted that
certain insects, and grubs, were eaten. She would not eat such. She was not

gi ven nmeat, but she fed well enough, on roots and fruits, and vegetables, of
the sort which she was instructed to gather. The children also joined in such
work. Ham lton was, to sonme extent, pleased, because she now realized how nmuch
nore free with food was the land than she had realized. There were many things
to eat which she had not understood heretofore as being edible. She realized
she might have starved in the mdst of plenty. Anong other things she |earned
were edi ble was the inner bark of the white birch tree, and pine nuts and rose
hips. During the first two days at the lode Hanmilton had tried to remain in
the vicinity of the hunter who had taken her slave, bringing himwater,
gathering his flint, but he had paid her little attention, and, sone four
times, with the stroke of a switch, wi elded by either the dark-haired girl or
the shorter blond girl, she had been driven fromhis vicinity. "I do not
care," she had said to herself. "He is nothing to ne." But she hated the
dark-haired girl and the shorter, blond girl.

They did not want her near the hunter. They woul d beat her when she |ingered
near him

The switch stung her and nade her angry. She fled fromit. It hurt her

After four days at the lode the flint sacks were filled with what rock a human
femal e could carry.

The sacks were then lifted by the beasts of burden, the femal es. They were
sl ung about the neck, the weight falling to each side.

Even Short Leg carried flint. So, too, did the older children, though in

| esser ampunts. OF the wonen, only Od Wrman did not carry flint. "I amtoo
old to carry flint," she said. The bags given to Hamilton and to Ugly G rl
were especially heavy, for they were slave. Hanilton could scarcely believe
that she was expected to carry it. Fox, with his switch, gestured that she
l[ift it. She, now thonged again by the neck to Ugly Grl, struggled to lift

t he sack. Suddenly stung by Fox's switch, she stood erect, feeling its weight.
She alnmost fell. Fox's switch tapped her in the small of the back, indicating
t hat she should stand straight. She then felt the switch tap her under the
chin, twice, indicating that she should hold up her head. She stood, a
beautiful, erect slave girl, under her burden. Spear cried out, fromthe head
of the colum. The Men, carrying their weapons lightly, preceded the col um.
The switch struck twi ce, along the colum. Fox strode on one side, WIf on the
ot her. The women, struggling under the weight of the stone stunbling, followed
the men. Wth them I|eashed by the throat behind Ugly Grl, went Brenda
Ham I ton. She, too, like the others, though a woman of our time, though the
hol der of an advanced degree froma prestigious institution of higher



| earning, barefoot, sweating, carried flint.

On the norning of the third day of the trek, unexpectedly, the beast had
struck. Hamilton did not even see it, though she did hear the screans of the
worman bei ng dragged by the shoul der through the brush

Spear had not permitted the nen to follow. It was his belief the fermal e woul d
be dead before she could be reached. Further, it was dangerous, with the
primtive weapons at the disposal of the nmen, to cope with such a beast. To
attack it as one mght a cave bear would be to invite the | oss of three or
four men, or perhaps nore. Such an animal, stone-tipped spears hanging from

i ts haunches, bl eeding, naddened by the bruising of rocks, could, frenzied,
attacking, with the blows of its paws and the | ockings of its great jaws,
destroy an entire hunting party. Such a beast must be met with guile.

That afternoon the beast had struck again, this time seizing a child inits

j aws and paddi ng away, white-nuzzled, into the brush. The child had been taken
not nmore than twenty yards fromHam lton. Its back had been broken in the
first bite. Its eyes open it had dangled in the jaws, lost in shock. It would
not live more than a few nonments. Hamilton had screaned and tried to flee.
Ugly Grl, jerked about by the | eash, had held her, not letting her run
Ham I ton, wildly, sank to her knees, and held Ugly Grl. They clung together
The wonen began to weep and cry out. One woman, the nother, tried to run into
the brush after the animal but Spear followed her and, striking her again and
again, tried to beat her unconscious. To Hanmilton's amazenment he, with his
strength, could not do so, but, at last, dazed, and in shock, the wonman sunk
to the ground and Spear carried her back to the old woman and to the

heavy- breast ed worman. Another child, too, ran to her and she took it in her
arms, holding it closely, weeping, rocking back and forth, trying to sing to
it.

That night many fires bad been set about the group and the women, Ugly G rl
and Hamilton, too, and the children, were put in the center of the group. The
men crouched about the outside of .the circle, where they m ght reach brands
fromthe fire.

Wl ves circled the group late, in the darkness, but they were nerely curious.

The beast did not return. Sonewhere, gorged, it slept. It mght not wish to
feed for another two or three days. It mght wish to feed again by tonorrow
nightfall. The men did not know its hunger

The next norning, the tenth after Hanmilton's arrival in the Men's canp, in a
suitable place, the pit was dug. It was some sixteen feet deep, some five feet
wi de, sone ten feet long. While the wonen dug and carried away dirt, the nen
constructed the runway. It was done with natural ness, with branches and sticks
and thorn brush. It was w dest at the point at which the beast would find it
nost convenient to enter, narrowest before the pit. It would be difficult to
approach, except fromone direction. Spear and Stone, in the bottom of the
pit, when it was ready, at roughly six-inch intervals, set nmany sharpened
stakes. The intervals were narrow for the beast, though large, was lithe,
sinuous. If it were not inpaled it would have little difficulty clinbing from
the pit. Furthernore, if it survived, it would be doubly dangerous, for it
woul d now be wary of its approach and its footing. It would have profited,
unfortunately for the Men, froma | esson that would not need to be repeated, a
| esson which the nmen, in effect, had the opportunity to adm nister only once.
When t he stakes had been placed, Spear and Stone, on ropes, scranbled fromthe
pit. Then the light network of branches was placed over the pit, and covered
wi th ot her branches, and grass and broad | eaves.



Behind the pit, leading to it, a path, approxinmately a foot w de, had been
left in the thorn brush.

Brenda Hami |t on wondered with what the pit woul d be baited.
She felt the band of Stone on her arm
"No!" she cri ed.

She saw Spear held Ugly Grl, who was whinpering, her sinple, vacant eyes
filled with terror.

The rawhi de thong which linked the two slaves by the throat was renpved.
For an instant Ham |lton was el ated. They would use Wly Grl, not her

But Spear gestured that she, too, should edge between the narrow walls of
thorn brush leading to the back of the pit.

"No!" she cri ed.
She fell to her knees.

"Use her! Not me!" cried Hamilton. "I'mhuman! I'mlike you! Use her! Not ne!
Not ne!"

But Stone, rawhide strips in his teeth, pulled her up by the arm and,
pai nfully, thrust her through the narrow opening in the brush.

At the back edge of the pit Brenda Hamilton and Ugly Grl were forced to
kneel . There they were tied back to back, their arns about one another, the
wrists of each, behind them tied about the belly of the other. Then their
ankles were tied together, right ankle to left, left to right. They knelt then
at the back edge of the pit; they could not rise to their feet.

Through the opening in the brush Hami|lton saw the wonen. Several of themwere
smling in particular the darkhaired girl, and the shorter, blond girl. She
saw, too, her hunter. He was | ooking at her, inpassively. She npaned. She
struggled in the bonds perfectly secured. Then she saw, thorn, bush by thorn
bush, the narrow opening, fromthe edge of the pit backwards, being filled
with brush, walling themin. There was a | edge about a yard w de between the
wal I of thorn brush and the edge of the pit. It was here that the bait would
wai t, kneeling.

"Cone back!" cried Hanmilton. "Conme back!"
But the Men had gone.
The eyes of the animal, ovoid, gleamng, came a foot closer.

Brenda Hami|lton threw her head back and screamed, struggling in the rawhide
t hongs.

It was sone ten yards away.

It paused, testing the wind, lifting its head. Then it entered, back |ow, head
down, between the walls of brush at the open end of the funnel

Ugly Grl was, head turned to one side, watching it.



The beast, low, dark, tail moving back and forth, was suspi cious.

Now Brenda Hamilton was too terrified even to scream It seemed she could not
nmove her body. Her world seemed Iimted by the dark walls of brush, the shape,
t he gl eam ng eyes.

Then the beast, low, tail switching, ears back, crept a foot closer, then
st opped.

Then Ugly Grl began to whinmper, but it was not a fear whinper, it was a tiny
noi se.

Brenda Hamilton did not know the noise but it was the rooting noise of the
smal | -tusked bush pig.

The beast, an old one, may not have caught such a swift, erratically running,
delicately fleshed animal in nore than a year

The | eap of the beast begins with a short run, but the leap is tined, always,
to fall just short of the gane, and it is on the bound, follow ng the |eap
when earth is again struck, and the great coiled springs of the back |egs

unl eash t henmsel ves at point-blank range, that the ganme is seized. Just as the
bull et has its greatest speed and power at nuzzle velocity, so, too, the
strike of the beast is npost terrible at the instant that it has just left the
earth. Accordingly, it strikes the prey, when possible, on the upbound. It
takes its run, leaps, hits the earth a yard before the prey, and then, wth
its full ferocity and strength, on the upbound, strikes it, biting and
tearing. The wei ght of the beast was some six hundred pounds, its | ength was
some ten feet. Its strike, if nade inmmediately fromthe ground, could knock a
water buffalo, rolling, fromits feet. It could break the back of a small
horse laterally, snapping the spine. The pit the Men had dug was ten feet in
length. It was thus alnost certain that the term nation of the approach | eap
the striking of the earth immediately prior to the killing bound, would be at
the pit's edge.

Ugly Grl continued to make the small noises of the bush pig.

Then, suddenly, she stopped. To Hamilton's amazenent then, after an instant's
silence, Wly Grl uttered a tiny, inhuman squeal of fear. It was the warning
signal of the bush pig. It is a genetically linked terror signal which also,
genetically, releases the fear and flight response in other pigs.

In the old brain of the beast this was a sound it well renenbered.

It preceded monentarily the al nbst instantaneous, terrified scattering of the
pi gs.

Suddenly, without an instant's hesitation, the dark, |ow shape, sw ft and
terrible, sprang up, bounding forward. At the edge of the pit it sprang into
the air.

Hami lton and Ugly G rl threw thensel ves back agai nst the brush
There was a sudden snapping of |ight branches, and a scream of rage.

For a wild instant Hamilton saw the copperlike eyes blazing not nore than a
foot from her body, and one paw, extended over the edge of the pit, and then
the beast, twisting, fell sideways, down, away from her, disappearing in the
dar kness. There was a horrid scream of pain and rage, and she heard stakes
snappi ng and the ripping of the body of the animal. Then she heard novenent in



the pit and nore cries of rage and pain. The aninmal, she knew, with a sinking
feeling, was anong the stakes, injured, terrible, nmaddened with pain.

She heard it scratching at the sides of the pit. She could not see its head.

Then she heard it leap up, and saw the head for an instant, wld, frothing,
bl oody, and then it fell back. Again it screamed w th pain.

Then again it | eaped, and she saw its head, huge, broad, and the teeth, fangs
white in the night. The head was nmore than a foot wi de. Two mghty paws, claws
ext ended, caught to the earth not nore than five inches fromtheir bodies, and
the animal tried to scranble up, back feet digging at the side of the pit,
snarling, roaring. Hamilton saw that it was now blind in one eye. There was

bl ood, bl ack against the side of its head, on the left side of its head. The
left ear was torn.

The animal, partly out of the pit, regarded them

It held, precariously, to the side of the pit. Then, suddenly it pitched
backward into the darkness.

Its six hundred pounds fell from sone sixteen feet backward onto the stakes.

Ham | ton heard a sudden whi npering. Hanmilton did not know the sound. It cane
fromthe pit. It was that of a cub crying for its nother

Then there was silence. The pit was dark, and very quiet. Hanmilton, tied
against Ugly Grl, lost consciousness. Uly Grl, bracing her body, held
Ham | ton and herself upright. Ugly Grl began to make a | ow, crooni ng noi se
with her mouth, a repetition of some four or five notes. She repeated this

over and over, happily, to herself. It was the Ugly People's way of singing.
She, and the human slave girl, were alive.
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Brenda Hami | ton | aughed.

She had made good her escape.

Yest erday night she had fled fromthe group. The group had come, in the late
afternoon, to a group of high, alnost sheer cliffs. In them here and there,
hi gh, sonme of themnore than two hundred feet fromthe ground, there was a set
of openings, |eading to deep caves.

These were the shelters.

They were the home of the Men, and of their properties, their skins, their
flints, and their wonen and children

The cliffs, with their height, and the dark openings, had frightened Hanilton
She was afraid to be owned in them

Canp had been made at the foot of the cliffs, for the men nust investigate the
caves again, many with torches, to nmake certain that the cave bear had not, in

their absence, clained themas his own.

The group was in good spirits. The cave lion had been killed, and such beasts,



preyi ng on humans, were extrenely rare. Many hides and rmuch nmeat had been
taken at the game canp, and the men had found salt; and rmuch flint had been
carried to the foot of the cliffs.

Brenda Hami | ton, naked, thonged to Ugly G rl by the throat, her body aching
fromthe weight of the flint sack, had, with the other wonen, thrown down the
flint, and knelt with them at the base of the cliffs, exhausted. No | onger
were she and the others hurried forward by the switches of Fox and Wbl f. Her
body had been struck nmany times. The other wonen, except Ugly Grl, were
happy; they were home; Brenda Hanmilton, her body aching fromthe weight of the
stone, and stinging fromthe bl ows of sw tches which had encouraged her to
carry it nore swiftly, looked up at the cliffs; she was afraid; they were very
hi gh, and the dark openings frightened her; some of themwere nore than two
hundred feet high in the cliff. Ugly Grl did not seem happy or unhappy; she
seened only stupid, docile, vacant; she would do whatever her masters told
her; Brenda Hamilton would not; she was deternined to escape. She no | onger

wi shed to carry flint as a slave; she did not wi sh, again, to be used as a

pi ece of nmeat, living nmeat, to bait a trap. Many of the wonen had snil ed, when
she had been tied with Ugly Grl, particularly the dark-haired girl, and the
shorter, blond one. And the hunter had | ooked upon her, when her eyes had

pl eaded with him inpassively. She would fl ee.

Her opportunity had cone much earlier than she had hoped. The nen had gone up
the cliffs, to investigate the caves. The wonen and children, thus, had been
| eft bel ow

Before the nen had left, dried nmeat had been distributed. Brenda and Ugly G rl
had had four cubes apiece. It had been held in the pal mof the hand of Runner
They had taken it, as kneeling wonen often did, in their teeth, directly from
hi s hand.

At the flint lode, in gathering fruit, and roots and vegetabl es, and watching
what was eaten, Brenda Hanilton had | earned nuch.

She was confident she could now, in one way or another, survive.
She nust make her way to the south before the onset of winter

When it grew dark, and the others were asleep, the nen, not w shing to descend
the cliff at night, in the uncertain light of torches, canped in one of the
shelters, Brenda Hamilton, carefully, silently, began to chew on the rawhide
thong that tethered her to the slack-jawed, vacant-eyed, inhuman Ugly Grl.
Ugly G rl approached her, whinpering, and tried to push her hand fromthe

t hong, but Hamilton, frenzied, furious, struck her back. "Stay away!" she

hi ssed. Whinmpering, Ugly Grl withdrew to the end of her tether. In tine,
biting and pulling and scratching with her fingers, she nmanaged to part the
thong. "What fools they are not to have bound nme hand and foot," she | aughed
to herself.

Then she had crawl ed fromthe group, slowy, silently. Wen she had cl eared
the area of the bodies, and the low, dimlight of the dying fire, she |eaped
to her feet and ran.

She had escaped.

She had run for many hours, until she had gone so far no one could follow her
Then she had slept. In the afternoon she had arisen, and, finding sone nuts

and roots, had fed; had, with the aid of a small stick, sharpened with a rock
to a point, renoved the remains of the tether fromher throat, which had



fastened her to Ugly Grl; and had then continued on her way.

"No nore will | be subject to their switches," she |aughed. "No nore will |
have to eat like a fenmale aninmal fromtheir hand. No nore will | have to carry
flint. No nore will | have to see that hateful hunter!"”

Suddenly Brenda Hanilton threw her hand before her mouth. She saw the eyes,
briefly, in a flash, between bushes. It was not an animal the size of the cave
lion. It was nuch smaller. But it was a sinuous, stealthily noving animal. It
wei ghed perhaps only forty or fifty pounds nore than Hamilton, but it was
quite capable of taking prey twice its weight or nmore. It was a strong
predator, which could pull its prey, even if heavier than itself, high into
the branches of a tree, to keep it fromscavengers. It was the nost agile of
the large cats, and, to nmen, perhaps the nost dangerous. Hamilton had seen one
of its descendants in Rhodesia, smaller, but still quite dangerous. To her
horror, it was stal king her

She remenbered the body of the calf, half torn, Iying over the linb of the
tree in the Rhodesi an bush. She recalled the great care of WIliam and

@unt her, even armed, in approaching it, even when it was sleepy, somol ent and
gorged. @unther, who was a remarkable hunter, with excell ent weaponry, would
not have followed it into the bush

"Ch, no!" wept Hamilton

Soneti mes she thought that she had lost it, but then, again, shifting in the
dar kness, al nost indistingui shabl e anong shadows, she would see it again.

Once she picked up a rock, and hurled it at the shape.

She heard only a snarling, and saw it crouch down. She sensed its nervousness.
She remenbered the cave lion

She was terrified that she might provoke its charge. She nmoved a little away,
and it noved a little toward her. She ran, shouting, toward it, but it did not
retreat. She saw it gather its hind legs, like springs, ready to |leap

She stood still, terrified.

It hesitated, and lay down, tail slashing, watching her

She | ooked about. It could be upon her before she could clinmb a tree. She
sensed that it would charge when she turned her back. And, too, she knew, a
tree would not be likely to nuch protect her. It was a far nore swift, expert
clinmber than she. If she were already in a tree, and had perhaps a heavy
branch, she m ght perhaps, striking and thrusting, be able to keep it away, as
it tried to approach, scranbling after her, but she was in no such position
and had no such i npl enent.

The beast, eyes blazing, snarling, crept toward her

Ham | t on began to back away.

She wanted to turn and flee, but she knew that it, bounding and | eapi ng, would
be on her in a matter of seconds.

Ham | ton backed into a grassy clearing, noving back, step by step. Her eyes
were wi de. Her hand was before her nouth.

The beast, creeping, eyes blazing, every nuscle of it excited, tail swtching,



foll owed her.
Ham I ton tripped over a root and, crying out with msery, fell

In that instant the | eopard charged. In less than the time it took Hamilton to
see it clearly it was across the clearing and, snarling, |eaping toward her
She saw the heavy shaft, not realizing at the tinme what it was, strike the
beast in its leap and saw the flailing paws, claws exposed, striking toward
her. Anot her body | eaped over hers and she cried out in fear and, her weight
on the pal ns of her hands, saw the leopard biting at the shaft protruding from
his side, and the other shape, human, but bestial, ferocious, |ike nothing she
had ever seen that was manlike, hurl itself on the spotted beast, a knife of
stone in its hand. He clung to its back, one armabout its throat, rolling
with the animal, jabbing and pulling the knife again and again across the
white, furred throat. The great, clawed hind feet raked wildly but could not
find their eneny. The bl ood flooded fromits lungs, sputtering out |ike hot
red mud, and then the blood, no longer flowing fromits nouth, burst fromits
throat and the assailant, his fist and knife red to the wist and hilt, drew
his hand fromthe beast's body.

The beast then lay at his feet, the arterial blood throbbing out, a pulsating
glot to each beat of the aninmal's heart. To Brenda's horror the assailant then
knelt beside the beast and, catching its blood in his hands, held it to his
nmout h, drinking. Then the gl ots becanme smaller, and their expul sions weaker,
as the heart slowed, and then stopped. The assailant, dipping his finger in
the throat of the animal, then drew signs on his own body with the blood, |uck
signs and courage signs and, anong them the sign of the Men.

Tree rose from besi de the beast and | ooked down at the |ovely naked femal e on
t he grass, whom he had saved.

Brenda Hamilton felt her ankles tied tightly together. Her hands were |eft
free. She did not try to free her ankles.

Tree lifted the | eopard.

Ham | ton was indescribably thrilled, for what reason she knew not, to see that
the stone .tip of the spear had energed, inches of it, fromthe right side of
the | eopard. She could scarcely conceive of the incredible strength of such a
cast.

Tree, placing the butt of the spear on the ground, forced the shaft through
the | eopard conpletely, thus freeing the weapon and protecting the bindings
whi ch fastened the | ong stone point to the wood.

Then, spear in hand, he stood over her. He was breathing heavily. She had seen
himdrink the blood of the | eopard. And its blood, too, in strange signs, he
wore on his body.

Her ankl es were bound. She could not run. She lay at his nercy.

She coul d not even thank him for having saved her life. She only hoped that he
woul d not kill her. She could not meet his eyes. Such a man, so mghty, so
frightening, terrified her. She knew she woul d do whatever such a nman

conmanded her, unquestioningly, even eagerly.

She dared to | ook up, to look into his eyes. Never had she felt so hel pl ess,
so much a nere femal e

Qui ckly she | ooked down at the grass.



How mi serabl e she was. She had been caught.

He went to the | eopard and began to gut the beast, saving nmeat and skin, the
head and cl aws.

When he had finished he untied her ankles, and gestured that she should stand.

When she did so he put the | eopard over her shoulders. It was heavy, even bl ed
and gutted. She felt the stickiness of bloody hair on her back, and the
softness of the fur, and the heavy paws, with their claws, |linp and weighty,
touch her body.

She | ooked again into his eyes. She suddenly realized she was a runaway sl ave.
She | ooked down agai n. She knew she woul d be beaten

He then turned away and she, carrying the carcass of the |eopard, followed
hi m

She understood then only too well, though she did not understand how it could
be, that such men could follow her Iike dogs, that they m ght pick up her
trail and, with ease, when they w shed, pursue and retake her. "There is no
escape for nme," she whispered to herself. "There is no escape." And too she
had | earned that the prineval forests would offer her small refuge. She | ooked
about herself nowin terror, for the first tinme better understanding the
ferocities and perils of her environnent. Wthin twenty-four hours of her
escape she had nearly fallen to a |l eopard. Had it not been for the

i ntervention of the hunter she would, by now, have been half eaten. A |one
female in these tinmes, she realized, had need of the protection of a man.
Wthout the protection of men she could not survive. The choice was sinple for
the female. Either serve nmen on their own terns or die.

St aggeri ng under the burden of the |eopard, Brenda Hanmilton, the slave,
foll owed the hunter back to the shelters.

Brenda Hami|lton scranbled to the back of the cave. She put her cheek agai nst
it, the palnms of her hands. It was rock. She could go no further

She did not | ook over her shoul der
She knew he crouched in the entrance, the switch in his hand.

"Please don't hurt me," she begged. "lI'msorry | ran away. | will not do it
agai n!"

He, of course, could not understand the strange noi ses she nade, not of the
| anguage of the Men, nor, if he could have understood, would he have |i stened.

She was a girl to be disciplined.

Brenda Hamlton's fingernails scratched at the rock. The cave, for a full day
now, twenty-four hours now, had been her prison. The entrance, for the caves,
was a |l arge one, though it had appeared nmuch snaller fromfar below. It was
some four feet in height and three feet wide, irregular. Qutside it was a
narrow | edge, not nore than two feet in width. The fall fromthe | edge to the
val l ey bel ow, Brenda Hamilton had seen in terror, was better than some one
hundred and seventy-five feet, approximately that of a seventeen-story
bui | di ng. Above and bel ow the cave, and to the sides, the cliff was sheer. It
was reached froma | edge above, by a knotted rawhi de rope, which, when the
hunter left, he drew up after him Inside the cave there was a gourd of water,



and two frayed, worn bides. There were al so sonme pieces of fruit, and rinds.
The cave, within, was nuch larger, |like many of the caves, than one woul d have
expected fromthe outside. It was roughly sone eight feet in height and w dth,
and some forty feet deep. It was lit by light fromthe entrance and, overhead,
inthe ceiling, sone fifteen, feet in, by a long, narrow cleft in the rock
extending sone fifty feet upward diagonally, too small to admt a body.

She had been brought to the cave blindfol ded, that she m ght not struggle in

terror. Her wists had been tied together and pl aced about his neck and

shoul der. He had, after lowering themboth to the | edge, disengaged her arns

fromhimand thrust her into the cave. There he had renoved the blindfold and
wrist thongs and left her, taking themw th him thrust in his belt, clinmbing
the knotted rope, which he drew after him

She had run to the cave entrance and, dropping to her hands and knees, had
entered into the sunlight, and screaned, seeing the drop bel ow her

She heard a scramnbling above her and saw the hunter attain the | edge above,
some twenty feet higher. Then the rope was jerked up, follow ng him

"Don't | eave ne here!" she screaned. "Pl ease! Please!"
But he was gone.

Si ck, she inched herself backward, timdly, and |lay down inside the entrance,
hel pl ess, surrounded by the walls of stone.

She felt certain that she had been abandoned, but, in the norning, on the
| edge outside, she had found the gourd of water, and sone pieces of fruit.

Now t he hunter crouched in the entrance. She saw the switch, and knew she was
to be disciplined. She was naked.

She had scranbled to the back wall of the cave. Her fingernails scratched at
t he stone.

She heard hi m behi nd her
She did not | ook back

Suddenly the switch struck, wielded with a man's strength. She screanmed in
pai n.

She turned to face him to plead with him and the switch struck again.

She fell to her knees and again, this time across the shoul der, the switch
fell.

She | eaped to her feet, trying to escape, and ran to the entrance. She dropped
to her hands and knees and crawl ed onto the narrow | edge. She cried out with
m sery. By the ankl e she was dragged back into the cave. Four tines nore fel
the switch. She rolled, and scranbled again to her feet. He struck her again.
Weepi ng she tried to escape him but there was no escape. Twice, by the arm
he threw her against one of the walls, beating her at the foot of it. Then he
took her by the hair and hurled her back to the rear of the cave. There she
fell to her knees and covered her head. Ten nore tines the switch fell on her
body. Then the hunter threw her to her back, on the hides, weeping, and
swiftly raped her, after which, she npaning in terror and msery, he left her
"I won't try to run away again," she wept, eyes glazed, |ooking after him

t hrough her long dark hair. "I will not try to escape again," she wept,



"-Master!" She was startled that this word had involuntarily escaped her. She
lay there in misery, wondering at what it bad nmeant. Could it be, she asked
herself, in horror, that, subconsciously, the | ean hunter had been truly,

i ncontrovertibly, acknow edged as her literal master? "No!" she wept. "No!"
But she could not forget what she had said. Not neaning to, unintentionally,
in msery, she had called him"Mster." She lay in the cave, sullen, in pain,
knowi ng she had, unconsciously, unable to help herself, called him"Master."

"He will never naster me," she wept. "Not Brenda Hamilton! No savage, no
barbarian, will ever naster Brenda Ham lton!" But she could not forget that
she had called himmaster. This troubled her greatly. And, too, it made her
furious. "No savage, no barbarian," she hissed, "will ever master Brenda
Hami | ton! "

"dd Wnan," said Tree, "I would talk with you."

"Talk," said Ad Wman. She was sew ng, poking holes through hide with a bone
awl, then pulling a thread of sinew after it, through the hole. She worked
carefully. Od Wnman's eyes were still sharp. It was a winter garnment for one
of the children, the ol dest boy. He would soon be able to run with the
hunters. O d Wman was fond of him He was the son of a wonan who had been her
friend. She had been killed in an attack of the Wasel People, sone ten years
earlier, on a gane canp.

Tree did not speak, for Nurse was wal ki ng by. She held at her breast one of
the canp's infants.

On a | edge nearby Tree could hear Fox and Wl f arguing. Wl f had hidden neat
and now could not find it. Fox was asking himwhere he had hidden it. WIf
would not tell him only that it was gone. "You should not hide neat," Fox was
telling him "It is not good to hide neat. "Were do you hide neat?" "I will
not tell you," said WIf. "I amyour friend," said Fox.

"Talk," said Ad Wman to Tree, regardi ng her sew ng

It would not have occurred to Tree to talk to the wonmen, except to give them
orders, but he did not think of Od Wman as being of the wonen. She was
different. She was independent. She was shrewd. She was ill-tenpered. She was
wi se.

"You know the pretty bird | brought to canp,” said Tree.

"Stupid little thing," said Ad Wnan.

"Yes," said Tree, "she is stupid."”

"But pretty,"” said Ad Wnman, pulling the sinewtight with her teeth, still
in spite of her age, sharp and white.

"Do you think she is pretty?" asked Tree.

"Yes," said A d Wnman, "nore pretty than Antel ope, nore pretty than Cdoud."
"But not so pretty as Fl ower?"

"No," said Od Wnan, "not so pretty as Flower." O d Wnan | ooked up. "How

I ong are you going to keep your pretty little bird on her perch? She has been

there for four days. There is work for her to do down here."

"I will keep her there as long as |I please," said Tree.



"Poor little slave girl," grinned O d Wnan.

Tree, squatting beside Ad Wman, |ooked out the entrance of the shelter. Fox
and Wl f had gone.

"I amangry with her," said Tree.

"Why?" asked A d Wnman.

"l do not know," said Tree.

"Does she know?" asked A d Wonan.

"l do not know," said Tree.

"She is stupid,” said Ad Wnman. Anyone knew t hat when a man was angry with a
worman she would lift her body to him to placate him and beg to kick for him

that in the pleasures of her body, he would forget his anger. El se she m ght
be beaten. Any woman with half a brain knew that.

"It is too bad that she does not kick well," said Tree.

"Why?" asked A d Wnan.

"She is pretty," said Tree, "very pretty. She should be a good kicker."
"Does this woman trouble you?" asked A d Wnan.

"Yes," said Tree.

"Do Antel ope and Cl oud trouble you?" asked O d Wman.

"Not |like this woman," said Tree.

"She is not of the Men," said AOd Wnman. "She is a foreign female, she is a
sl ave. "

"I know, " said Tree.

"Take her," advised A d Wnman. "Use her as nmuch as you wi sh. Tire of her." She
grinned. "That is the cure for sickness over a woman," she smiled, "use her
repeatedly until you weary of her."

Tree smled. "I want nore fromthis woman," he sai d.

"Ah," smiled AOd Wman. "She has stung your vanity. You want to make her Kkick
for you."

"Perhaps," said Tree.

"The poor little thing has been abused enough,” grinned Od Wrman. "You surely
woul d not be so cruel as to make her yield to you?"

"You area wi se old woman," said Tree.
"Poor little slave girl," cackled O d Wnan.
"It takes tine," said Tree, irritably.

ad Wwman | aughed. "Alittle patience is a snall price to pay for a night of



pl easure,"” said A d Wman. "Be patient, great hunter," she advised, "until you
catch her." She pointed the sewing awl at Tree. "What you catch," she |aughed,
"I assure you will be well worth the wait."

Tree rose to his feet.

"Remenber all that | have taught you," said A d Wnman. "Any woman- any
woman-can be made to kick."

"I will make her kick and squeal like a rabbit," said Tree.

"Poor little slave girl," said Ad Wnan.

Tree turned about, and left A d Wnman.

ad Wwnman | ooked after Tree. She was old and wi se. She had not cone on this
sort of thing often, but she knew of its existence. She remenbered Drawer,
whom when he had becone O d Man, and when he had gone blind, Spear had
killed. She continued her sewing, crooning to herself alittle song.

ad Wwman was happy.

It was noon, and the sunlight was hot on the cliff, when Tree slipped down the
knotted rawhi de rope to the | edge outside the cave where the |lovely slave girl
was kept.

He dropped to the | edge.

She noved back further, within the cave. She put out her hand, and shook her
head. Her eyes showed fear. She said sonmething in her barbarous tongue,

unintelligible to the Men.

Naked, defenseless, slight, the stone wall at her back, she was quite
beauti ful .

Tree leapt forward and thrust her, standing, stomach to the stone, against the
wal | .

Then, with a length of rawhide, he fastened her wists behind her back, and
turned her about to face him

Her back was now agai nst the stone. She | ooked up at him frightened. He
touched her hair. She said something in her barbarous tongue. He lifted her
fromher feet and put her, bound, on the two hides.

Though the sun outside was hot, the cave was cool. Tree went to the water
gourd and took a drink. He ate one of the pieces of hard fruit at the side of
the cave. Twice a day he had fed and watered the sl ave.

He then turned and | ooked at her, hands tied behind her back, sitting on the
hi des, | ooking at him

He approached her, and sat, cross-|egged, beside her. She tried to edge back
but the wall prevented her retreat. The stone was at her back.

She spoke again in the barbarous tongue, questioningly, fearfully.

He nade no nove toward her. For a long tine he | ooked at her, carefully,
relishing the delicious, captive curves of her slave body.



She said something to him pleading, obviously begging himto go away.

He spoke to her in the |Ianguage of the Men. "I am going to make you kick," he
told her. "I will teach you what it is for a female to kick for a man. | will
teach you to kick as you have never kicked before. I am going to nake you kick
superbly. "

Then he reached down and took her right ankle in his hand.
The lovely slave | ooked at himw th horror.
"Go away!" cried Brenda Hanmilton. "Go away!"

She tried to free her hands, but she, tied by a hunter, could not do so. She
nmoaned. She was defensel ess. Her entire body, each inch of it, curved and
vul nerabl e, lay open to his tongue, his teeth, his fingers, his hands, his
forces and pressures, his touch.

She tried to pull her ankle away but could not do so.

He seened anused that she, with only the slightness of the fermale, should try
to pit her strength against his.

She saw the dilation of his pupils, and knew that she was beautiful to him

A trenor of sensation coursed fromher ankle up her |eg. She shuddered.

"Rape me swiftly, you beast," she begged. "Be done with it!"

H s hand still on her ankle, he reached to her hair and pulled her head
forward, exposing the back of her neck. She felt his teeth, gently, biting at
t he back of her neck. Once she felt his jaws half close about the back of her
neck. She knew he could, if he wished, with those strong jaws and white teeth,
that |arge head, bite through the neck, breaking it. Then she was on her side,
hi s hands noving on her body, with the full liberty of those of a master on
the body of his female slave, in |ong, possessive, stimulating caresses. She
nmoaned, and tried to pull away, but his hands held her. Then she was put on
her back. He delighted hinmself with her breasts. She cl osed her eyes and
gritted her teeth. For a long time Tree, slowy, tenderly alnost, but with the
underlyi ng hardness of a master who, ultimately, will permt no conprom se,
and this the girl knows, kissed and touched her. He avoided only the

del i cacies of her delta, which she feared nost, shuddering, he m ght touch
Shoul d he do so, could she resist hinf

Brenda Hamilton lay miserably on two hides, on the stone floor of a prineval
cave, her hands tied behind her with a rawhi de thong.

She | ooked up at her naster

Her body was helpless. In it stirred tumults of sensation. But he had not yet
even touched her nost intimtely.

He was the nobst magnificent man she had ever seen, and she was hel pl essly his.
But he was only a savage, a barbarian! She was a thousand worlds and tinmes his
superior. She was sensitive, intelligent, educated, civilized! She jerked at
her wists, trying to free them But she | ooked up into his eyes. She saw t hat
he was m ghty; she sensed, too, in his eyes that his intelligence, in its raw,
untutored power, was far greater than even hers, greater even, she suspected,
than that of Gunther, who had been the nost brilliant man, saving Herjellsen
she had ever known. She | ooked up at him and knew that he was her superior in



every way. She turned her head miserably to one side. And this was his world,
not hers. She was not a thousand worlds and tinmes his superior. No. He was a

t housand worl ds and tines her superior! She, in this world, naked, bound,
lying at his nercy on hides in a prinmeval cave, was no nore than a slave, only
a sl ave.

H s hand noved toward her hel pl essness, but he did not touch her

She | ooked at him in terror, her body charged with blood, hurtling in the
rapi ds of her beauty.

This was the beast who had taken her in the forest, who had brought her slave
to his canp. How she hated him She had been forced, as a beast of burden, to
carry flint. He had | ooked on, inpassively, when she had been tied as bait, to
lure a predatory beast to a trap. She, and Ugly Grl, too, for that matter

m ght have been killed! She hated him And she had fled, but he, like a dog,
had foll owed her, easily. There had been no escape fromhim She | ooked up at
him She knew she could not escape him She shuddered, remenbering the

| eopard. She had fallen. It had | eaped toward her. The great shaft, tipped

wi th sharpened stone, had struck it fromher. Then he, seemingly as terrible,
as fierce, as inhuman and bl oodthirsty as the beast itself, had fallen upon
it, and, striking again and again, had killed it. She renenbered the grass,
the night, the blood pulsating fromthe beast's throat, and the killer
hunchi ng beside it, drinking its blood, and then, as a man, draw ng signs upon
hi s body, and anmong them the sign of the Men

And then standing over her, she only a naked, frightened fenale, from another
time, at his feet, with the great, stone-tipped spear

The | eopard, gutted and bled, he had forced her to carry back to the caves,
his trophy, borne on the shoul ders of the recaptured fenal e sl ave.

Then he had put her in this prison, in this cave, where she, nude, confined by
the steepness of the cliffs, nust, helpless, await his pleasure.

And then, the day after her incarceration, he had, viciously, with his man's
strength, laid the switch richly to her beauty, well disciplining the slave
for her flight. She had cried out to himthat she would not run away again.
She had, inadvertently, to her astoni shnent, and horror, in English, addressed
himas "Mster."

"No man will ever master Brenda Hanmilton," she said. And then, helplessly,
cl osing her eyes, she lifted her body to him

She, body arched, heard his great laughter in the cave, and, opening her eyes,
saw himsitting beside her, his head thrown back, roaring with | aughter

She | owered her body, and turned her head to one side.

When he had fini shed | aughi ng, she again regarded him

"Yes, I'myours,"” she said, "Master." She again lifted her body. "I am not
ashaned. You are ny naster. Do with ne what you will. | amyour slave."
Tree saw the lovely slave girl lift her body to him as though sloe m ght be

of the wonen.
He knew then that he coul d nake her kick, and nake her kick superbly.

He threw back his huge head and | aughed.



When he | ooked agai n upon her, she again, pleadingly, lifted her body to him
She said sonmething in her barbarous, unintelligible tongue. Tree did not
preci sel y understand what she said, of course, but he understood clearly the
subm ssi veness of her tone of voice. She was asking himto use her as a
femal e. She was submitting herself to him

Gently with tongue and fingers he fell upon the nost vul nerabl e delicacies and
beauti es of her hel pl essness.

She began to withe and screamwi th pl easure.

But Tree did not forget the I essons of Od Wman for he, in his strategens,
had only begun to arouse the |ovely, helpless slave. Wen he finally entered
her she was quivering and crying and biting at him but even then he,
follow ng the advice of A d Wnman, resisted her pleadings, and the piteous,
supplicatory novenents of her body, sonetines, by sheer force, holding her
weepi ng, imobile. But at last, after nore than a thousand, varying stabs of
pl easure, swift, and slow, and gentle, and fierce, and sweet and hard, he, as
she screaned with pleasure, rearing under him shattered her, exploding wthin
her the I ong-w thheld tenseness, the force, of his manhood. He did not then
wi thdraw from her either, for Add Wman had told himto stay with the woman,
and hold her, and caress her, or it would be Iike taking food from her nouth,
| eaving her half hungry.

"Don't |eave nme!" wept Brenda Hamilton. "Don't |eave ne!" She fought the

t hongs that bound her wists behind her back. She wanted to seize the hunter
and hold him tightly, in her arms, never letting himgo. But her wists were
behi nd her back, fastened tightly in rawhide |oops. He could | eave her with
ease, should he w sh.

"Pl ease don't |eave ne!" she wept.
And the hunter continued to hold her, small, soft, yielded, piteously his,
agai nst the now-rel axed gentl eness of his | eanness, his supine mght, his

har dness, now suddenly gentle, now unbent |ike a great bow

Though she knew he coul d not understand her, Brenda Hamilton, in English,
softly, her head against his chest, spoke to the hunter

"My name is Brenda Hamilton," she said. "You could not perhaps understand ny

world. It is very different fromyours. | come froma different time. On ny
own world I am of sone small inmportance. There | am a respected person, highly
intelligent and well educated. | have an advanced degree in a technica

subject froma great university. Here | amonly a naked femal e, and even ny
wists are bound. Here | amonly an outsider, and a despi sed slave, but here
amin your arms. My world, in many ways, is enpty. This world, in many ways,
is much nore real. | suppose | should be horrified that | lie here a slave in
a primeval cave but | amnot, dear hunter, dissatisfied. | would not have it
ot herwi se, dear hunter. Do you know why that is? Do you think it is sinmply
because you have mastered ne, and nmade nme behave as a slave in your arns?
Because you have made ne truly a slave? Ch yes, dear hunter, | acknow edge
that | amyour slave, conpletely. You have given ne no choice in that. But is
there not nore to it, dear hunter? It is not that | amsinply a slave girl. |
amrather a slave girl who helplessly loves her master. Did you give ne
choice, either, in that? No, you did not, you beast." Then Hami|ton, gently,
ki ssed the hunter. "The slave girl |oves her naster," she whispered. "I |ove
you, mnmy nmaster."

It was |ate afternoon when the hunter left the slave. Before he left, he



unti ed her hands. But he did not let her touch him rather he thrust her back
stunbling, tears in her eyes, for she was, after all, only a slave.

Then his | ean body, band over hand, disappeared up the knotted rawhi de rope,
whi ch he drew up after him

Brenda Hami | ton extended her hand after him "Cone back to nme, Master," she
cried. "Conme back to ne, soon!"

In the cave Brenda Hamilton threw herself on the hides and cried out for joy.
"I love him" she cried. "I love him" And then she npaned, "Cone back to ne,
soon, Master!"

Not only had the inconpleted sensation in her body, which the hunter had | ong
ago induced in her, been conpleted, but it had led to a thousand ot her
rhapsodi es of pleasure, dinensions of feeling, of enmption, of tissue
sentience, of body awareness, of which before in her |ife she had never
suspected the existence. Her body, for the first time, seened rich and

gl orious, and saturated with excitenment and feeling. She wanted to kiss his
hands and |ips and manhood for what they had done to her. For the first tine
in her life she felt the fantastic sentience of an owned, |oving female. And,
too, she had begun to suspect, in his touchings and | ovings, that even beyond
t hese di mensions of joy, |ike thousands of doors and horizons, there might lie
others, and nore. She wanted to train herself, and to grow, fromday to day,
fromyear to year, eagerly exploring and | earning, in sentience and feeling.
She knew worren coul d i nprove thenmselves in such matters, as in any others. She
must give attention to them She nust train herself to becone nore responsive,
perhaps nore swiftly reflexive, to feel nore rapidly and nore deeply. She had
just begun to sense the possible depths of her feelings, the possible heights
of her ecstasies. She had just begun, under the hands of a prinmeval hunter, to
learn the possibilities, the capacities, of her femnal eness.

"I love you, Master!" she cried.

That night, bringing a piece of hot neat in his teeth, Tree returned to the
| ovely sl ave.

He did not tie her hands.

He offered her the neat. She threw it aside and fell to her knees before him
thrusting her head beneath his skins, kissing his manhood.

Tree took her in his arms and, |aughing, threw her back to the hides on the
fl oor of the cave.

Four days nmore was the lovely Brenda Hanmilton kept a hel pless love slave in
t he prineval cave

In this time the hunter spent nuch time with her, day and night, only |eaving
her to fetch food and water. Wen he returned she woul d wel cone hi m

hel pl essly, deliciously, and nelt into his arns.

"Tree keeps his little bird long on her perch," said Spear to A d Wnan

"He is training her well," said Od Wnman.

Spear had | aughed, and turned away.

ad Wman sniled to hersel f. She remenbered that, years ago, though it was
still fresh in her nenory, when she had been a young and beautiful woman,



Drawer had simlarly trained her, and superbly.

Above, in her high, prison cave, Brenda Hanmilton lay in the arns of her
hunter. "I |ove you, Master," she whispered to him "I |ove you."

Had she known of the conversation of Spear and O d Wrman, and coul d she have
spoken t he | anguage of the

Men, she woul d have stood brazenly before Tree, |aughing, her hands behi nd her
head, her body thrust toward him "Yes, Master," she would have | aughed. "You
have trained nme well. | amnow a well-trained slave."

And Tree woul d have seized her by the ankle and again pulled her to the hides,
| aughi ng, and she, in his arnms, looking up at him a |lovely, eager slave,
woul d, lifting her |lips and body again to his, have again addressed herself to
her duties, those of his pleasure.

"Thank you, oh thank you, Master!" cried Brenda Hanilton. She reached out and
took the rectangl e of soft deerskin, about a foot w de, and sonme two feet

| ong, beveled inward on each end. Both edges, and the bevel ed sides, were
turned and sewn, and through the top edge, through perforations, was drawn, as
t hough stitched through, a slender rawhide strap, serving as a belt.

Del i ghtedly she wapped this sinple skirt about her, and tied the ends of the
strap belt, as she had seen the women do, over her left hip. Because of the

i nwardly bevel ed edges, her left |leg was nmuchly reveal ed, and thrust
provocatively fromthe skirt. Many of the younger wormen wore such garnents.

Fl ower, and Antel ope, did. Coud did not.

Brenda Hami | ton, delighted, proud, wal ked and posed, and turned, before her
hunter, her master.

He, she saw, was startled to see her thusly.

Then she wal ked before himas one of the wonen, as she had seen the wonen
wal k, displaying thenmselves in their walk to nen.

She saw himgrin w dely.

He gestured her to him and she ran, barefoot, to him.

He jerked on the knot at her left hip. It could not be i medi ately | oosened.
"Tie this properly,"” he said to her in the |anguage of the Men.

"Yes, Master," she said in English, shyly, well understanding him bediently
she tied the knot in the fashion of the younger wonmen. She lifted her lips to
him and kissed him "You beast," she whispered. Now, at a single tug, she
could be stripped. "You make your slave feel very vulnerable, Master," she

whi spered to him She kissed himagain, excited. Then she darted away, and
turned to face him She then, in her novenents, well displayed her |egs. They
were marvel ous. Tree regarded them as the best |egs of any fermale in the canp,
except perhaps those of Flower or Butter fly. "The slave thanks her nmaster for
her beautiful gown," said Brenda Hamilton. She then, |ooking demurely down,
her left index finger beneath her chin, holding with her right hand the
deerskin fromher right thigh, curtsied to him

Tree had never seen such a novenent. It made hi m | augh

"Come here," said he, in the | anguage of the Men, gesturing to her



Brenda Hami|ton quickly sped to her master. She knew that he, |ike any
powerful male brute of these times, nmust be obeyed swiftly and well by his
femal es. Too, unaccountably perhaps, she found herself eager to be pronmptly
obedient to him

From hi s pouch he drew forth a |Iong tangle of claws, shells and thongs.
He untangled it and held it out, up before his face, smling.

It was an ornament, a necklace, of the sort that the femal es of the Men often
wor e about their neck.

Brenda Hamilton put forth her hand, but she did not touch it. "It is
beautiful, Master," she whi spered.

"See," said Tree, in the |anguage of the Men, pointing to a small rectangle of
| eat her, about an inch square, one of five, threaded into the thongs, with the
claws and shells. Brenda Hamilton | ooked. On it she saw, drawn, scratched into
the | eather and pignented in red, the sign of the Men. The same sign
identically, appeared on the other four rectangles. Tree turned her about and
then, standing quite closely behind her, wapped the necklace, in four |oops,
snugly, about her neck. He then tied it behind the back of her neck, tightly.
She knew it identified her, by neans of the rectangles, as a wonan of the Men.
She put back her head, to touch the hunter. She wondered if this sort of thing
were the origin of the necklace, that it served in the beginning not sinply as
an ornanent but as, in its way, an identifying slave collar. Tree turned her
roughly about. Eagerly her lips net his, those of her naster

She felt his hand reach to her hip.

An hour later, in his arns, pushing back his hair at his neck, kissing him
Brenda Hami|lton saw again the tiny, strange mark on his neck. She had seen
this before. It intrigued her. It was a birthmark. It was like a tiny bluish
stem wi th branches reaching upward. It was fromthis mark that her hunter had
had his name, "Tree."

She kissed the tiny mark

He smiled and pointed to the mark, and to hinmself. "I am Tree," he said, in

t he | anguage of the Men. "Tree."

She ki ssed himbeneath the chin. "I am Brenda," she said. She kissed him
again. "Your slave's nane is Brenda, Master, unless you wish to give her
anot her nanme. Then the other nanme would be hers, and not Brenda."

"Brenda?" he asked, picking the nane from her words.

She knelt beside him and pointed to herself. "I am Brenda," she said.
"Brenda. "

"Brenda," he said. She sml ed.

The word "Brenda," of course, in the |anguage of the Men, had no neani ng.
Tree, or Spear, or one of the other nen, could eventually give her a nane in
t he I anguage of the Men. In the meantine the noise "Brenda" would do. It
provi ded a means by whi ch, when she was w shed, the beautiful slave could be
sunmoned.

Tree rose to his feet. He indicated that the beauty should clothe herself.



Ham | ton wrapped the brief skirt about her and tied it over the left hip,
tying it as she knew her naster desired, that it mght be | oosened with a
single pull.

She stood across fromhim some eight feet fromhim on the floor of the high
cave. She was barefoot. She wore a brief skirt of tanned deerskin. She was

bar e- breasted. Her hair was long, |oose and dark. About her neck, tw sted and
| ooped, four tines, was a neckl ace of claws, shells and thongs, and, threaded
anong them part of the necklace itself, the small squares of |eather, bearing
on them clearly, the sign of the Men. Brenda Hanmilton stood proudly, a
primeval female, one of the women, facing a prinmeval nan, one of the Men, one
of her nmsters.

"Come, female," said Tree, turning about and going to the |edge.
He grasped the knotted rope.
Brenda Hamilton came, too, to the | edge, and put her arns about his neck.

In an instant she was swinging, clinging to him over a drop of nore than one
hundred and seventy-five feet. But she was not afraid. Quickly, seenming hardly
i npeded by her weight, he clinbed up the knotted rope. He drew the rope up
after him freed it froma small, stunted tree, and | ooped it over his

shoul der. Then, scranbling and clinmbing, noving fromledge to | edge, he gai ned
the height of the cliff. To Ham Iton the view was breat htaking, the sight of
the fields and forests, and two rivers, extending to the horizon. Then
rapidly, she followed him .He was noving across the top of the cliff, one of
a series of such, and, then, making his way downwards, in a roundabout

fashion. In sone places steps had been chipped fromthe stone. In other places
a branch of a snmall tree provided a handhold. Taken with care the descent was
not danger ous.

Brenda Hanilton snelled neat cooking.

The slave, hungry, no longer fearful, delightedly, followed her master
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Tree, kneeling beside the roasted carcass, cut with the edge of his stone
kni fe through the hot neat, fat streaking and bubbling at the edge of the
flint blade, severing a huge, steam ng chunk

Ant el ope and O oud knelt behind him Then another woman thrust herself in
front of .them kneeling behind the hunter

Cloud, with a cry of anger, seized Brenda Ham lton by the hair and pulled her
back. Like a tigress, screaming with fury, Hanmilton turned on her, striking
her with her fists across the face. O oud stunbl ed back, startled, scranbling,
and Hamilton foll owed her, striking her tw ce again, and kicking her. Then

C oud whi npered, and fell back, astonishment in her eyes, and tears, and fear
Hami I ton took a step toward her and, crying out, C oud, on her hands and
knees, scrambl ed away. Then, seeing Hamilton did not pursue her, she crept
away, shrinking back, driven fromthe side of the hunter

Hamilton felt the swift, hissing slash of a switch on her back, and turned,
wildly, in fury, to see Antel ope, her hand again rai sed. Hamlton's back
stung. But Antel ope did not have tine to strike again for Hanmilton had | eapt
on her, and the two fermales rolled, scream ng, scratching, biting, pulling



hair, claw ng, over and over, anong the bodies, even to the edge of the fire.
The nmen and wonen, and children, separated, to let the females fight. Then
panting, bleeding, hair awmy, scratched, bitten the two fenmal es, now naked,
rose to their feet and circled one another. Then with a scream of rage
Ham | ton | eaped on Antel ope, and had her hands, both hands, in the other's
hair. She jerked Antel ope back and forth, and swung her about, while Antel ope,
screaming in pain, tried vainly to free Ham lton's hands from her dark hair.
And then Hamilton threw her by the hair to her feet on her back and seized up
the switch, and began to |ash at her, and Antelope rolled to her stonach,
weepi ng, head tw sted, Hanmilton's left hand still fastened in her hair,
Ant el ope's hands futilely on Hamlton's wist. Hanmilton, with the switch
agai n and again, struck Antel ope's extended, exposed body, and then Antel ope,
weepi ng, struggled to her knees and put her head down, her hands over her
head. Twenty nore times Ham lton struck her and then, by the hair, she hurled
her to her feet. Then Hanilton stood over Antel ope, her hand no | onger in her
hair, but the switch raised

Ant el ope shook her head, tears in her eyes, and held her hands out before her,
to shield her fromany bl ows which mght fall.

"Pl ease,"” she cried in the | anguage of the Men, "don't hit me again."
Ham | ton | owered the switch.
Antel ope, tears in her eyes, crept away.

Suddenly Hamilton saw Short Leg, first woman of Spear, |eader of the wonen,
faci ng her.

Short Leg put out her hand for the switch.

Ham | ton, frightened, sought the eyes of Tree.

Hami I ton put the switch into Short Leg's hand and then Hami|ton, naked and
bl eedi ng, knelt before Short Leg and, submi ssively, put her head to the

ground, her hair in the dirt before Short Leg' s feet.

Short Leg turned away, and threw the switch into the darkness, and returned to
her pl ace behi nd Spear.

Suddenly the Men, |ooking upon Antel ope, and Cl oud and Hamilton, began to

| augh, with the exception of Stone, who, too this time, once again, seened
anused. The wonen reddened and were nuch disconfited. It pleased the nen to
see the women fight. They | ooked so foolish. Hanmilton and Antel ope tied their
brief skirts about their hips.

Then Hami Iton knelt down behind Tree, snpothing her hair.

Runner said to Coud. "Kneel behind nme. | will feed you."

O oud went and knelt behind Runner. Runner had |ong had his eye on Coud. He
relished her short, thick body, her sturdy ankles. He found her juicy. He
wanted to feel her hair on his nanhood.

Ant el ope | ooked about fromface to face. She seenmed agoni zed.

"Lift your body to nme," said Wlf, "and | will feed you."

Antel ope | ay before WIf and lifted her body to him He threw her a piece of
neat .



"Come to ny cave later," he said.

"Yes, WIf," she said.

Behi nd Tree Brenda Hamilton knelt. She opened her nouth and pointed her finger
toit. He held nmeat to her in his mouth and she, biting into it and hol di ng
it, tore free her portion

The neat that the Men ate was always rare or alnpst rare. It was juicier that
way, |ess crusted and burned. It was also, though they did not know this, nore
nutritious. Another thing that surprised Hamlton was the ampunt of fat eaten
The fat was very inportant, and she was hungry for it. She ate nuch of it. In
her normal civilized diet fats had been avail able in dozens of sources, such
as oils, mlk, butter and cheese, but, ampong the Men these foods did not

exi st, and the essential need for fats nust be, and was, satisfied by the fats
of slain aninmals.

Hami | ton al so noted the Men, and their wonen and children, splitting bones,
and scrapi ng and sucking out the marrow

Tree gave Hanmilton a small piece of the animal's liver. This, though she did
not know it, was a rich source of vitamin A

Then Tree began to cut other meat fromthe carcass, and to gorge hinsel f upon
it.

He paid the slave little nore attention

"You beast," she said, "I amstill hungry."

After a time, smling, Ham|ton began to whinper, as she had heard the wonen
doi ng soneti nmes.

The hunter turned to regard her

She opened her nouth and pointed her finger to it.

He turned away.

"You beast," said Hamilton. She really wanted nore to eat. Wat did he want?

Then she lay on her back, and whi npered. He turned and regarded her. She
lifted her body to him "There, you beast," she | aughed.

She felt a piece of neat strike her body, and she took it and began, getting
up and kneeling, to feed on it.

He grinned at her, and she, chewing on the neat, snmiled at him

"I ama prostitute," she thought. "I, like the others, have lifted ny body for
a piece of neat." It was quite good.

She saw his eyes. She knew he woul d make her pay himwell later, for such
nmeat, given to a female, was not w thout cost.

She was not unhappy. She was, rather, much pl eased. She knew she woul d be nade
to enjoy paying for it.

Then the hunter turned about and, flint knife in hand, again fell on the neat.



Ham | ton | ooked about. She saw the nen eating, and the wonen and children. The
firelight cast wild shadows on the cliffs, containing the shelters, |ooning
above them The trees, behind her, the beginning of the forest, were dark. The
men squatted, or sat cross-legged chewing, their bodies |arge, their hair

| ong, powerful, intelligent nmen, like animals. Their ferales, their
properties, knelt behind them chewi ng on neat given to them by the nen, the
masters. Here and there there wandered a dirty, naked child, holding a bit of
bone or gristle. Several of themclung about the |large, fearsonely ugly
fellow, with the extended cani ne, and he gave thembits of food. The girl,
Butterfly, had distributed the meat to the children, with the exception of
what she kept for herself, which seemed consi derable. The ol der boy, to whom
she had been cruel, crouched to one side, watching the hunters. He seened
hungry. The girl did not share the meat with him It was hers, as ol dest of
the children, to divide and give out, except for the very young children, who
were fed separately. Butterfly wore a garnent like a sinple, brief dress of
deerskin, which covered her breasts. Hanmilton noted that her legs were trim
and shapely. Hanmilton also noted that Spear watched her. She had little doubt
that the girl Butterfly would, by the spring, be told to bare her breasts and
beg with the other wonen. She would no | onger be a child. She would be then
only another wonan of the Men. Doubtless, then, a necklace, too, would be
found for her, one bearing the insignia of the Men

Hami | ton studi ed the faces. She would learn | ater the names of Spear and
Stone, and Wl f and Fox, and Arrow Maker, Runner, Knife, Tooth and Hyena. She
al ready knew the nane of Tree, though she knew only, of course, the sound in
t he | anguage of the nen, not what it meant. Too, she regarded Short Leg whom
she feared, and Antel ope and O oud, and Nurse and O d Wman, and the ot hers.

She was startled, and troubled, to see the face of Knife, as he regarded
Spear. She saw in his eyes envy, and hatred. Yet, clearly, Knife was the son
of Spear. Ham lton wondered at the hostility. Spear, she knew, was the |eader
The younger man, Hamilton supposed, wanted to be first in the group. Her own
hunter, Tree, seened unconcerned with such matters.

Ham | ton saw Fl ower behind Knife, distracting himby caresses.
Fl ower | ooked angrily at Hamilton
Ham | ton | ooked away. She did not want Knife. He frightened her

On the outskirts of the group, little nore than a hunched, kneeling shadow,
Ham I ton saw Ugly Grl, waiting for the feeding to end and the group to

di sband, that she might creep forward and poke through the ashes for scraps of
nmeat or drops of grease on the half-burned wood. Hanilton shuddered. How
horrid Ugly Grl was

Ugly Grl was not of the wonen. Ugly G rl was not even human
Ham | ton finished the neat.

Soon the fire was built up and the group cleared a circle about it. The nen
drew to one side and the wonen to the other. The children renai ned behind the
worren. Hamilton knelt with the femal es. None of them gave the | east sign of
objection. She realized, suddenly, she was accepted as a femal e anong them
They were all slaves, and she among them but she now no nore than they.

Runner brought out two sticks and be beat themtogether. Arrow Maker had
carved a flute. Tooth had a small hide drum The men began to sing, a
repetitive song, in which responses were sung to sonethi ng shouted by Toot h.



The wonen did not sing words, but they uttered noises, carrying, too, the

nmel ody. They swayed together at tines and cl apped their hands rhythmcally.
Later, Fox |leaped to his feet and danced, to the clapping of hands and the

sl appi ng of knees. Then Wl f, too, joined him Together they joined in a
narrative dance, in which WIf played the role, apparently, of a |arge bear

or some such animal, which Fox, after rnuch noving about, and swayi ng and

stal king here and there, apparently nmanaged to confront and slay, but, when
Fox turned his back, WIf, to the delight of the children, |eaped up, roaring,
and chased himfromthe circle.

"Put the new fenale before the fire," said Spear

Tree gestured that Brenda should stand before the group, in the open space,
before the fire. She did so, erect and beautiful, a |lovely, bare-breasted
slave, in the necklace which procl ai nred her as being a wonan of the Men.
"What is her nane?" asked Spear

"She calls herself Brenda," said Tree.

"That is not a nanme," said Spear

"True," adnmitted Tree. It was surely not a word of nmeaning for the nmen. Thus,
for themat least, it was not a nane.

"G ve her a name," said Spear

Tree rose to his feet and went to stand before Ham |Iton. She | ooked up into
his eyes.

He then crouched down and, picking up a stick, drew a picture in the dirt.

It was the picture of an animal, as seen from above, a synbolic representation

but clearly recogni zabl e. Brenda | ooked down and saw the ovoid shell, the head
and tiny tail, the four small |egs sticking out at the sides of the shell.
Tree pointed to it. "It is a turtle,"” said Hamlton, in English.

"Turtle," said Tree, in the |anguage of the Men

"Turtle," repeated Ham lton, this tinme in the | anguage of the Men.
Tree pointed to her. "Turtle," he said.

"No," she said, "please."

Tree again pointed to her. "Turtle," he said.

Then he forced her to her knees, and gestured that she should kiss the sign he
had drawn in the dirt.

She fell to her knees before it.

Tree grinned at her. The nane Turtle, to the nmen, was not a deneani ng name. In
fact, to them it was a rather attractive nane. They regarded small turtles as
pretty little beasts. Tree made a notion with his nouth. Hanmi|ton understood.
Turtles, too, were delicious. And then Tree, grinning, put his hands together
and flipped themover, and w ggled them Hanmilton | ooked down, reddening. The
turtle, too, when placed on her back, is al most hel pl ess.



"Turtle," said Tree, pointing to her. Then be gestured that she should kiss
the sign in the dirt.

Ham I ton read his eyes, and put her head down, and ki ssed the sign
She lifted her head.

"Tree," said Tree, gesturing to hinself. He | ooked at her. "Turtle," said
Ham I ton, in the | anguage of the Men, eyes down, referring to herself,
touchi ng her chest with her fingers.

It was thus that Brenda Hamilton was given the name Turtle among the Men.
Then she stood alone in the circle, a prineval fenale before her nasters.
"How does she ki ck?" asked Spear

"Splendidly," said Tree.

"Good," said Spear. Then he said, "Let the femal es dance for us. Then we shal
retire.”

Toot h began to pound on his small hide drum Runner began to beat his sticks
toget her, and a nelody, to the touch of Arrow Maker's fingers, began to energe
fromthe | ong, narrow, wooden flute.

Fl ower was first to join Hamlton before the fire, and then C oud and
Ant el ope, and the younger women, and those not pregnant or nursing. dd Wnman
did not join them nor did heavy Nurse. Short Leg, too, stayed kneeling to one
side. Flower tore away her deerskin skirt and wapped it about her left wist.
Ham I ton, angrily, did so, too. And the others. Flower thrust her body toward
Kni fe, and then, when he reached for her, |eaped back. Hamilton, boldly, did
the sane with Tree. Antel ope swayed before Wl f. d oud, naked, noved slowy
bef ore Runner, who had fed her. And the wonen, to the drum the beating of the
sticks, the nelody of the flute, danced before the men. The prineval fenale,
Turtle, too, danced with them She danced before all the nen, but nostly
before one, a lean, tall hunter, squatting, who watched her, with narrow eyes
t hat caressed each swaying inch of her, with eyes that drove her wild with the
desire to please him For a time Hamilton, the prinmtive female, Turtle, one
of the wonmen of the Men, lost herself in the dance and nusic. She felt the
dirt beneath her feet, and the novenents of her body, the pounding of her
breath and bl ood, the eyes of the nen. To one side |oomed the cliffs,
containing the shelters, to the other |oonmed the dark forests, and, between
them in the light of the fire, uninhibited and organic, liberated in their
sexuality, in this environment conpletely free to express the deepest and npst
prof ound needs of their female reality, danced the wonen. Hyena crept away
fromthe fire. He was insane and sterile, and hated beauty. The nen cl apped
and shouted. Never had Hamilton felt so fermale, so free. For the first tine
she felt she could nmove her body precisely as she wanted, and she did so. The
agricultural revolution was, in its success, thousands of years in the future.
Wth it would come concentrations of popul ation, the seclusion and
restrictions of wonen, human sacrifice, taxations, religions and | aws, the
victories of priesthoods and oppressive traditions, and the organi zation of
fear and superstition for the purposes of profit; in thousands of years would
cone the time of the haters, the Hyenas. The tine had not yet come when it
woul d be wong for wonen to dance and nen to be pleased in their beauty. The
seeds of Eve's apple tree had not yet been pl anted.

But the agricultural revolution was essential for the devel opnent of
technol ogy, and the devel opment of technol ogy was essential for the



opportunity to touch the stars.
No one knew how hi gh m ght grow the branches of the apple tree.

No one guessed that men mght return to paradi se, and, once nore, now ready,
havi ng once eaten, clinb it.

Pronet heus was tortured, but the G eek ships, carrying fire in copper bow s,
col oni zed a worl d.

Wth a pounding Tooth's drum was suddenly silent, and Runner stopped striking
the sticks, and the flute of Arrow Maker was silent.

FIl ower dropped to the ground before Knife, eyes hot, breathing heavily, blood
pounding, and lifted her body to him

Ham | ton, joyously and brazenly, excited, gasping, wld, her blood surging,
her heart pounding, flung her body to the dirt before Tree, and lifted it,
supplicating himfor his touch. Coud fell before Runner, and Antel ope before
Vol f.

Hami I ton felt herself lifted easily in Tree's arnms. He was incredibly strong.
She felt herself carried with incredible |lightness. She put her arns about his
neck, and ki ssed him

Over her head she saw, bright and beautiful in the black, velvety night, the
stars. "Turn their eyes to the stars,” had said Herjellsen. "Turn their eyes
to the stars.”

She saw, too as she was carried, behind Tree, anong the shadows, hunched and
timd, round-shoul dered, now creeping forward to the dying fire, to hunt for
food, Ugly Grl.

She again ki ssed Tree.

He carried her to his cave.

19

Ham | ton, the worman called Turtle, one of the wonmen of the Men, returned to
the shelters, through the snow, carrying bound in rawhide, on her left
shoul der, a heavy | oad of wood, food for the cave fires.

She wore | eggi ngs and her feet were wapped in hide, tied about her ankles and
cal ves. She wore a tunic of deerskin, which fell to her knees, and, over that,
a sleeveless, furred jacket, belted, which, too, fell to her knees. Her head
was bare. Her hair was bound back with a string of rawhi de and shells.

For five months Turtle had been a slave of the Men, and, in particular, of one
called Tree. He had anused hinself with others, as the whimtook him but
there was no doubt that Turtle, dark-haired and lovely, was his favorite. The
other males of the Men, too, often used Turtle, as it pleased themto do so,
and she found many of them marvel ous and strong, and it much pl eased her, from
tinme to tine, to kick for them and well. Sonetines, even when she had not
wanted to kick, they had, as Tree had before them given her no choice but to
ki ck, and superbly. She was only a wonan, and at their mercy. They would force
her body, and then her will, by neans of her body, to do what they w shed, for
they were men, and master. Spear, the |leader, in particular, had been



i ncredi ble. He was second in her opinion only to Tree. \Wen he had |l eft her
she had lain on the hides, beaten with the weight and power of his thrusting,
exhausted and stunned. She had then well understood how it was that such a man
was the | eader, and how it was that he could feed five of the vital
prehistoric females. But the heart of the lovely slave, Turtle, always, inits
depth, lay only in the capture thongs of one hunter, and one hunter al one, he
who had first taken her, he who had brought her slave to the camp of the Men,
he who had first forced her, in a high, prison cave, to yield to him to
hel pl essly Iove him Tree, of the Men.

She was, in a sense that the Men found hard to understand, Tree's al one. Even
when she screanmed with joy in their arns, they knew they had forced only her

yi el ding, and not her love. Only the arns of Tree, and his touch, had been
strong enough to force that. Each night, after the ecstasy they had induced in
her, she would creep to the side of Tree, whose cave she kept, whose skins she
cl eaned, at whose side she slept. And once, a week ago, Tree had not pernmitted
Knife to use her. She had been frightened. They had al nost fought. There was
bad bl ood between the two nen. She had wanted to give her body to Knife, that
Tree not be endangered, but Tree, violently, had struck her and thrown her to
one side of the cave. She had crouched there, terrified her nmouth bl eedi ng.

Kni fe had drawn a stone knife. "Go!" had said Spear to Knife. Knife, angrily,
had turned away. Flower had to run to him to console him Over his shoul der
angrily, she had | ooked back. "It is not the way of the Men," said Spear to
Tree, "to keep a wonman to oneself." "I do not want Knife to use her," said
Tree. "Strip," had said Spear to frightened Turtle. She did so, inmmediately.
"Watch," had said Spear to Tree. Angrily Tree sat down, cross-legged. Then
Spear had taken Turtle, and slowly, making her yield to him whinpering,
trying to restrain herself. At |last she had withed under him bucking, crying
out in msery. Spear renained a tine with her, and then, not |ooking at Tree,
he left her. Tears in her eyes Turtle lay on her side and held out her hand to
Tree. He rose to his feet, turned away and left her. She wept. The next day
Tree said to her. "Go to Knife. Strip yourself and lift your body to him"
"Yes, Tree," had said Turtle, in the | anguage of the Men, which she had, in
the Iast nonths, learned to speak. She went to Knife and did as she was told.
Mol l'ified, Knife used her, swiftly, casually. Holding her clothing Turtle then
returned to Tree. "I have done what you told ne," she said. Then she wept.
"You area wonan," he said to her. "You are a wonan of the Men. You belong to
all of the Men. Do you understand that?" "Yes, Tree," she had said.

"But mpst," said Tree, grinning, "you belong to ne!l"

"Yes, Tree," said Turtle, and ran to him And he used her better than Spear

or Knife, or any of the others, better than they m ght have dreanmed of using a
worran.

When she lay in his arns, afterwards, she spoke to himin English, as it

pl eased her, though he did not know the tongue. "In ny heart," she whispered
to him "it is yours only whose slave | am ny master. | am your hel pl ess,
adoring slave. Do with ne what you will. | |love you, ny master. | |ove you."

Kni fe, satisfied, seldomused her thereafter, and when he did so, it was only
as he mght have used Antel ope, or Coud, or any of the other slaves.

ad Wman snmiled to herself. "It is well the way of the Men has been kept,"
she said. And then she renenmbered Drawer. Spear had killed him when he had
gone blind. Add Wman hated Spear, but she knew, as Knife did not, and nany of
the others did not, that he was a great and w se | eader. There were few groups
who had a man so great as huge, swift, ugly Spear to | ead them

Turtle, under the |oad of wood, trudged through the snow toward the shelters.



She was happy. This norning the hunters had taken neat. Toni ght she woul d be
wel | fed, and, after the dancing and singing, she would pay for her neat,
lovingly, in Tree's arnms. How far away seenmed her old world, with its
pollutions, its hatreds, its nadnesses. How sinple and deep and beautiful, and
now, clear and cold, seened this fresh, virginal world in which she, a
burden-bearing slave, returned to the shelters of her masters. The snow cl ung
to the branches, and, in the distance, rearing up at the edge of the forest,
she saw the cliffs. How marvel ous they seened, with their nunerous, deep
caves.

Too, some of the caves held marvel s.

Once, A d Wnan, when the nen were away hunting, had taken her, with a torch
deep into one of the caves. Wren were forbidden to go into this cave but Ad
Wman did not care, and Hamilton bad followed her. In the Iight of the
torches, Hamlton, in awe, had seen, drawn on the walls and ceiling, sone

pl aces whi ch nust have been reached by a now di scarded scaffol di ng, paintings
in reds and yellows, and browns, and bl acks, of huge and beautiful animals.
There were bison there, and running antel ope, and the aurochs, and even the

m ghty mamot h. They were done with an expression, and a zest, and beauty and
freedom and joy, that was al nost inconprehensible to her. Here and there,
too, almost in caricature, conpared to the aninals, were sticklike figures of
men, with bows and spears. Hamilton saw that all of the animals, within their
bodi es, projecting fromthem bore the weapons of nen. She supposed t hat
hunti ng magi c had been done here, synpathetic magic, but, too, with it,
exceeding it, was the celebration of the vigor, the strength and beauty of the
beasts which the Men loved and hunted. Hamilton had stood there, in the half
dar kness, suddenly seeing these shapes and colors spring into existence, under
ad Wwman's lifted torch. It was alnost as if they were alive, noving on the
wal | s.

"Drawer made these," said A d Wnman, sinply.

"How did you dare to cone to this place?" asked Hanilton

ad Wwman sniled. "Drawer brought ne," she said. "He showed ne."

"Where is Drawer?" had asked Hanilton.

"Spear killed him" said dd Wnan. "He went blind. Spear killed him™"
Hami | ton was silent.

"He was old," said Ad Wman. "He was not good for much."

"But you cared for him" said Ham lton. "You |iked Drawer?"

"Yes," said dd Wman. "I |iked Drawer."

Hamilton lifted her head, and | ooked about herself, at the paintings.

Ani mal s had made tools, and manlike things, before nen, had made tools. Tools
needed not be a sign of man. But where there was art then, incontrovertibly,
stood man. It is not in the nmaking of tools, but in the invention of beauty,
in the gratuitous invention of art, that we have unni stakabl e evidence of the

first presence of man. In the creation of beauty something which m ght before
not have been human becane hunman, and unm stakably so.

"They are beautiful," said Ham Iton



"Drawer made them" said Ad Wnman. "W nust go now. "

"What are these?" asked Ham | ton. She indicated a number of hands, sone
outlined in color, sone printed in col or

"l do not know," said Od Wmn. "It is a secret of the Men."

Ham | t on wondered about them but did not ask further, for Ad Wnan
apparently did not know

"Look," said Od Wman. She picked up a fiat, rounded stone fromthe floor of
the cave.

Ham I ton | ooked at it, carefully. It seened at first, to her, only a maze of
lines, unintelligible scratches. Then, suddenly, she saw, anobng the lines, a
flowi ng, hulking torso of a bison. Follow ng another set of |ines,
superinposed, she traced out a gazellelike creature, swift, horned; then she
found the lineanments of the forequarters, head and paws of a cave lion; there
were two other drawings as well; one of a deer and, to her delight, shaggy and
tusked, that of a hairy manmoth. |,

The rock had been a good one. The drawer had used it, she supposed, as a
sket chbook. 1t contained pictures which mght even have been studies for sone
of the paintings on the wall.

ad Wman took the rock. She put it back down on the floor of the cave. "It
was Drawer's rock," she said. "He gave it to ne when be went blind. | brought
it here, to be with his other paintings."

Then A d Wwman, with the torch, turned about and led the way fromthe | arge
room She stopped at the threshold into the narrow passage which had led to
the room "I liked Drawer," she said.

"Why have you shown ne these things?" asked Hamilton

"Tree is Drawer's son," said AOd Wman. Then she turned about, and led the way
fromthe room Hanilton follow ng behind her, follow ng the pool of torchlight
cast, noving, on the walls of the passage.

Turtle slightly shifted the weight of the wood on her |eft shoul der

The snow was four inches deep. Her breath bung before her face. Under her
tunic and jacket she perspired. In the caves, she would, |ike many of the

ot her women, strip herself, or discard her clothing to the waist. In
civilization Hamilton, in the winter, had |iked closed roons and consi derabl e
warnth. But, with the Men, she bad conme to find overheating and cl oseness

di stasteful, and even extrenely unconfortable. Living outdoors had w ought
changes in her body chem stry. Tenperatures which she m ght once have found
chilly, and which nmight once have nade her mniserable, she now found only
refreshing, even zestful and stinulating. Her blood, because of the fresh air,
was charged with oxygen. She had great vitality and energy. Too, she was
aware, as she had never been before, of thousands of subtle gradations and
fluctuations in air and tenperature. She had becone, for the first time in her
life, fully alive to the world in which she |lived

Happi |y, she trudged ahead in the snow, carrying the wood.

Soneti mes she found her happi ness unaccountable, for was she not only a fenale
slave, as the thongs tied about her neck proclaimed her, forced to |abor



subject to the | east wi shes, and the switches and conmands of masters? Yes,
but somehow, however unaccountably, she was happy. Never had she been so happy
in her life. She began to sing.

Today, this norning, the hunters had taken meat. She could, even from where
she trudged t hrough the snow, snell it cooking. Tonight, she knew, she would
be well fed. She |laughed delightedly. After the singing and dancing she woul d
repay her master well for the meat which he might have deigned to throw her.
She woul d, eagerly, give himfantastic pleasures. "After all," said she to
herself, "a girl must serve her nmaster well."

She shook her head happily, to hear the shells on the rawhide string that
hel d- back her hair.

Then she, startled, tried to cry out.
The hand cl osed over her nouth. She felt herself pulled backwards.

Her hands were pull ed behind her back. To her astonishnent she felt steel
cl ose about them and | ock.

"Do not make noise," said a voice, in English.
Ham | ton was turned about, the hand still tightly over her nouth.
Her eyes wi dened.

"Do not cry out," said the voice.

Hami | t on nodded.

The hand was renoved from her nout h.

"Qunt her," she whispered. "WIIliam"

"Has Herjellsen sent you to bring ne back?" asked Hamilton.

"You do not seem pleased to see us,"” said WIliam

"No, " said CGunther.

"You are engaged in anot her phase of the experinents?" asked Hamilton.

"No, " said CQunther.

Ham I ton | ooked at him puzzl ed.

The two men wore boots, and heavy coats, and hats. They carried backpacks.
Each, over his shoulder, carried a rifle. GQunther wore his Luger, holstered,
at his side. Wlliam too, wore a pistol.

"Tell her," said WIIliam

"Herjellsen has mastered the retrieval problem" said Ham|ton.

The nen were silent.

Ham | ton cl enched her fists in the steel cuffs, confining her hands behi nd her
back.



"Pl ease free me, @nther," she said.

"Be quiet," said Qunther

Hami | ton was silent. She had been well taught to obey nen.
"Tell her," said WIIliam

"I see you have made contact with a human, or humanoi d, group," said Gunther
"They are human," said Hamilton

"What is your status anong then?" asked Gunt her

"That of other wonmen," said Hanmilton

"And what is that?" asked Qunther.

"Slave," said Hanmilton

"Excellent," said Gunther. "I like female slaves."

"These nen are dangerous,"” said Hamlton

@unt her sl apped the holster at his right hip. "W do not fear savages," he
sai d.

"These nen are hunters,"” said Hamlton. "And sonetinme you nust sleep."”

W cone in peace,” smled GQunther

"You are strangers,"” said Ham lton. "It will be best that you go away."
@unt her then took her in his arns, and pressed his lips to hers.

When he rel eased her, he | ooked at her, puzzled, not pleased.

Ham | t on backed away from hima step, angry.

"Are you not pleased?" asked CGunther

"You are a man," she said, "and can do with ne what you wi sh, of course.™
"Of course,” said Qunther.

"You nmust understand, however," said she, "that | amnot the sane femal e who
grovel ed before you in Rhodesia."

"What is the difference?" asked Gunther

"l have been in the arns of hunters,"” she said.

@unt her whi pped the pistol fromits holster. "This is mghtier than your
hunters,” he said.

"Pl ease free ne," asked Ham | ton
"Kneel ," said @Qunther.

Ham [ ton did so.



"Put your head down," said Gunther.

Ham | ton, kneeling in the snow, conplied.

"When it pleases ne," said Gunther, "I will teach you to forget your hunters."
The primtive woman, Turtle, one of the slave fermales of the Men, smled.
@unt her struck her brutally to the snow

"Do you speak the | anguage of these hunters?" asked WIliam

"Yes," said Hamlton.

"On your knees again," said Gunther, "head down."

Ham | t on conpli ed.

"You may conjecture our situation," said WIliam

"Be silent,"” said Gunther to WIIliam

"There is little to be gained by force," said WIlIliam

"I shall do the speaking," said Gunther.

"Very well,"” said WIliam

"Brenda, " said Cunther.

Ham |l ton lifted her head.

"We are interested in making contact with a human group. You have apparently

al ready done so. You will be our instrunent of comunication. You will |ead us
to this group, and make our demands known to them"

"These nen are dangerous," said Hanmilton. "It would be better that you go
away. "
"I'f we go away," said Gunther, "we will take you with us."

Hami | ton was silent.

"Does that not please you?" asked WIIliam

"No," said Hanmilton.

"W may take you with us whether you wish it or not," said Qunther.

"OfF course," said Ham lton, "but | would not do so. It nay not be easy to keep
ne."

"What do you nmean?" asked Gunther. "Do you think you could escape?"
"Quite possibly not," adnitted HamIton.
"What then do you nean?" asked CGunther.

"You will be followed, and, |I would suppose, killed." She | ooked at him



unafrai d. "These nmen are hunters,"” she said. "Their senses are incredibly
keen. They are |ike eagl es and dogs. They can see details that you, even wth

your fine vision, would require a tel escope to discern. They can, |ike dogs or
wol ves, follow a trail by snell. They run with swi ftness, and the w nd of
horses. They would follow you and in the end catch you. Then, | expect, they
woul d kill you."

"W have guns," said CGunther

"You woul d perhaps be able to kill one, or two, and then they would remain,
beyond range, until dark. Then they would hunt you by scent. And in the

dar kness they could from many paces detect your presence by your breathing.
woul d not wish to be their eneny."

"They will run at the sound of a gunshot," said Gunther

"They do not run fromthunder, or fromlightning," said Hanmilton, "though they
take shelter.”

"W will put fear into their sinple brains,"” said Gunther

"They are tenacious and intelligent," said Ham|lton. "They are as likely to be
curious, as fearful. If you nake them angry, they are not likely to be
afraid.’

"They m ght envy us our weapons, and want theni said WIIiam

"Be quiet!" snapped Gunther. He | ooked angrily at Hamilton. "We will teach

themfear," he said.

"They will teach you terror," said ,Hamlton

"Among such savages," snarled Gunther, "with these,"” indicating the guns, "we
will be as gods!"

"As nearly as | can determine," said Ham lton, "these nmen do not have the
concept of gods. They do regard the world as animate, and think of many

t hi ngs, strangely perhaps to us, as being individual and alive, trees,
flowers, grass, stones, water, animals. They will speak to animals, for
exanple, and sing to them and sonetinmes ask their permission to kill them

Too, they sacrifice sonetinmes neat, though to what or for what purpose | do
not know. "

"Why do you not know?" demanded QGunt her
"Why should I know?" asked Hamilton. "I amonly a female."
"What is your purpose in telling us these things?" asked Gunther

"To suggest to you," said Hami lton, "Q@nther, that they have few superstitions
which you will be likely to be able to exploit."

@unt her gl ared down upon her, angrily.

"I'f you displease them" said HamIton, "they are less likely to be frightened
than angry. They will regard you as a problemto be sol ved, probably by
killing you."

@unt her swal | oned, uneasily.



Ham | ton | ooked up at himand smiled. "lIs it not the human way?" she asked.

"W have no intention of displeasing them" said Gunther
"It seens to me you are already risking their displeasure,” said Hamlton

"How i s that?" asked QGunther

"You are holding one of their females," she said.

"Perhaps | should kill you here, now " said CGunther

"They would still follow you," said Hamlton

Ham | ton | ooked into the muzzle of Gunther's pistol. She saw the finger tense
on the trigger. Then Gunther thrust the pistol into the holster, and flung her
to her feet, turning her about. He freed her wists, and placed the handcuffs
in the pouch on his belt.

"That you are here," said Ham lton, "indicates that Herjellsen has solved the

retrieval problem" She smiled. "It would be
nere experimental animal, in tine, but quite
esteemed mal e col | eagues. When are you to be
"Do you wish to be retrieved with us?" asked
"No," said Hamilton
"You are mad," said WIIiam

"Perhaps," |aughed Ham | ton
"You whore!" snarl ed Gunther

"Perhaps," said Ham |ton

one thing to maroon a fenale, a
anot her to maroon his two
retrieved, and from what point?"

Gunt her .

"We can take you with us by force," said Qunther

"I would not advise the attenpt,'

"Here," said Wlliam" "you are only a sl ave.

"Was | less a slave, even when putatively free,
Hami | t on

"What if Herjellsen," said WIlliam "Brenda,

pr obl en?"

Brenda | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"Your joke, WIlliam" said Gunther

Wlliamdid not neet his eyes.
"The retrieva
el se we woul d not
"What

i s your purpose here?" asked Brenda.

"As a female, it

He was silent.

problem as you conjectured, Brenda," said Gunther,
have undertaken this journey."

said Ham | ton

in my own world?" asked

has not solved the retrieval

"is a poor one."

"is sol ved,

is not yours to inquire into the purposes of nen," said



Qunther. "It is yours to obey. Do you understand, Brenda?"
"Yes, CQunther," she said.

"You will take us to your group,"” said Gunther. "In this we are deternined. On
this we will not conpromse."

"And if | do not?" she asked.

"You will be stripped and tied to a tree in the snow, and | ashed with ny
belt," said CGunther.

"And if, even then, | do not?" she asked.

"I shall strangle you," he said, "and | eave you in the snow "

"Are bullets so precious?" she asked.

"Qur supplies are limted," said Gunther, "until the rendezvous for
retrieval .’

"You leave ne little choice, Qunther," she said.

"I leave you the choices of a female slave,"” he said, "which is what you are,
absol ute obedi ence or the shameful death of a slave girl who has failed to be
pl easi ng. "

"I shall try to be pleasing," she said. She sniled.

"Cood, " said Gunther.

"I will help youif I can, Gunther," she said, "but, truly, I think it would
be best for you to avoid these nen, at |east those among whom | find nyself
slave. They are highly intelligent, dangerous nen, and you, Qunther, and
WIlliam are strangers. | ama fenmale. They found my body of interest, and so

made ne a slave, but you, you they might sinply kill."

"She is right," said Wlliam "Let us go away."

"But she will intercede for us," said Gunther

"How wei ghty, QGunther," she asked, "do you feel will be the intercession of a
sl ave?"

"W will shoot our way out, if necessary," said Gunther

Hami |l ton smil ed.
"Let us go away," said WIIliam
"She will speak for us," said Gunther

"Your lives would be in nmy hands," said Hanmilton, "for you do not know the

| anguage. WIIl | translate accurately for you? WIl | tell themtruly what you
say, or you what they say?" Her eyes becane hard. "Do not forget that it was
you who by force cruelly exiled me to this time and pl ace.™

"Pl ease, Brenda," said WIliam "Conjecture our situation."

"You two, too, are nowexiles in time," said Ham Iton. "Wy should | help



you?"

"Pl ease, Brenda," said Wlliam "Qur amunition and food is limted. If we
cannot nake contact with some sel f-sustaining human group we shall surely,
sooner or later, die."

"No," said Ham lton, "you can learn to hunt, too, with prinitive weapons. You,
too, can learn to live in this world."

"But only as savages," said WIIliam

"Yes," said Hamilton, "only as savages."

"You must hel p us, please, Brenda," said WIIliam

@unt her agai n unsheathed the Luger. ".Kneel," be said.

oedi ently, commanded by a man, Brenda knelt.

"Open your nouth, bitch," said Gunther

She did so.

"Cl ose your mouth," said Gunther

She did so, on the Luger's barrel

"You must clearly understand," said Gunther, "that you are to help us. You
will take us to the human group of which you are a nenber. At the first sign
of any insubordination or treachery you will be imediately shot. | will blast
t he back of your neck out. |Is this understood?"

He pernmitted her to open her mouth, and he renoved the pistol from her nouth.
"Perfectly," said Hamilton. "May | rise?"

"CGet up," said Gunther.

Ham I ton got to her feet.

"How did you find ne?" she asked

@unt her seenmed angry. "W entered this time, this place, at coordi nates
simlar to yours. W then assuned you would travel south. We followed, for two
days, certain natural geodesics. W saw, froma distance, cliffs. W made our
way toward them We found a trail, a woman's trail, in the snow W foll owed
it. It was yours."

"W were incredibly lucky," said WIIliam

"I hope so," said Hamlton.

"Lead us to your masters, Slave," sneered Gunther. He covered her with the
pi stol.

Ham I ton did not respond to himbut bent down, and, stick by stick, picked up
the scattered wood, that which had spilled from her bundl e when she had been
sei zed.

"What are you doi ng?" asked Gunther



"I was sent for wood," said Hamlton. "If | do not return with it, | will be
beaten. "

She reconstructed the bundle and threwit to her shoul der. She staggered
slightly under it.

"Let me help you," said WIIliam
"No, " said Cunther.

Hami lton smiled at Wlliam "Qunther is right," she said. "Mnual |abor, |
di scover, is for females. Men hunt and play."

"Hurry," said Qunther.

"The wood is heavy," she said. "If you do not carry it, you will have to make
my pace yours."

"Bitch!" said Gunther.

She faced him carrying the wood. She wore deerskin tied on her feet, wapped
and thonged about her ankles and cal ves; and deerskin | eggings and a tunic of
deerskin, and, over the tunic, a jacket, furred, belted, which fell to her
knees. Her |ong dark hair was bound behind the back of her head by a string of
rawhi de, threaded through shells. Her eyes were saucy, alive and bright; her
cheeks were red; her breath, |ike snoke, clung about the fire of her |uscious
lips, bruised and swollen from T Tree's kissing of her |ast night.

"You find ne different now, don't you, Qunther," she asked, "from when you
knew nme before?"

"Yes," said Gunther.

"And now you find ne attractive," she said.

"Yes," said Gunther. He would not tell her but, suddenly, it seemed to him he
had never before seen so attractive a fermale. She seenmed so different. So
primtive. So marvel ous. So deep. So sexual. She seemed to hi m now so

conpl etely other than a nodern woman, pinched, hostile, envious, constricted,
tight, conpetitive, neuter, petty. She seemed to himdeep and exciting, and
intelligent and beautiful, joyously different froma nman, conpletely free and
happy in her femal eness, unapol ogetically, exultantly fenale.

"Your hunters," said @unther, "have inproved you."

"Perhaps, @unther," she said, "you will have an opportunity to see just how
well."

"l do not understand," said Cunther.

"You want ne, do you not?" asked Hanilton

"Yes," said Gunther.

"Then it seens not unlikely that you will have ne," said Hamilton
"How i s that?" asked Gunther

"A nmonth ago,"” said Hamilton, "a trader from another group, the Bear Peopl e,



cane to my group. He was known and wel coned."

"l see," said @Qunther.

"Yes," said Hamilton. "The males of ny group are hospitable, and generous.
While he stayed with us, he had his pick of the fenales."

"Did he pick you?" asked Gunther

"No," said Ham lton. "There is one nore beautiful than I in the group. Her
nane, in English, would be Flower. She it was whomthe trader selected."

"Perhaps | shall pick her over you," said CGunther
"Why not take us both?" asked Hanilton
W1 1iam gasped.

"And if | should choose you," asked Gunther, "in what way nust you serve us?"
"In any way you wish," snmiled Hamlton. "I ama slave." Then she turned and,
carrying the wood, trudging through the snow, led the way toward the shelters.

@unt her sheat hed the Luger.

"OfF course," said Hamlton, "they m ght not wel come you. You would then be
killed."

W Il iam nmoaned.
@unther left open the flap on his holster

"Have no fear," said Gunther, "ny dear, if we are not killed, you at | east
will be chosen."

"Very well," said Hamilton. "You are the master."

20
Hami | ton entered the cave, a log on her |eft shoul der

Wlliamwas sitting in the cave, |eaning against his pack, his back to the
wal . He was stripped to the waist. Against him curled, her head on his
thigh, lay Flower, stripped save for the collar of strands of |eather and
shells knotted about her throat. WIIliamhad his hand on the side of her head.

"I shall want you later,"” said WIlliamto Hamilton

"Yes, Master," said Hamilton, in English

Ham | ton knelt beside the fire and thrust the log in place. Wth a stick she
thrust small, burning branches about it. The firelight was reflected in her
face, redly. She was stripped save for the brief skirt of deerskin, knotted at
the left hip, and the collar, that proclaimng her a female of the Men. She
did her work well. Fire was precious. One of the first things she had been
taught anong the Men was the keeping of fires. Agirl who let a fire go out,
whose responsibility it was, would be nercilessly beaten. This had happened
once to Hanmilton. Tree had beaten her. Never again had the girl let a fire



whi ch she was tending go out, until it was no | onger needed. Although it was
cold outside, and snowy, the white flakes falling through the winter noon's
light, she had not donned her skins, nor wapped the hide about her feet. She
had gone only to the wood shelter, and returned.

"I shall want you later," had said Wlliamto Hanilton
"Yes, Master," she had responded.

Beside Wlliam on his left, lay his rifle. Hanilton sat beside the fire, her
feet toward it, rubbing themw th her hands. They were cold fromthe snow.

She | ooked up and saw Gunther, sitting on a large rock, his rifle across his
knees.

"Fetch ne water," he said.

"Yes, Master," she said. She went to a crevice in the cave, in which was
fitted a sewn, |eather bucket in a wooden frame. Wth a gourd she di pped
water. She carried it to the nale. "Gve it to nme," he said. She held the
gourd while he drank. Then he said, "Return the gourd." She did so. \Wen she
had returned the gourd, she returned to stand before him "Renove your
garment," said he, "Slave." She tugged it | oose and dropped it to one side.
"Kneel ," he said, "and put your head to ny feet." She did so.

"It is pleasant to have you as a slave, Brenda," said Gunther
"Yes, Master," she said.

Wl liam chuckl ed, fondling Flower. "These savages are nost hospitable," he
said. "They even give us wonen." Fl ower began to kiss him

Ham I ton did not dare Iift her head. She had not been gi ven perm ssion

"Perhaps,” said Wlliam lightly, "we shall elect to remain in this place.”

"Your needs here," said Gunther, "for the first tine, have been satisfied."

WIlliamthrust Flower away, holding her fromhimby the arnms. Her eyes were
startled, suddenly bright with tearing. He thrust her down to the stone beside
him his hand in her hair. She waited there, held. He | ooked at Gunther
"-Perhaps," he said.

"Surely." said GQunther. "Never before this have you truly had a female. You
have only participated in what are, biologically, distortions of, and
perversions of, the instinctual, psychosexual conquest. Nature knows not
equality in conjugation but only domi nance and submni ssion, conqueror and
conquer ed, owner and owned."

"But what of |ove?" asked WIIiam

"There are a variety of enotions which are indiscrimnately designated by that
vague expression,” said Gunther. "But |ove and sex are not identical. One may
have sex without |love, as your little savage has taught you; and you nay have
| ove without sex, as you well know, as this slut kneeling before me taught you
so painfully in Rhodesia."

Ham | ton, her head down, was startled. Had WIlliam|oved her? Was that why,
now, renmenbering his frustrations, be had used her with such ruthl essness?
Surely he did not |ove her now. Now that she lay open to himas a nere slave



he no | onger respected her. He used her often, and insolently, and with power.
Cont empt uousl y he nade her screamw th pl easure, scorning her in her

hel pl essness. |If she had frustrated himin Rhodesia, he had now taken his
vengeance on her, many tinmes. She, as a slave, her use given to him and

@unt her by the nen, had repaid himmany fold for Rhodesia. Wen she had been

i naccessible, frigid, a lady, he had stood in awe of her, and had perhaps

| oved her. She snmiled to herself. Now that she was fully alive, arousable,

i npassi oned, and his at a word, a glance, a snapping of his fingers, his as a
hel pl ess, yielding slave, he no | onger |oved her, no |onger respected her. And
it was not that he was content to use her as a nmere instrunent of his

pl easure; he was not so kind; when he ravished her, it was to devastate her
conpl ete person; he would call her by name, tenderly, and, she held in his
arms, rem nd her of their experiences in Rhodesia, how she had | ooked, what
she had said, what he had said, and then, when he was ready, he would inform
her, "Now | am going to have you, Mss Hamilton, use you, use you as the slut
and sl ave you are," and then he would do so; sonetinmes he would stop, cruelly,
maki ng her beg, in tears, for himto continue. "Please fuck me, Wlliam" she
woul d whi sper. "Please fuck me, Wlliam" she would beg, crying out. Then he
woul d |augh, and give her pleasure. It was interesting. Before she had

di m ni shed him and he had stood in awe of her. Now that her hel pl essness, her
humi i ation, his success, exalted him he scorned her. He was far kinder to

Fl ower. Once when she had not obeyed himpronptly enough, he had beaten her
with a switch. No one had interfered, even Tree. He, WIlliam as a nale, had
had this right. She was only a woman. After the beating, she feared him
knowi ng himthen, as she had not before, as being capable of disciplining her
nor eover, she now knew he was willing to discipline her, and would, if he

t hought it necessary, or it pleased himto do so. After the beating she, for
the first time, profoundly respected himas a male. And after the beating he
no | onger respected her, as anything. She was then only an inmbonded wench to
him Froma | ady she had becone only a slave. As a |l ady she had been admred
and respected, perhaps even |oved; as a slave she found herself relished with
the delight of a naster in his property, ravaged with the joy of a conqueror
am dst the daughters of his enem es, and scorned as no nore. She found herself
tempted to love WIliam but her heart belonged to Tree.

"And, of course,"” said Gunther, "at times sex and | ove may coexist, though
commonly briefly, infrequently, and sometinmes inconpatibly." Gunther grinned.
"And, of course, one mght have neither |ove nor sex. This, | submt, is the
endem ¢ condition of our nuch-vaunted civilization, constructed according to
agricultural values, shaped by the fanatic, diseased brains of celibates,
batteni ng, not working, on the increase of the land, those with a vested
interest in the perpetuation of superstition, msery and fear."

"These matters are rather above me," said Wlliam "I amonly a lowy
physi ci an. "

"Make men miserable in this world," said Gunther, "then prom se thema better
one somewhere el se, a prom se on which you are never required to pay off. Tel
themto behave thensel ves and roof the tenples with gold. Control sex. Exploit
the fear of death, invent terrors, and ring up the proceeds on the cash
registers. Tell themyou have secret nmagic. Cultivate their fears, their

i gnorance, carefully. It is valuable to you. daimto hold the keys to the
mystery. But the nystery nocks them The nystery nocks us all."

"What are you speaking of ?" asked WIIliam
"Tyranny, despotism" said Gunther. "Existence, life, the world."

The fire in the cave crackl ed; there was silence otherw se; shadows flickered
on the walls of stone.



"Let us speak of sinpler things," said Gunther. He | ooked at Hamilton, who
still knelt before him her head and hair to the stone floor of the cave. He
regarded her for some tine, as did Wlliam She did not nove.

"Every nale, fromtine to tine," said GQunther, "desires absol ute power over a
female.”

"Yes," said WIIliam

"One who adnmits to this desire," said Gunther, "in our famliar world, is
characterized as peculiar or perverted, or weak, or timd or sick, and usually
characterized as such with a belying hysterical intensity, for here sone
obscure nerve is touched. On the other hand, since this desire, fromtinme to
time, is universal in nales, it seens that an entire sex, literally billions
of human bei ngs, nmust be then characterized as we have suggested. In a
different reality, the tiger, wanting nmeat; in a world of antel ope, would be
characterized simlarly. It is a way the antel ope have of trying to protect

t hensel ves fromtigers. Programthe tiger's brain in such a way as to conflict
with its instincts. Let the tigers die in misery, starving. But when the tiger
has taken neat he no |onger starves; he is then determned to feed. You
WIlliam for the first time, have fed."

Wlliamturned Flower's head to face him Hi s hand was still in her hair. Then
he turned her about again, holding her face to the stone.

"How do you feel, WIIlian?" asked Gunther

Williamrel eased Flower, who rolled against his leg, her lips to his thigh. "I
feel strong, and powerful ," said WIIliam

"Are you happy here?" asked Gunther

"I have been nore than happy here," said Wlliam "I have been joyful."
"That is interesting, is it not?" asked Gunther

"Perhaps,"” said WIIliam

Flower had lifted her eyes timdly to those of Wlliam "Look into the eyes of
your pretty little blond sow," said Gunther. "She adores you."

WIlliamsml ed.

"That pl eases your vanity, does it not?" asked CGunther

"I't does not displease ne," said WIlliam grinning.

"The inmportant point," said Gunther, "is to note that it does please you."
"Certain weaknesses, | suppose,” said WIlliam "are natural."

"That it is a weakness is a value judgment, automatically generated from your
conditioning program" said Gunther. "All we knowis that it is natural. What
if feelings of power, of pleasure, of domi nance, were not weaknesses, but
strengths? The tiger's ability to tear flesh, to break a heifer's back with
one blow, is not weakness." Qunther grinned. "One need not claimthe natures
of men are either weaknesses or strengths. One need only recogni ze them as
realities, which, thwarted, produce m series, diseases, deaths."



"Not hi ng natural can be evil," said WIIliam

"But what of your desire to dominate, to own, a desirable female?"

"In a male," said WIlliam "speaking as a physician, that is a natura
di sposition."

"Can it then be evil, or strange, or peculiar, or perverted, or tinmd, or a
synmptom of ill ness?"

"No," said WIlliam "No nore than breathing or the circulation of the bl ood
within the muscul ature.”

"But to say that it is not evil, is not to say that it is good?"

"No nore than to say that breathing or the circulation of the blood is good.
In thenselves, they sinply exist."

"True," said @Gunther. "Here we speak not of goods and evils, but of realities.
W are here, so to speak, beyond good and evil."

"But," said WIlliam "surely, relative to a species, one m ght speak of good
and evil."

"Perhaps," said Gunther. "But what is to be the criterion of such appraisals.
Shall we say that that which is good creates nisery, produces illnesses and
shortens |ife?"

"I suppose we could," said WIIiam

"But we need not do so," said Gunther. "We might, alternatively, say that is
good whi ch makes nmen strong, which makes them healthy, which prolongs life,
whi ch enhances their power and exalts them which lifts themto vitality and
ki ngshi p, whi ch nakes them great."

"Do you dare," asked WIlliam "speak of alternative noralities?"

"I speak," said Gunther, "of a norality to which there is no alternative, save
di sease and misery."

"l do not understand," said WIIliam

"Moralities, in their own tines," said Gunther, "seem in the optical illusion
of the present, manifestations of eternal necessities. The noral revolutionary
is as convinced of the justice of his position, its noral necessity, as is the
defender of the threatened tradition of his. They join arms in the naivety of
their dogmatisns. But in the trek of history these noralities, with their
martyrs and their victims, appear as fashions, as transient expediencies,
usually enlisted in the service of either defending an establishnent or
altering one, that a new establishnent, that in which the nora

revol utionaries will stand high, take its place.”

"You speak as a cynic," said WIIliam

"I think of nyself as a realist,"” said Gunther. "But consider, sone norality
is a necessary condition for the existence of social orders, as essential as
access to drinking water or a supply of food. Mdralities, to sone extent, are
selected for, as are visual sensors and prehensile appendages. G oups the
menbers of which cannot rely on one another, groups w thout conviction

di scipline 'and courage, perish as groups, though their wonen are comonly



spared to bear sons to the conquerors. Have you ever wondered why wonen, after
some tears, yield thenselves so readily to masters? It is because wonen
desire, innately, to belong not to their equals but to their superiors, to the
strongest, to the mighty, to the conquerors. Wman desires to submt; one
cannot subnmit to an equal. The conqueror is not an equal; the woman is
property to him she subnits; as a hum liated, submitted property she knows
sensations that can never be experienced by her free sister, who, in her own
frustrations, nust be content to denounce her for her ecstasies. Wnen, too,

wi sh to place their children in the future. The future belongs to the
conquerors. Her own group lies already in the rubbish of the past; but the
life stirring in her nuch-ravi shed body belongs to the tonmorrow of the new
conquerors; she, thus, chained at the heels of her new nasters, turns gladly
to the future."”

"If evolution selects for noralities,"” said Wlliam "that would tend to
expl ain a consi derabl e amobunt of the resenbl ance anong noralities,
simlarities and continuities anong them"

"Surely," said Gunther. "For example a group would not be likely to survive
whi ch permtted broadcast intragroup perfidy, disloyalty or slaughter. It is
no surprise that these tenets are not recomended by historically tested
noralities. Groups which mght have adopted such tenets, if any groups had had
so little sense, presunably left their bones in the jungles of history."

"Yet," said WIlliam "apparently diverse noralities have escaped the filters
of history."

"OfF course," said Qunther. "There are many ways to survive. The sponge does so
in one way, the crab in another, the antelope in another, the tiger in
another." He smiled. "That there is a norality is essential, not that there be
a particular norality."”

"I's there any way to adjudicate between noralities?" asked WIIliam

"Assuredly," said GQunther. "Ruling classes have always nmanaged this quite
well. For them the correct nmorality is the one which consolidates and
enhances their own position and power."

"Do you mean to suggest that adjudication can be only by nmeans of armanent?"
"No," said Gunther. "One could draw straws or throw dice."
"Can there not be a nore rational decision procedure?" asked WIIliam

"Rationality," said Gunther, "is the instrunment of the passions. Rationality,
initself, does not prescribe ends, only how they m ght be sought."

"Surely it is rational to wish to survive," said WIIliam

"It is a fact that man wi shes to survive. Rationality can help himattenpt to
do so. But man's desire to survive does not logically inply that he should
survive. | wish to live' does not logically inmply I should live'. Only the
passi ons can give you that prem se. No decision follows fromlogic al one.
Logic is enpty."

"The British enpiricist, David Hume, once said as nuch,"” remarked WIlliam "
“According to reason alone | nmay as well prefer the destruction of the world
to the pricking of ny little finger." "

"The passions, of course," said Gunther, "fortunately for us, are nore clearly



partisan. And | thought David Hune was a Scotsnman."

"He was," said WIIiam

"You referred to himas a British enmpiricist," said Gunther
"W always so refer to him" said WIIliam

"You are incurable inperialists at heart," said Gunther. "Next you will be
after Mach and Coethe."

"W have already clained Wttgenstein," [aughed WIIiam

Ham | ton understood little of this. It was the talk of nen. She was a wonan.
And only a slave. She knelt; her head was to the stone; she wore a collar of
shell's, and claws, and strands of |eather.

"There nust be, however," said Wlliam "some intelligent way to adjudicate
anong conpetitive noralities.”

"One may choose criteria, said Gunther, "and evaluate themin virtue of these
criteria.”

"But is there any way to adjudicate anong criteria?" asked WIIliam
"In virtue of other criteria," smled Gunther

"But ultimtely?" asked WIIiam

"No, " said CGunther.

"Then there is no norality?" asked WIIiam

"No," said Gunther. "There nust be a norality. It is a necessary condition of
soci al order."

"But there is no ultimate, rational vindication of a norality, and there can
al ways be, at least logically, conpetitive noralities?"

"Yes," said GQunther. "You see, WIlliam a choice nust be nade. There nust be a
conmitment. There nust be a decision. You nust choose your norality. And, if
you are wi se, you will choose, or pretend to choose, the norality of your tine
and pl ace, or an approximation to it."

"If one were wise," said WIlliam "one would not have | ooked into these
i ssues. "

"The earth shakes beneath your feet?" asked Gunther
"Yes," said WIIliam

"I shall tell you what ny criteria are," said Gunther, "though they are only
one set anong a possibly infinite nunber of alternative sets of criteria.
ask two questions of a norality. First, is it natural truly natural
conpatible with and answering to the full needs of human ani mals, an ani mal
genetically coded for the hunt, and, second, does it produce excitenent,
nmeani ng, greatness, the swi ftness of the blood, the brightest and fiercest
fires of the glands and the intellect?"

"Your nmorality," said Wlliam "is dangerous; it is not one of pretense and



leveling; it is a recipe for human greatness, an incitement to triunphs.”
"No other will lead to the stars," said Cunther
"What do you think of this, Hamlton?" asked WIIiam

She trenbl ed, her head down. A slave fears to enter into the conversati on of
free men. "Perhaps nen are not meant for the stars,” whispered Hanilton

@unt her seized her hair, jerked her forward and turned her body, exposing it
to Wlliam "Here is the eneny," he said. "The female. If she can, she wll
defeat you; if she can she will reduce and destroy your dreans; when the
mountains call it is she who will remnd you of pressing duties; it is she who
will keep you in the field with your hoe; should you stand on the beach, and
be seen looking to sea, it is she who will recall you to your hearth; security
and confort to her exceed adventure, the chance of touching grandeur; she is

i gnorant of adventure, the neaning of man; her ears cannot hear the cry of a
man's heart!"”

Ham | ton twi sted. Gunther's hand was cruel in her hair. "Here, Wlliam" said
@Qunther, "is the fair eneny. Behold her, your beautiful foe. Should she
conquer, the adventure is done, grandeur lost, nman fallen, not risen, the
arrow of prom se broken, the ships left rotting on the beach.”

"Pl ease, CGunther," wept Hamlton
"And Herjellsen told her to turn their eyes to the stars!" scoffed WIIliam
"Herjellsen was insane," said Gunther

"But she need not conquer,” said WIIliam

@unther's hand tightened in her hair, and Ham lton winced. "No, my dear," said
@unther, "you will not conquer. You will be ruthlessly dom nated. You wll not
keep us, and others, fromthe stars. W will take you to them follow ng us,

carrying our burdens. No, ny dear, you will come with us to the stars, if
necessary in chains."

"Yes, Qunther," wept Hamlton

He threw her back, and she wept. Flower, lying on her stomach, WIliams hand
on her neck, was frightened.

"Kneel as you were before,"” said Gunther. Hamlton did so, head to the stone.
@unt her regarded her.

"It is natural, and wise," said Gunther, "for a man to control such desirable
creatures. They are by nature his eneny, he by nature their master. Freed they
are petty and dangerous; enslaved they are delicious and useful."

FIl ower whi npered. WIlliamsilenced her, by tightening his fingers on the back
of her neck.

"You see, WIlliam" said GQunther, "you need not be ashaned of your desire to
dom nate a woman. It is an expression of your manhood. She who tells you
otherwise lies. Regard the hunters. Listen to the song of your bl ood.
Furthernmore, if you do not domi nate her, she will own and rule you, inch by
inch, until, like a bled, drugged, tethered lion, you lie at her nercy,
hel pl ess. One or the other nmust be master. The right by nature is yours. WII



you take it or will you ask the advice of the slave?"

"But what of her?" asked WIlliam "Wat of the woman?" "Wat of her?" asked
Qunt her.

"I see,"” said WIIliam

Hami | ton trenbl ed

"Slave," said @unther.

"Yes, Master," said Hanmlton.

"Are you the enemy of your precious hunter?"

"No," said Hamilton. "I amhis slave. | love him"

"But he can buy and sell you as he pl eases,"” said GQunther. "OF course," said
Hami | t on

"And yet you love hinP" asked Gunther
"Yes," said Hamilton

"How do you feel about your slavery?" asked Gunther. Ham lton's shoul ders
shook. She dared not raise her head. For a long tinme she did not answer. Then
she spoke softly. "It is indescribably thrilling," she said.

"Do you | ove your slavery?" asked CGunther
"Pl ease, Gunther," she wept.

"Do you | ove your slavery?" asked CGunther
"Yes," she whi spered.

"Slut,"” said Gunther. Then he turned to WIlliam "You see, Wlliam" said he,
"in the depth of the brain of the fenmale, as old as the genes selected for in
the tine of the hunters, lies a desire to submt, to belong. These are

conpl ementary natures formed in man's dawn by |laws nmore harsh and terrible
than we can conjecture, laws that formed the flank of the antelope, the teeth
of the tiger. Just as it is your nature to hold it is hers to be held; just as
it is your nature to own, it is hers to be owned; just as it is yours to be
master so it is hers to be slave."

@unt her regarded Hamilton again. "Do you |l ove slavery?" he asked.

"Yes!" she cried.

"Serve nme, Slave," he said.

"Yes, Master," she whispered. '

Ham | ton heard Flower cry out as Wlliamdrew her to him Then she felt her
own shoul der bl ades forced back agai nst the stone of the floor of the cave.
Her |eft shoulder lay in warm ashes. She thought of Tree. Then helplessly, a
sl ave, she began, unable to help herself, to respond to Gunther's touch. She
knew he would force her to yield fully to him
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"I will cut neat first," said Knife.

He stared across the roast carcass of deer, hot and glistening. The group fel
silent. Even WIliamand Gunther, who knew little of the | anguage of the nen,
sensed the sudden stillness. Hami|ton, kneeling behind Gunther, held her

br eat h.

It had cone.

Spear did not seemsurprised. He had expected this for nore than a year
"I will cut neat first," said Spear. Ham |lton watched them crouching across
from one anot her, over the neat.

Stone puzzled as to why Spear, in the last years, had not killed Knife. There
were none in the group who did not know that Knife wished to be first. Tree

t hought he knew why Spear had not done this thing. Had Tree been Spear, he,
too, would not have wanted to do this thing. The two nmen, Knife and Spear
stared at one another over the carcass of the deer. Short Leg, behind Spear
wonder ed why Spear did not strike. The two nen, in nmany ways, seened not

unli ke. There was a heavi ness about the jaw of each, l|ike rock, the sane
narrow eyes. Yet there seened in Spear a heaviness, a weightiness, that was
not in the younger man, Knife. Spear's eyes, too, were quicker. Tree knew t hat
he hinself woul d not have wi shed to fight Spear. He knew that Spear, the

| eader, would have had little conpunction in killing him But with Knife, it
was different. Knife had wal ked before Spear once in the last nonth, entering
the canp first; he had said once, in the nen's hut, that Spear was old, that
he coul d not hunt as well as Knife; then, ten days ago, he had taken neat from
one of Spear's wonen and given it to Flower. But Spear had not killed himfor
these things. Tree had little doubt that Spear would have killed any other in
t he group who had done these things. But he did not kill Knife. He did not
seemto notice.

"No," said Knife.

Seeming to pay Knife no attention, Spear thrust the flint blade into the
cooked neat.

Wth a cry Knife, his owmn flint blade in his fist, |eaped across the neat.

Wth one arm Spear struck himto the side and stood up. The wonmen screaned.
Wlliamand GQunther | eaped to their feet. The nen remained sitting, watching.
Knife rolled twice and seized up his flint ax. Spear, standing by the fire,
over the neat, did not nove. H's eyes, strange for Spear, who had often killed
with equanimty, seemed agonized. "Kill him" said Stone to Spear. Spear did
not nove.

Many times, subtly, then brazenly, had Knife chall enged Spear, and sought to
underm ne his authority. He had interpreted Spear's patience, his
unwi | I i ngness to take action, as weakness.

There were few in the group who understood Spear's unw | lingness to slay
Kni fe. Tree thought he understood, and perhaps Arrow Maker knew, and Ad
VWwman.

Tree wondered if Spear were too old to be first. Perhaps, after all, that was
why he had not killed Knife. Perhaps Spear was after all, afraid of Knife.



Kni fe raised the ax. Spear stood there, like rock
"I amfirst," said Knife.

"No," said Spear.

"Take your ax," said Knife.

"I do not want to fight you," said Spear.

"I amfirst," said Knife.

"No," said Spear.

Brenda screamed as the ax struck down. It hit Spear on the upper |eft

shoul der. Spear's body shook with the inpact but he remai ned standi ng. Al npst
i medi ately the shoul der was covered with blood. "That is not how one kills
with an ax," said Spear.

"Show him" said Stone. He thrust an ax into Spear's hands.

Agai n Knife struck, his two hands on the handl e of the ax, but this tine
Spear, with the ax handed to himby Stone, bl ocked the bl ow

"That is better," said Spear. "Strike always for the head, above the eyes, or
at the back of the neck."

Kni fe drew back two paces, breathing heavily, holding the ax.
"I do not want to fight you," said Spear.
"I amfirst," said Knife.

"No," said Spear. Then he turned away. He dropped the ax to one side and
crouched again beside the neat. He gripped the flint knife to again begin the
cutting. Hi s head was down.

Br enda scr eaned.

Again the ax fell, wi thout warning. Spear |ooked up only in time to nove his
head to one side. The blow of the stone tore downward at the side of his head,
stopped in the shoul der; Brenda saw, sickeningly, in that instant, skin
sheared to the bone at the side of Spear's head, bone at the side of his jaw
then there was only blood at the side of his face, and his eyes, suddenly like
t hose of the maddened cave bear, burned and prodded, and be cried out, |eaping
across the nmeat and seized Knife, throwing hima dozen feet away agai nst the
stone, wenching away the ax; four times he struck the dazed, reeling Knife,
twice in the back, once on the left arm once on the leg, until Knife screaned
and tore at the dirt, unable to run or lift hinmself. The nmen sat inpassive,

wat ching. WIlliam and Gunther stood to one side. The women, crouching, sone
standing, alert, frightened, too, watched.

Spear stood over the fallen Knife. H s eyes were red with the nmadness of
beasts. He was covered with his own blood, and the ax he lifted was stained
with both that of hinmself and Knife. The handl e of the ax was as thick as a
girl's ankle; its head was as large as the doubled fists of a large man; it
was fastened to the haft by strips of rawhide nore than an inch in width; the
ax was nore than a yard in length; it was a hunting and killing ax; not a
simpl e tool



Knife | ooked up. His left armand leg were broken. He tried to shield hinself
with his right arm

"Kill him" said Short Leg.

But then Spear |owered his ax, and dropped it to one side. "I amfirst," he
said to Knife.

"Yes," said Knife. "You are first."

"I do not want to fight you," said Spear. He went then to the meat and, with
his own bl ood running down his shoulder and arm cut the nmeat, throwi ng the
first pieces to the children. There was no word in the | anguage of the nen for
a man's son, though there was a word for the child of a wonman. |If there had
been such a word, Spear would have said to Knife, "You are ny son."

Spear was still cutting nmeat when Brenda saw GQunther [ift his rifle and point
it at him

"Do not shoot," cried Brenda.

Spear | ooked up, his face bloody and terrible. He regarded the weapon wth
equanimty. But he knew its power. GQunther had seen to that. It had been
@unt her who had, yesterday, felled a deer on which the Men had nade feast, a
cl ean shot, dropping the animal to its knees and side, fromnore than three
hundr ed yards.

"Tell him" said Gunther, "that | am now, |eader here."

Brenda turned white. "No," she said. Then she translated his words into the
| anguage of the Men.

The Men did not seem surprised.
"Tell themthere is no neat for them" said Spear.
Brenda transl at ed.

Annoyance crossed CGunther's features. "He does not understand," said he to
Ham | ton. "Make it clear to himthat I, and Wlliam are now | eaders here."
H s gun was | evel ed at Spear.

"He has much power," said Brenda to Spear. "W know his bowis very powerful.
He clainms | eadership. If you resist, he may kill." Then she said to GQunther.
"You are a fool. These nen could kill you. You need them You cannot watch all
the tine. Do not repay their hospitality with treachery. You cannot be
successful . "

"This is obviously the time for us to assune | eadership," said Gunther. "I
gat her a struggle for dom nance has just occurred. This savage at the neat is

clearly leader. It now remains only to depose him | have no wish to kill him
He might .be useful. Tell himthat if he cooperates no one will conme to harm"
@Qunther smiled. "It is all very sinple."

"Beware, Spear," said Brenda. "H's weapon is powerful. He does not wish to
kill, only to rule. He is dangerous. He says that if we do as he says, no one
will come to harm"

"I cut neat first," said Spear.



"He says it is he who is | eader here," said Brenda.
"l am | eader," said Gunther

"He says," said Hanmilton, "it is he who cuts neat first."
"CGo," said Spear to WIlliamand GQunther. Ham|ton transl ated.

@unt her, furious, stood up, the rifle leveled at Spear. He moved the hammer
back.

"Yield to him" cried out Hamlton to Spear. She |ooked fromface to face. The
Men did not seem perturbed. "Do you not understand?" asked Hamilton. "He can

kill. H's bowcan kill! Yield, or he will kill you!"

"Tell themto | eave our canp," said Spear

Hamilton, in tears, translated. "I gather," said GQunther, "it will be
necessary to kill one man. It is unfortunate, but these are harsh tinmes. | had
t hought his intelligence greater than it apparently is. He saw the gun kil
yesterday. Surely he understands it can kill today as well. He is either

stupid, or deficient in his fondness for life."

Suddenly Hamilton was startled. Suddenly she understood. It had been Gunther's
m st ake to show the Men the power of his weapon. The nen were not fools.
Slowy she said, "Qunther, this man who cuts nmeat first is neither stupid nor
is he deficient in his fondness for life."

"CGo," said Spear to Gunther and WIIiam

@unt her | ooked puzzled. Then his face turned white. Swiftly he jerked the
weapon open. "W/l helm" he said.

W1 1liam exam ned his weapon.

"CGo," said Spear, in the |language of the Men. "There is no nmeat for you."
Ham | ton transl ated. Then she added, "Take your lives and go!,

@unt her examined the Luger swiftly. Angrily he thrust it back in his hol ster
He | ooked at Wlliam W!IIiam dropped his own pistol back in its holster. He
shook his head. He seened nunb. Gunther's eyes were terrible upon Hanilton
"I know not hing!" wept Hamilton. "I know nothing!"

"Traitress!" cried Gunther

"W will die without amunition," said WIlliam nunbly.

"I know nothing of it!" wept Hamilton

The Men rose to their feet. GQunther and WIliam backed away. "W will die
wi thout anmmunition," said WIIiam

"Go back to your own tine!" said Ham lton. "Go back!"
WIlliam|ooked at her. "W can't,"” he said. "It is not an experiment!

Retrieval is inpossible! Herjellsen forced us into the chanber, at gunpoint!
It was a m sunderstandi ng! He overheard Gunther speaking to me of politica



and mlitary applications of the translation device: It was only specul ative,
theoretical. W had no intention of exploiting the device! Herjellsen didn't

understand. He has exiled us, Brenda, as nmuch as you! He transmitted our gear
and weapons after us! W are prisoners here as nuch as you, narooned,

bani shed, as you are!"

Hami | ton was stunned.

"Herjellsen is insane!" nmpaned WIIiam

"There are clear political and nmlitary applications of the technique," said
@Qunther. "Herjellsen is not insane. He is only a fool. Wth the device he

could conmand the world."

G oud brought forth the gear of WIlliamand Gunther, and threwit to their
feet. They | ooked down at it.

"You must go," said Brenda.

They did not omit to notice that it was a femal e who had brought their things,
and threw themto their feet.

"Tell him" said GQunther, nodding at Spear, "that we will take two females
with us." He gestured at Flower and herself.

"He says," said Hamilton to Spear, "that he will take Flower and Turtle with
hi m when he goes."

Spear responded. Hamilton, shoul ders back, faced Gunther. Her head was high
"Flower and I," she said, "belong to the Men. W are theirs, not yours."

"Gve us our bullets," said Gunther. "W will go."

Ham | ton said, "He said, give us our arrows. W will go." She then translated
Spear's reply. "You will be put in skirts and made the slaves of wonen," she
sai d.

Angrily Gunther slipped into the pack straps. He glared at Hamilton. "I shal

not forget this," said he, "Traitress."

"I did nothing," said Hanilton

H s eyes burned upon her

"I woul d not have had the courage to steal fromyou," she said.

"Wio then?" asked he. "Who?

Brenda saw Spear, for the first time, throw a piece of nmeat to Wgly Grl.
"Ugly Grl," whispered Hamilton, stunned. "Ugly Grl."'

Knife was lying in the darkness, in the cold, away fromthe fire.

As Wlliamlifted his pack, he |ooked at Spear, and then at Hanmilton. Hi s eyes

were troubled. He gestured with his head back to Knife. "I can set his bones,"
he sai d.

"He can make Knife heal straight," said Brenda



Spear squinted at the fallen Knife. "Do so," he said to Wlliam in the
| anguage of the Men.

Brenda nodded. WIIliam put down his pack.

G oud prodded Gunther with a switch. He turned about, fiercely. But he saw,
with her, Stone and Wl f.

"CGo," said Spear to him
"I shall wait for you beyond the canp," said Gunther to WIIliam

Coud struck himwith the switch and, angrily, he turned away. Butterfly, the
girl, too, followed him striking himwith a switch. And then the other wonen,
and the children, |eaped about hi m pushing and jeering. He was conducted from
the canp. Men too, followed him Among the children only the boy to whom
Butterfly had been cruel did not follow He watched.

Hami | ton knelt before the bl oody Spear. She put her head to the ground in
subm ssion. "Do not let themkill himbeyond the firelight," she begged.

"Are you his woman?" asked Spear.
"No!" cried Hamilton. "I belong only to you, and the Men! | am yours!"
"Then be silent," he said.

Agoni zed, Hamilton withdrew. She |ooked at Tree. He got up, lightly. "I wll
not let themkill him" he said. Then he di sappeared in the darkness. In a

short time doud, followed by WIf, returned. About her upper left arm she

wore Qunther's wist watch, as an arm et. Then the others returned. Lastly,

Tree cane back.

"They did not kill hinP" she asked.

He | ooked at her, angrily. She was suddenly terrified. She realized how nmuch
she feared this magnificent man.

Wlliamrose fromthe side of Knife, whose |eg and arm he had set and bound,
usi ng spear wood and | eat her. Arrow Maker, intently, had observed.

Fl ower came to Wlliam He took her briefly in his arms and ki ssed her. Then
not speaking further, he wal ked fromthe canp, beyond the perineter of
firelight, following the direction in which Gunther had been conducted. She

| ooked after him "Flower," called Knife. "Flower." But Flower went and knelt
behi nd Spear.

Brenda went to the edge of the firelight, |ooking out into the darkness. She
became aware of Ugly G rl, standing near her. She turned, shuddering, and

| ooked down into the wide, sinple eyes. Ugly Grl put out her hand, very
gently, touching her arm "CGo away," said Hamilton. "You are a nonster."

When Hamilton returned to the side of the fire, Tree | ooked up at her.

"Did they kill hinP" asked Hamilton. "lIs he still alive?"

Tree | ooked at her as she had never seen him |l ook before. It frightened her.
Then he stood up and seized her by the left arm draggi ng her al ong beside

him and, angrily, threw her ahead of himinto the darkness of a small cave.
There, brutally, he beat her and raped her. Wen he had done with her, he said



to her, angrily in the darkness, "He is still alive." Then she felt him

bi ndi ng her wists behind her back. Then she felt her ankles being crossed and
being tied tightly together. She then lay at his side, bound. Suddenly she

| aughed with pleasure. "You are jeal ous!" she cried. She squirmed, but could
not free herself. She | aughed, deliciously, delighted to the quick with this
evi dence of the depth, the intensity, of his wanting of her. He would give her
no chance to follow Gunther and WIlliam She would not be able to run away and
pursue them She knew she woul d spend the night bound, and, doubtless. the
next day woul d wear | eather ankle shackles. She was pleased that Tree knew her
l[imtations as a tracker. If she were natively of the Men's wonen, she mi ght
have been kept a week in such confinenents. She snuggled up to Tree. "No,
Master," she said, "I shall not run off to follow Gunther. You will see to
that." She sniled to herself. A man of her own tines mght have asked her to
choose between hinself and another, and freed her to foll ow her own wi shes.
The Hunter, wanting her, kept her. It was he who woul d choose, not her. It was
she who woul d obey. Then in the | anguage of the Men she spoke to Tree, softly,

breathlessly, in the darkness. "It is only you whose slave | am" she
whi spered. "It is only you whom | love. |I love you, my Master. | |ove you.
| ove you

She heard, to her indescribable pleasure, Tree's great |augh in the darkness,
and then she felt himuntying her ankles, and then, as she suffused with
warnth, he thrust themapart, widely. "I love you," she whispered, and then

t hrew back her head, and cried out with pleasure.

Toward morning, Brenda in his arms, her wists tied behind her back, her
ankles still untied, Tree said, "I gave themback their arrows. Ugly Grl gave
themto me, for them She did not wish themto die. Do not be afraid for
them™

Brenda then understood the neaning of Ugly Grl's touch that preceding
eveni ng, that she was trying to tell her that she had had returned to Gunther
and Wl liamthe neans of their survival

"Thank you," said Hamilton
"Whose sl ave are you?" asked Tree.
"Only yours," said Hanmilton, "-Master."

He then used his slave again, quickly, wthout rmuch thought. He then tied

t oget her her ankles. Before going to sleep, he wapped a robe of fur about
them that of a giant cave bear he had slain the preceding spring. Hamilton
pressed her bound body against his, and kissed him but he did not know this,
for he was asl eep.

22

"Hurry, Butterfly! Sew nore swiftly!" scolded Ham Iton. Butterfly | ooked up
angrily, and then bent again to the deerskin, thrusting the awl through the
doubl ed skin, one layer at a tine, and then pushing the wet sinew, |ubricated
with her spittle, through the small hole. Wth her small fingers she drew it
tight, but too tight, winkling the skin. She | ooked up, in msery.

"It is too tight," said Hamlton. "You will bunch the skin."

"I will not have enough sinew left to finish," wailed Butterfly.



"You did not nmeasure it correctly," said Hamlton

Butterfly | ooked at Hanmilton. About Butterfly's throat, tied, was a neckl ace
of shells, and claws, and | oops of |eather, and, threaded on the |oops, wth
the shells and claws, were small squares of leather, five of them bearing the
sign of the Men. The young man, Hawk, had tied it there.

"dd Wnman will beat nme again," wailed Butterfly, "with her switch!"
"You must learn, Butterfly," said Hamlton

Ham | ton stood up. She was happy. She stretched. The spring air was deli cious.
She threw her hair back over her shoulders with her hands, and a | uxurious
nmoverrent of her head. She wore her brief wap-around skirt, exposing the left
thi gh. Besides this she wore only her own neckl ace, proclaimng her, like
Butterfly, as a woman of the Men. She snmiled. It had been the hunter, Tree,
she recall ed, long ago, who had tied the necklace on her throat, in a high
prison cave. She closed her eyes deliciously. She gritted her teeth agai nst

t he surgency of her desire. How she, his hel pless slave, |loved him How
delicious it was to belong, to literally belong, will-lessly, helplessly, to a
strong man, to such a magnificent brute, to a true master of wonen whose needs
and pl easures, and snallest whins, she nust gratify and serve with the ful
perfection of the slave girl, his to command as he pl eases. She opened her
eyes, happily. Brenda Hamilton, the slave girl, was happy.

Life was different than it had been anong the Men. Changes had cone about.

"Just hope, Butterfly," said Hamlton, "that it will not be Hawk who w |l beat
you. "

"I's she not old enough to kneel with the wonen?" had asked Hawk of Spear
Spear had | ooked at Butterfly. "Kneel with the wonmen," he had said.
"No," she had cried, "Please!"

But O d Wman had hobbled to her and, seizing her by the arm drawn her anong
t he wonen. They had | aughed at her. She had knelt miserably anmpong them

Even before the snow had nelted, it was clear that the boy, to whomButterfly
had been often cruel, was ready to run with the hunters. In the winter he had
gai ned many pounds, and sone five inches of height, and, even since the
nmelting of the snow, it seened he had grown the wi dth of another hand. The
voracity of his appetite, even anong hunters, was a joke in the canp. He was
| ar ge- boned. Sone thought he m ght grow as |arge as Spear or Tree. The
preceding sutmmer and early fall Butterfly had still been taller and heavier
than he, but, now, in the spring, to her dismay, she must |ift her head, even
to look into his eyes. She was angry and jeal ous, for he had grown |arger and
stronger than she, until now there was no conparison between them and for
soon she knew, he would run with the hunters; he would be a Man. Sonetines she
was frightened, because of the way in which he now regarded her; often she
caught hi m wat chi ng her body, and how it noved; sonetimes she felt naked
before him

One day, even before the |ast snows had nmelted, Spear, and the Men, had net
bel ow t he base of the cliffs. Among , the Men, too, was Knife, who, in the
wi nter, had chall enged Spear to be first in the group. Spear had not killed
him Knife's linbs, set by Wlliam had healed straight. He now said little.
He sel dom now, used one of the wonen, even Flower.



Spear, the left side of his face terrible with its scarring, fromthe ax of
Knife, with the Men, had stood at the base of the cliffs. The wonen, and
children, too, had stood with him

"Lift this stone," had said Spear to the boy. He had lifted it. No wonan or
child in the canp could have lifted it. "Throw this spear," had said Spear

The boy had thrown it. It was a fine cast. No worman or child in the canp could
have thrown it one third so far. Hamilton and the other wonen, thrilled to see
it thrown. Soon, they knew, there would be a new hunter ampong them There
woul d be nmore neat. And he seened a fine lad. He m ght make a great hunter

But Hamilton, too, was uneasy. She fingered her necklace. She was a wonan of
the Men. Should the boy becone a hunter she, as much as the other canp

femal es, would belong to him as they did to the others. "Fetch the spear,"
had said Spear. The boy had retrieved the spear. "Do not return to canp," said
Spear, "until it is bloodied." The boy left the canp. Late that afternoon he
had returned. Rolled on his shoulder, tied with hide rope, was a fresh skin,
wet and dark. The bluish, chipped stone blade of the spear was stained with
reddi sh brown. He had slain a young, nale bear, vicious, irritable, conme not
nore than a handful of days ago fromits hibernation. He | ooked at Hanilton
and C oud, and Antel ope, and another wonan, Feather. "There is neat at the
rock," he said, "by the stream"” Swiftly the wonen, Hamilton, and the three

ot hers designated, had left the canp, to fetch back the meat. They took a
pol e, and rawhi de thongs, with them In half an hour the wonen, stunbling, two
on each end of the pole, the animal tied by its paws to it, returned to the
canp. The kill was tied to the rack at the foot of the cliffs and Spear, with
his stone dagger, at the animal's throat, into a | eather sack, drew bl ood.
Then the nen, with the bl ood, took the boy into the Men's cave, back, deep in
the cliffs, where the women were not permitted to follow Wat they did in the
Men's cave the wonmen did not |earn, and would never be told. But when they had
energed, Spear had said, "A hunter is born." The young nman had stood anong the
men, tall and straight. "This is a hunter,"” had said Spear, pointing to the
young man "His name is Hawk. He is of the Men!" The men had cheered him Spear
pointed to the earth before the young man's feet. Short Leg first, and then
Nurse, and even A d Wnman, and then the other adult females of the canp, knelt
before the young man, their heads to his feet. He regarded them Then he said,
"Prepare a -feast."

"Up, | azy wonen," scolded A d Wman, getting up, even hitting O oud and

Antel ope with her switch. "Prepare a feast!" The wonen sprang to their feet to
prepare a feast. The children, with the exception of Butterfly, who were

st andi ng nearby, |eaped up and down and cl apped their hands. Butterfly did
not hi ng but, apprehensively, regard the new hunter. But Hawk was now sitting
with the men, talking with them Later he did notice her, with the children.

It was then that he had said to Spear, "Is she not old enough to kneel wth

t he wonen?" And Butterfly had been made to kneel with the wonen. None of the
men had fed her. It was to the new, young hunter that she went |ast.

"Feed ne," she asked.

He cut a large, hot piece of nmeat. She eyed it. Then he began to eat it. "Feed
me, " she begged.

He | ooked at her, and she dropped her eyes. Wen she again regarded him he
said, "W will see if you please ne."

He then rose to his feet, taking the meat and taking, too, the rolled skin of
the bear he had slain in the afternoon. He left the fire and she slipped to
her feet and followed him Beyond the edge of the fire, when he had untied the
skin and thrown it, spreading it, across the danp turf and snow, she had
suddenly, with a cry of misery, fled. In a few steps he had caught her and,



carrying her, returned her to the fur, on which he threw her, at his feet.
Tooth called two children away fromthem who had wi shed to watch.
"Feed nme!" she wept.

"W shall see if you please ne,
her .

he said. Then he dropped to his knees beside

In an hour he returned to the fire. She, now naked, her head down, blond hair
di shevel ed, followed him and knelt behind him About her throat, visible
under her hair, knotted there by the hunter, was the neckl ace of | oops of

| eather, and claws, and threaded shells; Butterfly was now of the wonmen. Her
cheeks were stained with tears. Hanmilton regarded her. She thought that, in
anot her year or two, Butterfly would be the equal of Flower. Butterfly reached
her hand forth, gently, to touch the hunter. He paid her no attention

Ham I ton then saw her lie on her back, eyes mpoist, reproachful, and lift her
body to him He threw her a piece of neat. She ate it eagerly, kneeling quite
cl osely behind him

To one side Hamlton saw UWly Grl lift her body to Tooth. He fed her

This made Hanilton happy. Then she went to Tree and on her back before him
lifted her beauty before him arching her back. He threw her neat, it striking
her body, and she scranbled up and ate it happily, kneeling behind him Wl f
fed Antel ope, and Runner fed C oud.

No nore had been heard of WIliamand Gunther. Tree had, know ng Hamilton
woul d have wi shed it so, returned their bullets to them They had gone. There
had been no nmeat for themin the canp of the Men. For nore than two weeks
following their departure, Tree, in his jealousy, had made her serve him
exquisitely well, scarcely permtting her out of his sight. The first two

ni ghts, when not using her, he had kept her bound, hand and foot. During the
first two days, he had kept her in close ankle shackles, as had been done wth
her when she had first been only a captive stranger in the canp, not even
neckl aced.

She gl anced at Tooth and Ugly Grl. He held her in his left armand fed her
with his right hand, bits of meat. Huge, honely Tooth, with the prognathous
jaw, the extended canine, the | over and teacher of children, cared for the
sinmple, doglike thing in his arm She held him and put her head against him
Then she | ooked up at him the large eyes w de, soft, moist. She |icked him
softly with her tongue, and lifted her head again to him to see if he would
rebuff her. He gave her another tiny piece of nmeat. She could not aspire, of
course; to wear the necklace, for she was only of the Ugly People. Hanilton
supposed Tooth was fond of her body. It was short, and squat, and

round-shoul dered, but, fromthe point of view of Tooth, Hamilton supposed, it
cuddl ed well, and the breasts were not displeasing. Even Tree, Hamilton
recal |l ed, occasionally ordered her to cuddle to him drawi ng up her legs; it
pl eased her, too, when commanded, to do so, feeling his strength, his
protection, making herself a small, helpless love kitten in his nighty arns.
But the face of Ugly Grl seenmed so repul sive to Hamilton. How could Tooth
stand to gaze upon it? It was broad; the neck was short; the hair was stringy;
the eyes were so large, so wide, so sinple, so enpty. Hamlton wondered how
Tooth saw Ugly Grl. Did he see her as she did? O did he see, or sense

somet hing el se in her? How could he stand to | ook upon her? Ham | ton chewed on
the neat which Tree had given her. Tooth | ooked down into the eyes of Ugly
Grl. They were soft, wide, noist. He kissed her. Her 'face, to Hanmilton
startled, in that nonment, had seenmed sonehow different than before. She did
not understand what it was that she had seen. Ugly Grl now had her head



agai nst Tooth's shoul der. When she lifted her head fromhis shoul der there
were tears in her eyes. Hamilton shrugged; the Ugly People were animals; yet
Ham | ton was pl eased that Tooth should be kind to Ugly Grl. It was she whom
the Men had used to steal bullets from Gunther and WIIiam

"Feed me, Master," wheedl ed Ham | ton, putting her chin on Tree's right
shoul der.

He passed her back a piece of neat, with his right hand, over his right
shoul der, not | ooking at her

"Here is a piece of sinew," said Hamilton to the mserable Butterfly, "which I
have been saving. It is long enough. Now sew well. Next time neasure nore
careful ly."

"Thank you, Turtle," said Butterfly, gratefully. She knelt, bending over her
sew ng.

The brief skin which Butterfly wore about her hips was tanned from a hide,

that of a deer, which Hawk had slain. Her first task, after pleasing Hawk, had
been the preparation of the bearskin which he had brought back to canp with
him Turtle and C oud had hel ped her with it.

It had been evident, fromthe first, that Hawk had a special interest in

sl ender Butterfly. It was al nbost al ways she whom he call ed upon to serve him
He insisted on exact and total obedience fromher, as Tree did from Hamilton
Ham I ton coul d see that the girl, to uphold her self-respect, pretended to
resent this, and hotly, but was secretly, as could be seen fromher sniles and
expressions, much pleased. Ham |ton supposed that Butterfly, an intelligent,
arrogant, spoiled, vital girl could only respect a man who was her total
master. Hamlton, in living anong the Men, had, for the first tinme, begun to
understand the rati os of domi nance and submni ssion, endemic in the aninal

ki ngdom She saw it in wildlife about her, and anbng the Men. Had Hawk been
crippled by a subsequent psychol ogi cal conditioning or caught in the nmeshes of
social restraints, Butterfly would have constantly, protected by his inprinted
conflicts, his self-alienation, and reinforced by a world invented to excl ude
hunters, fought himfor dom nance and, instinctually yearning for his
authority to be inposed upon her, she genetically a hunter's wonan chal | enged
himcontinually, both to his msery and hers. But Hawk was not weak. He could
not have been weak, unless there had been a defect in his brain. H s world had
not been built to nmake hi m weak. Weakness is not a useful property of hunters.
It reduces their effectiveness. Wakness and gullibility are virtues only in
an agricultural world, or a technol ogical one, where, in a conplicated network
of interrelationships, it is inportant to keep nen bound to the soil, or to

t heir machi nes or desks. Wakness in a hunter would work agai nst the survival
of the group. But this did not nean that Butterfly would not, fromtine to
time, if only to call herself to his attention, or to reassure herself of his
mastery and strength, challenge him It only neant that her subordination, on
such occasions, to her pleasure and satisfaction, would be again taught to
her, pronptly and effectively. Yesterday, Hamilton recalled, when Butterfly
had spoken back to Hawk, he had, |aughing, taken her by the hair into the
woods. There he had switched her a few tinmes and, finishing her discipline,
thrown her over a |l og. She had foll owed himback to canp, red-faced, but

pl eased.

"Since | gave you the sinew," said Hamlton to Butterfly, "you nust, when the
men return tonight, give me your share of the dried sugar berries, if Ad
Wnman lets us have them" These were alnost the |ast of the berries, dried and
hard, but sweet when chewed, |eft over fromthe preceding fall



"No!" said Butterfly.

"G ve me back the sinew" |aughed Hamlton
"No!" said Butterfly. "I will give you the sugar berries! |I will, Turtle!"
"Very well," said Ham lton. She | ooked down at Butterfly. "For whom are you

maki ng that garnment?" she asked.
"For Hawk," said Butterfly, angrily. "He makes ne work so hard!"

"Men are all beasts," said Ham | ton.

"Yes," said Butterfly. "They are! They are!™
Ham | ton | ooked away from Butterfly, happy. She breathed in the delicious
spring air.

The nmen were hunting. They would return by nightfall. There was now no nman in
the canp, with the exception of Hyena, who seldomran with the hunters. He was
in his cave, arranging stones in patterns, about the skull of an aurochs. He
spent nmuch tinme doing this, and such things. Hanmilton hoped that the nmen's
hunt woul d be successful. She was hungry. They had been gone now for two days.
She had mi ssed Tree | ast night. She saw Antel ope returning to canmp with water.
Coud was with her. doud no | onger wore Gunther's watch, taken from hi mwhen
he had been driven fromthe canp. She kept it anong her bel ongi ngs.

Ham | ton made her way up the face of the cliff. She made the ascent |ess
circuitously than she would have the preceding fall. She did not take the

sl oping path used by A d Wnman, that used, too, by those who carried burdens,
but scranbl ed upward, foot by foot, toward the second tier of caves, to the
first broad | edges. Sone forty feet fromthe ground, on- a broad | edge, she

| ooked out across the woods. The sky was very blue, with white clouds. The
first | eafage, delicate, very green, was on the trees and bushes. This past

wi nter there had been only one visitor other than Gunther and Wlliam a
trader fromthe Bear People. He had brought shells fromthe Coast People, for
whi ch he had traded skins, and, for them received salt fromthe Men. He had
stayed for ten days. He had been known. Gunther and WIIliam had arrived sone
four weeks later. Hanmilton was | ooking forward to the sumer canp, in which
the Men noved soneti mes marches away, for new hunting, in which huts were
built. It had been to a sunmmer canp that Tree had first brought Ham|lton. And
fromthe canp they had gone to fetch flint and salt before returning to the
shelters. The wonmen did not know the location of the salt. Hamilton recalled
how bard she had worked at the flint |ode. But she was anxious to see it
again. Flint, and salt, were necessary. She recalled how Spear h4 scratched
out the sign of the Wasel People at the flint | ode and drawn over it the sign
of the Men, the armand the spear. She wore that sanme sign on the five |eather
squares of her necklace, anmong the |leather, the claws, the threaded shells.
The flint belonged to the Men, and so, too, she thought, smling, did the
wonren of the Men, no |less clained, no | ess owned. She saw Fl ower bel ow, at the
foot of the cliffs. Flower, too, of course, wore the necklace of the Men. It
was a pl easant day, shortly past noon. From where she knelt she could see the
chil dren pl ayi ng.

"Lazy Grl," said Ad Wman, energing fromthe cave behind her. "Chew this
hide for Runner." She threw a hide scraped, beside Hamlton. \Wat flesh and
dryness remained in it would be chewed away, bitten and |icked by the nouth of
a wonan; the acid in her saliva, noistening the hide, Ham|ton knew, too, was
important. "Let Cloud do it!" protested Hamilton



"I will switch you," said O d Wnan.

"No," said Hamlton. "I will do it!" Quickly Ham|ton picked up the hide and
began to chew it, beginning at one edge.

"You are a lazy girl," said Add Wnan. "You should be traded to the Coast
Peopl e. Their girls are good for nothing."

add Wman cackl ed with satisfaction, and | eft.
Ham | t on chewed on the hi de.

She saw Fl ower bel ow. Why had Fl ower not been given the hide? Flower did not
work well when the nen were not present and O d Wman coul d not see her

"Fl ower," thought Hamlton, "is a lazy girl. If anyone should be traded to the
Coast People, it should be Flower." If Flower were traded, Hanmilton thought to
hersel f, she, Hanmilton, would be the nost beautiful woman in the canp, except
perhaps in a year or two, when Butterfly was ol der. Ham|ton thought of
hersel f as being the canp beauty. The thought did not displease her. Then she
| aughed at herself. How strange it all was. She recalled her own tinme, her own
worl d, her former identity and self, her education, her degree, her
proficiencies, forner friends, forner surroundi ngs. Now she sniled. Now she
was only Turtle, a slave of primeval hunters, and of one in particular, a

pri meval woman kneeling on a stone | edge before a cave, chewing hide for a
master, waiting for the return of hunters.

"I am happy," said Brenda Ham lton to herself. "I amtruly happy!"

It was then that, fromthe | edge, she saw him at first only a shaggy pelt of
hair, the tip of a stone-bladed spear in the brush, nore than fifty yards
away, across the clearing at the foot of the cliff.

She knelt on the | edge, speechless, frightened, confused.
Then she saw ot hers.
She | eaped to her feet, scream ng

At the same tinme, nmoving swiftly, crouched over, carrying spears and cl ubs,
they energed fromthe brush about the clearing.

They wor e headbands.

She saw Fl ower stand as though frozen. In an instant one of them was upon her
striking her with a club to his feet.

She heard Antel ope scream O d Wman cane running fromthe cave. The children
crying out, shrieking, scattered. Men struck at themw th spears. Hamilton saw
one of the men kneeling over Flower, jerking her hands behind her back and
tying them She saw Antelope in the arns of another nman, squirmng. Then she
was thrown to her belly, to be bound. O her men swept around the clearing.
Sone began to clinmb. Nunb, half in shock, not conprehending, Ham |lton stood
wat ching. "Run!" cried Ad Wman. Ham |Iton saw the face of a man appear
suddenly above the |l edge to her left. Then his armwas over, and half his
body. "Run!" screaned O d Wman. Ham|lton suddenly felt the stinging cut of
the old woman's switch. Frantically Ham |lton began to scranmble up the cliff.
Gasping, fingernails scratching in the crevices, mserable, Hamlton clinbed.
She heard O d Wman's switch below strike the man. He cried out with rage. She
turned, |ooking over her shoul der, hearing A d Wnan's scream then seeing her



dropping, hitting, rolling and dropping, turning, down the steep sl ope,
spraming to the clearing below, and the face of the man bel ow.

She clinbed another foot. She heard his cry to her, ordering her to return to
the | edge. Desperately she sought a new handhol d. He cried out again. She
found it, and noved higher on the cliff. She had seen Tree clinb the cliff
here, and others, even sone of the boys. A rock struck her, hard, on the left
si de, above the snmall of her back. She slipped, but caught herself. Then she
heard the man begin to follow her. Then there was another, too, with him She
reached a small |edge, and, breathing wildly, with two hands, grasped a heavy
stone. Wth difficulty she raised it over her head and, noaning, flung it
downward. It struck the first clinber a glancing blow on the side of his head.
He lost his hold, scranmbling and scratching against the side of the cliff,

and, skidding, and then dropping, fell back to the broad | edge, twenty feet

bel ow. The second clinber reached over the | edge on which she stood and
grasped her ankle. She shook free and began again to clinb. He ordered her
back. He was swi ft behind her. He | eaped for her but she was too high for him
For minutes Hanmilton clinbed. At first he did not clinb after her but stood on
the | edge, shouting at her. Twice he threw rocks. One struck her on the |eft

| eg, behind the knee, hurting her. The other struck near her face on the left
side, nearly causing her to | ose her hold, but again, she did not fall. She
heard men shouting bel ow. She sensed that sonme were | ooking for a new ascent
an easier one, to head her off. Then she heard the man bel ow, not wanting to
ri sk losing her, perhaps wanting to be the one to take her, begin to clinb. On
a tiny | edge she turned. He was still follow ng her. Far bel ow she could see
men in the clearing. At the feet of one, bound hand and foot, lay Flower.

Bet ween the feet of another, simlarly secured, |lying on her side, |ay
Ant el ope. The butt of his great spear, upright in the dirt, in his inperious
grasp, that of her taker, lay near her face. She saw A d Wman |ying at the
foot of the cliff. Another man was dragging Butterfly by the hair, bent over,
down the sloping path leading up to the first level of caves. In his free hand
he held a bag of salt. She saw one child, bleeding, lying in the clearing.
From t he brush one nan energed, pulling a young, pregnant female by the wist.
He ti ed her hands behi nd her back and nade her kneel. Wth a rope he tied her
by the neck to Flower's bound ankles. She saw two nore women of the Men being
prodded to the center of the clearing, shoved stunbling before the spear butts
of captors.

Ham | ton was m serable. She did not see how she could clinb further

She heard the man bel ow her, now maki ng his way upward. He shouted angrily at
her. He gestured that she should cone down.

Agai n, noaning, Hamilton clinbed. She slipped, cried out, and again clinbed.
She now clung to the cliff a yard belowits summit, but could not reach the
summit. She was nore than eighty feet above the nearest outjutting | edge bel ow
her at this point, the height of an eight-story building. She did not dare to
turn and | ook back to the valley, which lay some two hundred feet, the

equi val ent of some twenty stories, below She wept, and put her cheek agai nst
the granite of the cliff. Never before had she tried to scale the cliff on
this face. She realized, sickeningly, she had not chosen an ascent which was
proper for her. She had seen Tree clinb the cliff at this point, but he was
powerful and long of |inmb. The boys, she now renenbered, had been to her left.
She could not retrace her steps without falling into the hands of her pursuer
He | aughed bel ow her, seeing her predicanent. She cried out with nmisery and,
suddenly, as she felt the wi nd nmoving against her on the cliff, was frightened
of falling. She heard the man noving closer to her. She | ooked down. He had
taken a thong fromhis waist and put it in his teeth. In a noment she knew he
woul d reach up and tie it on her ankle, and she woul d be caught. There was a
sound above her. She heard a clicking noise, a tongue click, and a smacking of



lips and hiss. Ugly Grl reached over the cliff, extending her arm and hand
down to Hamilton. "No!" cried Ham Iton, frightened. Then she reached for Ugly
Grl's hand and, seizing her on the wist with her other hand, swng out over
the cliff. Hamilton screaned with msery. The man below cried out with rage
Then, inch by inch, Ugly Grl, with her squat, powerful body, the strong arm
drew Hamilton to the sunmit of the cliff. Gatefully Ham | ton scranbl ed over
it. She | ooked about herself. She saw Nurse and another woman of the Men two
hundred yards away. They had nade the ascent by the side, and were now,
runni ng and scranbling, nmaking their way down a side path to the brush and
trees far below. She saw the woman with Nurse abruptly, suddenly, change her
direction, and take a new descent path. Ugly Grl pulled on Hanmilton's arm
hurrying her. Hanmilton shook free of her touch, shuddering, but ran beside
her. Nurse and the other woman of the Men had di sappeared. Ham lton and Ugly
Grl sped across the roof of the nmountain of stone in which were the shelters.
There was sone brush and twi sted plants on its sunmit, where, over years, dust
had gathered and seeds had fallen. She heard a cry behind her, the nman

pur sui ng her having gai ned the height of the cliff. Suddenly they saw two nen
appear before them some two hundred yards away, energing over the rocks.
Ham | t on moaned. She turned back, and then back again. They were approaching
swiftly. She did not know which way to run. Then, crying out, she felt the
hand of the man behind her in her hair. She was painfully thrown to her knees
on the stone. She tried to reach his hand in her hair. Ugly Grl darted away.
The other men neared. She tried to struggle. He, his hand tight in her hair,
wr enched her head viciously back and forth and she, screaning, half blinded
with pain, knelt with absolute quiet, a captive fermale; she now feared only,
his hand so tight in her hair, that she nmight nove in the slightest, thus
agai n causing herself that excruciating pain. She had been taken. She saw Ugly
Grl stop, and | ook about herself, wildly. Hanmilton lifted her hand to Ugly
Grl, tears in her eyes. The two other nen were nowwithin fifty yards. Ugly
Grl suddenly turned back and, to the astoni shnment of the nan who hel d her
threw hersel f upon himlike an animal, scratching at his eyes biting at his
throat. He fended her away fromhinmself with his right arm releasing
Ham | ton, who, crying out, scranbled away. She heard Ugly Grl cry out with

m sery. Turning back Hamilton saw that the man had thrown Ugly Grl to his
feet by her hair. He kicked her. Ugly Grl whinpered and reached out to
Ham I ton. Hamilton turned away, fleeing. She heard the other two nmen behi nd
her; she heard the cry of another man from sonewhere; she fled. Now she was on
the side path, which she knew well, each hold and step; she darted, |eaping
and scranbling, fromone | edge to another, and then she was out of sight of
the men above her; she darted into one of the caves on the second |evel,
slipping into its darkness. "Turtle?" said a voice. It was Coud, huddling in
t he darkness, trenbling. "Yes," whispered Hanilton. Then, on her hands and
knees, she, fromthis cave, crawl ed down a crooked, sloping passage into an
adjoining cave. "That is the way to the Men's cave,"” wept C oud. "You rmay not
go there!" Scarcely had Hanmilton entered the small, crooked, sloping passage
then she heard men, three of them entering the cave she had |left. She heard,
behi nd her, Coud' s scream and the sound of blows. Hamilton emerged into the
next cave. She screanmed. A nonster, it seened, reared up before her, sonething
with a twi sted human body and the head of an aurochs' skull. It shook a rattle
at her wildly. It was Hyena. She fled past himinto the darkness. She heard
men entering the cave fromthe | edge outside, fromthe sunlight, and anot her
calling out angrily, emerging fromthe small passage, who had foll owed her
into it. She heard Hyena's rattle. Then she heard nen brush past him She fled
deeper into the passage, feeling the sides of the passage.

Then she was al one in the absol ute darkness.
She npaned. She ran. She struck her left thigh on a projection of rock. She

fell on the stone. She struggled to her feet. She heard pursuit. She fled
deeper into the passage.



Then she stopped. No |onger did she hear sounds from behi nd her

She crouched down. She waited, frightened. She crouched in the pitch bl ackness
breat hing heavily, terrified.

There was no sound behi nd her

She went further in the tunnel, slowy, carefully, silently. Then again she
st opped, crouched down, waited.

Agai n there was no sound from behind her. The poundi ng of her heart seened
[ oud. She did not nove.

Per haps the men were searching el sewhere. There were many caves in the cliffs.
There were other females to thong. There were bags of salt to find. There was
fur to locate, and flint to be sacked and carried off. Surely not all the
worren woul d be caught. There was no pursuit. She waited, scarcely breathing
now. Perhaps the intruders had gone. Perhaps they wi shed only to strike with
swi ftness and, swiftly, be gone. Perhaps they had taken enough fur, and flint
and salt, and wonen, to satisfy them Perhaps even now they were on their way
back to their own canp.

She gradually becane sure of this as the mnutes passed. | amsafe, she
t hought .

Then, fromfar down the passage behind her, she heard a sound, and, to her
m sery, saw the flicker of torches.

She, mpaning, |eaped to her feet and ran deeper in the passage. Then suddenly
she stopped, terrified. She knew that there was, at a place in this passage, a
drop to the left of some fifty feet. She recalled it when O d Wman, with her
torch, had shown her the passage nonths ago. Qccasionally in the shelters
there were such crevices and pits. One pit, in another shelter, was used for
refuse. It was nore than twenty feet deep, and had sheer sides. She hugged the
right side of the passage. Her foot dislodged a small pebble and she heard it
drop away fromher to the left. It made a clear sound as it struck the stone,
in two places below She alnpbst cried out with angui sh. She heard a shout from
behi nd her, reverberating in the tw sting passage. Looki ng over her shoul der
she saw the flicker of torches, four of them She nmoved, back against the
stone, past the crevice. She then sped on. Her thigh felt wet and she knew it
was bl eedi ng, fromwhere she had struck it on the projection of stone.

Suddenly her left foot splashed in cold water. She cried out in msery,
startled. She stopped, and felt about herself in the darkness. She heard the
dri pping of water. She scraped her right forearmon the stone. There were

ot her passages, she knew, sone hundred yards beyond the crevice, passages
other than that leading to the cave of the hands, the ani mal paintings, which
had once been shown to her by Od Wman. She sank to her knees, nopaning,

di soriented. She shuddered. She realized she did not know where she was. She
was | ost.

From somewher e behind her, seenmingly fromfar away, she heard shouts.

She crouched very still, hoping that her pursuers woul d choose other tunnels,
woul d gi ve up the chase.

But the noi ses came closer. Then, again, as though fromafar this tinme, she
saw the dimflicker of torches.



She struggled to her feet. Gasping, weeping, she put forth her hands, her
fingers, and felt the stone sides of the tunnel. Irrationally, heedlessly, she
sped forward. The torches, the noises, were behind her. Then suddenly, crying
out, she plunged forward; she seized at nothi ngness; spraw ing, knees and
hands scraped, she struck stone sone two feet below, she lay there sobbing;

t hen, crawling, weeping, holding her hand before her, she noved deeper into
the tunnel; she crawled for sone four to five mnutes; she could hear the
sound of pursuit from behind, |ouder now, then to her msery she felt solid
stone before her. In the darkness groping, frantically, she tried to discover
an opening. Wldly she stood up. She felt about the sides, and before her, and
over her head, and at her feet. There was no opening. She had fled into a
blind tunnel. She sank to her knees in the darkness at the wall of stone; she
| eaned against it, putting the side of her face against the cool, granular
surface which prevented her further advance.

She rose to her feet and put her back against the wall of stone, putting her
hands back, feeling it with the pal ns of her hands.

She watched the torches growi ng closer, heard the sounds of the nmen. She saw
them then, far down the tunnel, stepping down fromthe | edge from which she
had fallen, then approaching. There were four torches, six nen, printive
hunters. She pressed back against the wall, in terror, watching them approach
They came closer. Then the first of themlifted his torch, and she was
illuminated. Her hair was wild; her eyes were deep, frantic, filled with fear
she wore the brief, wap-around skirt of deerskin, exposing the left thigh
about her neck was knotted the several |oops of the necklace of shells, of
claws and | eather. She faced them a bare-breasted, cornered, primtive wonan.
But, too, she was Brenda Ham lton, a woman of our tine, at the nmercy of
primtive hunters. Inwardly she npaned. Had she hoped to el ude thenf? They
could follow her even in the tw sting darkness of the caves; had she been cal m
they could have followed her, by the sinple woman snmell she could not hel p but
| eave; but she had been running, terrified, broken out in the sweat, the

unm st akabl e secretions, of driven fem nine quarry; she had been ganme to them
t he chase was now ended; the snare was readied; they had followed their girl
quarry, their woman fugitive, easily; the outcone had never been in doubt;
behi nd her, marking her trail, belying her passage, like a traitor's signal
perfidi ous, treacherous, had hung the perfune, stimulatory to hunters,
excitatory to predatory males, of her terror; the female fear-snell. She,
caught, had had no chance. The others, too, lifted their torches. They
regarded her, she could see, with pleasure, with anticipation. Their |eader, a
heavily bearded fellow, lifted his hand. In it, coiled, were several narrow

| oops of |eather thongs. He grinned. Then he handed his torch to another man
and approached her. In his hand were the thongs. She could not take her eyes
fromthem He held themup before her. She felt al nbst hypnotized. She could
not take her eyes fromthem In his hand were the thongs with which to bind
her. She felt her shoul der bl ades, the deliciousness of her ass, press back
agai nst the stone.

Then there was another torch, from behind the nen.
"Qunther!" cried Hanmilton

"Where are the hunters?" asked Gunther

"They are gone," said Hanilton

"These are the Weasel People," said Gunther, indicating with his head the nen
about .

"Ch, no," whispered Hanilton



"Bl ood enenies of the Men," said Gunther. He smiled. "And you are a woman of
the Men."

"Protect me, Qunther," whispered Hanilton

@unt her stood there, the nmen of the Wasel People parting to admt him Hs
torch was in his left hand. Across his back was strapped his rifle. In his
right hand, reddish in the light of the torch, was the drawn Luger. She saw,

on his left wist, the watch which, nonths before, O oud had brought back from
t he darkness, when he and WIliam had been driven fromthe canp.

"Save nme, @Qunther!" cried Ham |ton

He regarded her. Then he turned away, carrying the torch, and nade his way
back down the passage.

"@Qunt her!" screamed Ham lton. "Don't | eave ne!"

Then she saw again only the thongs in the hand of the primtive |eader, the
savage. These were the thongs of the Wasel People. The Wasel People were the
bl ood enemies of the Men, and she was a woman of the Men. She pressed back. At
her back was the wall of stone. The | eader reached for her. She screaned. The
ot hers crowded about.
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Ham | t on opened her eyes. Every bone and nuscle in her body seemed sore. She
tried, weakly, to separate her hands. They were thonged tightly behind her
back. Butterfly lay near her, her small body simlarly secured. "Turtle," said
Butterfly, tears in her eyes. Hamilton | ooked about herself, at the other
worren, crowded together, bound, at the close, rounded walls of roughly fitted
stone. She sat up, putting her back against the stone. She | ooked up, toward
the top of the circular, stone-lined pit, sone ten feet above, sone eight feet
in diameter, to the grille of heavy branches, weighted down wth stones,
closing it. She was puzzled that the stone had been roughly shaped. The bl ocks
were | arge, sone as much as a yard in width. Their prison reninded her of a
wel |, save that it was too wide, and too shallow. In the pit the prisoners
wer e naked. They had been stripped days ago at the shelters, and not permitted
clothing afterwards. In the clearing before the shelters, the neckl aces,
procl ai mi ng them of the Men, had been cut fromtheir necks with stone knives
and thrown aside. They had then been switched and put in throat coffle,

t honged by the neck with rawhi de, and given their burdens, the spoils of the
canp of the Men, flint, fur, salt, weapons, tools, dried roots, dried neat.
The journey had been a nightmare for them hurried, swtched, exhausted,
driven beasts of burden. They had been forced to nove under the switch even
after dark. The Weasel People had no wish to encounter the Men.

"Turtle," said Butterfly.

Hamilton smiled at the girl. She crept near to Ham|ton, and put her head
against her arm "Do not cry," whispered Hamlton. Butterfly put her head
down, and lay close to Hamlton.

Ham I ton's attenti on was caught by a scattering of small objects on the floor
of the pit. They were tiny, and seened to be of sone vegetable nmatter. She did
not understand what they coul d be.



She noved her abused body, then closed her eyes in pain and remained still.
"I amafraid of him" she heard C oud whi sper to Antel ope.

Ham | ton opened her eyes and regarded C oud, who was kneeling. C oud was bound
as the others. "Wat will he do with ne?" asked C oud.

Ham I ton did not envy Cloud, for it had been she who had, with the strength of
the Men behind her, thrown Gunther's and WIlliams belongings to their feet
when they had been driven fromthe canp, who had struck Gunther with a switch,
herding himinto the darkness, who had taken his watch. In the cave, when
Ham | ton had been captured, she had seen that Gunther had al ready recovered
the watch. doud had been captured shortly before Hanilton had. She | ooked at
Coud. Coud was trenbling. "What will he do with ne?" asked C oud of

Hami | t on

"I do not know," said Hamilton. She did not envy O oud. Antel ope kissed C oud
on the shoul der, and C oud put her head, eyes w de, against Antelope's
shoul der.

Ham | ton | ooked up, through the grille. The pit was not open to the sky. Sone
five feet above the grille, on poles, was a roof of branches and thatch. Rain
could not fall into the pit.

Ham | ton coul d not understand the meani ng of such a construction. She did not
think it was to shelter fenale slaves. No solicitation had been shown to them
in the journey fromthe caves of the Men. She | ooked about herself. They were
the fenmal es of hated enemes, and the Wasel People, with prinmitive arrogance,
with primtive brutality, had treated them precisely as what they were

Fl ower | ooked at her. The right side of Flower's head bore a deep bruise. She
had been the first fenmale of the Men taken. Froma | edge at the shelters,
Ham | ton had seen her assailant brutally club her senseless to his feet, then
jerk her hands behind her back and tie her. Flower |ooked away from Hamilton
m ser abl e.

Ugly Grl was sitting, like Hamlton, with her back agai nst the stone. Her
eyes were open, and she was staring across the stone floor to the wall
opposite her, seeing nothing. Ham |ton | ooked at her broad head, the
simplicity of the eyes, the alnost chinless face, the heavy, |lank hair, the
squat, breasted torso, the short, thick legs. Hamilton shivered. Wly Grl's
wists, |like those of the others, were crossed and tied tightly behind her
back. It is alnmost as if she were human, thought Hanmilton. Wy should they tie
her like the rest of us? She is not even human. Wy did they take her? What
woul d they want her for? The thought crossed Hamilton's mind that they m ght
have taken her for food. Perhaps the Wasel People were cannibal s? She
shuddered at the thought that they might all be being kept for food. But she
had not heard that the Wasel People ate human flesh. Perhaps they only ate

t hose worren who did not sufficiently please then? Hanilton shuddered. She knew
she woul d do what was necessary to survive. She was a primtive woman. She

cl osed her eyes. Pride was not a luxury a prinitive woman could afford. To
avoi d bei ng eaten she knew she woul d do anything, and eagerly. She opened her
eyes and glared across the flooring to Ugly Grl, feeling a sudden hostility
for the sinple, doglike creature. Wien Hanmilton had first been caught, held by
the hair, on the roof of the cliffs, Ugly Grl, wickedly, with ferocity,
biting, scratching, had thrown herself on her captor, and he had rel eased her
and she had fled. Turning back, she had seen that Ugly Grl, in turn, had been
caught. Ugly Grl had held out her hand to her, but she had not returned to
hel p, but had turned away, continuing her flight. Surely it was irrationa

that both of them should be apprehended. But later, in a blind tunnel



trapped, cornered, she, too, clever, nodern woman had felt the relentless
snare thongs of captors. Uly Grl, after this, had not |ooked at her. She
woul d | ook past her, not seeing her. This infuriated Hamlton. "Sow " said
Hamilton to Ugly Grl, in the | anguage of the Men. Wgly Grl did not |ook at
her, nor seemto listen. Wiat would they want with her, Ham |lton asked
hersel f. She was angry that they even kept Ugly Grl with them as though she
m ght be human. She was bound as m ght have been a human female! Did the
Weasel People intend this as a humliation, an insult, to the wonmen of the
Men, their new slaves? Hamilton was furious.

Ni ne fermal es of the nmen had been caught, C oud and Antel ope; Butterfly and
Flower; Wly Grl; Turtle; a pregnant femal e, whose nane was Feather; and two
ot hers, who had been slow of foot, Squirrel and AwW . Several others bad
escaped. Some had not been at the shelters at the tine of the attack. Some had
scattered and fl ed successfully. Nurse, and one other, Hanm lton knew, had fled
over the roof of the cliffs and escaped down the other side. Short Leg bad not
been caught. A d Wman had been thrown down the side of the cliff. Hanmilton
did not know if she had lived or not. The children had broken and run and the
men, intent on adult females, had not pursued them She had seen one child
struck at and bl oodi ed before the shelters. She did not know if he had
survived or not.

For a tine Hamilton had hoped that they would be trailed by the nmen and
recaptured. But, day by day, her hopes had di m nished. The first night there
had been a heavy rain, after which Gunther, who seened to | ead these nen,
turned his trail to the side. If the Men followed the trail to the rain, they
woul d have no way of knowi ng, after the rain, that it had been diverted. They
would follow a line which, in effect, would, after a tine, have been erased.

It would be rational to suppose that the Iine, even though erased, would have
continued in the sanme direction. Gunther's cunning had foreseen this
reasoni ng, and be had diverted their trek. The Wasel People had been

t horough. The hands of the fermale prisoners, who were herded in throat coffle,
were thonged, usually to the burdens they bore. Hamilton's hands had been tied
at the sides of the squarish bundle of furs which she had been forced to carry
in the cormon manner of primtive wonen, bal anced on her head. Ugly Grl's
hands, differently, had been tied together before her body and fastened, by
two | oops, at her belly. On her back was tied a heavy sack of flint, |loot from
the shelters. She had wal ked al nost bent over, her thighs red from sw tching.
One of the men of the Wasel People, other than those who were the rear guard
of the march, followed the coffle line, to see that no girl attenpted to | eave
atrail. Another, following him with a branch, with | eaves, had obliterated
footprints. On the second night of the march it had again rained, and Gunther
had, again, altered the course of the march. The minds of primtives, even

t hose of the Men, Hanmilton knew, could not followthe trail, conceal ed by one
of great experience, a naster. Hamilton hated Gunther, but she could not but
respect him WIIiam had not been with the attacking party. Even at the
shelters of the Men he had seened to exert little influence over Gunther
@Qunther was in his element, |leading nen. Wth his rifle be was a captain, a
hero, king in this savage world. Hanmilton had seen C oud, bound, groveling at
his feet in terror. GQunther had scarcely | ooked at her. He woul d make her
wait. He was, she knew, saving her for later, for his leisure. At night the
worren of the Men, alternately, the head of one to the feet of the next, had
been thrown fromtheir feet, and bound, wists behind their backs, and the
neck and ankles of each tied to the ankles and neck of the next, each girl,

t hus, besides her wists being tw ce secured once by ankles, once by throat.
Ham | ton had hoped, the first night, to attack with her teeth the bonds of the
girl next to her. Then she, and the others, as they were on the foll ow ng
nights as well, had been gagged. Escape was inpossible. Prinitive thongs,
tightly knotted did not slip. In the norning the girls had been rel eased,
jerked to their feet their spoor covered with dirt, and put again in coffle.



On the fourth nmorning, the men of the Wasel People, herding the coffle, cane
to ariver. Here to the dismay of the fermales, there were four rafts, already
built and conceal ed, waiting. The captives, bound hand and foot, and the |oot,
were placed on the rough, vinethonged logs. Wth [ong poles these rafts were
then thrust out into the current. Before she had been thonged hand and foot,
and throwmn to the rafts, Ugly Grl, doubtless in msery and fear, had soiled
hersel f. Hami |ton had been di sgusted. Ever since UWgly Grl had attenpted to
rescue her on the cliffs, and she had not reciprocated, but fled, Hanmilton had
hated Ugly Grl. See, had thought Ham lton to herself, how sinple, how stupid,
how repul sive she is! She has even soil ed hersel f! She shuddered in repul sion
To be coffled with such an aninmal, as though she night, too, have been hunan,
as though she m ght have been of the sane sort as she, was found by Hamilton
to be degrading, humiliating. It insulted all the wonen of the Men, perhaps
Ham | ton nmost of all, for she retained something of the refined sensibilities
of a nodern woman.

Hami | ton sat with her back against the stone, bound, inprisoned with the
others. She | ooked up, through the grille of branches, to the roof of thatch
sone feet above it. Hamilton was | ess fastidious now than she had been

She | ooked across to Ugly Grl. Wly Grl had again, to Hanmilton's contenpt,
when the rafts had | anded, on the other side of the river, perhaps two hundred
mles fromwhere they had entered upon the river, soiled herself. She recalled
how irritated, how scornful, she had been

But now she thought | ess of such matters. She tried again to free the wists
bound behi nd her back, weakly. The wonen of the Men, bound had now been | ong
in the cell. Even she, Hamilton, had been unable to help herself. She | ooked
up again at the grille. She hated the nmen of the Wasel People!

"How I ong will you keep us here?" she cried out in anger, looking to the
grille.

The ot her wonen | ooked at her in puzzlenment. Hanmilton heard a girl's |augh
from ~above. Since they had been placed in the cell, they had seen, once, only
two girls, |ooking down upon them one had been fair conpl exi oned w th | ong,
bright red hair, the other had been dark-eyed, a darkhaired, short. Both had
worn hide tunics, concealing their breasts. It was now these two agai n who,
hearing Ham Iton's cry, |ooked again down on them They did so furtively, and
Ham | ton knew that it nust be that they were forbidden to do so. The
red-haired girl | ooked down, contenptuously. She hissed something in anger
down at them and, with a switch, sharply, struck tw ce one of the branches of
the grille. Ham Iton wi nced, as though she m ght have been struck

"You will have us all beaten," whispered Flower to her. "Be silent!"
Hami | ton heard a man's voice warn the girls above away fromthe grille and,
giggling, they quickly fled away.

"WIl they beat me?" asked Butterfly of Hamilton

"I'f the men permit it," said Hamlton. She could well remenber how it had been
when she had been only a stranger, a nere captured femal e brought to the canp
of the Men by Tree. Could not Butterfly renmenber? She, Butterfly, though then
fed with the children, had been cruel to her. Did she now expect to be treated
differently?

"Lift your body to the nen," said Ham lton to Butterfly. "If you please them
enough they may protect you sonetines fromthe wonen."



Butterfly | ooked in anguish at Fl ower.

"Turtle is right,’
femal es.” Then she | ooked at Hamilton. "I will please themnost,'

said Flower. "W have no choice,"” said Flower. "W are only
" she said.

"Perhaps," said Ham |ton. "Perhaps not."

Hami | ton then cl osed her eyes again and | eaned back agai nst the stone. She
wondered if AOd Wman was dead. She had seen her thrown, tunbling and
spraw i ng, down the slope of the cliff to the clearing below Tears canme to
Hami lton's eyes. In her own attenpt to escape, Hamilton, instinctively, had
fled to the cave entrance which |led, by various passages, to the cave of the
Men, the cave of the drawings. It was the deepest, nost hidden cave in the
cliffs, and she had wi shed to hide there. In the darkness she had taken a
wrong turning. She had stunbled into another tunnel, one of several side
tunnel s, one in which she had soon been trapped. But Hamilton, a quarter of an
hour after her capture, bruised and aching, half in shock, scarcely able to
wal k, wrists bound, on a | eather neck tether, had been dragged into the cave
of the Men, behind captors. They had found it. She watched while, with rocks,
and spear points, reaching high places, they systematically defaced the walls,
scrapi ng away the glories which Drawer, years before, had placed there. Then
she was dragged after them Perhaps they wished to injure or inpair the magic
of the Men. Perhaps, in their hatred, they wi shed only to destroy what was
beautiful. But when they left the antel ope the bison, the |ions were gone.
Even the hands, reaching for what Ham Iton did not know, nor even A d Wnan
were scraped away.

In the cell, Hamilton wept. Had she not led the men into the cave they m ght
not have found the drawi ngs. Hamilton wondered if it would be better if Ad
Wnman were dead, that she never |earn what had been done in the cave of the
Men, what had befallen the work of Drawer, one for whom she had once cared,

one whose works, renmining behind him she had treasured. The antel ope, the
bi son, the wolves, the lions, were gone. Drawer was dead. And there was |eft
only the rock

The grille was thrust back. Ham lton, startled, |ooked up. The bearded fell ow,
he who seened to be a | eader, stood above. He shouted down, pointing. In his
hand he hel d | oops of rawhide rope. Hamilton shrank back, but he was not
pointing to her.

Fl ower, unsteadily, frightened, rose to her feet. She | ooked up. A loop of the
rope was dropped about her body. It tightened. She was drawn; easily, hand
over hand, fromthe pit. \When she was on her feet, standing near the top edge
of the pit, the rope was renoved from her body. Hanilton saw another man take
her by the hair, bending her over, and pull her away. Then the bearded man was
again scrutinizing them He' |ooked fromone to another, intent, apparently,
on recogni zi ng one anong them He |ooked at Hamilton. Then he pointed.
Ham I ton alnpst fainted. But it was not she at whom he pointed. d oud,
terrified, trenbling, stood up, half crouching down. Then the rope dropped

about her and tightened, and she, |ike Flower, was drawn upward. At the top of
the pit, when she was standing on the surface, the rope was renmoved from her
body and she, too, |ike Flower, bent over, her hair in the hand of a captor

was dragged away. The bearded nman then again regarded the wonmen in the pit.
They shrank back. Then the grille was replaced.

An hour |ater a | eather bucket, on a rope, was |lowered through the grille. It
contai ned water. The wonen | ooked at one another. Then they fought, on their
knees, hands tied behind them biting, shouldering to thrust their face into
the water. Hamilton drank first. Water spilled. She heard the |aughter of
girls above, and saw the red-haired girl, and the dark-haired one, watching.



They called out to the prisoners, |aughing, and jeering themin the speech of
the Weasel People. Only Ugly Grl, who was not even of the women of the Men
did not participate in the struggle for the water. She waited and, after the
others had satisfied thenselves, after Butterfly, drank. The bucket, enptied,
its hide collapsed, to the laughter of the two girls, was jerked upward. The
worren of the Men, angrily, regarded one another. Then two handfuls of roots
and apples were flung to them Again the wonmen fought. Antel ope cried out
shrilly. Ham lton kicked at her viciously, then fell, and, squirming, tried to
get her teeth on an apple. She had pinned it against the side of the cel

when, from behind her, Squirrel bit her in the left calf and she cried out
with pain, jerking, losing the fruit. Squirrel was on it, scranbling, in an
instant, trying to hold it. Hamlton bit at her shoul der, shrieking. Then
Ant el ope kicked at Hamilton and Hamilton, unable to protect herself, caught
Ant el ope's heel in her stomach. Hamilton reel ed, unable to breathe, against
the wall, and slid down its side to the floor. She lay there in misery. The

t hought struck her that had there been a nman present there woul d have been no
fighting. He would have eaten first, and then he would have set themthe order
in which they would feed. Wiy are we doing this, Ham|ton asked herself. W
are femal es, she thought. There is no man to inpose order on us. Wen she
could, she crawed to a piece of root and bit it, eating it. She saw that Ugly
Grl, crouching teeth bared, was protecting the pregnant girl behind her. She
had found her an apple and two roots, and stood between her and the others.
Ham | ton eyed the food. Ugly Grl snarled at her. Ham |ton cl enched her fists,
bound behi nd her back. If one of the girls had had the use of her hands, she
woul d have been undi sputed queen in the cell. Ugly Grl snarled again. "I do
not want her food," said Ham|ton, backing away. Hanilton sat back agai nst the
wal | again. Strange, she thought, that Ugly

Grl, not even of the women of the Men, keeps the | aw of

Spear, that pregnant wonen are to be protected and fed. Hamilton did not know,
of course, but that, too, was a law of the Ugly People. Ugly Grl, perhaps in
her simplicity, did not distinguish in the matter of this | aw whether one was
of the Ugly People, or of the Men, or perhaps even of the Wasel People. The
pregnant woman nust be protected and fed. It did not matter to Ugly Grl, in
her simplicity, of what people the woman mi ght be. That the woman was

vul nerabl e, that she needed help, that there stirred in her belly the beauty
of life meant all that needed to be neant to Ugly Grl. Ugly Grl could not
speak the | anguage of the Men; she could not even formits sounds; but she
stood between the pregnant girl one of the wonmen of the Men, and the others,
her teeth bared.

"W will not take her food," said Antel ope.

"No," said Hamilton

The next day the grille was again thrust back. Again the bearded nan | ooned at
the top of the pit, looking into it, again the rawhi de rope |ooped in his

ri ght hand.

He | ooked fromface to face. Then he pointed to one of the wonen.

"Stand up," said Antel ope.

"No!" cried Hamlton, shrinking back

"CGet up, you fool!" said Antel ope

Ham | ton | ooked up. The man gestured to her, roughly. Terrified, scarcely able
to stand, she rose to her feet.



She had wanted desperately to be free of the pit, its filth, its stone, its
confinenent, its crowding, the struggles, bound, humiliating and vicious, for
a nmout hful of water, a scrap of food. But now she wanted only to shrink back
to stay inits protection, to remain with the other wonen, even Ugly Grl. Wy
did they not take Antel ope? She | ooked up, agonized. It was she, Hamilton

only Ham I ton, who had been singled out.

She felt the rope drop about her

"Perhaps they will eat her?" said Butterfly. "Perhaps Flower and C oud have
al ready been eaten!”

Hamilton tried to jerk away, but she only tightened the rope. It was now about
her waist. Terrified she turned and tried to run but the rope, tight in her
flesh, stopped her. She pulled against it; it burned in her belly. She turned
and, |ooking up, faced the man. The man was not pleased. The rope was taut.
She tried to back away. But his eyes stopped her. Then, angrily, he jerked her
toward him She spun, stunbled and then, her feet off the ground, swung,
striking, hard, with her shoulder, the wall of stone. Swiftly, her burden
nothing to his strength, he drew her fromthe pit. At the surface he threw her
to his feet and, renoving the rope from about her body, knotted it about her
neck, making of it a tether. The two girls of the Wasel People, whom she bad
seen before, were standing near, apparently waiting to take charge of her. The
shorter one took up the free end of the tether. The girl with the bright red
hair held a switch. She struck Hamilton once with it. Hamilton scranmbled to
her feet. She felt a jerk on the tether and, stunbling, followed the shorter
girl. The red-haired girl, following them struck her twice nore, to hurry
her. Hamilton heard the bearded man replacing the grille. He was apparently no
| onger concerned with her. She was only a slave. The free wonmen coul d handl e
her .

Hami I ton found that the cylindrical pit covered with the roof of thatch, on
pol es, was at the edge of a clearing, which |lay before sone caves.

Sonme of the Wasel People were about. Some of the nen, who had not been in the
raiding party, as she was dragged past them |ooked up swiftly considering her
body, their eyes speculating on the pleasure that it, leaping to their touch,
helpless in its slavery, might yield them Wnen glared at her, their eyes
stern and dour. One of themspit at her as she was dragged past. The
red-haired girl struck her twice nore with the switch.

Ham | ton was dragged up a sloping stone ranp. On a |l edge at its height, before
t he nost inposing of the cave entrances, nore than ten feet in height and

wi dt h, was a block of stone, a throne. On this throne, a fur cape, froma cave
bear, tied about his neck, grinning, his rifle across his knees, sat Gunther

"Cood afternoon, Doctor Hanmilton," said Gunther.

"Qunt her," she wept.

"Kneel, Slave," said he.

She knelt before him "Yes, Mster," she said. They spoke in English. The
short girl stood near her, the tether gripped in her right hand, its free

| ength | ooped, coiled several tines, in the same hand.

At Qunther's feet, naked, lay Coud. Loops of rawhide, knotted, were fastened

on her neck, as a collar. Behind Gunther and to his left, on another bl ock of
stone, sat WIlliam Flower knelt beside him on his left. She had been given a



hi de tunic, of the sort worn by the wonen of the

Weasel People. It was brief; but it conceal ed her breasts. About her neck
too, were |oops of rawhide, knotted, formng on her, as on Coud, a collar
But, too, with them about her neck, was a necklace of shells, and, too, about
her left ankle was an anklet, it, too, of shells. Gunther and WIIiam had
taken C oud and Fl ower as their personal sl aves.

"Where were your hunters?" asked Gunther.

"My hands," said Hamilton. "I cannot feel them Please, Gunther. | beg of you
to untie nme."

"We did not neet your hunters,"” said Gunther

Ham | ton put her head down.

@unt her slapped the rifle which lay across his knees. "It is fortunate for
them" said he, "we did not neet them else they would have fallen swiftly to
nmy bullets.”

Hamilton lifted her head. "Had you seen them" she said.

"The Weasel People," said GQunther, "eat human flesh. If you do not please ne,
| will feed you to them™

"I wWill try to please you, Gunther," said HamlIton. "I will! | will!"

@unt her | aughed. "But | have other plans for you," he said.
Ham | ton regarded him puzzl ed.

"Do you not notice," asked Gunther, "that the rock upon which | sit is of
shaped stone, and, so, too, is that on which WIIliamhas his place?"

Ham | t on sai d not hi ng.

"Did you not notice," asked Gunther, "that the pit in which you were confi ned
was formed of shaped stone?"

"Yes," she whi spered.
"And what then did you infer?" he asked.

"I did not understand it," she whi spered.

"Did you not see inits bottomtiny grains?" he asked.
"Yes," she said.

"And what did you nake of then®?" he grinned.
"Not hi ng, " she whi spered.

"Feral es, even bright ones like yourself," said Gunther, "are fools, fit only
to be slaves."”

Ham | ton was suddenly conscious of the tether on her neck, that she knelt,
that she was stripped, that her wists were confined hel pl essly.



"But it is inpossible," she whispered.

"Believe the evidence of your senses, little fool," said he. "The pit in which
you were confined is a storage pit used for the keeping of barley. The stones
were shaped with saws and axes of bronze."

"I't cannot be," she said. She had seen no tools or weapons of metal anpng the
Weasel People, no evidence of agriculture. "Are we not exiled in the early
Auri gnaci an Period," she asked, "sonetime during the |late Pl eistocene?"

"Herjellsen's assertions, and the cultural and geol ogi cal evidence," said
@unt her, "confirmthat hypothesis."

"Then, how?" breathed Ham | ton

"The di scovery of netal, its utility, the discovery of food grains, their
cultivation," said Gunther, "I conjecture took place nmany tinmes, perhaps
hundreds of times, independently, perhaps centuries ago, perhaps again
mllennia in the future, given our current spatio-tenporal coordinates. Such
di scoveries, by rational creatures, given an order of social organization, a
tradition, would presumably be nade nmany tines."

"But there is no evidence of such developnents in this period," said Hanilton
"Not even polished rock is known to the Men, nor, it seems, to the Wase
Peopl e. "

"Human groups are isolated," said CGunther
"But why would there be no evidence of such devel opments in this period?"

"The groups," said GQunther, unpleasantly, "are small.
surm se they will not survive."

He grinned. "W may

Ham | t on shudder ed.

She supposed that it mght be true that such devel opments as agricul ture,

bef ore they becane broadspread and irreversible, mght have had tiny
begi nni ngs, perhaps over and over again failing, or being obliterated by
fiercer peoples. Perhaps it would be only with the cultivation of the broader
lengthy river valleys, the Yangtze, the Tigris and Euphrates, the Nile, with
their capacity for supporting gigantic popul ations, that agriculture, and
agricul tural peoples, would have the nunbers and power to becone the dom nant
node of humanity. For long nmillennia they m ght have remai ned the prey of
hungry hunters, raiding fromthe hills and forests.

"I know of only one such group within trekking distance,"” said Gunther. "In

t he | anguage of the Weasel People, they are called the Dirt People. Fromthem
fromtime to time, a bronze tool is purchased with fur, or supplies of barley.
The Dirt People, incidentally, you will be interested to | earn, herd sheep

t hough you are not famliar with the variety. They weave. They cl ot he

t hemsel ves in wool ."

"They are quite advanced," said Hamlton
@unt her | aughed unpl easantly.

Ham | ton | ooked at Fl ower. She knelt beside WIliam snug. doud, |ying at
@Qunther's feet, would not neet her eyes.

"I am King here," said Gunther.



"How many bullets do you have left?" asked Hanilton

"Enough to keep me King," said CGunther

"And |," asked Hamilton, gazing evenly at Gunther, "am| to be your queen?"

@unt her spoke abruptly. The girl with the bright red hair, behind Hamlton
suddenly began to strike her, viciously, with the supple switch. Hamlton

cried out and fell, twisting, turning, struck across the belly, the |legs, the
back, by the switch, held by the short tether in the hand of the short,
darkhaired girl. "Forgive the insolence of a slave, Mster!" wept Hamlton

@unt her made a swift nmotion, and the beating stopped. Half choking, Hamlton
was dragged again to her knees. She could scarcely see Gunther for the tears;
she gasped for breath; her slave body, stung and ravaged by the switch, held
inits tether, burning, shook with the msery of the sharp discipline which
had been inflicted upon it.

"Perhaps," said Gunther, "I should have so proud a girl as you eaten."

"I am not proud, Cunther,"’
wi sh."

she whi spered, "ny master. | will do whatever you

"Eagerly?" asked Gunther.
"Yes, Master," she whispered, "-eagerly!"

"Cut her hands free," said Gunther to Wlliam WIliamrose and went to
Ham I ton, cutting the thongs which confined her wists.

Her hands were white; in the wists were deep, circular marks, the inprint of
her former constraints:

"Stand up," said Qunther

Ham I ton did so. @Qunther then spoke to the red-haired girl. He then turned to
Ham I ton. "Tonight," he said, "you will eat well. Tomorrow you will be washed
and conbed, and again fed well."

"What are you going to do with me?" she asked.

"Tonmorrow, Brenda," said he, grinning, "you nust |ook your best."

"What are you going to do with me?" she asked.

"I amgoing to use you in ny plans," he said.
"What are you going to do with nme!" she cried.
He | ooked at her for a time. Then he said, "I amgoing to sell you, Brenda."

She | ooked at himw th horror, and then she felt the pull of the neck tether
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The hands of the man in the wool en tunic were on her breasts, roughly. He was
pl eased.



"Be docile, pretty little beast,"” said CGunther

Hami I ton felt another man feeling her legs, from behind. He grunted
affirmatively.

"Suck in your belly "said Gunther. "Stand straight."

Hami I ton did so. She felt a hand slap her belly, twice. She felt the man
behi nd her testing the sweetness, the firmess of her buttocks.

"Stand straight," said Gunther. Tears in her eyes, Hamlton did so. She felt
her upper arms held and rel eased, and again held and rel eased. Another man
hel d out her hair, which was now quite long, in his two hands, to the light,
examining it for condition and sheen. She felt, from behind, her |egs, one
after the other, bent up and backward, as the arch of her instep was noted.

Ham | ton wore no clothing, but there was a tether on her throat. She stood on
a large, flat, wooden platform Oher nmen, in woolen tunics, stood about,

wat chi ng the appraisal of the slave girl. Four nmen of the Wasel People, too,
were about. The | arge, bearded fell ow was he who held her tether. She had
worn, in the march, and upon the platform at first, one of the hide tunics of
t he wonen of the Weasel People, concealing her breasts. Gunther had first torn
it to her waist, before stripping it totally away fromher. Ugly Grl, naked,
a |l eather tether on her neck, in the hands of one of the nen of the Wase
Peopl e, crouched to one side on the platform She had not been cl othed from

t he begi nni ng.

"It is ny intention,” Gunther had told Hamilton, "to sell the nonster, too,

with you. Her presence on the platformw Il dramatically accentuate your
beauty, ny dear. It will make you seemtw ce as desirable, tw ce as
beautiful ."

The man who had felt Ham Iton's breasts now t hrust back her head and, roughly,
with his fingers, pried her mouth wi dely open, inspecting her teeth. To one
side, below the platform Hanmi|lton heard the bleating of a sheep. It was a

| arge animal, long-haired, with soft wool beneath; its horns were spiraled,
and yellowish in color. The platformwas within a palisaded wall; there were
several huts, too, sone of themopen, within the wall. Sone children, too,

idly, watched the nen appraise her; in the background, before two | oons, four
worren, too, in woolen tunics, had turned about to watch. One girl, a saucy,

i mpudent, bright-eyed girl, perhaps seventeen years of age, with bare arns,
and a copper armlet on her left arm cane to the edge of the platform One of
the wonen called angrily to her, and she, angrily, turned about and went back
to stand with them by the |oons. Before she left, she made a face at
Hami | t on

The man who had forced open the female animal's nouth, to check its teeth, now
stood back from her, sizing her up. Then he wal ked about her. Then he stood
close to her, before her, and put his heavy hands on the sides of her waist,
hol ding her. Hs eyes nmet hers. She | ooked quickly down. H s eyes were those
of a free man. Hers were those only of a fermale slave. "Look into his eyes

qui ckly, deferentially," said Gunther. "Then snmile, and | ook down."

"Qunt her," wept Ham |ton
"Do so," said CGunther.

Ham | ton | ooked up, into the eyes of the man in the wool en tunic. |Indeed she
did so deferentially, frightened, for she was slave, and he free.



"Smle Animal ," said GQunther
Ham | ton sm |l ed, then sobbed and thrust her head down.

She felt the power of his hands, gripping her waist. He | aughed mightily, and
shook her, then rel eased her

@unt her was grinning. "Kneel," he said to her, casually, as an aside.

She knelt on the wooden platform sick, her head down. The tether was still on
her neck. The man who had held it, at the indication of one of the nen in

wool en tunics, thrust its free end through a small circular hole in the

pl atform beneath the surface of the platforma child tied it about a piece of
wood not | arge, but too large to be drawn upward through the hole in the
platform The men, and the child, withdrew. No one | ooked at her. She had been
assessed; she woul d now be bargained for. She recalled Gunther's words, "I am
going to sell you, Brenda." How far away then seemed her world her tine, her
friends, her education her degrees, her aptitudes, her former experiences; she
recal l ed, idly, her apartment, buying a newspaper in Pasadena, noting the
nmount ai ns, the |low, earth-colored, Spanish-style buildings of the California
Institute of Technol ogy, her classes and sem nars, the oral exam nation on her
di ssertation for the Ph.D. degree, the nen comng up to her, shaking her hand,
congratul ating her. She had worn a light, white pantsuit, with Oxford shirt,
buttoned, with tie. "I ambeing sold," she thought. "I am being sold!"

She | ooked wildly about. It seened inpossible, unreal, but it was as real as
the | eather on her neck. The gate to the palisade was shut. Uly Grl,
tethered, too, hands bound, crouched at the corner of the platform the line
about her neck fell to the boards, lay across them and then di sappeared over
t he edge; beneath the boards, ascending again, it was tied, high, about one of
the legs of the structure; both girls, Ugly Grl at the edge of the platform
Ham |l ton near its center, were alone. Hamlton closed her eyes. "l nust wake
up, " thought Hamilton, wildly. "I nust wake up!" The heat and light of the
clearing in the canp of the Dirt People was reful gent, red and warm through
her gritted eyelids. She could feel sweat beneath her arnpits and between her
t hi ghs. The sun was hot, beating down, burning on her back. Beneath her knees
and the tops of her toes, as she knelt, she felt the rough, splintery surface
of the heavy boards of the platform The tether, tight which could not be
slipped, close on her, making her neck feel hot, broken out, she tried to
reject. She tried, too, to reject that she was naked, that the deliciousness
of her beauty, so curved, so soft and delicate, so vul nerable and hel pl ess,
whi ch for no reason she clearly understood, but frightened her, so excited
nmen, that drove themto lust for her and desire her, and wi sh to own her, was

now, so against her will so publicly exposed for their gaze and pl easure. She
tried, by sheer force of will, to thrust herself into another reality. She
snmled to herself. She |aughed. "I nmust wake up,"” she thought. A warm wi nd

sl ow novi ng, carrying dust, stirred by the feet of those in the clearing,
nmoved across the platform She felt it, fully, on the surfaces of her body,
warm noving, granular. It was a not unpl easant sensation. She recalled that
at one tinme she woul d. have been scandalized to have been naked out of doors.
She now had little choice. She was slave. Then she breathed in sone of the
dust. It was not pleasant. Her nouth felt dry. She did not open her eyes; she
felt the particles against her eyelids. "This is inpossible,” she whispered.
"I must wake up! | rnust wake up!" She tried to thrust herself into an
alternative reality. The men were. comng up to her. Her defense of her

di ssertation had been professional, and crisp. They woul d shake her hand,
congratul ating her. She wore a light, white pantsuit, with blue-pastel Oxford
shirt, buttoned, with a yellowtie. The slave was jerked to her feet on the
platform A hand, hot, swift, heavy, exploded at the side of her nouth; she
tasted blood, felt it running about her tongue and between her teeth; she



| ooked into Gunther's face; he was grinning; "Wake up," said he, "pretty
little bitch."

"Tell me it's not real, Qunther!" she wept.
"You have been sold," he said.

"Qunt her!" she wept.

"Sold," he said.

The end of the tether was freed fromthe wood beneath the platformand the
free end drawn through the small circular hold in the floor of the platform
and taken in the hand of one of the nen in a woolen tunic. She felt the tether
jerk her toward the edge of the platform She stopped, the tether taut and
turned to regard Gunther. "Please, Gunther," she wept.

"You brought eight sacks of barley," he said, "and a bronze ax."

She | ooked at him aghast. She now knew the neasure of her value in the rude
economny of the Dirt People. Eight sacks of barley and a bronze ax was the
barter equivalent of Dr. Brenda Ham |lton, stripped. She now knew that wonen

t hough they night be urgently sought, and desperately desired, when the needs
of men were upon them were not, on the whole, considered particularly

val uabl e. She was not worth nuch. She was a fenale. She doubted that she would
have brought two bronze axes.

"The monster," said Gunther, nodding toward Ugly G rl, "brought far |less."

She saw Ugly Grl being jerked fromthe platform and being dragged away. She
felt a jerk on her own neck tether. There were tears in Hamlton's eyes.

"Don't |eave me here in this place, Gunther," wept Hamilton. "I beg you!" She
flung herself to her knees wildly, weeping, and pressed her lips to his boots.
She held his ankle, her small fingers about the dusty |eather of his boots.
"You have been sold,"” he told her. Then she was dragged away, haul ed stunbling
to her feet by the neck tether and, choking, pulled fromthe platform and
conduct ed between the huts.

"I have been sold!" she cried out, in msery. Then she screanmed when she saw
where they were going to put her.

25
For el even days Brenda Hami|ton had been owned by the Dirt People.

It was now | ate at night, alnost toward norning after a night of a full noon.
The insects were quiet. The birds, which began to cry at dawn were not yet
active. The wooden plug, which had been forced into her, and secured by
thongs, irritated her. Ugly Grl, who slept near her, had been simlarly

hum liated. In the darkness Ham Iton put forth her hand, and felt, sone six

i nches fromher face, the logs of the kennel. It was a yard high and a yard
wi de, and some twenty feet long. The floor was al so of |ogs, snoothed at the
top, but separated by some four inches, giving access to the dirt. The | ogs
were fastened in place by nortise and tenon joints, fitting over stakes first
driven into the ground. The nortise was not open to the inside of the kennel
Hami lton and Ugly Grl could not Iift the logs fromthe tenons, as the |ogs,
in addition to their weight, projecting, were anchored under the front and
rear of the kennel. The floor of the kennel was, thus, forned of bars of wood,



in between which lay dirt. Over the dirt was thrown a straw of barley stalks.
Ugly Grl and Hanmilton shared the -kennel with four ewes, the other sheep
bei ng penned outside. The ewes were pregnant and were penned at night. The
kennel , when not secured, opened into the general sheep pen

Ham | ton was curious that the insects were now quiet. She could tell by Ugly
Grl's breathing, that the sinple creature was not asleep. She did not,
however, speak to her. One could not, even though Ugly G rl understood some of
t he | anguage of the Men, easily comunicate with her. She could not even form
t he sounds of the | anguage of the nen. She was stupid.

Ham | ton turned on her back, dry eyed. The wooden plug hurt her. She cl enched
her fists in the darkness.

On the first night, after she had been, in the afternoon, |ocked with Ugly
Grl in the kennel, she had heard the heavy door of the kennel being

unf ast ened. She had crouched wi thin. Then she had been ordered out. She had
craw ed out on her hands and knees, to be seized by the hair by a reeling
farmer and dragged after himto the drinking hut. The Dirt People, from

barl ey, half crushed and germ nated, nade a sinple bread. This they cut into
smal | pieces, and soaked in water. The process of fermentation was initiated
by air-borne yeasts. It took only twenty-four hours to make a brew. Sonetimes
they strained it through cloth; at other tines they drank the fernented mash,
thick with barley hulls soaked | oose fromthe crude bread. Hamilton was
startled. She had not realized the i nmedi acy, the sinplicity, the natural ness
of the relation between grain and beer; yet they were alnost as naturally
consangui ne as the stone hammer and the flint knife, and as expectabl e; bread
and beer lay at the foundation of the agricultural revolution; perhaps it was
only beer, Ham Iton thought, that tenpted nmen to give up the hunt, that |ured
themto the slavery of the soil; or, nore likely, it, the alcohol, was the
drug which kept themin their fields, which broke themand tamed them in the
deliriunms of which they could, in sorrow and nock hilarity, drown the dreans
of freedom and the pursuit of game. He who worked bent in the dirt, poking at
the soil, under the sun, his body aching, might, at night, lose hinmself in
drunken stupor, forgetting the heritage of the hunt, keeping himin the

vill age another night, to waken again to the dirt, the stones and seed, the
beating sun, and the sticks with which he scratched at the earth. She wondered
if it were not for the al cohol men mght have gone mad or fled. It gave them
the narcotic wherewith to endure their |ot.

Ham | ton well renenbered, and bitterly, the night in the drinking hut.

The Dirt People were not hunters, she soon |earned, though they might be but a
few generations separated fromthe gane trails. They did not | ook at her as
did Hunters, even those of the Wasel People. Their |ooks frightened her, but
not as did the |ooks of hunters. They seenmed small, avaricious, venal. They
even seemed, |leering at her beauty, furtive. It seemed they m ght be afraid of
somet hi ng. When a hunter had | ooked upon her as a nere female, it had
terrified and excited her. Even when she had drawn back, trenbling, froma
hunter she had felt the tension the delicate erecting, the lifting, of her
tiny clitoris, against her will offering itself, and herself, to his mastery.
But here she did not feel the tension, or the sudden, frightened suffusion of
war nt h t hroughout her belly, the smaller body's spontaneous readying of itself
for penetration, for submission to a donminant aninmal. She only felt cold and
m serabl e. She | ooked at them fromface to face. She suddenly under stood,
sick, that they were about to do sonething secretive, something sly. She
under st ood, suddenly, that her beauty was sonething which, for sonme reason

was forbidden them She tried to run for the entrance of the hut, but was
caught and thrown back to the center of the nmen. Some of them | aughed. Their
eyes glistened. Before a hunter she had felt a hel pl ess doe before a lion, who



in his innocent night, his innocent cruelty, ferocity and joy, would weak
devast ati on upon her, overwhel ming her, devouring her, until, helpless, she
begged for mercy, crying herself his. But before these nmen, sonmehow so
different, her fear was not that with which she m ght have faced a hunter
even one of the Weasel People. It was the fear with which she m ght, naked,
kneel i ng back against a wall in a dungeon, hands apart, chained to it, have
observed the tim d, then bol der, approach of rodents. One of the nmen seized
her. Then, as they drank and watched, she was handed from man to man. They
made j okes about her as she was penetrated. They hurt her, for she did not
desire them They were quick, and brutal. She was a receptacle only,
unwi I ing, mserable, into which they swiftly enptied the pleasure of their
bodi es. When she lay, looking into his eyes, her arnms held, in the hands of
the | eader, he only then finished with her, there was, suddenly, a great
shout. She was thrown to one side. He scranbled to his feet, frightened,
trying to pull his garnment about him

In the entrance to the hut there stood a terrible figure. Ham |ton, her hand
flung before her nouth, screamed. In the figure's right fist was a handful of
sprigs, with red berries. The netal face, horned, feathered, painted, striped,
with yellow and purple, regarded her. In the figure's left hand was a yell ow
stick, surmounted by a skull. He was very tall, and naked, gaunt and bony,
save for a cord and strip of cloth. Through the slits in the bronze face, of
hamrered netal, the eyes | ooked upon her, in fury. On the cheeks of the horned
bronze, engraved in the netal, were nystic signs. The figure's body, too, was
covered with such signs, tokens heavy with magic, yellow and purple, tattooed
into the skin in patient, agonizing rites, the results of deliberately
inflicted wounds, kept open, nethodically contam nated over a period of weeks
with colored earths. About his neck was a string fromwhich hung small bags of
herbs; to the same string, pendant, some four inches in width, hung a round

di sk of hamrered bronze; on this disk was the representati on of a personage,
one bearded and of dreadful men, many times the size of life, sitting on a
great seat, handing a stalk of barley to a tiny man, reaching upward to take
it. At the cord at his waist, too, on strings of woven grass, hung the bones
of two hands. These were painted yellow He uttered a great cry of wath. He
lifted the yellow stick with the skull high in the hut. The nmen, m serable,
nmoani ng, unable to | ook up, fell back before him He thrust the handful of
sprigs, with red berries, at Hamlton, and shook it. She was crouchi ng down.
She shrank back, shuddering. The figure turned away from her and regarded the
men. They cringed before him shrinking small. None met his eyes. Hamilton
the attention of the figure no | onger focused on her, on her hands and knees,
crawmed to the side of the hut, and knelt there, |eaning sick, frightened,
agai nst the nud and pol es. The gaunt figure in the bronzed mask turned on the
men, berating them They |ooked down. The voice of the man in the bronzed mask
was mighty in its denunciation, in its indignation, its outrage, inits
condemnati on. Suddenly the | eader of the men in the hut, furtively | ooking up
blurted out words, and pointed at Hamlton. She | ooked up to see him pointing
at her. The other nen, supporting their |eader, blurted their assent to

what ever he had said. Ham lton, who did not even understand the | anguage of
the Dirt People, shook her bead, negatively. "No," she said in English, and in
t he I anguage of the Men. "No, No!" The tall, gaunt figure turned on her and

| ooked down upon her. She shrank back agai nst the mud and poles. "No," she
said. "No!" The inpassive mask, the eyes cold behind it, |ooked down upon her
"No, " whispered Hanilton, and then | ooked down. The tall figure turned away
fromher. He said sonething, decisive, to the nen in the hut, and then left
the structure. None of the nen left the hut. The nmen | ooked to one anot her
They seemed nore confident now. And; too, they |ooked upon her, angrily. She

| ooked down, and away. After a short time the tall, gaunt figure returned. No
| onger did he carry the handful of sprigs or the stick, surmobunted with a
skull. He carried, this time, a w zard stick, yellow, wapped with cord, with

feathers dangling fromit. The nmen forned a circle in the hut, one point on



the circunference of which was occupied by Hamilton, now ordered to stand,
while, within the circle, stood the tall, gaunt figure. He began to chant, a
nonot onous, repetitive chant, which was taken up by the nen. Sonetines he

cl osed his eyes; he began to turn and sway; the nmen, too, in their bodies,
reflected the rhythm of the chant; then, within the circle, the gaunt figure,
swayi ng, chanting, began to watch the stick which he held in his hand; so,
too, did the nmen; Hanmilton, too, in spite of herself, watched the stick. Then
to her horror, the stick, though it was noved by the tall, gaunt figure,
seened to hesitate and lift itself; obviously he controlled the stick, but, in
the manner in which his attention was focused on it, and that of the nen,
there was alnost an illusion that the stick, |like a snake, noved of its own
accord; the gaunt man, and the others, chanting, watched the stick; it lifted
its tufted, feathered end, as though quizzically, and, as though it mi ght have
had eyes, or nostrils with which to snell, it seenmed to peer at them or to
take their scent; it quivered, alert; it regarded the nen, turning slowy
about the circle; sonetinmes it |lingered on one; meanwhile the chant conti nued,
sometines growi ng nore intense, nore frenzied, |ouder, sonetinmes |ess intense,
nore subdued, softer. The stick prowed the circle, like an animal, trying to
snel |l out. sonething; the men, chanting, watched it wi th apprehension

Hami lton was terrified; twice the stick prowled the circle; twice it passed
her; the second tine it lingered longer; as the stick neared her the chant
became nore intense, louder; "No!" she said; then the stick passed her again,
and she alnpst fainted, fearing only that it would, inits circle, return
agai n, pausing before her, marking her out. The stick paused then before the

| eader of the men in the hut; he could not chant; sweat broke out on his
forehead; he was terrified; then, as his knees al nost buckl ed, the stick, as
though it had not yet found what it wanted, left him continuing its circuit;
as the stick approached Hanmilton this time, the chanting becane ever nore
frenzied, louder; it rang in the hut; "No!" she cried; the stick paused before
her, quivering; "No!" she cried; then it passed her, but only a yard or so;

t he chanting had becone | ess, nore subdued; the stick turned back, to again

| ook upon her; "No!" she wept. "No!" The stick stopped before her, quivering.
"No!" she cried. The chanting was now wild, insistent, powerful, overwhel m ng
irresistible. No longer did the stick quiver. Hamilton | ooked upon it wth
horror. It pointed to her

The tall, gaunt man cried out a single word; the chant stopped; the stick was
again only a stick.

Two nmen seized Hanmilton by the arns and, as she wept, head down, dragged her
fromthe hut.

They thrust her into her kennel, with the ewes, the straw and Ugly Grl, and
| ocked her within.

The next norning Hamilton was not permitted to | eave the kennel with Ugly Grl
for work. She was kept | ocked wi thin. Throughout the norning, crouching

i nside, through a crack at the door, she |ooked out, into the conpound. At
noon the women cane for her; the men were not with them even the young,
dark-haired girl, the beauty of the village, was with them the younger wonen,
under the direction of the ol der wonen, dour, and in cold fury, bound

Hami lton's wists, crossed, above her head to a post; then the wonen of the
village, with bundl es of switches, |ashed her; then they | oosened her fromthe
post and knelt her down; they then shaved her head with a bronze knife; the

ol der worren then fitted her with the wooden device, thrusting it deep in her
and thonging it tightly in place, tying the knots behind the small of her
back; when it was fixed in place one of the ol der wormen pointed to it and
then, lifting a handful of swi tches, threatened her; Hanmilton was not, under
threat of punishment, to renmove the device; it was hers to wear; she was then
clothed in a long, straight dress of wool; it was sl eevel ess, but cane to her



ankl es; she was then sent to the fields, under supervision, to dig in the sun
the dress was hers when out of the kennel; she would not wear it within the
kennel, lest it be soiled; that evening, as a matter of precaution, on the
deci sion of the older wonen, one of the wooden devices was al so fastened
within Ugly Grl; one of the nen had been observed | ooki ng upon her; Ugly
Grl, too, was fitted with one of the long, woolen garnments, for use out of

t he kennel; her head was not shaved, however, nor was she beaten; Ugly Grl
did not care for the long garnment; it disconfited her rmuchly, nore so than it
did Hamlton; Ugly Grl had worn hitherto next to her skin only the soft
freedons of tanned hides and furs; the inhibiting, scratchy, hobbling skirt of
the Dirt People, thought fit to conceal the bodies of females, their shanes,
di sgusted her. Hamilton | ooked at her bloodied, cut head in a bow of water,
and wept; how ugly she was; one of the ol der wonen then poked her; that she be
up and about her work, that she take her digging stick and go to the fields;
the young, saucy girl with her flow of dark hair, waited to conduct her
Ham I ton foll owed her guide to the fields; she walked with difficulty in the
long, tight dress, with small steps, her body sore about the wooden device
within her; the nen did not | ook at her as she wal ked anong them once she
passed the tall, gaunt man, now wi thout the bronzed, horned mask; she did not
lift her eyes to him shamed, carrying her digging stick, she went to the
fields.

It was now | ate at night.
Hami Il ton lay in the kennel, stripped, the wooden device wthin her

Thi s nmorning her head had been agai n shaved. So, too, had been that of Ugly
Grl. But this tine the ol der women had not hurt her. They had only shaved her
head.

Ham I ton could tell by Ugly Grl's breathing that she was awake, but she did
not speak to her. She sel dom spoke to Ugly Grl. Ugly Grl was stupid
Ham | ton wondered why Ugly G rl was awake. She wondered why the insects had
beconme qui et.

There had been a full noon.

Hami lton, with Ugly Grl, had participated, in their way, in the cerenony.
They had stood far back, with the children, holding, |like them two bars of
bronze, which, repeatedly, they struck together. The npbon had bathed the
fields in white light. There had been incantations and chants. In the fields,
turning, tw sting, |eaping, holding up barley shoots to the sky, to the noon,
had been the tall, gaunt man. The gaunt nman had then cried out a conmand, his
arms lifted. To Hamilton's amazement the villagers had then put aside their
clothing and, openly, lying in the furrows of their fields, engaged in sexua
congress. Wiile this was occurring, the tall, gaunt man, with great solemity,
had cast barley seed about. Something sinilar, four days ago, had been done
with her. In the sheep pen, before the rans and ewes, under the supervision of
the tall, gaunt man, the |eader of the Dirt People had stripped her, placed
her on her hands and knees, renpved the wooden device and used her; it had
caused her only pain as she was sore fromthe wood which had been wi thin her
after he had been finished with her, two of the ol der women had again
reinserted the device, thrusting it in and thonging it nmore tightly than ever,
again knotting it behind the small of her back; they had then made her hold
her arms up and had pulled the long, tight garment again over her body; she
had then been set to work carrying water. In the cerenony of this night,
however, neither she nor Ugly Grl were involved, other than, as the children
in striking the bars together. Only one suitable female of the village,
strangely, was not put to her back in the dirt, her face to the noon. That was
the young village beauty, the saucy, dark-haired girl. She, white-faced, sat



al one on a wooden stool in the fields. No one touched her. She wore white
wool . Her hair was conbed. A white flower was put in her hair. She seened
fri ght ened.

When the couples rose fromthe furrows, Ham Iton regarded them closely. She
saw not hi ng of the shane, or furtiveness, which she nmight have expected in
them One ol der woman suddenly ran to the girl on the stool but, before she
could touch her, the tall, gaunt man, with a wave of his arm warned her away.
The ol der woman began to weep, but a man took her by the arnms and pulled her
away. The young girl on the stool, so beautiful in the white wool, the flower
in her hair, said nothing to the ol der woman. Wite-faced, she stared across
the barley fields.

When nost of the villagers had returned to the conpound, Hamlton, Uly Grl,
and the children, had acconpanied them The tall, gaunt man, and certain of
the other men of the village, had remained behind in the fields, with the girl
in white wool.

Ham I ton could not sleep. UWly Grl, too, for some reason, was not asleep

Only one of the villagers had been kind to Hanmilton, a young man gangli ng,
little nore than an adol escent with long hair; he was tall, but not powerfully
built. While she had worked in the fields he had once brought her water.

Anot her time he had given her a small flower. She smled. Had he been a
bunter, he would have torn the wood from her body and forced her to serve his
pl easure. He had given her a flower. He had wanted her to like him He had
tried to please her. He had put hinmself at her nmercy, and she only a

shaven- headed, forbidden, shamed slave girl. How naive he had been, so sweet,
so foolish. Did he not know that he was a man, and she only a woman? Wy did
he put hinself at her mercy, not her at his? The nmales of the Dirt People, she
conj ectured, had forgotten their manhood. It had been mislaid in the
cerenonies. The tall, gaunt nman, perhaps, had taken it. But she had not w shed
to hurt the young man. Moreover, she was touched by the sweetness of the
gesture. But how could she tell himthat she was a wonan, and, truly, could
love only a man, not a boy in a man's body? She had taken the flower, and had
t hanked hi m as she coul d, noddi ng her head, and smling. Too, she had said
thank you in English, and expressed gratitude, as well, in the | anguage of the
Men, that words m ght be uttered. He had sniled, reddened, and turned away.
She had wat ched himgo. She fixed the flower at the neck of her garment. An

ol der woman, working near her in the field, took the flower fromthe garnent
and threw it away.

Ugly Grl nmade a sudden, soft noise, of warning.

Ham | ton tensed. But she heard nothing. Ugly Grl took the scent of the air.
Ham | ton coul d i magi ne her, crouching in the kennel, the nostrils in that

wi de, flat nose distended, the eyes half shut, concentrating every fiber of
her awareness on the still, night air.

Then, after a noment, she heard the sounds of footsteps, soft, furtive,
out si de.

Then there was the sound of funbling with the | eather that bound the door bolt
in place. The door of the kennel swung open. Hamilton could see the poles of
the sheep pen, the stars, framed in the small square opening, and, too,

sil houetted in the opening, dark, the horns of the painted bronze mask.

She shrank back on the straw. One of the sheep bleated, softly. The man was
then quiet, notionless, as though listening. But there was no other sound.



He whi spered to her. She did not respond. Then, again, nore insistently, nore
harshly, he repeated hinself. She had | earned in her days with the Dirt People
certain words of their |anguage, sinple conmands, expressions for comobn

obj ects, the nane by which she was addressed, which expression was al so used
for a ewe. "Cone forth, Ewe," said he. She crept back on the straw. She felt
Ugly Grl behind her. The man, his frame filling the doorway, crept forward.
She felt his hand cl ose about her ankle. His grip was unusually tight. "Make
no sound," he said. He dragged her on her belly fromthe kennel. Qutside the
kennel, hol ding her by the arm he dragged her to her feet. Hol ding her, he
dragged her to the door of the pen, which he opened, and then closed. She was
hel pl ess. Over her shoulder, with a sudden start, she noticed Ugly G rl
slipping fromthe kennel, swiftly, silently. The man thrust her al ong,
stunbling, with him "Mke no sound," he said again to her. H's grip, above
her el bow, on her left arm was tight. He took her fromthe compound, slipping
t hrough the gate. The fingers of her left hand began to feel nunb. He pulled
her toward the barley fields, away fromthe conmpound. Soon she knew her
screans would not carry to the conpound. "Make no sound, Ewe," he told her
Silently, dragged sonetinmes |osing her footing, she accompani ed him He took
his way across the fields. In the center of the fields was a | arge,

rectangul ar stone. Hanilton had seen it before but had thought little of it.
They took their way near this stone. Before it, he stopped. Near the stone was
a small wooden stool. On the stone, on her back, arched over it, her arnms over
her head, bent back, elbows bent, a wist fastened on each side of the stone,
lay the young girl. She was stripped naked. Her ankles were tied wi dely apart,
knees bent, an ankle fastened on each side of the stone. Between her legs, its
point facing her, lay a long, bronze knife. The white moonlight streaned down
upon her. She struggl ed, and whi npered. The gaunt man regarded her for a
nmonent, hol ding Ham lton. Suddenly Hamilton felt sick. The girl, she
understood now, for the first tinme, was being raped by the nmoon. She was
intended as a virgin sacrifice. The girl struggled, and regarded the gaunt nan
wi I dly. The bonds held her, easily. Hanmilton | ooked at the knife, and
trenbl ed. Doubtless, after the nmoon's rape, or that of a god, it would not do
to return the girl to the village; she would then be different; doubtless she
woul d not then be sinply another village wonman, to be profaned by the touch of
a conmmon digger. In the norning, the moon or god finished with her, Hamlton
sensed, the girl, perhaps drugged with beer, would be slain. The knife | ay
ready. She saw the girl's wild eyes; surely she was not reconciled to her
fate; if she had, earlier, had a belief in the noon, or the god, clearly she
no |l onger held that belief; but that did not matter; in the norning all that
woul d matter would be that others held the belief, or pretended to hold it;
she might have |l ost her faith, repudiating it as her heart detected the
falsity of its tenets, but it mattered little if others kept theirs, or
pretended to; in the norning it would not be the truth that would matter but
the bronze knife; truth, Ham lton surm sed, was a feebl e weapon, conpared even
to a knife of bronze. What would the truth matter when the gaunt man, with

bl oody hands, lifted the heart from her body?

The gaunt man, in the nask, turned away fromthe girl bound in the noonlight,
tied over the altar, and pulled HamIton behind him nmaking his way across the
furrows, to the grass on the other side of the fields.

The girl on the altar was not a despised person, or a |lowy one, saving that
she was fermale, and thus fit for sacrifice. She was the prize of the village.
Only the nost beautiful, the highest born, would be dared to be offered to the
nmoon or the gods.

Ham | ton knew, with mi xed feelings, that she was safe fromsuch a fate. She, a
despi sed sl ave, would not be deenmed fit for such sacrifice.

On the other side of the fields, the gaunt man thrust Ham|ton down to her



belly in the grass, and then knelt across her legs. Even if she cried out she
was too far fromthe village to be heard. She felt the man's fingers funbling
at the small of her back, in the moonlight undoing the knots. He did not cut
the thongs. She realized then that he would, when finished, replace the wooden
device. It would be as though nothing had happened. She wondered how often he
woul d cone for her, ordering her fromthe kennel, in the darkness. She lay on
her belly, her cheek on the grass; she clutched at the stal ks of grass with
her small hands; she felt the knots undone; with his fingers he pulled at the
device; she felt it slip free. He rolled her on her back; she, opened,
breasts, belly, face bared, an exposed slave, |ooked up at hin he crouched
over her; the moonlight streamed down upon her slave nudity; the bronze mask,
horned, hideously painted, |eaned toward her. She screaned; the body fel
forward, struck with great force, the mask lost in the grass.

Ham | ton scranbled to a position half crouching, half kneeling, her hands on
the grass. Then she knelt, aghast, covering her body as best she could with
her hands.

The young man was hal f crouched down, his hands still on the handl e of the
bronze ax, the head of the ax buried in the skull and brain of the tall, gaunt
nman.

Then, with his foot, pressing, and pulling upward, he freed the ax. He stood
there, | ooking at Hamilton

He was white-faced.

He turned the body on its back. The sightless eyes stared |like glass at the
moon. The face, Ham lton saw, was nediocre, but ugly; there was sonething sly
about it; without the mask, it seened not so nuch forbidding and powerful, as
sly and weak, nediocre and vicious. It was the face of a nan who had found a
way to live, but not by hunting, not by digging.

Ham I ton cried out. Two figures energed fromthe darkness. Even in the

dar kness she knew wi th what sort of nen they dealt. They had appeared as if
fromnowhere, lithe, silent, swift, powerful, nenacingly purposive, arnmed.
"Run!" she cried to the young man. "Run!" The strangers had appeared from
downwi nd. They did not speak. The young man, so foolish, lifted the ax. "They
are nen!" she wept. "You are a boy! Run! Run!" But he was determ ned to defend
her. "Run!" she cried. "Run!" She watched him struck to his knees, and then to
his belly. He lay, his head broken, in the grass. "No," she wept. She was
scarcely conscious of the |leather strap being tied about her throat. She saw
the head of a weasel tied at the belt of the man who secured her. By the
strap, his fist six inches fromher neck, half choking, she was jerked to her
feet. In the distance, across the barley fields, she saw the sky gl ow ng; the
conpound was being fired. She could see, here and there, a tiny figure, dark
agai nst the flanes, running. The two nmen made their way across the barley
fields- Hamlton, given sonme two feet of |eash, was pulled behind them On the
other side of the field, they saw sone two or three villagers running, but
none successfully fled their pursuers; two ol der wonen, were struck down
before they reached the fields; the other, a man, reached the edge of the
fields; it was there where, frombehind, the ax, with its head of stone,

| ashed to the yard-1ong handl e, caught him Another hunter, carrying a torch
cane behind them Another appeared to Hamlton's left, he, too with a torch
They di pped the torch to the young barley. Hamilton's captors made directly
for the stone altar in the center of the field. They had well reconnoitered
the area. Their strike had been well planned. The barley now, at two edges of
the field, was blazing. Hamlton had little doubt that the Dirt People were
encircled, and that the circle, like the strings on a trap, was now, the first
strike made, to scatter the villagers and destroy the center of their



strength, drawi ng shut. Hamilton's captors stopped beside the stone altar

They | ooked down on the girl, on her back, arched across the stone, stripped,
tied, on the helpless, virginal delicacies of her body, with the relish of
hunters. About themthe barley blazed. The girl, bound, |ooked at themw ldly,
piteously. Then, to Hamilton's amazenment the virgin, the prize of the village,
the intended sacrifice, bound on the altar, her eyes inploring, lifted her
hips to Ham lton's captors. They regarded her eyes, desperate, the sweet,
delicate, supplicatory arch of her body. Her eyes, her body, begged piteously
to be freed of the stone; her eyes, her body, begged piteously to be permitted
to serve themon any ternms which they m ght please. One of themlifted his
stone ax, as though to crush her face against the stone. She withed,
screaming, in the light of the flam ng barley; he held the ax poi sed, and
grinned, then lowered it; she alnmpst fainted; then, again, desperately, eyes
pi t eous, whinpering, she lifted her hips, begging, to them They |aughed. Each
inturn, swiftly, brutally, took her. She threw her head back, screamng wth
agony and el ation; she was jolted viciously, mercilessly, in the bonds; when
they had taken their sport, and blood |lay on her thighs and the stone, her
head, and her shoul ders, were back, hanging over the edge of the stone. Flanes
| eapt about the altar. The girl, in her bonds, |ooked at them turning her
head piteously; were they pleased enough with her? To her joy a thong was
knotted about her neck and, with the sacrificial knife, she was cut free of
the altar. She was dragged through the flam ng barley on her tether, beside
Ham | ton; she laughed wi th pl easure; she was alive; she, naked, |eather on her
throat, regarded Hami |l ton, unashaned, her face transfused with a brazen joy;
she agai n | aughed, putting her head back, screanming with pleasure; she was
alive, alive!

The two captors, with their captives, left the flam ng fields, approaching the
conpound.

A man, in torn woolen tunic, fled toward them A hunter seened to rise from
the ground before him He, with a sweeping, horizontal blow of his ax, caught
the running figure in the gut; the man stopped, bent over, retching unable to
nove; then the ax fell again, striking himdown. A wonan's scream cane from

t he conpound. The man who had struck the running figure wal ked over to greet
the captors. They spoke, while nmore screaning came fromthe burning conpound.
A sheep, bleating, ran past. The | eashes of Hanilton and the girl cut fromthe
altar were tied together, formng a single |leash with double collar. This the
man who had struck the running figure took in his fist, he subordinate to the
two others, holding it in the center. The three men then approached the
conmpound, the two captors in the | ead, he who had struck the running man a
step behind, holding the | eash of the two fenmal e captives, naked.

The stockade, and the huts within, were burning. Alnost at the gate, two nore
of the Dirt People fled outward. One was a wonan, who was struck down from
behi nd by a hunter within. She reel ed agai nst the palings, the back of her
head bl oodi ed, and stunbled into the darkness and fell. The second was a nan.
The first captor tripped him and he rolled sprawing in the dirt; as he tried
toclinb to his feet the ax of the second captor struck himfrontally, and he
fell heavily, forward, into the dirt. Four sheep, bleating in terror, one with
flam ng fleece, hurried out of the compound.

Ham I ton and the girl, her |eash-mate, were dragged wi thin the conpound.

On a stake in the conpound was the head of he who had been the | eader of the
Dirt People.

The gate was opened, w dely. The work of the nmen of the Wasel People had been
easier than they had anticipated, for the tall, gaunt man, in taking Hanilton
fromthe conpound, had left it open, that he might return silently. Yet this



woul d, Hami |l ton knew, have made little difference. The nen of the Wase

Peopl e woul d have, without great difficulty, scaled the palisade. A loop

hurl ed over a pointed log and a swift clinb, feet against the | ogs, would have
brought themto the top, whence they m ght have | eaped down to the dirt

wi thin. The palisade was effective against aninmals; it was not effective

agai nst nen.

Ham | ton turned her head away as she saw an ol der woman struck to the dirt.

Froma hut, half burning, two nen of the Weasel People dragged forth a man,
throwing himto the dirt before them then striking himsix times with their
axes. The flint of the axes of the men of the Wasel People, and their faces,
sweaty, exhilarated, glowed in the reflection of the flames. Inside the
conmpound it was alnost as |ight as day, rem nding Hamilton of the electric
lights of the conpound in Rhodesia, where she had been held captive. About the
conpound, in the dirt, lay several bodies, bloodied, their heads broken open
Bef ore one wall four of the younger wonen of the Dirt People stood, huddl ed
toget her; they were separated and thrust back against the wall; their clothing
was cut fromthem shuddering, they were inspected, closely, and felt; the

| eader of the Weasel People, the heavily built, bearded nman, pointed to two of
the wonen; inmmediately they were turned about, their hands tied behind their
backs, and a rope put on their necks; they were dragged across the conpound,
to the post at which Ham |ton, several days before, had been tied and whi pped
with switches; they were tied by their necks to this post; the |eader turned
his back on the other two wormen, who were not conely; Hanmilton and the girl
with her screamed with horror; then they turned away. From a storage pit,
where she had hidden herself in the barley, another girl, caught in the grain,
was forced to clinmb the | adder to the surface of the conpound. She was
stripped and bl oody; there was grain on her body, stuck to the blood, and
caught in her hair. The hunter who had found her followed her up the | adder
When she stood on the surface of the compound, she stood before the | eader of
t he Weasel People. Proudly she threw back her head, shaking her hair,

unafraid. He said a word and, as she stared angrily ahead, her hands were tied
behi nd her back and then she was thrust, stunbling, to the post, where she,
too, was fastened to it by the neck

Suddenly Hamilton renenbered Gunther, in the canp of the Wasel Peopl e,
remarking to her that he surm sed that such groups, so small, so isolated,
which had initiated at this early date a formof herding, of agriculture, of
nmet al work, would not survive. H's words, for the first tinme, now seened

wei ghty to her, rich with an insidious inport she had not at first understood.
Why had he brought her here? Wiy had he sold her to the Dirt People? It had
puzzl ed her, for she had suspected, given the contenpt in which he held her
his irritation with her intelligence, his scorn for her vulnerabilities, the
prof ound, desperate needs of her female sexuality, which could turn her into a
hel pl ess slave in a man's arnms, that he would have kept her for hinself, a
despised |l ove captive it mght have pleased him fromtime to time, to abuse
and use for his pleasure; surely he would not have soon relinquished his title
to the hel pl ess, delicious slave who had once been the prim reserved, formal,
proud Dr. Brenda Hamlton? No, it was his intention to have her back, and he
had never intended for the Dirt People to keep her. She had been brought here
for another reason, to give himan opportunity to take reconnai ssance of the
conpound of the Dirt People; under the pretext of selling two femal es he had
studi ed the conpound, its nmen, their numbers, the weapons, the land; oh, it
had anused him doubtless, to sell her as a nude slave, the once proud Dr.
Ham | ton, but that, pleasing though it mght have been to him had not
satisfied the full intention of his plan; her sale had been a pretext, a
diversion, to permt hinself access to the conpound and conduct the inquiries
of his espionage. Ham lton knew then that she had been a dupe in the plans of
the brilliant Gunther; she wondered if, in the stresses of the tenpora



translation, in his accession to power anong the nen of the Wasel People in
his finding hinmself, with his rifle, almbst a god in this wild country, he had
gone insane. She recalled the throne on which he had seated hinsel f, the robe
of bearskin he had worn about his shoulders. In Rhodesia Gunther had been
hard, brilliant, efficient, and, even then his genius had bordered on the fine
line that separates inconparable intellect from nadness, but he had been
clearly, sane; here, in this ancient, primtive tinme and country, she feared
he had crossed the border into madness; what had the Dirt People done to him
had he seen fit to ventilate on themhis hatred of diggers, his esteem of
hunters; she recalled the violence, the force, with which, in Rhodesia he had
once spoken to her of such things; the hunters are dead, he had said; but

per haps they are not dead, but only sleeping, he had suggested; perhaps they
wi Il come again; perhaps they will hunt again, he had seened to feel, building
shi ps and voyaging to stars, taking up again the hunt, that which gave neani ng
to man. But how, wondered Hanmilton, could the hunters waken if they had not

sl ept; one cannot attack the stars with ships of stone, and pol es and | ogs;
the worl d nmust change a thousand times before the fleets of steel ships could
be built, before they could be | aunched for the systens of distant suns. It
woul d be a contest between the hearth and the nountains, between barley and
the call of Tau Ceti and Epsilon Eridani, Arcturus and the cl ouds of

Androneda. Turn their eyes to the stars, had said Herjellsen, who was nad,

mad. Hamilton could do nothing. And Gunther, she feared, had gone mad, too. It
was wong to kill the Dirt People. They had not harned him The Men woul d not
have injured them though they would, in all likelihood, have avoi ded t hem

or, if they wi shed, taken their stock, or one or two of their wonmen. The
Weasel People, she recalled, fed on human flesh. She wondered if QGunther, in
his hatred for diggers, had gone insane.

She | ooked up, startled. The | eader of the Wasel People was | ooking upon her
and the other girl. Her |eash-mate stood very straight, frightened; she arched
her tiny, virginal breasts toward the bearded beast who | ooked upon her; she
sucked in her belly, and put her head back; she trenbl ed; he | ooked upon her
face and figure; she was white and small before him he was | arge and hairy,
and darkened by the sun; would he find her pleasing; if he did not she knew
she woul d be killed, struck down by the heavy axes; he turned from her
stoppi ng before HamiIton; he | ooked closely at her face squinting, seeing that
it was truly her; he took her by the head and pulled it down |ooking at it,
runni ng his hand over the head it was still cut and scraped, fromthe first
time it had been shaved; only this nmorning had the ol der wonmen shaved it

again; it had not been their intention to et Ham Iton soon forget her shane;
furthernmore, a vital girl, with long hair and bared | egs, mght trouble their
nmen; nmuch | ess would they be troubled, or should they be troubled, by a girl

wi th shaved head, heavily and grossly clad, and kept busy constantly, kept
exhausted and bent with |labor, with digging and the carrying of water. She had
had, since the first day, very little to do with the nen. Wnen had been
constantly, her merciless supervisors. Oten, indeed, even the young girl, now
her | eash-mate, had been in charge of her |abors. How proud the young girl had
been. Now she was stripped and tied by the neck, only a slave girl, naked,
trying desperately to stand and display herself in a way that would pl ease the
brute who had led the attack on her village. Hamilton's head was rel eased; she
strai ght ened; she was sure that, even in spite of her shaved head; she would
not be killed; she | ooked into the | eader's eyes. Qunther, she was sure, would
have told himto bring her back. The |eader, with a grunt, gestured to the nman
who held the common | eash. Hamilton's | eash-mate uttered a tiny, joyful cry.
They were pulled stunbling to the post. There were three other girls there,
each with her hands tied behind her back, each tied by the neck to the post.
The man who held Hanmilton's | eash, that shared by the raped, virginal beauty,
did not tie their hands behind them He forced Hamilton, rather, to wal k once
conpl etely about the post, stepping over the ropes of the other tethered
worren; the | eash was thus | ooped about the post; then, pulling the | oop out



fromthe post, he forced Hamilton to duck beneath it and then step over it,
and draw it tight; then, having used Hamilton's body to tie the | oop about the
post, he bade them kneel; they did so.

The roof of one of the huts tunbled in, burning. The men of the Wasel People
busi ed thensel ves gathering the oot of their raid; they sacked barl ey,

gat hered bow s, fetched axes and inplenments of bronze; one of them overturned
a vat of sourish beer; another fell to his knees and sniffed at it; Hamlton's
heart | eaped; there was another vat; but the |leader, striking it with his ax,
puzzl ed, broke it open, and it, too, spilled onto the earth, mxing with

bl ood; Hamilton saw the knotted thong on the young girl's throat; she could
not see the knot on her own; "Make no sound,"” said Hamilton, in the |anguage
of the Dirt People. The girl | ooked at her with horror. She shook her head
negatively. Hamilton crept to her and began to pick at the knot on her throat.
"No," whispered the girl, fearfully, and struck Hanmilton away. Hamilton tore
at her own knot, but could not see to undo it. The nmen, with bows, were now
di pping into the broken vat, toward its bottom belowits rupture, fromthe

| eader's ax. The leader did not stop them One of the men spit out the fluid
in disgust. The others |aughed. Ham | ton, desperate, |ooked at the open gate,
and then at the young girl. Then she seized her by the throat, choking her
putting her to her back; the young girl's eyes were wild; "Mke no sound,"
said Ham | ton. Then she took her hands fromthe frightened girl's throat and
untied the knot; she then, with the free end, slipped the knot about the post
free. The men at the beer |aughed. Another had tried it, and swallowed it. He
| ooked puzzled, then sniled. The | eader then, gruffly, commanding a bow ,
partook. He drank it down, all of it, and grinned. Hamlton slipped fromthe
conpound.

26

By the Dirt People Hamilton had not been fed well. Too, she had been worked
hard and |l ong, ordered fromthe kennel shortly before dawn, thrust back within
it, and locked within it, after dusk. She, and Ugly Grl, who had escaped when
t he gaunt man had secretly come for her, before the attack of the Wase
Peopl e, had been fed on barley cakes and water, and roots pushed through an
opening in the kennel gate, after dark, which they had found on the straw and
eaten. She had al so, when she could, stolen apples. Once, detected, the young,
dark-haired girl, now the slave-by-capture of the Wasel People, had, ordering
her to renove her |ong, wool en garnent in the brush, beaten her unnercifully
with a supple switch. She had not dared to resist, not wanting to die. She had
not stolen apples thereafter. She had done her work with the digging stick

and carrying water to the fields, well. But her diet, actually, had not been
much different from or too inferior to, that of the Dirt People thensel ves.
They were less well nourished, at this early stage of agriculture, than the
surroundi ng hunters, whose diet included the fats and concentrated proteins of
fresh neat; and were inferior in physical stature to the hunters; and were

|l ess self-reliant and were nmentally slower than the hunters, and nore prone to
superstition and fear, the latter properties perhaps functions, in part, of
their inferior nourishnent, with its attendant psychol ogi cal consequences, and
their greater dependence upon factors beyond their control for their
livelihood, in particular the weather and tenperatures of the seasons. Thus it
was perhaps not surprising that the shamans, w zards and priests exercised
nore power anong the Dirt People, and their kind, than anbng hunters. Yet, if
their nen were physically smaller, nore bent by |abor and inferior diet, than
hunters, their wonmen were not always, to hunters, without interest. It was not
unknown for hunters to come down upon such communities to kill their aninmals
and strip and | ead away, tethered, the nore interesting of their daughters.
Ham | ton knew t hat her own people, the Men, mght well have raided the Dirt



Peopl e, sl aughtering sheep, and carrying off, for their slaves, the best of
their woren; surely they would have at |east taken the dark-haired girl and

t he wench, proud, raped, who had attenpted to conceal herself in the barley;
but Hamilton did not believe they woul d have sl aughtered the Dirt People, as
had the nen of the Weasel People; the Men, she did not believe, would not have
i ndi scrimnately slaughtered, certainly not the weak, the old, the children
the I ess desirable fermales; the Men would sinply have left the | ess conely of
the females free; they would not have wanted them only the wists of the npst
beautiful woul d have been bound behind their backs for the return trek to the
shelters; only they woul d have been coffled; only they would have been taken
for slaves; only on the necks of the nost beautiful would the Men have dei gned
to tie the leather collar that marked its | ovely wearer as their slave. The
men of the Dirt People would not have been injured, unless, perhaps, they had
dared to resist. There was little honor in a Hunter slaying a man of the Dirt
Peopl e, or of that type. Such an act would not entitle a boy, for exanple, to
enter the Men's Cave, any nore than the slaughter of a sheep or the killing of
a female. Accordingly, the Men would, presumably, had they known of the Dirt
Peopl e, and been interested in them raided themin darkness, taking what

ani mal s and wonen t hey pleased, |eaving the rest. The Dirt People night have
awakened to find sheep killed and carried away, and sonme of the village girls
m ssing; that would have been all. This was not because the Men woul d have
feared the Dirt People, but because they did not wi sh to bother overly nuch
with them Later, Hunters would inpose tribute on the small agricul tural
conmunities, letting themsurvive, taking fromthema |levy of produce, aninals
and, annually, a fermale or two; but, unnolested, permtted to survive and
thrive, in time the agricultural peoples would accumul ate the nunbers to

wi t hstand the hunters, and, eventually, to resist them Then, over the period
of millennia, patiently, felled tree by felled tree, acre by spreading acre,

t he defeat of the hunters would be wought. The hunters woul d be gone; the
priest and the wi zard would triunph; the bow and the spear woul d be exchanged
for the hoe, and the horizon for barley.

But this would not cone about for thousands of years. This was, and woul d
remai n for hundreds of generations, the tinme of the hunters. They were not yet
dead. Gunther, Hamilton recalled, had conjectured, in a bare roomin Rhodesi a,
under a dimlight bulb, that perhaps the hunters were not dead; that perhaps
they only slept, and might awake; Herjellsen had told her, Turn their eyes to
the stars; but Herjellsen was mad; and she had not understood him How coul d
she turn their eyes to the stars; what could she do in such matters; she could
do not hing; and why should man turn his eyes to the stars; the stars were far
away; the journey was long and cold; Earth was the home of man; let himstay
at home; let himbe happy; there was nuch to do on Earth; one m ght always,
sonetine, look to the stars; do not think of the stars, for now. The hoe
waits; the barley nust be planted.

Hami I ton recalled that the nen of the Wasel People ate human flesh. She
wondered if that was why the men of the Wasel People had killed so
indiscrimnately, to obtain food. It was a law of the Men that this not be
done. This was one of the laws, O d Wrnan had told Hanmilton, which had been
made by Spear. He had made many |aws. He was a giver of |laws. Spear is a great
man, had said A d Wnman, though he had killed Drawer, whom A d Wman had

| oved, when he could no | onger hunt, when he had grown blind and was ol d. But
Ham I ton did not think that the nen of the Wasel People had killed so

i ndi scrimnately because they wi shed food. She had seen them They had enjoyed
t hensel ves. It had given them pl easure. Hamilton supposed then that perhaps
the nen, her masters, though the thought nade her shudder, were not too

di fferent. She supposed they, too, had their blood been aroused, in a simlar
situation, mght have enjoyed killing, the ugly carnival of it, the sport; in
all humans, she knew, there was a terribl eness, the ecstasy of carnage, the
joy of ferocity, the joy of the biting lion; but even then she did not think



they, the Men, would have killed so indiscrimnately, not the weak, the old,
the females, for they were the Men; had they chosen to raid in the light, in a
gane of war, of intraspeciflc aggression, they m ght, she conjectured, have
slain the males of the Dirt People had it pleased themto do so, had they

of fered resistance; but she thought rather they would prefer sinply to make
them grovel and while they knelt trenbling, to tie their best wonmen and take
them away fromthem it was not the killing that the Men woul d have want ed,
for there was little honor in killing so nmiserable a foe, but the victory, the
denonstration of their will, their dom nance; "W are taking your wonen, and
tying them and | eadi ng t hem away, " m ght have said Spear; "W want them and
thus we are taking them"; they would not have wanted the blood of the Dirt
Peopl e, for they woul d have despised them only their humliation, and their
best wonen; they would hate the Dirt People and woul d have, thus, enjoyed
maki ng their females their total slaves; and, too, Hamilton smled to herself,
and knew in the secret heart of her, the ancient heart, the heart in the bl ood
of her, which had never been irradicated, not even by her studies or the
civilization in which she had been raised, that the captive femal es, bound,

| ed away, would have then, in spite of their superficial crying out, weeping,
have experienced a strange, wld, surgent elation, knowi ng by the thongs that
bound them that they were now the slave-brides of nen mghtier than those of
their kind, that they were now, hel pless, doonmed to feel m ghty arns about
them fromwhich they could not escape, strong, rough hands on their pitching
bodi es, arrogantly forcing themto climax after climax; and that they would be
forced to serve as rightless wenches; and would be forced, too, intime, to
bear the children of their mghty nmasters, that the Men, that group, m ght

i ncrease and wax great. How eagerly, soon, in their thongs, being led to
servitude and ravishnent, they would have followed their nasters, the hunters.
Ham | ton threw back her head and | aughed. She knew hersel f, she, too,

Ham | ton, was a slave of the men. Her veneers of culture, the eroding crusts
of her conditioning, the slines, the sick varnishes, the cosnetics, the
conceal i ng, confining garments of an antigenetic, diseased civilization had
been stripped fromher. They had been stripped fromher by a nan called Tree,

| eavi ng her naked, and a fenale.

She cl osed her eyes, and felt the forest breeze on her body. She inagined
returning to Tree, and the joy of being taken in his arms, and carried to the
recesses of his cave, and being hurled to the furs in its shadows and him
bendi ng over her, and, first, swiftly, knotting about her neck the neckl ace of
the Men, the thongs, claws and shells and then, that done, unhesitantly and
ruthlessly inflicting the mght, the power, of his will on her beauty; she
snmled to herself, thinking, if only to prolong her pleasure, of trying to
resi st him how anmusing he would find that; then, when he tired of her gane,
he woul d force her to yield herself, regardless of her will, totally to him
he woul d rip fromher what control he had, until then, permitted her to
retain, and, in torrents of sensation, she would find herself then his
shrieking prize, and nothing nore. Hamlton stunbled. She was weak. She felt
fevered. The diet and the exhaustion of the village of the Dirt People told
upon her. Her eyes suddenly failed to focus. A strange snell canme to her
nostrils. She turned about, suddenly, startled. On the trail, behind her, sone
ten yards away, was a short, broad, squat, thick-1egged shape. The eyes were

| arge, the chin receding, the hair |ike greased string, black. It was a woman,
a mature fermale, of the Ugly People. She carried a bone, a fenur.

Ham | t on backed away from her, her hand out. The wonan did not approach her

A large hand, i mensely strong, closed on the back of Hamlton's neck. It was
like a vise. She felt the thunb and fingertips, I|ike blunt gouges, deep in her
neck; she could not nove her head, or turn; the wonman approached her; then she
felt herself, a captive, turned about; she |ooked into the broad, heavy face
of a male of the Ugly People; it was the first of the males of the species she



had seen; the face was incredibly broad and swarthy, the eyes, black, |arge,
set back, beneath heavy brows, the chin receding; the face, powerful, seened,
at once to her, siman and intelligent; it frightened her; he was short

| egged, round-shoul dered, |long armed; he was only five and a half feet in

hei ght but his body, not fat, was heavy and thick, heavy boned and deep
chested; it weighed nearly three hundred pounds; he was not human; be was of
the Ugly People; she whinpered; she felt herself, by the back of her neck
lifted fromher feet, as a small, sleek animal mght be lifted; the arm which
lifted her was |long, longer than that of a human, and much heavier; the bones
wi thin she knew could be as large as twice the width of the conparabl e human
bone; a gorilla nmight have lifted her as did the male of the Ugly People; then
he put her to her feet, bent partly over; he regarded her head, which had been
shaved by the Dirt People, with interest. He turned to the woman and t oget her
t hey spoke. Hamilton would have found it difficult to repeat the sounds. It
was swift, their speech, and it was not human. "Please,” wept Hamlton. Then
he took her, by the back of the neck, to the side of the trail. He put her
head down across a rock, holding it there. Her left cheek pressed hard agai nst
the rock; his left hand, by the back of the neck, held her in place. She saw
t he woman regardi ng her; too, she saw the face of the man regarding her. In
their faces she saw disgust. "Please!" she wept. She understood, trenbling,
that they found her repulsive. In the right hand of the male was a stone ax,
its head bound with leather, hafted in a stout shaft, a foot in length. "I

will do anything," she cried. "Don't hurt me!" But she saw only disgust in
their faces. "No!" she cried. "Please, no!" She wept. "I will serve your
pl easure,"” she cried. "I will lay for you! Turtle will kick for you!" She

slipped fromEnglish to the | anguage of the Men, both unintelligible to her
captors. Sick, she realized that the one shield, her sex, her beauty, which
m ght protect her fromdeath at the hands of human mal es was now of no avail
The | eopard had its claws, the hawk its wings, the deer its fleetness, the
human mal e his strength, the human fenal e her beauty; but the beauty of the
human femal e was usel ess save agai nst the masculine predators of her own
species; it nmight disarma human nal e, he being noved to keep her as his

sl ave, should she beg piteously enough, and performinstinctual servile

subm ssi on behaviors, tears, smles, grovelings, nouth and hand caresses,
rather than slaying her, but against a male of the Ugly People the very

| i neanents of her beauty, her slender, lovely |egged, subtle vol uptuousness,
so different fromthat of his own femal es, she could see, produced only

repul sion. "No!" she cried. "Please!" The ax lifted. Her head was pressed down
on the rock; the huge hand held her by the neck; she could not nove. "Please,
no!" she cried. The head of the ax, in falling, with the strength of the male
of the Ugly People, she knew, would dash through her skull, |ike a hanmer

t hrough an egg, the stone striking even against the stone on which her head
was held. "Please, no!" she wept. The ax, she knew, was at the height of its
arc. "No!" she cried. "No!"

Suddenly, piercing, shrill, she heard, fierce, inperative, a cry. And a head
thrust itself between her and the ax. She felt a girl's arms about her. The ax
| owered, slowy. The fingers of the great hand renpved thensel ves from her
neck. Hamlton felt Ugly Grl kiss her. "Ugly Grl," she wept, then | ost

consci ousness.

27

Ham | ton opened her eyes. Her body stiffened, but she was held. She half [ay,
and was half sitting; Ugly Grl's armwas about her shoul ders, holding her up
She felt a gourd, broken, brimred with water, held to her lips. She drank. She
tried to pull away fromUgly Grl but could not do so. Ugly Grl, with the
strength of her people, was nuch stronger than she. Then she drank agai n.



Ham I ton half lay, half sat, held by Ugly Grl, on a shelf of rock, on boughs.
Ham | ton nmoved her | egs. She | ooked upon her ankles. They were free of |eather
capture shackles. Her hand went to her throat, half expecting to find a tether
upon it. But she was not secured in any way. "Thank you," she whispered to
Ugly Grl, in the | anguage of the Men. Ugly Grl grimaced, trying to imtate
the smle of the Men. Wly Grl withdrew the gourd, and wi thdrew her arm from
about Hamilton. Hamilton drew her |egs beneath her, on the shelf of rock. She
was cl ot hed. She wore a rough garment of crudely scraped skin, chewed and
beaten. It covered her breasts, and body. The garnment was too |large for her
for the bodies of the wonen of the Ugly People are broader than those of the
worren of the Men; it was belted at the waist with a hide rope. On one of the
short woren of the Ugly People it would have fallen bel ow the knees; on
Ham | ton, who was taller, it did not reach her knees.

Ham | ton must have | ooked frightened, for Ugly G rl made soft clucking noises
to her, to pacify her.

Ham | ton | ooked out the wi de mouth of the shall ow cave. She coul d see brush,
trees.

She coul d escape!

She reached out again for the gourd of water. Ugly Grl handed it to her, and
again Hamilton drank

On the other side of the cave, squatting down, was the worman of the Ugly
Peopl e. She was noving hide string through two pieces of |eather, sewing. The
large, widely set eyes |ooked up at Hamilton, curiously. Near her, standing
agai nst the other side of the cave, was a small boy, his head alnost a fifth
the size of his broad body; he was roundshoul dered, |ong-arnmed; his jaw was
receded; his hair had been cut with stone fromhis face; he m ght have been
ei ght years of age.

He pointed at Hamilton, and said a word. Ugly Grl |aughed. Hanmilton felt
uneasy.

The nother seened to assent to what the boy had said. She, too, repeated the
word, and | ooked down, smiling, to return to her sew ng.

Hamilton tried to say the word. It was hard for her to pronounce.

Ugly Grl laughed at her miserable effort. It made Hamilton angry that Ugly
Grl, in her stupidity, should | augh at one who was human.

Ham | ton | ooked again to the wi de mouth of the cave.

Her body, subtly, tensed. She was, concealing the intent, readying herself to
dart for the opening. Ugly Grl, snmiling, put her hand gently on Hamilton's
knee. She shook her head. Hamilton angrily brushed aside Ugly Grl's hand.
Then Hami | ton | ooked away, as though to consider other parts of the cave. Wgly
Grl stepped back. Hamilton swung her |egs over the side of the shelf. Then
suddenly, Hanmilton sprang to her feet and darted toward the opening. She

st opped suddenly, al nost |osing her bal ance, sone feet before the opening,
for, at that noment, in the opening, appeared the short, broad frame of the
mal e of the Ugly People. Hamilton, terrified, stepped back, retreating from
him In his hand he held the short ax, so mighty, yet nore shortly handl ed
than the axes of the Men. On his left shoulder, steadied there, by his left
hand, was the body of a deer. He did not raise the ax against Hami|ton, but
regarded her, puzzled. Hamilton backed fromhim Then, against her back, she
felt the shelf of rock. But yesterday this brute, w thout a thought, save for



the intercession of Ugly Grl, would have crushed her head between a rock and
the bl ade of his ax. He | ooked at her. Hanilton approached him subm ssively,

| ooki ng down, and knelt before him the nonster, putting her head to the
stone, desperate to pacify him in her fenal eness to make obei sance to the
male in him to be pleasing to him to plead with himfor her life. She, a
human femal e, kissed the stone before the feet of the short, mghty male of
the Ugly People. Then, timdly, trying to smle, she | ooked up. She was
startled. He was regarding her, stupidly. The nmales of the Men, she knew,
expected and denmanded, thereby triggering and rel easing, conplete subservience
behavior in their females; they produced stinmulus situations in which her

bl ood instincts had no choice but to bare thensel ves, detonating the fantastic
psychophysi ol ogi cal reflex, or response, of female subm ssion to the
aggressive, mghtier animal, the male. Cringing and snmling in a fermale, she
knew, warded off male wath; it indicated with her body that, if she should be
spared, she would be his work object and his sexual pleasure-object. But the
mal e of the Ugly People | ooked at her, puzzled. Then she realized that the

mal es of the Ugly People did not relate to their females as did the mal es of
the Men. They were of a different species. She rose to her feet, and backed
away fromhim He did not approach her. He | ooked to his own wonan. Suddenly
Hamilton felt contenpt for him He was a male. Yet he did not nake her his

sl ave. He could do so, if he wanted, but he did not do so. Hamlton felt
enotions of both relief, for she did not wish to be the slave of the nonster
and irritation, and frustration, for, triggered by fear, her slave reflex had
not been satisfied. Too, suddenly, alnost unaccountably in her mnd, she
despised the male of the Ugly People. He was strong, stronger even than npst
of the human mal es doubtl ess, but yet, too, so weak, so stupid. She saw, in
his broad back, as he squatted near his wonman, and threw the deer down to the
floor of the cave, both weakness and strength. H s worman rubbed her nose al ong
the side of his neck, and he grunted and thrust his head to her shoul der
Ham | ton stood back, her arns fol ded, her feet widely spread. She held the
mal e of the Ugly People in contenpt. She did not feel then he was a true male.
He is weak, she thought. This kind will not survive. They are too weak to
survive. The mal e, she thought, irritably, who does not make his female his

sl ave, either cannot do so, and is a weakling, or is a fool. If | were a nale,
she thought, | would nmake my femal es slaves, the pretty, weak, lovely little

t hi ngs! Since when, in nature, does the strong not dom nate the weak? Since

t he weak have crippled the strong, she told herself, thereby denying the
strong their birthright, and, inadvertently, in the sane act, to their own

frustration, depriving thenselves of theirs as well, the opportunity to join
in that contest in which, in any normal situation, she will neet her defeat,
that contest which, if truly carried out, must term nate with her conquest,
her joyful, abject surrender to the will, the absolute dom nation, of the

m ghtier animal, the nale. She realized then that nmal e dom nance has little to
do, directly, with physical strength, though it is customarily linked with it.
An extrenely strong man, physically, she recognized, could be, and sonetines
was, a psychol ogi cal weakling, emascul ated and petty, unable to satisfy

conpl ete dinmensions of a fermale's nature; sonetinmes such nmen even prided

t hensel ves on this form of inpotence; sometines, Hamilton suspected, such nen,
out of hostility and spite, and self-hatred, and hatred for wonen, refused to
recogni ze the desperate wants of their lovers, scorning themfor the realities
of their genetic nature; refusing to respond to the nost obvi ous, nopst
desperate and profound unspoken pl eas; and should the woman repudi ate her
conditionings, cast aside her guilts, and, huniliating herself, shamelessly
beg, "Doninate ne!" such nmen, frightened, know ng thenselves unable to fulfill
her needs, mght laugh at her, thus ventilating hysterical anxiety, or pretend
not to understand, or |ook upon her strangely, and deny her, thus naking her

m serabl e, making her suffer, in a culturally approved formof sadism the
female is not, Hamilton conjectured, sinply a physical organism but a
psychophysi cal organi sm and her bl ood needs for submi ssion to a male express
t hensel ves beautifully in the totality of her response, not only in the



weakeni ng of her body, its secretions, its heightened sensitivity, its

hel pl essness, its readi ness, but in her psychic vulnerability, helplessly
willing, waiting for himto inpress his will upon her, to command her; she is
eager to be nade a nere instrument of his pleasure, eager to be subjected to
his will, eager to be ruthlessly, unconprom singly, dom nated, eager to be,
shoul d he have the courage, literally the slave girl of a master; and should
she be fortunate, it is just that which, perhaps to a thrill of horror, she
finds herself to be. Once Hanilton had attenpted to nake aggressive love to
Tree. He had struck her, bringing blood to her nouth. "Lie still, and endure,"
he had told her. "I will tell you when to touch and caress." "Yes, Master,"
she had whi spered. Few nmen, Hamilton thought, are strong enough to satisfy the
slave in a woman. Few wonen, she thought, though all wi sh to be stripped and
subdued, are fortunate enough to find a Master. Across thousands of years,
renote fromher own tinme, in an age of peril and barbarism she had found
hers, a hunter called Tree.

Hami | ton then | ooked at the broad-backed male of the Ugly People, squatting
near his female, cutting the hide fromthe deer with the ax, and then ripping
it with his teeth and fingers. He took a bit of neat froma rib and gave it to
t he woman, and then to the boy, and then to Ugly G rl, who joined them They
were not human, Hamilton knew. Then, no | onger did she scorn the male of the
Ugly People. Perhaps, to him she was no nore than a femal e nonkey ni ght have
appeared to Tree, different, small, ungainly, of no interest sexually. This
annoyed her to sone extent, for she was vain of her beauty, but, too, she was
relieved that he had not wanted her. He gave another piece of neat to the
child. It was growi ng dark outside. Hamilton edged toward the nmouth of the
cave. They were of a different species. The innocence and cruelty with which a
human hunter treated his human fenal es was, apparently, not that of the Ugly
Peopl e; too, she suspected, the deep needs in her own body, and in those of
the other human females, to seek out and respond to sexual dom nation, were
apparently much | ess pronounced in the Ugly People; they were | ess sexually
driven, Hanmilton conjectured, than humans; doubtless, they, too, had their
domi nance and subni ssi on behavi ors, but such behavior seened | ess clear cut,

| ess evident, than in humans; their sexual drives were |ess she conjectured
than those of humans; the sexes in the Ugly People, she recognized,
shuddering, were nuch less clearly differentiated than in hunmans; she
suspected they woul d not breed as well. They were an experiment in evol ution
quite different fromthat of hunmans, Ham lton recogni zed, an interesting
alternative, one which humans woul d survive, but one which, inits |ong
mllenia, when all was said and done, should nan destroy hinself, mght prove
to have endured the I onger span on the cal endars of tinme. They seened very
gentle with one anot her

Ham | ton again eyed the | arge open nouth of the cave. It would be difficult to
defend, she thought. They are fools, stupid. The shelters of the Men were nore
rational, nore defensible. Hamilton did not realize that the best shelters
were indeed those of the Men, and various other human groups. The Ugly Peopl e
were peaceful. They were not as aggressive as nen, nor as swift, nor as
intelligent, nor as cruel. Accordingly they would take what little, if

anyt hing, was left. They woul d conpete unsuccessfully with fiercer groups. As
woul d Pygm es and Eski nbs they would be driven farther and farther from
desirabl e I and, good hunting and adequate shelter; unlike Pygnm es and Eski nos,
clearly distinguishabl e as human types, the Ugly People were not human; hunman
bei ngs, loathing them would not tolerate themas conpetitors; they, in a
peculiarly intense fashion, with their nockery of human shape, would trigger
the instinctual fear of the stranger, the different; they would be hunted down
and exterm nated. The man thrust a tiny piece of meat into the nouth of the
boy, and then rubbed his bearded chin on the boy's shoul der

Ham | ton suddenly bolted fromthe cave, running into the night.



In an instant Ugly Grl was up and after her

Ham | ton plunged through the night, cutting her feet, branches striking her
body. She ran. Behind her, always, sonetinmes closer, sonetinmes farther, she
heard Ugly Grl. Sonmetimes Ham |ton stopped, to hide, to elude Ugly Grl, but
each tine, to her misery, Ugly Grl turned toward her, approaching. Then
Hami I ton realized that Ugly Grl, like a hunter, could follow her trail by
snell; that, like a hunter, she m ght hear her breathing, even fromyards
away. M serable, Hamilton would |l eap up and run again. Her hope was to
outdistance Ugly Grl. But Ugly Grl seemed tireless. Mire than once, Wgly
Grl called out to her, in the strange tongue of the Ugly People. Then
gasping, Hamilton turned and picked up a rock. Ugly Grl stopped, a shadow
anong the branches. "Go back! Go away!" said Hanmilton. Ugly Grl spoke to her
in the | anguage of the Ugly People. "Stay away!" cried Hamlton, lifting the
rock. Ugly Grl stepped toward her. Hamilton, with a cry of msery, flung the
heavy rock. It hurtled past Ugly Grl. Hamlton struck at her. Briefly the
girls grappled. Hanmilton wildly bit and cl awed, and scratched, weeping,
screaming, at Ugly Grl, but Ugly Grl handled her with ease, with nuch the
same ease with which a man m ght have handl ed her; the wonen of the Ugly
Peopl e, Hamilton realized to her misery, were nuch stronger than human

femal es; she was no match for her, no nore than she would have been for a
strong boy; Ham lton was thrown to her belly; Ugly Grl knelt across her body;
t he wonen of human bei ngs had not been bred and sexually selected by males for
sturdi ness and strength, and i ndependence, but for beauty, obedience,
subm ssi veness, responsiveness to masculine dom nation; Hamilton wept as she
felt the hide belt on her garnment renoved, and felt Ugly Grl pull her wists
behi nd her back, and, as though she m ght be a man, fasten themtogether. Ugly
Grl then renoved the belt fromher own garnment and tied its ends together and
then, slipping one end of the |oop behind Hanilton's neck, passed the other
end of the loop through the first, pulling it tight, putting Hamlton in a
choke collar and short |eash. She then dragged Hamilton to her feet. Since the
| eash was short

Ham I ton had to wal k bent over, at her side. Pulling HamIton, half choking,
beside her, Ugly Grl then returned to the nouth of the cave of the Ugly
Peopl e. There was a fire there now, rather near the mouth, and various
branches and rocks had been brought and put before the opening, to close it
somewhat. But the opening had not been yet conpletely closed. Ugly Grl had
not yet returned.

The male of the Ugly People, ,and his worman, and the child, emerged fromthe
cave.

Ham | ton stood neat to Ugly Grl, bent over, her hands bound behi nd her back
in her sinple choke collar and | eash, helpless, a prisoner of Ugly Grl.

The child | ooked at her, and | aughed.

He said the word she had heard before, and he | aughed again, as did the male
and the femal e.

"Please don't eat ne, or kill me," she whispered.

The mal e and the woman, and the child returned to the cave. Then, to
Ham | ton's astoni shnent, Ugly Grl renoved the | eash fromher throat, and
untying its ends, refastened it as her own belt. Then, to her greater

astoni shment, Ugly Grl untied her hands. Ham lton dared not run. Ugly Grl
tied the belt about Hamilton, as it had been before. Then she stepped toward
the mouth of the cave. Hamilton turned to face her. She was free. Ugly Grl



gestured that she should enter the cave. She nade a cl ucki ng noi se.

Behind Ham lton, in the forest, she heard the roar of a |eopard. She
shuddered. Well did she recall the | eopard which, |ong ago, had stal ked her
whi ch, to her good fortune, had been slain by Tree.

Again Ugly Grl gestured that she should enter the cave. Again, fromthe
forest, closer this tine, she heard the roar of the |eopard. Swiftly,
gratefully, she entered the cave.

Ugly Grl gestured that she should kneel beside the fire, where sone of the
meat fromthe slain deer was roasting on a stick. Hamlton would have knelt
behind the male, but Ugly Grl shook her head and placed Hamilton by the fire
She knelt to the left of the wonman; the child was on the woman's right; the
mal e squatted diagonally across fromHam Iton; when Ugly Grl had cl osed the
entrance to the cave with thick branches, she cane and knelt between the child
and the male. The male, with a sharp piece of flint, and a stick, separated
pi eces of neat fromthe roast. He gave a piece first to the child; he then
gave a piece to the woman; then he gave a piece to Ugly Grl. Then he handed
Ham I ton a piece of meat. "Thank you," she whispered. He then cut hinself a
pi ece of nmeat, a large one, and, holding it in tw hands, squatting, grease
runni ng between his fingers, began to eat it.

That night Hamilton lay down beside Ugly Grl, in the cave of the Ugly Peopl e.
She | ooked at the gl owing redness of the enbers of the fire.

"Can you understand ne?" asked Hamilton of Ugly Grl, in the | anguage of the
Men.
Ugly Grl, her head illuninated by the redness, signified her assent, noddi ng

her head. Uly Grl, as Ham |lton had suspected, understood nmuch of the speech
of the Men, but it was difficult for her to repeat the sounds. Hamilton, too,
of course, would have found it difficult to imtate, wth adequate exactness,
t he phonenes of the Ugly People. There was, she suspected, subtle differences
in the anatony of the throat, a thicker, less ninble tongue, a different ora
cavity, and, too, of course, a somewhat differently formed brain, with a
speech center w ought through an evolution divergent for generations fromthat
of the human.

"What is the word by which they address nme?" asked Hamilton. "What is it they
call me?"

Ugly Grl repeated the word.

"Yes," said Ham lton. "What does it nmean?"

Ugly Grl crawled over to the fire. She knelt by it. Hamlton joined her
there.

Ugly Grl repeated the word. She made, in the sign | anguage common to many of
t he groups of humans, the nane sign, pointing to Hamilton. Tooth, and Fox, at
t he behest of Tooth, had taught her several signs.

"That is the nane they have given ne?" asked Hamlton. "It is my name here?"

Ugly G rl nodded.

"What does it mean?" asked Ham | ton. She renmenbered how they had | aughed at
her, even the child.



Ugly Grl, with a twig, beside the fire, scratched an animal. Hanilton could
not make it out. Then Ugly Grl nmade the sign in the ,hand talk of the human
groups. Hanmilton then | ooked down. She then understood the draw ng.

It was a drawing, primtive, sinmple, an outline draw ng, but one now

unm stakable. It was the drawing of a small, female bush pig. Hanmilton | eaned
back on her heels, and sniled. "You are so ugly," . signed Ugly Grl to her

and then, smling, kissed her. Hamilton, anong the people of Ugly Grl, was no
| onger the beauty, a casual, inadvertent novenent of whose body might | ead one

of the hunters, to whom she and the other wonen bel onged, to throw her on her
back and, wi thout cerenony or courtesy, rape her. Here, anong the people of
Uly Grl, it was she, not Ugly Grl, who was the ugly girl. Uly Grl, of
course, anong the nen, had been used. They were fierce sonetines

i ndi scriminatory breeders. Hamilton did not feel the nale of the Ugly People
woul d bother her. To her he seened | arge, kind, and sexually sluggish. If he
did wish to use her, of course, she would have to serve him for she was a
female. As a primtive wonan she woul d have no choice but to obey the male,
and do what he wished. Hamilton smled to herself. Anong the Ugly People, her
name was " Sow. "

"What is your nanme?" asked Hamilton

Ugly G rl |aughed, an al nost human | augh. She made the sign for "Flower."
Hami |l ton smil ed.

"What is the nane of your people?" asked Hamilton. She had thought only of
them in the habitual manner of the Men, as the Ugly People. She knew, of
course, of the Horse People, who hunted horse on the prairies; she knew of the
Bear People, with whomthe Men sonetimes exchanged wonen; of the Shell Peopl e,
who traded shells; and of the Wasel People, enenmies of the men; and of the
Dirt People, vanished now, save for sone of their females in the thongs of the
Weasel People. "What is the nane of your people?" asked Hamilton again of Ugly
Grl.

Ugly Grl grinned, not responding.

Her people, this famly, had taken her in, she, Hanmilton, a fenmale of an eneny
kind, different even biologically fromthem one displeasing to their senses.
They had protected her, fed her, sheltered her

"What is the nane of your people?" asked Hamilton

Swiftly Ugly Grl made the signs. "The Love People,"” she said, in the hand
talk of certain of the human groups.

28

"Ch!" cried Hamilton, angrily, stung on the thigh. Bees swarned about her
"Hurry!" she cried. She |ooked up the height of the blasted, desiccated tree.
On a branch, a smoking torch in one hand, stood Ugly Grl. She thrust her
other hand, and arm into an aperture in the tree. Bees, in a cloud, swarned
about her. She scooped out combs of honey, pounds, mixed with bees, snearing
them on the branch next to her, on a large, flat |leaf. Then she thrust the
torch, as she had done before into the hole in the tree, trying to overcone
the bees inside the nest. Her left eyelid was swollen. Ham lton could see
welts on her body. Another bee stung Hamilton, on the side of the left ankle.
Besi de Hami | ton, about her feet, were several |eaves, l|aden with honey. Ugly
Grl rolled the leaf and dropped it to Hamilton, who caught it, put it with



the others, and then, as Ugly Grl bent down, squatting, handed her anot her
leaf. Hamilton put her finger into the sweet, whitish mash. There were dead
bees in it. Hamilton licked her finger. She could taste the snoke from Ugly
Grl's torch. "Ch!" cried Ham I ton, as another bee stung her, on the left side
of the neck. "W have enough!" she cried. "Please cone down! Please, Flower!"
Ugly Grl, with the last leaf in one hand, the torch in the other, had, too,
had enough. Bees hot and bl ack about her head and shoul ders, she |eapt down.
Ham I ton and Ugly G rl bent down, picking up the | eaves. Another bee stung
Ham | ton on the back of the left |eg, sone seven inches above the knee. Then
anot her stung her on the back of the neck. Weping, |aughing, she and Ugly
Grl scooped up the honey and, torch snoking, fled.

When they were free of the lingering avengers of the nest, the two girls sat
down in the grass, beside a large rock. Ugly Grl extinguished the torch. She
knelt by Hamlton. Ugly Grl picked a flower, and fixed it in her hair.
Ham | ton could not do the same, for her own hair had been al nost cut from her
head, |eaving her scalp cut and scraped, by the Dirt People. Hamilton, |ooking
at Wly Grl, did not feel any |onger that she was ugly, though she was mnuch
different froma human female. The large eyes of Ugly Grl, dark, deep
Ham I ton found to be beautiful. Ugly Grl dipped her finger in the honey, and
tasted it.

"I wish to return to the Men," said Hamilton. She thought of Tree. "WII| you
hel p me?"

It seened not strange now to Hamilton that she wished to return to the Men,
that she wished to return to a group where she would be no nore than a
rightless slave, where her neck would be given no choice but to bend beneath
t he yoke of a conplete masculine dom nation. She could not, in her new

know edges, envy the frustrated, denied fenmal es of her own artificial tines,
cheated of their absolute sexual subjugation to a nale, thereby denied the
attainment of the totality, the fullness, of their sexuality.

"I will help you," said Ugly Grl, in hand talk.
Ham | t on hugged her with joy.

"You need not come near their camp,"” said Hamilton. "Just show ne the way.
Then | can go into the canp alone. You will not then be recaptured.”

Ham | ton wondered if Tree would tie her and beat her, for not having returned
sooner. She hoped he would not do so. She had done her best to return to his
col | ar.

"I will go with you," signed Ugly Grl. Then she | ooked at Hamilton. "Tooth,"
she said, making the sound, saying the word in the |anguage of the Men, as
nearly as she could. Her face seened strained with the effort.

"You |like Tooth?" asked Hanmilton. She recalled the prognathous-jawed gi ant,

wi th the extended cani ne, so fearsone seening, so rmuch |oving children, he who
had been kind to Ugly Grl, of all the Men. "I care for him" said Ugly Grl.
"I love him"

"But you are of another people," said Hanilton

"I love him" she said, speaking the words in the | anguage of the Men. It
required effort. Sweat stood on her forehead. Then she reverted to hand sign
"Do you not want to be owned?" she signed, asking Hamilton a question which
in Hamlton's time, would have been a forbidden question, one which one wonman
woul d scarcely dare to ask another, but which, in this honest tine, was



natural, a straightforward, civil inquiry.

"Yes," said Hamilton, smling. "I want to be owned."

The two girls hugged and ki ssed one another, and Ugly G rl touched Hamilton
with her nose, in the manner of the Ugly People, drinking in her scent. Then

| aughing, the two girls gathered up their honey, and nade their way toward the
shelter of the Ugly People. In the norning, they had deci ded, they woul d begin
the journey back to the shelters of the Men

Ham I ton preceded Ugly Grl to the shelter of the famly of the Ugly People
carrying the honey. Ugly G rl delayed, stopping to gather sticks for the fire
that night. Inside the shelter, its nmouth now open, as it was during the day,
Hami | ton saw the male of the Ugly People, and his mate. She called out to
them The child did not come forth to greet her. Hamilton, tired, sweating,
carried the honey to the cave, putting it down, in its rolled | eaves, to one
side. She turned to face the nmale and his mate, and froze with horror. He sat
cross-legged, tw pieces of flint in his hand, his head bent over. She, too,
sat cross-1legged, to one side, leather, with a rawhide thread and aw, in her
hands. She was staring straight ahead, not seeing. Hamilton threw her hand
before her mouth with horror. Blood was about the head of both. Both were
dead. They had been propped in position and each tied to a short stake thrust
into the dirt behind them Ham lton screaned. She turned. In the nouth of the
cave, behind her, blocking her exit, was a bearded man, the | eader of the
Weasel Peopl e.
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"My power here is precarious," said Gunther. "I can do nothing to save you."
Pl ease Gunther!" wept Hamilton. "I beg you, GQunther! As a hel pl ess human
female, | beg you!"

"I can do nothing," said Gunther
"You are mad," said WIliam behind him
The drums began to beat nmore madly. The chants becanme nore wild.

Ham | ton struggled on the pole, lying on the ground, to which she was tied. It
was sone two inches in thickness, supple, green, sone ten feet in length. Her
wrists, over her head, were crossed and tied to the pole; she was stretched at
full length; her ankles, drawn down, crossed, were tied, too, to the pole;
rawhi de ropes about her body, at the knees, at her thighs, her waist, her
shoul ders, her neck, held her tightly to the pole; she could scarcely squirm
she was stripped; honey had been smeared on her body; to one side, in a ditch
a yard wi de, and sone eight feet in length, the red-haired girl prodded the
fire.

"Pl ease, CGunther," wept Hamilton

"No," said Gunther. "It is beyond ny power now to interfere. Did | oppose them
now, did | interfere in this thing, ny power here would be at an end."
Ham | ton heard the noving back of the hamrer of a pistol. "It is not beyond ny

power to interfere," said WIlliam "You have gone too far, GQunther. If we die,
we nust stop this."



"If we stop it," said Gunther, "we shall die. Do you not understand this? Do
not be a fool."

One of the men of the Wasel People, standing nearby, regarded them puzzled.
The red-haired girl, followed by the shorter, dark-haired one, who had been
cruel, weeks before, to Hanmilton, now brought sticks, throwi ng them on the

fire.

Two of the nen of the Weasel People bent to the hide drums, stretched over
hol | owed wood. Ot hers, slapping their knees, sitting cross-Iegged, chanted.

@unt her | ooked up, into the nuzzle of the pistol leveled at his head by

William "l cannot permt this," said Wlliam "I have foll owed you, too far
You have taught me rmuch of what it is to be a man, but this |I conjecture, can
be no part of that instruction. I, sinply, do not find this acceptable. It

isn't to be done."

"This," said @Gunther, "has nothing to do with manhood. It is neither of a man
nor not of a man. My action nowis sinply that of a rational organism Better
one lost, and that only a fenmale, than three. How nuch do you val ue your
life?"

"Not this much," said Wlliam "Untie her." Qunther |ooked up at him "You are
not the Gunther | once knew, once admired, once saluted," said Wlliam "He is
gone, left nowis only a nonster, corrupted by greed for a pittance of power.
You were the mightiest of the men | ever knew, Qunther, but you have fallen
@Qunther is gone. You pretend to his nanme, but you are not him The Gunther
once knew woul d have led in this action. He woul d have been too proud to have
valued his life in this situation; you have betrayed the Gunther | once knew,
who was a great nan, one who could dreamin steel and theorems, and envi sage a
worl d bold enough to lift its hands to stars.™

"Untie her yourself," said Gunther, standing.

Wl liamholstered his pistol and knelt to Hanmilton's bonds. Ham lton wept wth
relief. She screamed. From behind WIliam Qunther struck down with the butt
of his Luger.

@unt her spoke to two of the nen of the Weasel People, who dragged Wlliamto
one si de.

Hami | ton wept as two other nen lifted the pole and set it across the two
tri pods, one at each end of the fire. She screamed. She felt the honey nelt
from her body and heard it fall, hissing, into the fire.

The | eader of the Weasel People squatted nearby, watching her body, tied on
the spit.

Ham I ton cried out, a long, piteous scream Nearby, kneeling, her head down,
her neck tied on a short strap, sone six inches long, to a short stake, her
wists tied behind her back, Ugly Grl whinpered with m sery. Her back was
covered with switch welts.

The wonen of the Weasel People, at a command fromthe nmen, threw aside their
garnments and, legs flexed, hands lifted over their heads, stood before their
men. They stood perfectly still. The druns stopped. Then, when the drums, with
a sudden sound began again, the fenal es, as one, danced, turning, stanping,
about the fire, crying out, their hair wild. The eyes of the nen glistened;

t hey sl apped their knees and thighs; Hamilton's ears rang with the chant;



about her, blurred, whirled the nude wonen, pleasing their nmen; she heard the
honey fall from her body, crackling, in the fire; she screamed in pain, her
body a sheet of heat, bound on the thick, greenwood spit.

The screans of the wonen startled her. The dark shape, which seened to fal
from nowhere, stood beside her. The nen shouted, springing to their feet. The
man stood with his feet spread, in the fire itself, and then, slowy, angrily,
lifted the spit fromthe tripods, kicking apart the burning wood. He carried
Ham I ton, on the spit, easily, well over his head, his eyes terrible. Then he
thrust the spit a foot into the ground at the side of the fire.

"Tree!" she cried. "Master!"

But he had turned from her and was facing the | eader of the Weasel People,
who, warily, |ooking about, was backing away from him

She became aware of consternation in the canp. A man of the Wasel People
lifted a spear in his hand, but the arrow, |oosed fromthe branches at the
side of the canp, already was piercing his throat. He tried to speak, turned
and fell, breaking the arrow with his hands, then sprawing into the dirt.

Men fought, hand to hand, with stone knives, with stone axes. The wonen of the
Weasel Peopl e screanmed. Hamilton saw Hawk strike the red-haired girl in the
back, felling her, and | eapi ng upon her. She saw Fox with the shorter
darkhaired girl, nude, her armin his grip, thrust his prize to the side of
the red-haired girl. They were thrust back to back; the wists of each were
tied behind her back with the hair of the other; they were then thrown from
their feet and Hawk, with a bit of rawhide rope, |ashed together their right
ankl es hobbling them

The | eader of the Weasel People struck down at Tree with his ax but Tree
caught the ax, and they grappled; then Tree, like an animal, insane with fury,
was behind the | eader of the Wasel People; one hand was on his upper jaw, the
other on his | ower; he broke the |lower jaw away fromthe face; then

nmet hodi cal l y, he broke the arns and | egs of the nman, leaving himin the dirt.

Stone and Knife stepped away from bodies. Knife cut the head fromhis man.

Arrow Maker strode into the canp, his quiver enpty. Runner wi thdrew his spear
fromthe back of one of the Wasel People.

Flower ran to Knife, Coud to Runner

One of the men of the Wasel People fled toward the brush. He met the ax of
Wl f, who stepped over his body.

The nen of the Weasel People |lay about the canp, fallen. Only one lived, their
| eader, helpless in the dirt near the fire, jaw and |inbs broken

Tooth, his ax bl oody, knelt to free Ugly Grl. She whi npered, and he took her
in his arns.

Ham | ton put her head back, helpless on the pole thrust in the dirt. Her body
was blistered. It stung.

She saw Gunt her backed agai nst a rock. He had been di sarnmed. She saw Spear
take the rifle by the barrel, and break it over a rock, then the other rifle,
whi ch had been Wlliams. Wlliamlay to one side, unconscious.

Fox returned to the clearing. Preceding himwas the girl of the Dirt People,



who had once hidden in the granary bin during the raid of the Wasel People.
Her wists were tied behind her back. In the canp, Fox threw her from her feet
and, with an end of the rope tying her wists, pulled her right ankle up
behind her, tying it tightly to her wists, that she mght not run. In a few
nmonents, from another direction, came Hawk. His prisoner was the virginally
bodied girl of the Dirt People, who had been saved fromthe sacrificial altar
by the strike of the Wasel People. She had exchanged sl averies. She woul d
find that of the Men even nore conplete than that of the Wasel People. The
Men demanded nore, as was the right of masters, fromtheir fermal es. Hawk put
her to her belly and tied her wists together behind her back, and then, wth
the sane | ash of rawhide rope, crossed, pulled up, and tied her ankles. He
then turned her on her side, and |left her helpless. She lay in the dirt. She

| ooked after him his by capture. Hamlton saw that his ax was bl oodi ed, and
knew then that, in the brush, he had killed for his lovely prize. Hamlton saw
her eyes, as she, lying on her side, a secured slave, wists bound to ankl es,
wat ched the hunter wal k away from her, paying her no nore attention. She was
forgotten, until wanted. She knew then that she would have to strive
desperately to please a hunter such as he. Hamlton snmled to herself. She did
not doubt that the new slave, his by victory and seizure, would serve him
well, like Butterfly, who now, freed of the fenmale-holding pit, like the
others of the Men, followed him trying to touch him to hold his arm to
press her lips to his shoul der. Good-naturedly, he shook her off, but she
continued to follow him closely, as closely as she dared.

Ham | ton saw Runner and Arrow Maker turning Gunther about, pushing hi magai nst
the rock, and tying his hands behind his back.

Tied on the pole, upright in the dirt, hands |lashed to it, crossed, over her
head, ankles crossed and tied, body tied tightly against it, Hamilton was
hel pl ess.

She saw Tree turn and now, that the work of nen, the killing, the victory, the
vengeance, was done, face her. He notioned Hawk to cut her |oose, and turned
-away. Hamlton, bond by bond, was freed of the pole. She fell to the ground,
crouching, scarcely able to stand. Her hands, and feet, fromthe |ashings,
were white. Her body was blistered, wet with hot honey.

"Tree," she called. "Master!"

She held out her hand to him He | ooked at her. He did not seem pl eased. Tears
formed in her eyes. She knew how frightful she must ook to him her hair
muchly gone, cut away from her head by the wonen of the Dirt People, her scalp
cut and scraped.

"I love you," she said.

He frowned. Then he | aughed, mightily, for he had been teasing her, with the

cruel humor of the hunter. He grinned at her. Then he held open his arnms to
her, and she fled to him weeping, putting her head agai nst his chest.
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Ham I ton turned her head to one side. Her eyes were frightened. She bit her
lip. "Ad Wwman!" she cried. "4 d Wnman!"

"Antel ope will fetch her," said Cloud. "Do not cry out."

Ham | ton struggled to her feet, bent over. "Lie down," said C oud.



She felt wet. The interior of her right thigh, her right leg, her right shin,
were soaked with water. There seened so nuch. She had awakened. "Tree," she
had cried. "Tree!" Then she had cried with pain. He had taken the scent, and,
getting to his feet, had left her. He would sl eep el sewhere. She had cried for
a wonan. "Please, Cloud! AOd Wnmanl Flowerl Antelope!"

"Lie down," said Antel ope.

Hamilton's fists turned white with pain. She cried out. "Do not nmake noise,"
said Antelope. "You will disturb the nen."

Antel ope |l owered Hanilton to a sitting position. Her head was up. She could
feel the water about her. She tore away, grinmacing with the novenent, the
brief skirt and threw it from her

"dd Wman! " screaned Ham | t on

A d Wman had not been killed in the raid of the Wasel People. Wen she had
been | ed away, Hamilton had not known if she were alive or dead. Struck
unconscious in the fall, Add Wman had lain at the foot of the shelters. She
now hobbl ed about with a heavy stick, favoring the I eg which had been broken

t he pain of which had cost her her consciousness for hours, and had,

i nadvertently, saved her life fromthe Wasel People. They, |ike many
predators, found inert objects of little interest. Left for dead, she had been
found, several hours later, when the Men had returned.

"dd Wnan!" screaned Hanilton
"Antel ope will fetch her," said Coud. "Lie down."

Ham | ton, suddenly in the grip of the reflex, screaned. "Be quiet," scol ded
Cl oud. "Do not awaken the men!"

Ham | ton eased herself to her left thigh, lying on the stone. There was no

pain now. Her eyes were wide in the darkness. She felt the stone, granular

agai nst her body. She felt the danmpness on her left thigh, where she lay in
t he wet ness.

Wth her own hair, which was now fully grown again, C oud w ped her forehead.

"Your hair is very beautiful," said doud. It was seldomthat O oud paid
conpliments. Hamilton did not respond to her. But Hamilton was grateful

Hamilton lay in silence. She must try not to arouse the men. "G d Wnman will
cone soon," said C oud.

Ham Il ton, lying in the darkness, |egs drawn up, frightened, waited.

Four nonths ago, when the nmen had fought a cave bear, contesting a deep
shelter with it, with torches and spears, hunting it deep in its own lair,

Kni fe had, suddenly, withdrawn. The bear, freed of the proddi ng spear, had

| eaped forward, striking Spear. The great claws had raked, |ike hooks of stee
across the face of Spear, taking his left eye fromhis head, and blinding,
with a long, hot furrow of red, his right eye. Spear, his face and head
covered with blood, had fallen backward, the bear biting at him Tree, from
the side, on the bear's exposed flank, had driven his stone-headed spear to
the heart and the great animal, a thousand pounds of fury, thrashing, snapping
the shaft of the spear, had rolled to the side of the shelter, biting at the
rock, and died. "Wiy did you fall back?" demanded Tree of Knife. If the Men



did not stand together, they would die. Each nust depend on the other. He who
saves hinmsel f slays his brother. But Knife had not been afraid. Knife was not
a coward. He | ooked at the bl oodi ed head of Spear, pulling the |arge man's
hands away from his face. Knife had grinned. "Spear is blind," said Knife. "I
am first anong the Men."

Ham | ton screaned, her head back. It was |ike nothing she had felt or
i magi ned.

When, at the end of the preceding sunmer, Hanilton and the others had been
retaken by their nmen, Gunther and WIlliam stripped and bound, had been
brought back, too, to the shelters. Their clothing, weapons and ot her

accout erments had been destroyed, cast in a river. Spear, and the others, not
knowi ng the power of them such strange artifacts, would take no chances. Even
@Qunther's wrist watch, which Coud had |iked, was destroyed. Perhaps such
objects had some strange affinity with their owners; perhaps they were | oyal
to them perhaps they would betray or injure others, or strangers? They woul d
be destroyed. Gunther and WIlliam thus, hands tied behind their backs, ropes
on their necks, herded by wonen, canme naked to the canmp of the nen. They did
not know what woul d be done with them The | eader of the Weasel People, his
jaw torn fromhis face by Tree, his |legs and arms broken, had been | eft behind
for the | eopards.

"I want A d Wman!" wept Hamilton. "Please! Please! | want A d Wman!"
"She will cone,” said C oud.

Wth the nen to the canp had cone, too, the captive females, taken fromthe
Weasel Peopl e, sone of whom had been girls of the Dirt People. Hanmilton
herself, with pleasure, had tied the wists of the nude red-haired girl behind
her back. She had knotted the coffle rope, too, tightly, about her throat; she
had simlarly secured the nude virginally bodied girl of the Dirt People. "You
will learn what it is to be the girls of the Men," Hamilton told themin
triunph. She turned away. Already Fox had his hands on the waist of the
red-haired girl; already Spear, grinning, stood before the virginally bodied
girl; she shrank back, bound; she pulled back against the coffle rope; it
stopped her; she, by her right arm above the el bow, and her left ankle, was
lowered to the ground. Before even the Men quitted the destroyed canp of the
Weasel People, the newy captured wonen, tied in coffle, in the dirt, were
wel | taught the domination of their new masters; but Tree did not busy hinself
with the new slave flesh; rather, four tinmes, pounding, scarcely nonents

bet ween them he struck Hamlton with his force; it had been | ong since he had
held a fermal e body and he was not kind with her; the slave, Brenda Hanilton
clung to her master, her head back, her eyes closed, beaten by his body and
will; so swiftly, so ruthlessly did he satisfy hinself with her, that no
conmon pl easure was permtted her; she held to him as though for her life;
struck again and agai n she gasped, and knew no sinple pleasure, but that she
was hel pless again in his arnms, that she again was held by himand that she
bel onged to him she |ooked at him adoringly; his will and m ght had again
been i nmpressed upon her; she pitied women who had never known such nen; then
when Tree had agai n | ooked upon her as Turtle, and not sinmply a thing to beat
and abuse for his pleasure, he alerted hinself to her responses, it pleasing
himto pleasure her, and, subtly and at |ength, reduced her to subm ssive

spl endor. She was, at the last, carried fromthe canp of the Weasel People in
Tree's arns, on the trail of the Men and their | oot and captives. Behind them
the canp lay shattered; behind themlay the fires, broken, sticks about,
weapons snapped, dying ashes; behind themlay the com ng of darkness, and the
wai i ng of a man, broken jawed, broken |inbed, who would wait for the

| eopar ds.



She had not felt the pain now for nore than five mnutes. She recalled gentler
times with Tree, anong fl owers

"Tree!" she cried out.

"Be quiet," said oud. "Do not disturb the nen." Tree had left her, to go
sl eep el sewhere when it had begun

Wl liam and Gunther had been brought, bound, and naked, to the canp of the
Men. The wonen had thrown Gunther on his back over a rock, several of them
holding him Cdoud, with a shell, had bent to cut his manhood from hi m

"Pl ease,"” had wept Hamilton. "Do not hurt him"

Spear had | ooked at Tree, who had nodded. "Stop," had said Spear

Hal f in shock Gunther and WIlliamhad then been put in the brief skirts of the
worren of the Men, necklaces tied about their throats.

The wonen had nuch | aughed. The children had struck themw th sticks.
Then the Men had hurled theminto a pit in the shelters, roughly circul ar
nore than twenty feet in depth, filled with refuse, infested with the brown

rat. They had been left there to die.

One night, the second night of the return to the shelters, Hanmilton, with a
torch, had crept to the edge of the pit.

"Qunther! WIlliam" she called softly.
In the light, she saw Wlliams face, raised to her. In his left hand he held,
by the left hind foot, a dead rat, nore than a foot in length. It was

partially eaten

He stood ankle deep in the bones, the filth. She saw there were pools of water
inthe pit.

"You're alive," she whispered

He had taken the necklace fromhis neck. It was |ooped in the waist of the
gar ment he wore.

"Q@unt her?" she asked.
"He is alive," said WIlliam blinking against the light of the torch
Ham | ton fought nausea, the inmpulse to vonit fromthe stink of the pit.

Hamilton lifted the torch. At one side of the pit, not sleeping, staring into
t he darkness, sitting, his back against the stone, was Gunther

"He's dead," whispered Hamilton, sick
"No," said WIIiam

Ham | ton | ooked down, tears in her eyes.

"I make snares with this," said Wlliam lifting the |eather strands of the
neckl ace of the Men. "Sonetines," said Wlliam "I catch themw th ny bare

hands, by feel. Sonetimes | pretend to be asleep. Sonetines | let them craw



over my armand then, like this," he making a sudden graspi ng notion, "seize
them™

"You will die in here," said Ham | ton

"What the rats eat we can eat," said Wlliam "But | nust feed Gunther."

"He's dead," whispered Hamlton.
"No," said Wlliam "He is alive." Then he added, "His body is alive."
"What is wong with hinP" she asked.

Wl liam shrugged. "He has nmet defeat. He has nmet hunters. He has net nen
greater than he hinself. Inside his body, this has killed him™"

Ham | ton | ooked upon the body that had been Gunther, so mighty, so proud and
fine. It now stared into the darkness. She suspected he did not even hear them
speak.

"Do not worry for him" said Wlliam "I shall keep himalive as well as |
can."

The minds of men greater than Gunther, Ham |ton suspected, m ght have broken
under the dislocations of the |ast nonths.

"Is he insane?" asked Hamilton
"I do not think so," said Wlliam "It is nore like the will to live is gone."

"Qunt her was so much alive, so strong,"” said Hamilton

"He was not a hunter,"” said WIlliam "He thought hinself such, but he was only
a man of our own tinmes, my dear Hamilton, a small nan, greater than nost, but
frail, crippled, far fromthe m ghti nesses he envisioned. It is a tragedy. For
such a man it would be best that he never nmet what he conceived hinself to be,
one worthy of the spear, the hunt and knife."

"You are a kindly man, Wlliam" said Hanilton

Wl liam shrugged. "I respect Gunther," he said. "I adnmire him He is, for al

his faults, and mne, ny friend."

"What can you do?"

"It is ny intention,” said Wlliam snmling, "to continue to live."

"I must free you somehow," said Hamilton

"Do not be foolish," said WIlliam "They would kill you."

"Do you care for these nmen?" asked Tree.

Ham | ton cried out. She alnobst lost the torch. Tree crouched in the darkness
behi nd her. He had foll owed her. He took the torch fromher. He held it up
Wlliam in the pit bel ow, stepped back. Tree | ooked down at Hamilton. "Do you

care for these men?" he asked.

"They are ny friends," said Hamlton



Tree | ooked at her. It was strange for a nan to be a friend of a woman.

Yet he did not think the concept could not be understood. Once on the height
of the shelters, on the rocks, under the stars, they had |l ain together
| ooki ng up.

"There are fires in the sky," had said Tree.
"Sonmeday, perhaps,"” had said Hamlton, "men will seek the fires in the sky."
"They are far away," said Tree. "Once, when | was little, |I clinbed a high

mountain, to light a torch fromthem | could not reach them They are very
hi gh. They are higher, | think, than the tallest trees."

"I think so, too," she said, "but soneday, perhaps, nmen will touch them"™

"Do you think so?" asked Tree, turning to | ook at her

"Perhaps," said Ham |ton

"But we would have to build a ship," said Tree.

"Yes," said Hamilton

"There are seas in the sky," said Tree, suddenly, "for rain falls fromthemto
the land. If we took a ship to a high nountain, overlooking the sea in the
sky, we could sail to the stars!™

Hami | ton ki ssed him

"Let us build such a ship!" cried Tree.

"About these fires," said Ham |lton, "about some of them there are, warned by
them lit by them new worlds, new forests, new fields, game, places where the
Men have never gone."

"I will make a ship!" cried Tree.

"And for every fire there is another fire, and another world, and for every
fire a fire beyond that, and a world beyond that."

"I want to go there," said Tree.

"You cannot go there, ny love," said Hamilton. "It is a long journey, ny |ove,
with many | ands and skies to cross, nmore than you could know, and many
lifetimes would it take to build even the ship, and who knows how many to
conplete even the first step, to place the first foot upon an island other
than our own."

"An island?" asked Tree.

"We live upon an island in a vast and endl ess sea," said Ham lton gently.

"I want to see what is on the other islands,” said Tree. "I will see what is
on them "
"Not you," said Hamlton, "not |, but others, perhaps the sons of your sons.”

"The seed of the Men?" asked Tree, slowy.



"Yes," said Hamlton. "The sons of the Men." Then the life had stirred within
her. She felt it, a heel or knee, tiny, vital.

"I want to go," said Tree, angrily.
"The sons," she said. "The sons of the Men." Then she had rested back, | ooking
upward, | ooking on the stars. And Tree, too, puzzled, restless, biting his
lip, watched the stars.

At the brink of the pit, holding her torch high, Tree | ooked down on the wonman
who had comne, though it was forbidden her, to see the prisoners.

"I amyour friend, not them" said Tree.
"Yes, Tree," had said Hanmilton. "You are ny friend. | amyour friend."

"It is Tree who is your friend," he said, belligerently.
"They, too, are ny friends," said Ham | ton, boldly. Because of the life in her
she knew Tree would not strike her. Wnen wthin whomthe mystery of life
waxed ni ght not be beaten.

"I will kill them" said Tree, sinply.

"No," said Hamilton. "One does not kill the friends of one's friend."
"You are mine, none other's," said Tree. It was rare of himto speak so
possessively of her. Was she not, after all, a woman of the Men, bel ongi ng,
like the other fermales, to all with equal justice?

"Yes, Tree," she whispered. "Though they are ny friends, and you are ny
friend, it is to you, and you alone, that | belong." Hanmilton spoke truly.

"Do you want nme to help then?" asked Tree.

"Yes," said Ham | ton.

Tree regarded Hamilton's swollen body. "I will speak with Spear," said Tree.
Ham | ton screaned again, her head back. She felt C oud' s hand on her arm Then
anot her body was beside them She saw the head of Ugly Grl. Ugly Grl

whi npered. Then Ugly G rl began to lick at the fluid on her body, cleaning
her. "I want A d Wman," whispered Ham |ton. Two ot her women entered the
shelter, blond Flower, and the virginally bodied girl, who had been taken from
t he Weasel People. They knelt near her. The virginally bodied girl was
frightened. Then Antel ope was beside her, touching her arm "Od Wman!" said
Hamilton. "I want A d Wnman!" "Ad Wman says there is tine," said Antel ope.
"She will cone later." The girls knelt about Hamilton. Hamilton was silent.
The pain was gone now. There were tears on her face. She began to sweat. "dd
Wman says there is tine," repeated Antel ope. "She will conme later." Hanilton
felt Flower kiss her. Hamilton's fists cl enched.

Wl liamand GQunther, bound, had been herded far fromthe shelters. The Men had
travel ed easily. WIlliamhad indicated to themthe way.

The judge, Spear, had made his decision.

"If Herjellsen has nmastered the retrieval problem we will live," said
W Iliam



On the way the Men did not cover their novenents, for they trekked | ands of
people with whomthey shared sign talk, with whomthey traded. Wth themthey
brought their wonen, their children. They did not come to raid, or war.

On the plains, across the great forded river, they were joined by nen of the
Horse People, the hunters of the small horses, scarcely nore than brush-maned
poni es, many of themstriped with brown and bl ack. Sonetimes these animals
were hunted on foot, pursued, encircled, surprised, killed; at other tines
they were driven toward pits or between |lines of bowren, who | eaped fromthe
ground to fire their small, stout bows at them as they raced past. The Horse
Peopl e wore the skins of horses and, some of the nmales, in their hair, crests,
of |l eather and horsehair, resenbling the manes of the animals they hunted,

whi ch headdresses ternminated with a swirl of horsehair, which fell behind the
back, formed fromthe tails of their prey.

On the sixth day they came to the place, the gate, the corridor. Gunther and
Williamhad marked it with a ring of stones.

"They may return to their own country,"”
so, then we will kill them"

had said Spear, "but if they do not do

These conditions had been agreed to by WIlliam Gunther had not spoken

Wl liam unbound, stepped within the ring of stones. He stood there, in the
circle, on the grass.

At a sign from Spear the nen lifted their axes.

"I sense it," said Wlliam "I sense it!"

The Men stood about the ring, their axes lifted.

"Good-bye, Brenda," said WIlliam "Good-bye!"

The nmen of the Horse People cried out with anazenent. They drew back, eyes

wi de. They j abbered. Fox | ooked pale. Hyena began a dance, shaking a stick
Hawk reached out, to touch a stone. Spear lifted his ax. Hawk drew back his
hand.

@unt her was unbound. It was Tree hinself who freed his wists. Gunther | ooked
at Tree, once, outside the circle of stones; then he | ooked down; he |ooked to
Hami I ton, then turned his eyes aside; he entered the ring of stones.

Tree regarded himcalnmy

"Good- bye, @unther," whispered Ham Iton.

@unt her sai d not hi ng.

Again a cry went up fromthe Horse People, who fell back, then crowded about.
Their | eader thrust anong them with his bow, driving them back. The Men
regarded the stones curiously. There were many things they did not understand.
They did not know why the sun rose, or water flowed downward, or how a child

was born.

Hyena began to chant and dance, naking strange signs with his yellowtufted
sti ck.

Then Spear, and Tree, and the others, had turned away. Ham lton remained
| ooking at the stones for a time. Then she, too, turned away, and followed the



Men. Behind themthey left the Horse People, regarding the ring of stones.
Lastly came Hyena, shaking the yellowtufted stick, dancing, uttering sounds
in no | anguage, but which seened to himmnighty in neani ng, dream sounds, of
the sort which cane to himin the night, when he, in his dreans, communed wth
t he ni ght hyenas.

"It hurts!" screanmed Hamilton. "I'mdying! | will die!'" It was inpossible
suddenly it seemed to her, that it should occur. It could not happen! "It wll
kill ne!" she wept. She reared up, screanming, half sitting, then fell back,
arching her back. "I will die!" she wept. "I will die!" Then she cried, "Kill
me! Kill me!" Then the spasm abated and she wept and sweated. Ugly Grl put
her head to the side of her waist, to confort her. The other wonen of the Men,
one by one, canme to the shelter. Only O d Wman and Nurse did not conme. "o
for dd Wman!" cried Hamilton. "There is tine," said Antel ope. Then the pain
cane again, and Hamilton, crying out, felt blood in her mouth, where she had,
with her teeth, torn open her owmn lip. She gritted her teeth, eyes cl osed,
swal | owed the bl ood.

It had been sone nonths ago, toward the beginning of the fall, several weeks
after Gunther and WIliamhad taken their |eave of the Men, that the nen, in
one of the shelters, had come upon the bear, when Knife had fallen back,
exposi ng Spear who had then been blinded. "Spear is blind," had said Knife. "I
amfirst anong the Men." None had gainsaid him

For nmore than a week Spear, in one of the large shelters, had sat silent.
Short Leg would not feed him Some of the younger wonmen cane to him
remenbering himgiving himfood. Hanilton too, had fed him Sonetimes dd
Wman had cone and | ooked upon him staring out, one. eye gone, missing from
the head, the other w thout pupil, only scar tissue beneath the upper lid. He
did not nmove. He did not speak. One day Knife had come upon himand, seeing
A d Wman standi ng nearby, had said to -her. "Take Spear hunting." Knife had
given Add Wnan a spear, Spear's own. Then he had gone to Spear and, by the
arm dragged himto his feet. "It is tine to go hunting," he said to Spear
Then he turned to face Ad Wman. "Take Spear hunting," said Knife. "Take him
hunting on the high cliffs." A d Wman nodded and took Spear by the arm He
permtted hinmself to be led away. As they had left the shelter, Knife said to
ad Wwman. "Spear killed Drawer."

That afternoon Knife had been in a good nood. But in the evening, Add Wnman
had returned with Spear. Knife leaped to his feet, in fury. Ad Wman | ed
Spear to a place by the fire, and sat himdown. "The hunting was not good,"
she said to Knife, who | ooked upon her with rage.

Ham | ton, and Fl ower, gave Spear neat fromthe fire. He chewed on it.

The Men and the wonen, too, gathered about. "Od Wman," asked Tree, "who is
first anong the Men?"

She | ooked fromface to face and then, after a silence, said "Spear-Spear is
first."”

"No!" cried Knife. "I amfirst!"
"Spear is first," had said 0ld Wman.

"Spear is blind," said Short Leg, touching Tree. Hanmilton had thrust her from
Tr ee.

"Spear is blind!" cried Knife. "I amfirst!"



ad Wman said, "Spear-he is first."
"Who is first!" demanded Knife. He | ooked at Tree.

Tree did not nmeet his eyes, but bent to the nmeat in the firelight, cutting it.
He | ooked down, but he was smiling. "Spear," he said, "is first."

Knife cried out with rage. "Spear is first," said Arrow Maker. "Spear is
first," said Runner. Knife | ooked about the fire. Stone stood up, who had
hunted with Spear since their childhood. "Spear is first," he said, wthout
enotion. Knife gl owered at Fox. Fox | ooked about fromface to face. Then he
said, "Spear-Spear is first." "Spear is first," said Wlf. Knife | ooked at
Tooth. He sat cross-legged, chewing on nmeat. Behind him in a collar of the
men, knelt Ugly Grl, frightened. Tooth threw a bone into the fire. "Spear is
first," he said. Hawk, the youngest stood. "The first ampong the Men," he said,
"is Spear."
"Gve me neat," said Spear. It was given him Knife, |ooking about hinself,
left the shelter.

Ham | ton, on her back, put her hands on her belly. Then she threw back her
head and screamed again. It was large and alive and nmoving and wild and had
begun its descent. She arched her back, shrieking, and pulled up her |egs and
threw them apart, her whol e body caught up in the w ldness of the contraction
the pain, even to the fingertips, the skin of the forehead and it would fight
| oose of her and the spasns nore tight, nore frequent, the inpossible pain,

t he rocking, the violence, the escaping living thing unimagi nabl e pressing
fromher and she saw the torch and dd Wman's face and she reached her hand
to her and O d Wnan said "Be quiet," to her and then, to the other wonen,
"Gag her," and Hamilton, fur thrust in her nmouth, tied in place with |eather
was, as A d Wman had ordered, gagged and her arns were held and the thing,
alive, com ng, pressing, noving, the agony, the contraction and Ad Wnman's
hands, sure, at her body, reaching and there was a tearing and Ham | ton, arns
hel d, gagged, back arched, silently, screaned to the silent, torchlit roof of
the shelter her pain and the wonen pressed about and there was Ugly G rl and
Fl ower and Antel ope and the others and another pain, nore terrible, and then
| ess and from her distended body foul with stink and sline and life A d Wnan
lifted the thing from her body, cackling, the cord and tissue bl oody, dangling
fromit, and, laughing, struck it, and Ham lton reached for it, tears in her
eyes, and heard the tiny sound, the choking sound, and was terrified, and
then, after a noment, the coughing, the intake of breath and the cry, the
first cry, the lusty wail, the shriek of the offended life torn from her
lifted in torchlight anong the primtive wonmen, its lungs, tiny, w dening,
startled, contracting, instinctually drawing painfully within thenselves the
first shrieking, invisible draught of oxygen

"It is alive," said Ad Wman. "And it is beautiful."

Ham | t on, weeping, reached for the child, and, as the wonen funbled to take
fromher the gag of fur and leather, held its bloodied, dirty body to her own
bet ween her breasts. "I love you," she wept to it. "I |love you. | |ove you."

"Gve it to Nurse," said Ad Wman. "W nust clean it, and cut the cord."

A d Wman bent to the cord with a sharpened shell and bit of string. Ugly Grl
and Nurse, with their tongues, licked the infant, cleaning it.

"You must not cry," said dd Wnan to the bawling life. "You will disturb the
men. "



Then she put back her head and | aughed.

"He may cry if he wi shes," said Antel ope, |aughing.
"Yes," said Coud.

They held up the child before Hamlton. She smiled. "He is of the Men," she
sai d.

Then she took him and, in the torchlight, noted that on his neck, beneath the
left ear, there was a tiny mark. It was not unlike a tree.

She held the child to her. "I love you," she said to it. "I love you." The
pain was gone. She held the child to her, loving it. "I love you," she wept.
"I love you. | love you. | |ove you!"

31

"Cricket! Cricket!" called Ham |t on.

She returned to the canp at the foot of the shelters. Wth Antel ope and Ugly
Grl she had gone to the river hank. She had gathered berries. Uly Grl,
climbing the sloping dirt bank, in places al nost sheer, over the river, had
thrust her hand into hollowed, tunnel nests, taking eggs, fromthe brownish,
sharp-billed birds who nested there. Antel ope, over her shoul der, I|ike
Hami I ton, carried a sack, filled with berries and tiny fruit.

The children of the canp ran to them putting their hands into the sacks. "No,
No!" scol ded Antel ope, but not stopping them They |eaped about Antel ope and
Hami | t on

"Cricket!" called Ham Iton. "Cricket!" She had sel ected sone large, juicy
berries, which she had hidden in a corner of the sack, at the bottom for
Cri cket.

The child, Cricket, truly, had as yet no nane 'anong the Men. He had not yet
gone to the Men's cave. They called him sonetines, Turtle's son, and
sometines, Cricket, for that was the name that Tooth had call ed hi mby when he
had taken his first steps. "Cricket!" called HamIton

"That is enough!" laughed Antelope. Ugly Grl had already taken the eggs to
ad Wwman. On the way, she had, turning her head, bit one open and, spitting
out the end of the shell, sucked out the white and yol k. Antel ope bent down to
gi ve one of the berries to Pod, a small child, reaching up, Short Leg's son

no more than two years of age, a few nonths younger, no nore, than Hamlton's
son.

"Cricket!" called Ham Iton. Then she asked O oud, "Have you seen Cricket?"

Shortly after Spear had been blinded, he had been abandoned by Short Leg.
Refusing to care for him she had left himin the shelters, until one of the
men would kill him But none of the nmen had killed him She had tried to
attach herself to Knife, but Knife wanted none of her, for she was ol der than
he wanted, and his choice was the girl, Flower, who had then been hi gh worman
in the canp. But Spear had again becone first anmong the Men. None of the nen
had killed him And A d Wnan, when ordered to take himhunting on the cliffs,
had merely done so. Spear had killed Drawer. But O d Wrman did not |eave him
to die, or fall, among the cliffs. She had brought himback to the fire. Tree



had asked her who was first anobng the men. "Spear-Spear is first," had said
ad Wwman. "Spear is first," had said the other nmen. Knife had turned away.

"Way did you not |eave Spear on the cliffs?" asked Coud. "Wy did you not
kill hinP"

"Because anong the Men," said AOd Wman, "he is first."
G oud, nor Antelope, nor the others, had questioned her further

"Gve me neat," had said the blind, scarred Spear, huge and terrible, at the
fire, and it had been done. Spear was again first.

"Spear," said Ad Wnan to Ham |ton, when they were al one, though Hanmilton had
not spoken to her, "is a great man. Spear is a wi se and great nman."

Ham | ton had | ooked at her

"The Men," she said, "need Spear."

"He killed Drawer,"” said Hanmilton

A d Wwman nodded. Then she said, "Spear is needed by the nmen."

When Spear had again becone first, Short Leg had returned to kneel beside him
but he, terrible, one eye torn away, the other blinded, staring out, his face
ridged and white with rivers of scarring, with one hand, gestured her fromthe

fire behind which he sat. "I will die," she had whi npered. Then she cried,
"Feel ny belly. | carry life!"

"I will not feed you," said Spear

Then she cried, "It is your law, that | be fed!"

"I will not feed you," said Spear

"I will feed her," had said Stone. Short Leg had once been Spear's wonan.

Si nce Spear and Stone had been children they had known one anot her. Stone had

been wi th Spear many years ago, when Spear, for pelts, had purchased Short Leg
fromthe Bear People. In Short Leg's body was life. Law was to be kept. Stone

renenbered Spear, fromlong ago. He remenbered Short Leg. She had had flowers

in her hair. "I will feed you," he said, his voice w thout enption

And so Short Leg was fed by Stone, but he did not make her kick, nor use her

Ham I ton's son was born some nonths before that of Short Leg. When Hamilton's
son was born Spear had had the infant brought to him He had lifted it up

over the fire. "Achild is born to the Men," he had said. Then he had given it
back to the wonmen. Little attention would be paid to it fromthat time on by
nmen, except for gentle, loving Tooth, the ugly giant, with the extended

cani ne. Wen the child could run with the men, when it could throw, when it
could kill and take neat, then the nmen would take it unto thensel ves, renpving
it fromthe children and the wonen, and by training and counsel, make it w se
inlore and skills, nmake it one of thenselves, one of the Men.

But when the child of Short Leg was born, though it was doubtl ess Spear's own,
he woul d not take it in his arms, nor lift it in his arms, warmng it at the
fire, sharing its light against the cold and darkness with the child.

But Stone did this, for the child was not to be cast out. "Achild is born to



the Men," said Stone, lifting the child by the fire. Then he handed it to
Short Leg. Her son was called Pod by Tooth, and the children

"Have you seen Cricket?" asked Hami|ton of Flower.
"No, " said Fl ower.

Ham | ton gave the berries, except for those she had hidden for Cricket, to dd
Wman, and began to | ook about the canp. "Cricket!" she called. "I have
somet hing for you!"

Tree had not been too pl eased at what had cone between him and his woman,
Turtl e.

The devotion, the |Iove, which had been fully his, he nmust now share. It was
clear he resented the child, for it came between him and the female.

"It is your son!" had | aughed Hanilton

"I amnot a woman," he had said angrily.

Among the men the nothers were clearly known, and children were spoken of as
the sons of the wonen, or the daughters of the wonen. Beyond this they m ght
be spoken of as the children, or the young, of the Men. The Men understood the
rel ati onship of seed to young, but the possessive concept of a specific,

i ndi vidual paternity, laying a unique claimto a given offspring, was not
cultural for them For the wonen it was biological. Cenerally, for the nen,
such a concept would not becone significant until the victory of agriculture,
with clainms to specific possessions and | ands, when inheritance woul d becone
crucial. Then, too, of course, with the conming of agriculture, and the need to
guarantee specific paternity, because of inheritance rights, accordant

cul tural provisions would be established. Wonen woul d be consigned in

i npressive cerenonies to individual males. Chastity woul d become a virtue.
Private ownership contracts woul d becone universal. Fear and hatred of sex,
and frigidity, and other econom c desiderata, conditioned by agricultura
priest hoods, would becone the hallmarks of the exenplary female. The stirrings
of agirl's glands, for the first tine, frightening her, terrifying her

i nstead of being an occasion for rejoicing, would beconme evil, and rationally
so in the twisted net of econom cally essential perversions, soon to be
invested with all the sanctinmoni ous cant of ignorant pieties. In the trek of
civilization, the hunt and the horizon, predictably, for at least a tinme, nust
yield to the soil and the hobble. The chains, once clinbed upon, if to be

| ost, must be burned away, nelted, in the heat of the stars.

"Look!" had | aughed Hamilton, pointing to the tiny birthmark, the small,
bl ui sh black treelike stain on the child' s neck, beneath the left ear. It was
as though it had been Tree's own.

"Fromyour seed | have nade this child," said HamIton, in the | anguage of the
Men. "He is my son. He is your son." It seened strange to Tree to think of a
man as having a son, though doubtless there was a sense in which it mght be
meani ngful to say it.

"Hold him" smled Ham | ton.

She held out the infant to Tree. Tinmdly, fearing to drop it, fearing that it
m ght squirm or cry out, Tree took the infant. He held it in his two hands,
and lifted it, looking at it. He | ooked at the mark under the ear. Then he had
hel d the baby again before his face. He knew that Knife was Spear's son

t hough he did not think Knife knew this. Some of the other children he thought



he could identify with certain of the men. But with others he was not sure.
Wth this child, however, there seenmed no doubt but what it had been his seed
that Turtle had tended and nouri shed.

He | ooked at Turtle and sm |l ed.

Turtle, radiant, touched him "I |ove you, Tree," she said. "It is your son
You have given nme a son."

Tree | ooked at the child. He hoped the boy would grow to be a good hunter. He
t hought perhaps, when the others were not near, he mght talk to him or show
hi mthings. He would want himto do well in the Men's cave. Once, years ago,
he had seen Spear teaching Knife. He never told Spear he had seen this. It was
an unusual enotion which Tree, briefly, felt for the tiny animal in his arns,
so weak, so hel pless. "You have given ne a son," said Tree, slowy, thinking
about it. He held the tiny thing in his arns. It weighed so little. Its hands
were so tiny. He | ooked at Turtle. Never before had he seen her just as he saw

her then. He knew she was beautiful. He knew she was his woman. "I do not
think," he said, "I will ever beat you again." "Beat me when | deserve it, or
you will spoil me," smled Hamlton. Tree | ooked at her. "I will," he said. "I

| ove you, Tree," said Hamlton

Then Fox had ventured by. He saw the child in Tree's arns. "Tree," he asked,
poking Wl f, who was with him in the ribs, "do you have a son?" In the

| anguage of the Men this joke was rich, for only wonen had sons and daughters.
"When did you |l eave this son?" asked Fox. "Was it last night," added Wl f,

gri nni ng.

Tree | ooked angry, and turned red. He thrust the child to Hamlton's arns.
"Achild is born to the Men," he said.

"W are going hunting," said Fox.

"I will come with you," said Tree, quickly.

"Had you not better tend your son?" asked Fox.

Tree leaped to his feet and, |aughing, as they fled away, slapped both on the
back of the head. "Let us hunt,"” he said.

Ham |l ton, smiling, secure, had held the child to her. She felt its hunger, its
eager ness.

"Cricket!" called Hami |ton, wandering about the canp. "I have sonething for
you!" She held a handful of the |argest, juiciest berries, taken fromthe
sack, in her right hand. "Butterfly," said Hamlton, "where is Cricket?" "I do

not know, Turtle," said Butterfly.

Short Leg, for nore than two years, had been fed by Stone. But Stone was not a
| eader. He was strong. He was hard. He could follow |like a bear or horse, but
he was not a | eader. And she was not close with him He fed her, little nore.
Short Leg, who was an intelligent woman, considered the Men with care. Who,
she asked herself, after Spear, will be first among the Men. She did not think
it would be Knife. Stone, for sonme reason, did not |ike Knife. The others had
not accepted Knife. Who, anong the Men, she asked herself, was it who first
procl ai med Spear again the |eader. It had been one of themonly, at first. It
had been Tree. It had been he who had asked O d Wnman who was first. It had
been he who had, follow ng her words, unenotionally declared for Spear. The
others had followed. Tree, too, was strongest, and tallest, and the finest



hunter. It had been he who, anong the men, had first again declared for Spear
The others had foll owed. Short Leg had smiled to herself. After Spear, she
told herself, it will be Tree who will be first anong the Men. He did not want
to be first, but it would be he, she did not doubt, whomthe others would have
as first anmobng them She could not see them anong the Men, follow ng any
other. It would be Tree, after Spear, who would be first. Short Leg was no

| onger young, but she could bear young; she could work; she knew what
transpired in the canp; other wormen feared her; and she was w se; she could be
a great asset to a leader. Short Leg was not the only one who could read the
signs of the future. Flower, too, after Knife's repudiation as | eader, and the
restoration of Spear, calculated that Tree woul d be the successor

Accordi ngly, when she could, she slipped away, usually to neet Tree on his
return fromthe hunt, to lie beside the trail, on the grass, and, as he
returned, to hold her arnms out to him and Iift her body. "Feed Flower," she
woul d beg. "Flower will do anything for you." Tree would | ook upon her, her
uplifted hands, her eyes, her lifted body, begging for even his casual rape.
Tree, a hunter, throwing his kill fromhis shoulders to the grass, and one
angry with Ham lton of late, for she no | onger gave himthe totality of her
undi vi ded attention, but spent rmuch time suckling and | oving her child, was
not one to refuse this free gift of beauty. Sometines, furious with Hamilton
Tree would throw the startled Fl ower on her side and using one of her |ovely
legs as a fulcrumfor his body, freeing it of the ground, release the ful
spasns of his irritation upon her, pounding her, she gasping, clinging to him
nmercil essly, and then, |eaving her, standing over her, she half shattered at
his feet, her eyes looking up at him her |egs now drawn up, he would I ook
down upon her. "Knife will feed you," he would say.

Once Tree let Flower carry the antel ope he had killed to the canp. She did so,
proudly. Hamlton was angry. Knife beat Flower. Flower did not care. But that
ni ght Short Leg, with a chipped knife, crept to Flower. She held her hand over
Fl ower's mouth. \When Fl ower opened her eyes, she was terrified. She could not
nove. She felt the clopped blade of the flint weapon pressing across her
throat. "Stay away from Tree," whispered Short Leg. Then she added, "Tree wll
be mne."

"Did you see Cricket, Pod?" asked Hamilton, the berries in her hand.
"No, " said Pod.

She gave the toddler a berry.

"I will help you look for Cricket,"' sai d

Ant el ope.

said Butterfly. "I will help, too,
"Cricket!" called Ham Iton. "I have sonething fox you!" She clutched the
berries nore closely.

"Tooth," asked Butterfly, "have you seen Cricket?"

"No, " said Toot h.

"Arrow Maker, have you seen Cricket?" asked Butterfly.

"No, " said Arrow Maker.

"I will help you look," said Tooth. "Ugly Grl!" he called. "Let us find
Cricket."

She came, nostrils distended, filtering the scents of the canp. Her sense of
snel |l was superior to that of nobst of the Men. She stood still in the canp.



Then she began to wal k about its edge.

"Short Leg," said Antel ope. "Have you seen Cricket?"

"No," said Short Leg, |ooking down, scraping a skin. She sniled.
"Where is Cricket?" asked Tree of Hamilton

"I am|looking for him" said Ham|ton

"Ch," said Tree. He did not |ook up. Hanmilton turned away, the berries in her
hand. Wien she was not |ooking, Tree rose to his feet. Perhaps Cricket was by
the river. He liked to throw stones in the water. Tree was thirsty. He would
| ook. He would see, on the way, if he could pick up a trail. It would not be
out of his way.

Tree did not rmuch care for Short Leg. She had been Spear's woman. She was not
beautiful. She was now fed by Stone. She was a cunning woman, and hard and
sharp. Her m nd was quick, her tongue cruel. Many tines she had knelt behind
Tree, but he would not throw her neat. He threw it to Turtle. Then Short Leg
woul d hobble to Stone, and take her place behind him and he would give her
nmeat. Sonetimes Ham lton, herself, thrust her away from Tree. "Tree is mne!"
Ham |l ton said to her, though she woul d not have dared to say this within the
hearing of Tree. "Stay away fromhim He is mne!" Once she threatened Short
Leg with a heavy stick. "You will be fed by Stone," she said. "Go away!"

Al t hough Tree did not want Short Leg, he was not displeased that this powerful
worman wi shed to be fed by him He was nore pl eased that Fl ower had begged for
food. But Flower, for some weeks now, had not pressed herself upon him She no
longer met himon the return trails. This puzzled Tree. Once, in the canp, he
took her, making her cry out, noaning, with unwilling mseries of pleasure,

but she had seened frightened; he had had, literally, to rape her; then she
had fled away fromhim terrified. He supposed that Knife had threatened her

"I can please you nore than Flower," had said Turtle, begging himfor his
touch, taking his hand, putting it on her body. "Tend your son," had said Tree
to her, angrily. She had wept.

Al t hough Tree was careful to show little attention, and certainly no
favoritism to the boy, Cricket, it was clear to the wonmen in the canp, and to
many of the men, that he was nuch pleased with the boy, and that, sonmehow, his
relationship to the boy was not sinply that of one of the Men to one of the
children of the Men. Tree had been present when the boy had taken his first
steps. It was with pride and pleasure that Tree had | aughed. It seened strange
to several of the nmen that Tree should be thus pleased. Did not all the
children of the Men wal k? Did he think that Cricket would not be able to wal k?

"dd Wnan, Nurse," asked Hamilton, "where is Cricket?"

"I do not know," said Ad Wman. "I do not know, " said Nurse.

About the edge of the canp, followed by Tooth, Ugly Grl had dropped al nost to
all fours. She bent over, nostrils w de. The knuckles of her long arns, on the

t hi ck, short body, brushed the ground. She took scent deeply.

At the river Tree, angrily, exam ned the near bank. None of the canp were
there.

Short Leg had seen that not all was well between Turtle and Tree. Tree was
angry with her, many tines. This pleased Short Leg, but, to her puzzlenent, he
continued to feed her. Sonetinmes, when Turtle suckled the child, or fondled



it, and played with it, paying Tree no attention, he was clearly angry. At
other times, he seened fond of the child, inordinately and i nappropriately so
for so powerful a hunter. Wiy should he so care about the child of Turtle?
Even if it was his seed, it was not inportant; it was the son of the nother
and the nmother's alone, until the nmen should want it and take it fromher, to
make it a hunter. Turtle's son, Short Leg understood, was, for all his
irritation, inportant to Tree. It nmade Turtle, to him somehow different from
all the other females of the canp. If it were not for the boy, Short Leg
reasoned, Turtle would be to himno nore than C oud, or Flower or Antelope. If
Tree woul d feed Short Leg, Short Leg would not object if he took Flower or

G oud, only that she, Short Leg, would be first woman. Fl ower woul d be behind
her. She would not be first. It would be then as it had been with Spear. Short
Leg would be the wonan of Tree, but he woul d have others, too, which he m ght
feed, and use for his pleasure. Stone could have Turtle, or Runner or Fox. O,
she could be traded to the Bear People, or the Horse People, for another girl,
a new girl, not know ng the group, who would do as Short Leg told her. Short
Leg had seen Tree's anger with Turtle. Wiy did he continue to feed her? It had
to do, sonmehow, with Turtle's son

Ham lton, with Coud and Butterfly, struggled through brush about the canp.
"Cricket!" Hamilton called.

The berries were only stains and pulp in her clenched fist. She could hear
ot hers, too, the wonen, and Tooth, calling out, elsewhere in the brush.

Then she heard Tooth call out to her. "Turtle!" he cried. She, with the

ot hers, struggled through the brush, towards him Ugly Grl, on her hands and
knees, |ooked up at them She |ooked frightened, sick

"What is wong?" whispered Ham |ton

"She has found the trail," said Tooth.

Ugly Grl could not tell in the | anguage of the Men the mingled scents she had
detected, for her nouth and tongue could not make the words. But she did not
sign the scents either, in hand talk. Tooth could not |look Hamilton in the
face.

"What is it!" cried Hamilton

She saw a broken branch, a crushed leaf. "Cricket!" she cried. "Cricket!"

Ugly Grl, the others, and Tooth, did not follow her

Ham | ton made her way through the brush, pushing aside branches.

32
"He |liked berries," said Ham |ton.

She placed, in the tiny trough, a dozen berries. They were large, juicy, red.
She put in the tiny trough five tiny, pretty shells, and a toy, of stuffed

| eather, in the shape of a small, four-footed animal. Pod, who was the son of
Short Leg, put a shiny pebble in the trough. Tree crouched nearby, but back
with the others. He put a tiny bow, with tiny arrows in the trough. The Men
put stones over the trough



Ham | ton stood up

Short Leg, seeing her return, seeing her eyes, and that she knew, had | eaped,
eyes wild, terrified, to her feet and fled. "Turtle will kill me!" she cried
to Stone. "Cricket is dead," had said Stone. Short Leg fled to the cave where
Spear sat, on a rug of fur. "Turtle will kill me!" she cried. "A child of the
Men is dead," said Spear. "Protect ne!" cried Short Leg. "Are you here,

St one?" asked Spear. Promthe entrance to the shelter Stone had said, "I am
here." "Wth stones cut off her fingers," said Spear. "Wth sticks punch out
her eyes. Then take her into the forests. Leave her far fromthe shelters.
Leave her far fromthe shelters at night." "No," cried Short Leg. She
scranbl ed past Stone. On the | edge outside Spear's shelter she saw Hamilton
bel ow. Hamilton began to clinmb toward her. "Turtle will kill ne!" cried Short
Leg. She picked up a rock and hurled it down toward Ham | ton. Hamilton
continued to clinmb toward her. Below, at the foot of the shelters, Short Leg
saw Ugly Grl, Tooth, Coud, the others. They were | ooki ng up, watching
"Protect ne!" screaned Short Leg. "I am Short Leg!" she cried. "Protect ne!l"

Then Hamilton was on the | edge.

Short Leg turned to the cliff and, scranbling, hand by hand, feet scraping for
hol ds, began to clinb.

Ham | ton foll owed her.

Sone seventy or eighty feet fromthe stones below, clinging to the cliff,
Short Leg turned her head, |ooked back, and, fingers scratching, sliding, |ost
her grip, and, screamnming, plunged backward, falling, twisting, until she
struck the stones.

At the foot of the cliffs HamIton saw Pod, the infant of Short Leg. Suddenly
screaming with hatred she seized the child and lifted it over her head, to
dash its skull open against the cliffs, and then, sobbing, wld, Hamlton
stunmbled to Nurse, and thrust the child in her arns.

Hami I ton rolled on the stones, striking at them how ing, shrieking at the sky
in msery. She cut her body with the stones, and her tears and her bl ood
marked the granite. In her right hand were the stains of the berries. Ad
Wnman went alone into the forest and cut her face with rocks. Wth a flint

kni fe she cut fromher left hand two fingers.

Ham | ton stood up. She | ooked down at the stones, covering the trough. Al
night Hamilton had sat with the child in her arms. By force Ad Wman and
Nurse had taken it fromher arns, and placed it in the trough. Sone articles,
too, had been placed in the trough, sone berries, sone shells and a toy of
stuffed leather. A child, too, had placed a pebble in the trough and one of
the hunters had added a bow, a tiny one, with tiny arrows. Then the nen had
put stones over the trough

Then Stone had said, "The neat nust be roasted. There are skins to clean.”
The Men, followed by the wonmen, and the children, turned away.

Ham | ton, and Tree, renai ned behind.

"He liked berries,"” Ham|ton said.

Tree did not respond to her

Hami | ton took from her throat the necklace of the Men, unknotting it. She



handed it to Tree. "I am going away," she told him

The hunter did not detain her

33

"You are ny daughter," said Herjellsen

"Do not excite him" said Wlliam "He is dying."

"It has finally caught up with ne," said Herjellsen. "My own body. | amto be
killed by my own body."

"The child died," said Hamlton. "It died. There is no child."
"W have all failed," said Herjellsen. "All of us have failed."

@Qunther, sitting on a wooden chair in the corner of the room regarded him
not speaking. WIliamsat near the bed, a stethoscope about his neck. In the
background stood Herjellsen's two blacks, the large fellow, who was called
Chaka, though it was not his true nane, but the nane of a black king, and the
smal l er man, his friend. They wore khaki shorts and open shirts.

"Your schene was a nmad one,"” said Gunther, slowy. "You are insane."

Herjell sen | ooked at them peering through the thick |enses of his glasses. He
rested his head back. He sat in bed, propped by pillows. He was far thinner
now, and whiter than Ham lton renenbered him H s body seened small beneath
the sheets. He wore a ragged pair of red-striped pajamas. The neck was open
The first two buttons were opened. Hi s face suddenly tensed, and his body was
tight, clenched on a saw s edge of pain.

"You should rest now," said WIIliam

"No," said Herjellsen. Then he | ooked at Hamilton. "I had hoped," he said,
"there would have been a child."

"It died," said Ham | ton

"I amsorry," said Herjellsen. Then he | ooked at her. "I chose you," he said,

"because you are ny only daughter, my only child."

Ham | ton had not known her parents.

"It was essential to my hopes," he said. "But now we have all failed."

"What was it," demanded Gunther, suddenly, angrily, "that you hoped to
acconplish in your nadness?"

"To inaugurate the renaissance of man," said Herjellsen. "To touch the stars."
He | ay back against the pillow, but his eyes were open. "Man," he said, "has
wi t hi n himbeasts and gods, and he is only truly man when each may thrive and
both are fed."

"On what," asked Gunther, "can gods and beasts feed?"

"On neats and horizons," said Herjellsen



"The two natures of man?" asked WIlliam smling.

"No," said Herjellsen, "that is the odd thing, for there is truly only one
nature, though there is no nane for it in any |language | know. |f there were
to be a word, | suppose it would be the nature of the god-beast or beast-god.
The inmportant thing to understand is that it is the beast brain which thinks,
whi ch perceives, which acts. There is only one nature, that of the beast which
can lift its head and catch the scent of the fires of stars."

"Surely one nature or the other nust die," said WIIliam

"No," said Herjellsen, "that is the teaching only of those who have little of
either nature." He thrust his head forward. "If the god dies, so, too, does
the beast, and if the beast dies, with it expires .the god. The heart may not
be renoved to succor the brain, nor the brain renoved fromthe skull to pacify
the heart. It is one system one glory, one splendor, called Man."

No one spoke. And Herjellsen again rested his head back on the pillows. He
seened scrawny, alnost, now, and futile, and silly in the red and white

paj amas. He was only a primate with del usions, one who could not understand
evident realities. To whom could such a man speak? To the world he despised he

could count only as a madman. It could only kill such men, or ridicule them
for he was like a knife to the belly of conplacency. "The enenies," said
Herjellsen, "lie about us, outside us and within us. They are the little nen,

the small men, the insects who can dreamonly the dreans of insects. They
cannot know the greatness of man. It cannot register on the conpound eye; it
el udes the antennae, his strides cannot be understood by the tiny feet to whom
a leaf is a country, a weed a continent. Their neasurenents and scal es are not
t hose of nen. Confort, security, softness, too, |lie about us, and w thin us,
nore deadly than the aging heart, the wetched, brittle valves, the withered
tissues." The old man's eyes bl azed, and it seened his weakness, his tortured
frail ness vani shed, and there was only, for the noment, burning within him
flam ng, the intellect, the heart, the indomtable will. "Cvilization," said
he, "is not the end, not the termi nation, the destiny. It is the vehicle, the
path, the instrunment. Wthout it we cannot achi eve Man, nor discover him™"

"And where," asked GQunther, "shall we achi eve man? Were shall we di scover
hi n?"

"Among the stars,” said Herjellsen. "W will not achieve Man until we, his
precursors, stand ampong the stars. It is then, and then only, that we wll

di scover him He may be found there, and there only! It will be only in the

| andscapes of infinity, you see, that he shall rise to his full height, for in
what ot her country could a nman stand as high as a man can stand? He will not
be fully man until he can see the stars as pebbles at his feet."

"The child died," said Ham | t on

"We have all failed," said Herjellsen, turning ashen, falling back to the
pillows.

"What is so inportant," asked Gunther, "about the child?"

"And how, " asked Hamilton, "could you seriously have expected me to turn the
eyes of men to the stars?"

"By the child," whispered Herjellsen. "By the child!" He | ooked at her, sadly,
through the thick lenses. "Wrds will not turn nmen to the stars, though they
may open the eyes of nen who have eyes with which to see the stars. Wrds are
little, and futile, a bit of noise, briefly heard, swiftly forgotten, and



fatuous, and not enough. | did not expect you to argue with hunters, nor to
explain physics to them nor to instill in themdreans."

"What did you expect ne to do?" asked Hanilton

"Whet her a man can see the stars, in his heart as well as in his eyes, like
cattle or birds is alittle understood factor |locked in his genetic codes. It
is much like the factor that pernmits one man to detect the beauty of nusic and
forever precludes another fromits raptures; it is like the factor that
permts one man to be strong and denies strength to another; it is like the
factor that makes it possible for one man to be touched by |ove, and forever
makes this splendor an enigma, a fiction, to one who m ght otherw se be his
brot her."

"The hunters are dead," said GQunther. "They died, and many thousands of years
ago. "

"What did you expect ne to do?" asked Hanilton

"Bear the child," said Herjellsen. He | ooked at her. "Civilization totters,"
said Herjellsen. "It is dying. It is choking onits own filth. Ever nore toxic
grows the atnosphere. Ever nore abundant grow the nultitudes, crowding and
pressing, hating and sweating and squirmng for roomto |ove, to breathe and
live, and dying, denied and crushed, gasping in the jungles and sewers of
their own garbage. And | oom ng on the brink of this poisoned tank we note,

poi sed, the ultimate purificatory instrument. Insects will survive, and, it is
likely, certain forms of reptiles. Little else. Surely not nman."

"How woul d the child make such a difference?" asked Hamlton, puzzled.

"It would be, inits way," said Herjellsen, "not only ny ancestor, but ny
grandson. It would have borne within it my seed, ny genetic coding, a part of
me, a particle of a protoplasm c, carnal chain which m ght reach high enough
to explode in its fragnents of significance anmong the stars.”

"How can it be before you, and after you?" asked WIIliam

"Time," said Herjellsen, "is not understood. It is perhaps a condition of our
representations, constituting for us a reality, but not in itself the ultimte
reality. The concept of tine, as we think of it, is filled with conflicts, and
it cannot, as we think of it, correspond to a reality. Qur ninds are perhaps
not equi pped to understand the true nature of tine. Wiat we experience as tine
may be something in itself quite different, a color we cannot see, a sound we
cannot hear, a reality we can know only under our own consecutive forns of
perception.”

"Surely, for us," said Wlliam "time is quite real."

"Surely," said Herjellsen. "That is not at issue. Wat is dubious or
problematic is the nature in itself of that which we experience as tine.
Doubtl ess time is a real node in which that reality expresses itself, and in
this sense is not unreal, but only is not understood. Color and sound, too,
are real, but they are not, surely, identical with vibrations, gross and
tenuous, in an atnosphere. Simlarly the vibrations thensel ves may not be
ultimate, for in one of their dinensions, they are tenporal, and tinme, as we
have suggested, cannot be as we conceive it. Could there be a first nonment of
time? O, could there not be a first nmonent of tine? The dilemm, ny bel oved
friends, nakes manifest the Iimtations of our concepts points clearly to

t heir inadequacy, and hints timdly at what nust |lie beyond, the different,
the nystery, the reality."



"How, " asked Ham lton, "could one child make a difference?"

"It could,"” said Herjellsen, "make all the difference in this world, and in

ot hers, because of the hundred geonetries of biology. The child begets its
children, and each of these begets others in turn, and others." Herjellsen
smled. "All of you," he said, "you, Gunther, you, WIlliam as well as you, ny
bel oved daughter, may be my children."

"l | ook about the world," said Gunther. "I do not think so. These are not
Herjellsen's children."

"The child, Herjellsen," said Hanmilton, "died."

"Consider the world," said Gunther. "It is not populated with the children of
Herjellsen."

"The hunters are dead," said WIIliam

It was only the Dirt People who, in the long run, survived, thought Hanilton
Victors in the |l ong course had not been the hunters, so vain, so proud, so
arrogant, so vital, so cruel, so strong, but the Dirt People, with their
seeds, and their sacrifices and their sticks. Horizons and stars had not been
vi ctorious; but barley and beer.

"I amsorry, Father," said Hamlton
"Let himrest now," said WIIliam

Herjellsen | aid back against the pillows. He pretended to be Asl eep. Wen they
had left, he wept.

34

It was in the nei ghborhood of ten in the norning, in late June. It was a
light, brightly sunny day, cool. The short night precedi ng had been pl easant
even chilly.

Ham | ton sipped her coffee, black, sitting at the snall table in the open-air
restaurant on the Vester Farimagasade.

From the harbor, nmore than a kil oneter away, there was a breeze, carrying over
the city. She could snmell fish, and salt.

She liked the city. It was clean, as cities went, and the people calm
i ndustrious. She liked the Danes. She liked the sky over the city, the wind.

Ham | ton thought of Herjellsen. Herjellsen had been Finnish. He had had
somet hing of their appetites, their stubbornness.

"Have you been long in Copenhagen?" asked the man of the couple, sitting near
her, in English

"No," she responded. She sniled, but she did not want to tal k. They returned
to their conversation. Hanmilton | ooked again into the small cup of coffee, and
then lifted it to her lips and drank. She buttoned the top button on her

sweat er.



There was no particular reason, as far as she knew, why she had come to
Copenhagen. She was now well fixed. Herjellsen, before she had left the
conpound, had seen to that. WIIliam and Gunther, not speaking, had driven her
nmore than two hundred and fifty mles to Salisbury.

"Good- bye," they had said to her.

"Good- bye, " she had said, and boarded the plane. They had returned to the
conpound.

Her eyes had been dry, but inside her body there had been only enptiness and
ashes. Herjellsen was dying. He had failed, and WIliam and Gunther had failed
and she, too, had failed. She had boarded the plane, and fastened her safety
belt, and the runway had slipped away beneath her and in a few nonents she saw
Rhodesi a, whitish and dry in the sun, vanish under the metallic w ng.

The adventure, the experinent had ended. Tree was gone.
And the child had died.

Wlliamand Gunther returned to the conpound. Wlliamdid not wish to | eave
Herjellsen. Both, in that lonely, fenced conpound in the bush, with the
bl acks, would keep the vigil, waiting for the old man to die.

Then there would be nothing to keep themthere.

The conpound, deserted, would fall into disrepair and ruin, and the dry w nd
woul d bl ow across a sinple grave.

The adventure was ended. The experiment had failed. Herjellsen had lived in
vai n.

It was then that Hamilton saw them the young couple. They were entering. They
were seeking a table.

She felt faint, and held to the edge of her own table.

They sat not far fromher, arguing. The girl |ooked not unlike Flower. There
was sonet hing subtle, about the eyes, the nouth, that rem nded her of Fl ower,
but her eyes, stunned, could see little of the woman, for the body, the face,
of the young man, half blurred, seemto swimin the center of her vision, and
all else about, ringing his shoul ders and head, and face, seenmed dark, vague,
nmeani ngl ess, peripheral to the central reality domi nating her focus; slowy
the image formed itself, sure, precise, bright, startling. Ham|ton caught her
breath. The world seened to swirl about her, turning about that face and

shoul ders, and then stopped. There could be no m stake. She sobbed. She wanted
to reach out, to touch him But she knew she mnust not.

Slow y, in snatches, she caught the conversation, between them She did not
understand all of it, for her Danish was poor, but she understood its purport,
its themes.

There was silver to be bought, for table settings. There was a shop where
furniture mght be purchased. Already she had | ocated an apartnent. She mnust
show it to him H s studies were conpleted. He wi shed to spend a year at sea.
He was not ready. That was foolish. In her father's conpany a place was
waiting for him H's position was secure. She loved him He would rise in the
busi ness. In time they would be wealthy.

Hamilton paid little attention to what they said. Mstly she could not take



her eyes fromthe boy. She wanted to go to himw th her fingers to lightly
brush the blond hair fromthe side of his neck. He had taken off his student's
cap, and J v-r

put it on the table. He was saying, he did not wish nowto do sonething. He
did not know how to speak to her

She was inpatient. Did he not |ove her? He nust make his decision. He spoke of
further studies. There was no noney in such things. He wi shed to do advanced
work. He wished to think. He wanted to go to sea. Later perhaps he woul d
return to the university. He spoke of astronony, physics.

If you do not do what | wi sh, she was saying, | will |eave you. You mnust
deci de, she said. If you love me, you will please ne. If you do not do what |
wi sh, she was saying, | will leave. | will |eave you. She was adanant.

Hami | ton saw the boy's eyes becone agoni zed.
He | ooked up
"Forgive nme," said Ham lton, softly, in English, "I do not mean to intrude."

The girl | ooked angrily at her. What did she want, this strange woman? | ndeed
she was i ntrudi ng!

The young man stood. He seened startl ed.
"No, said Ham lton, softly, "you do not know ne. But | know you."
"Tell her to go away," said the girl

The young man, puzzl ed, somehow shaken, regarded Hamilton. He did not tell her
to go away.

"Forgive ne," said Ham lton. Then, very slowy, with incredible tenderness,
she lifted the hair away fromthe side of his neck. "Forgive nme," she
whi spered, and ki ssed the mark which lay below his left ear.

"I do not understand," he said, slowy, in English

"I love you," said Hanmlton. "That is all."

"Come away!" said the girl to him in Danish. Then she repeated the

i nperative, insistently, in English, that Hamilton woul d cl early understand.
She took himby the hand. He shook | oose her hand, angrily. He | ooked down at
Hami | t on

"I love you," said Hamlton.

"I do not know you," he said, very slowy.
"No," smiled Hamilton. "You do not know ne."
"Who are you?" be asked.

She smled. "Your nother," she said.
The blond girl cried out with irritation

"No," smled the young man. "You are not ny nother."



"I am and | amnot," said Hamlton. "I amthe nother of the nothers, the

nmot her of the sons."™ The blond girl snorted with irritation. Hamilton sml ed.
"No," she said, "I amnot insane, though you cannot understand how | shoul d
speak like this, and that not be so. | do not mnd. Regard me as you will. It
does not matter. \What matters is you, and the stars. Be true unto your

m ghtiness, and do not forget the stars."

He | ooked at her strangely.

"But," said Hamilton, "l speak foolishly. You can never forget them for the
call of the stars, their heat, their light, lies within your blood. Into your
bl ood and bones, though you do not understand how this can be, the seeking of
the stars is bred. It was the intention of a man you do not know, called
Herjellsen. You will not relinquish infinity, ny love ny son. It is your
destiny. Seek the stars.”

Then Hami | ton stood back fromthe young man, proudly. She drew herself up and
pointed to him Wen she spoke, it was in the | anguage of the Men. "Here,
Tree," she said, "is nmy son." "Here, Tree," she said, "is your son. Do not

| augh Tree. He is your son and mine. And you would, as I, find himpleasing."
Then she addressed herself to the young man. She | ooked upon himfiercely.
Agai n she spoke in the |anguage of the Men. "Make the hunters proud of you!"
she said.

He stood, startl ed.
"Come away fromthis madwoman!" said the blond girl, seizing himby the hand.
Agai n he, angrily, shook away her hand. She was furious.

"I will tell you of your heritage," said Hamilton to the young nan. She spoke
in English. "I will speak briefly. It is sinple, and it is deep. It is this.
In your veins lies the blood of hunters and nasters.”

He | ooked at her.
"Come away!" cried the blond girl.

"This female," said Hamilton, pointing to the girl, "belongs in a collar at
your feet."

The girl's fingers inadvertently touched her own throat.

"I'f she pleases you," said Ham |ton, "keep her. If she does not please you,
di scard her. If you keep her, keep her on your ternms, not hers. Enslaved, she
will adore you; freed, she will kill you."

"Be quiet, madwoman!" screamed the girl. She turned to the boy. "Nils!" she
sai d.

"I'n your veins," said Hamilton to the boy, "flows the blood of hunters and
mast ers. Make them proud of you."

He regarded her.

"Seek the stars,"” she said to him

"I wll," he said. He turned about to | eave, and then turned back, to | ook
again at Hamilton. "CGood-bye," he said.



" Good- bye, " whi spered Hanilton.
"Nils!" cried the girl.

He had turned away and was wal ki ng away, crossing the w de pavenment. He noved
rapidly. There were tears in Hamilton's eyes. The wal k was not unlike that of
Tr ee.

"Nils!" cried the girl. Then she turned, furiously, to Hamlton. "Wat have
you done?" she cried.

"I have met ny son," said Ham lton, "one who is of the Men, a son of sons of
sons. And | amthe nother, and | have seen him The hunters are not dead."

"Nils!" cried the girl. He did not turn.

"My father," said the girl, "will not understand. \Wat of the business? He is
hol ding a position for him"

"Your father," said Hamilton, "is not your master.'
man. "He is," said Hamilton

She | ooked after the young

"How wi |l we live!" wailed the girl

"As he wishes," said Ham Iton, indicating the young man, snmall now in the
di st ance.

"I love him" cried the girl. "I will not lose him | love him"

"He is sovereign," said Hanmilton. "If you would be his, you will be his on his
terms, and his alone.”

The young woman fled from Hanmilton's side, pursuing the young man.

Far away, she saw her, stunbling, reach him He turned to regard her. Hamilton
saw the girl, it seened as natural as the falling of rain or the turning and
opening of a flower, kneel before him placing herself, and her pride, at his
feet. She saw the young man [ift her gently to her feet, and, holding her,
regard her. Then he renoved his belt and | ooped it about her throat, nore than
once, and then, tightly, under her chin, buckled it. She wore about her throat
his belt, as a collar marking her his, as a synbol of his authority over her
Then their |ips net.

" Good- bye, " whi spered Hanilton, "my son."
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Ham | ton stood beside the dusty grave in the bush country. It was not nore
than four hundred yards fromthe conmpound. There was grit in the air, carried
by the wind. There was a quite sinple marker, a white board some two feet in
| ength, sone one by six inches, driven into the dry earth at the head of the
grave. Sone stones were set about the board, reinforcing it in the ground.
@unt her had, in German script, small, precise, witten on the board the nane
"Herjellsen'. Wlliam belowit, in Roman script, once the |anguage of

gl adi ators and Caesars, had added an inscription.

Ham | ton threw her head back and stood beside the grave, fists clenched.



"Herjellsen! Herjellsen!" she cried. "There was another child! There was
anot her child!"

"I think he knew," said WIIliam
Ham | ton | ooked at him

"Before he died," said WIliam @unther standing silently behind him "he
opened the chanber."

"It had to be open,"” said Ham |lton. There had been no doubt in her mind that
it would be open. She had seen, in Denmark, that there had been another child.

"Herjellsen," said the | arge bl ack, Chaka, "gave me this for you." Fromhis
shirt he drew forth a yell ow envel ope. Beside the grave Hami|ton opened it.
She read it, and gave it to WIlliamand @Qunther, that they, too, mght read
it.

"Qunther," said Hanmilton

He | ooked down at her.

"Find a woman, Cunther," said Hamilton.

@unt her shook his head.

"The hunters are not dead, Gunther," said Hamilton. "In your veins, as in
those of others, flows the blood of hunters.”

"No," said Gunther. "Not in mine." He shook his head, sadly.
"You are wong, Qunther," she said.
"I died," said Gunther, "thousands of years ago."

"You are not dead, Qunther," said Hamlton. "It is only that you, |ike many
ot hers, do not know you are alive."

He | ooked at her strangely.

"There is work to be done," said Hamilton. "Herjellsen woul d have expected
it."

"I can no longer think, no |Ionger work," he said.

"Find a woman," said Hanmilton. "Find the strongest, the npst intelligent, the
finest, the nost beautiful, the noblest, the nost proud, and then, in your
arnms, make her your slave, and breed great children on leer."

Hami I ton | ooked up into the eyes of Qunther

"Your seed," said she, "and that of WIliam and Chaka, and mine, and the
others, that of us all, will meet a thousand years from now anmong the stars.”

"It was the intention of Herjellsen," said WIIliam

"There are possibilities," said GQunther. "Some are practical w th nodest
t echnol ogi cal devel opments. Gthers are interesting al so."

"W do not know, as of today," said Wlliam "if the Iight barrier may be



br oken. "

"We know," said GQunther, "that velocities beyond the speed of |ight have been
obt ai ned by certain particles under | aboratory conditions. This is a small
begi nni ng, and perhaps will have few practical consequences. It does, however,
denponstrate that velocities greater than those of light are feasible.™

"Di nensi ons, too,"
t hi nk."

said WIlliam "exist other than those in which we conmonly

"W may not find the answer," said Gunther, "but if we do not find it, or this
century does not find it, soneday, somewhere, sonmehow, if only nen continue to
search, and care, it will be found." He | ooked at Hamilton. "I will be one of
t hose who searches," said he to Hanilton

"You see, @nther," she said, "the hunters |ive."

"I have sone interesting ideas on extensions of tenporal topologies," said

Wlliam "Doubtless little will come of it, but it might be worth exploring.”
"There will never be another brain like Herjellsen's," said Gunther, "the
brilliance, the madness, the capacity, inconprehensible, to touch the shores

of foreign realities.”

"Herjellsen did not expect to be always with us,"” said Hamilton

"W are alone now," said Gunther
"W have ourselves," said WIIliam

"Herjellsen," said Gunther, "would have liked to see the stars."” He | ooked
down at the grave.

Then the party turned about, and returned, slowy, to the conpound.

Behind themthey left the grave, with its sinple marker. It bore the nane
Herjellsen. It bore, too, a brief inscription, which WIliam had added, " Ad
Astra.'

At the gate to the conpound, Hamilton turned to Wlliam "Wat is the neaning
of "Ad Astra,' " she asked him

Wlliamsmled. "To the stars,"” he said
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Hamilton lifted her head. She rose to her feet, and stood in the high grass,
anong the stones in a circle.

The Horse People had, in the nonths intervening, added other stones. Sone they
had pl aced on others. Many of these stones were | arge, and had, apparently,
been brought, doubtless on rollers, fromlong distances. Many of the stones,
now, were higher than Hamilton's head.

Then she wal ked fromthe place. Two nen of the Horse People saw her. They
cried out. She paid themno attention. They did not touch her, though, for a
time, they followed her. Then they returned to the circle of stones. Looking
back, Hanilton saw t hem danci ng about its edges.



She continued on, not again | ooki ng back. About her thighs she had wapped the
brief deerskin skirt of the women of the Men, which she had worn when she had
returned to Rhodesia and the conpound. She had not brought supplies with her
nor a conpass. She knew her way. She knew she could live off the land. She was
a woman of the Men.

Tree turned her roughly about, her back to him Hamlton stood very straight.
She felt the collar, of thongs, and teeth, and | eather, and shells | ooped
several times about her neck and then, behind her neck, knotted tightly. He
turned her about, to face him

"You have been long fromny collar," he said.

"Beat me," she said.

"I'f you run away again," he said, "I will kill you."
"I wll not run away again," she said, "-Master."

Her body, abruptly, was half turned about, as he tore the deerskin skirt from
her .

"Lie down," he said. "Lift your body."
Swiftly Hamilton, half frightened, obeyed him He did not take her
i medi ately, but | ooked upon her

She | ooked at him and saw his anger. She knew he woul d take his vengeance on
her, deep and incredi bl e vengeance, a ruthless hunter's vengeance, for the
nmont hs in which she had deni ed himher body. She trenbled, but yet with
eagerness to feel his wath. She waited for him her body trenbling; she
waited, a slave, for the master to ventilate, fully, on her hel pl ess beauty,
the extrene, pent-up fury of his mghty displeasure; she, a slave, awaited her
di sci pline; she knew she woul d be sharply disciplined; she, a slave, awaited
her puni shnent; she | ooked at Tree; she knew she would be well punished; "I

| ove you," she said; he |ooked at her with fury, with desire, with lust, such
as she had not seen since he, long ago, had tied her in the high prison cave;

"I lie before you, as you have ordered ne," said Hamlton; "I lift my body to
you, as you have conmanded. | amyours. Do with nme what you will, Master"; she
snmled, tears in her eyes; she arched her back, lifting her body nore

vul nerably to him but she saw that he would not be so easily placated; she
did not know how long it would take to placate such an anger; it mght, she
suspect ed, take weeks, or months; perhaps for nore than a year she m ght be
forced to eat fromhis hand; she | ooked up again at him tears |oving and
sweet in her eyes; "I love you," she whispered; then she said, "I await ny
puni shrent"; then she said, "Punish nme, Mster."

Ham | ton, turning her head, with her teeth, took the bit of neat from Trees
band. He held it. She | ooked at him Then he permitted her to have it. She
chewed it, and put her head delicately against the hair on his wist.

"Puni sh me, Master,"
col | ar.

she had said, lying before him his naked slave, in his
Wth a cry, alnost animal, of rage, of joy, of lust, Tree, a hunter, brutal
and cruel, had thrown hinmself nercilessly upon her

Wl | had he puni shed her. Never again would she so much as dare to think of
| eaving his side.



"I have conme back!" she had cried. "I love you!" she had cried. "I |ove you!"

Ant el ope cane to Hanilton and, as a joke, put her hand on Hamilton's back.

Ham | ton cried out, and wi nced, but then, as she saw Tree's frown, was silent,
and put down her head, smiling. He did not wish her to cry out. Her back was
laced with welts, deep, fromthe switching she had been given. It hurt her to
nmove, but she was pl eased. He had used her five tines, alnost consecutively,
bef ore dragging her to a sapling and | ashing her wists about it; then he had
beat en her; when he had done this, he untied her and again, by the hair, threw
her to the grass, where he raped her until he could rape her no nore, and then
told her to run to dd Wnan, to help with the food. Stinging, |aughing,

pul ling her skirt about her bruised, aching thighs, she had stunbled to Ad
Wman. "Hurry, Grl," had |laughed O d Wman, cackling with pleasure, "turn the
meat on the spit. Be busy, lazy, good-for-nothing girl!"

"Yes, Add Wnman!" had cried Hamilton. "Yes, Ad Wnan!"

Ugly Grl had cone to her, to lick the wounds on her back. "I |ove you, Ugly
Grl," said Ham Iton, kissing her.

About the canmp she saw the small boy of the Ugly Peopl e, whose parents had
been killed by the Wasel People. He had fled to the woods. Ugly Grl, nonths
ago, had found him and brought himto the canp. He played with the other
children, as one of the Men. Tooth was to himas a father. Ugly Grl's own
belly was swollen with young, perhaps, it was possible, with the child of
Tooth. Hamilton knew the relationship in evolution of the bands of Ugly People
to the bands of the Men was obscure. It was not known if the Men thensel ves
had sprung froma formof Ugly People, or if there had been only, in the
renote past of these peoples, a comon aninmal. That seemed nost |ikely. But
there was little doubt, in gross matters, as to the simlarity of the species.
The Ugly People and the Men, in the great patterns of life, were brothers. And
the belly of UWgly Grl, even if it were only fromthe gentle, shanbling male
of the Ugly People, was heavy with life. Hamlton | ooked into the w de, deep,
sinmple eyes of Ugly Grl. They are called, anong thensel ves, she thought, the
Love People. "I love you, UWgly Grl," said Hamilton again, Kkissing her.

Ham | t on | ooked up.

St one, huge, dour, stood near her. He reached out his large hand. He, gently,
touched her head.

"I am pl eased to be back," said Hamlton.

Stone had been long with the Men. He, as a boy, had hunted with Spear. He knew
the trails, the weather, the land, the animals. He was powerful. He was hard.

"I am pl eased, too," said Stone. Then he turned away from her. Hamlton
smled. It was about as nuch enption as she had ever seen the dour Stone

evi nce.

As she turned the spit, various of the Men, on one pretense or another,

wel coned her. "I will need sinew, fine sinew, to bind the points of arrows,"”
said Arrow Maker. "I will get it for you," said Hamlton. "I will need hide

softened, " said Runner. "Bring me the skin," said Hanmilton. "I will soften it
for you." "Where have you been, and what |ands did you see?" asked Fox, WlIf

behind him "Many far places," said Hamlton. "I went as far, even, as the

| and of the Horse People," she said. Hyena, froma | edge, crouching, watched
her. He carried a yellowtufted stick. Then he went back into his cave. He
woul d draw signs on the floor. It had not been inportant. It had been only the



return of a female. Hamlton felt a hand on her buttocks. "Turtle," said Hawk.
For an instant she felt irritation. She felt like telling himto go away, that
he was only a boy, but when she turned to face him to scold him she was
forced to put her head back, that she, a female, and suddenly aware that she
was only such, might look himin the eyes. She was startled. He was nuch
taller. Confronting her, |oonmi ng over her, was a hunter. "Turn the spit," he
said. He was, she recalled, of the Men, and she was only a woman of the Men, a
nere female. He grinned down at her. "Yes, Master," she said, |owering her
eyes. Behind Hawk, on wobbly legs, following him was a wolf cub. It was the
survivor of a litter which the Men had found

When Tree indicated that the wonen, other than Ugly G rl, mght approach her
they fl ocked about her, holding her and kissing her. There was Cl oud, and
Ant el ope, and Feather, and Flower, and Butterfly, and the others. Anobng them
even, were the red-haired girl, pregnant, radiant, who had been with the
Weasel People, and the girl of the Dirt People, who had been she who was to
have been sacrificed, who had once been so exquisitely virginally bodied; but
no | onger was her body the slip that it had been, for now it had known the
wi Il and pl easure of hunters; her breasts were larger now, filling with mlKk,
and, beneath the tiny skirt of the hunters, her belly, like that of the
red-haired girl, was big with child; she was Hawk's second wonan, fed behind
Butterfly.

Nurse, too, and A d Wnan, when the others were not |ooking, kissed her

When it had been tine for the neat to be distributed, Hamlton had taken
Fl ower by the hair, and, baring her teeth, threw her from Tree's side.

Tree did not interfere, but busied hinmself with the cutting of neat.

FIl ower | ooked furious, tears in her eyes. "You will bear daughters," said
Ham |l ton, derisively, "who will serve ny sons.”

FIl ower shook with fury, and then went and knelt behind Fox. He threw her a
pi ece of meat. She picked it up, and, angrily, ate it.

Then Hami |t on extendi ng her neck, took the piece of hot, juicy meat which Tree
thrust between her teeth.

Chewing it, she smled at Flower, who | ooked angrily away.

Ham | t on wondered why she, a runaway girl, had not been dragged before Spear
to see if she would be pernitted to live.

She had not seen Spear, nor Knife, since she had come to the canp. She had not
seen, either, the small, darkhaired girl who had been taken fromthe Wase
Peopl e.

Butterfly had gathered apples. She gave Hamilton one. Ham | ton handed the
apple to Tree, who ate it.

Late that night, after Ham|ton had been much used by the hunter, Tree, she
crept to Ad Wrman

"Where is Spear?" she asked.
"He is dead," said Add Wman, who sat by a fire, poking it with a stick

Ham I ton di d not speak



"Knife," she said, "killed him He had tried before, twice. Then he was
successful. He wished to be first. He went to his side in the night and, with
the ax of Tree, broke open his head. He left the ax beside Tree, that the Men
m ght think this had been done by Tree.” O d Wnan jabbed the fire, and sparks
flew up. "But Spear," she said, "was not dead. He is hard to kill. Some say
Spear is not dead yet. He had not been asleep. He knew, sonetinme, Knife would
kill him He waited. He did not cry out. But in the norning, before he died,
he told the Men it was not Tree, but Knife, who had done the thing. But the
Men knew Tree would not do it. Only Knife would do it. Knife was foolish. He
was not wi se, not cunning, |ike Spear. He did not have Spear's intelligence.
He was not Spear."

"Was Knife killed?" asked Hamilton.

"Do not kill Knife, said Spear," said Ad Wnman. "I care for him | love him
said Spear. He is of ny body. |I love him said Spear.”" Ad Wman stirred the
ashes. The reflection, red, was on her chin and upper lip, glowing in the
wrinkles. "He is not bad, said Spear. He only wants to be first."

"What happened?" asked Hamilton.

"Tree sent Knife away," said Od Wman. "He gave hima woman, too, to take
with him the brown-haired girl, fromthe Wasel People."

"Why did he do that?" asked Ham Iton.

"So that Knife would have a worman," said A d Wnan. "Spear woul d have want ed
Knife to have a worman."

Ham | t on sai d not hi ng.

ad Wwman | ooked up, to one of the | edges, where there was a dark hole in the
face of the cliff. No fire burned there. It had been the shelter of Spear.
None lived there now "Some say," said AOd Wman, "that Spear did not die,
that he could not be killed. Sone say he sits, even now, in the cave, in the
darkness.” O d Wnman turned to Ham lton. "Mdthers," said she, "frighten their
children with Spear. They say, be good, or Spear will get you. Sone think
Spear is not dead."

"But that is foolish," said Hanmlton.

ad Wwman shrugged. "Hyena," she said, "says Spear is not dead.”

"That is foolish," said Hanmilton.

"He says he has seen him" said O d Wnman.

"In dreams,” said Hamilton.

"And once by the river," said Od Wnman.

ad Wnman thrust a brand in the fire. "Come," she said. "W will [ook."
Ham | ton gl anced at her, frightened.

"Are you afraid of Spear?" asked A d Wnan.

"Aren't you?" asked Hamlton.

"I amtoo old to be afraid,"” she said. "Cone with ne."



"But what if Spear is not dead?" asked HamIton.

But Hanmilton followed A d Wman, who, stiffly, clinbing, |inping, nmade her way
to Spear's |edge.

She entered the cave, the brand high. The cave was enpty. "Spear is dead,"
said A d Wnan.

Then she turned about, and |left the cave. "W nust not fear Spear," she said.

"Spear was a great man. W must renenber Spear and | ove him"

"I thought you hated Spear," said Ham lton. "He killed Drawer, when he was

blind and A d Man."

ad Wwman | ooked up at Hamilton. Her eyes were noist. "Stone told ne," she
said, "after Spear died, wanting ne to know, though he would not say this
whi |l e Spear lived, because | ama woman, and because Spear did not want the
Men to know. "

"What ?" asked Hanilton.

"When Drawer could not hunt, when he went blind, and could not draw, he could
only eat and be |l ed about, and he did not wish to be a burden on the Men." Ad
Wman' s voi ce broke. "He told Spear to kill him™

Ham | ton was silent.

"For a long time, Spear did not do this thing. Then, one day, he did it. For a
long tinme only Spear, and Stone knew, and then, after Spear died, Stone told

me. Spear would not tell me. He was first anong the Men. | tell you." Ad
Wnman's voi ce choked. "Drawer wanted nme to be fed," she said. "I would have
starved, or eaten scraps, or stolen," she said. "Wen he died, | became AQd
Wman. The neat was nmine to cook. | would eat.” O d Wnan sobbed. "Spear," she

said, "was a great man. Let us not fear him Let us renenber himand | ove
him"

"The menory of Spear," said Hamlton,

Hyena. "

will be twisted into an insanity by

"Hyena is Hyena," said A d Wman, shrugging. "He cannot help hinself." She

t hen hobbl ed fromthe cave of Spear. She descended to the | edge of her own
fire. There she lit another brand. "In the norning," she said, "the Men trek.
Tree has decided it. W will |eave these shelters and seek others."

Ham I ton was startled. Had she so narrowy acconplished her rendezvous wth
the Men? Then she recalled the young man i n Copenhagen, with the young, bl ond
worman. The rendezvous had been acconpli shed.

"Follow me," said A d Wman, holding aloft a second brand. For the second tine
in her life, timdly, Hanmilton followed O d Wman through the tunnels to the
cave of the Men. Wonen were not permitted there, but A d Wman, as was her
custom gave little consideration to such strictures.

At last they stood in the lofty cave. The draw ngs whi ch had once decorated
the walls, the bison, the cave lion, the bear, the antel opes, the great
manmot h, had been effaced by the Wasel People.

"I amsorry, Od Wman," said Hamlton. "It was | who, fleeing, |ed nen of the
Weasel People to this place. It was | who was responsible for the destruction



of the work of Drawer."

ad Wwman sniffed. "W are leaving the shelters,” she said. She poked about,
on the floor of the cave. Then she bent down, and seized up the rock, the
large, flattish pebble she had been | ooking for. Ham|ton remenbered it. On
it, in overlaid marks, a conplex variety, alnost indecipherable, of precise,
flowing lines, were the inages of the aninmals which had roamed and fought and
fled in vibrant color on the sloping walls of the cave. "They are here, the

animals," cackled dd Wman, "in this rock. Drawer put them here." She held
the rock, and pressed it to her thin lips. "I will take it with me," she said.
"They will know you were in the Men's cave," said Hamlton.

"Let themkill ne," said Od Wnan. "But they will not do it. They are only
Men and they need dd Wnan. And | will hide it." She | ooked up at Hamilton.
"When | die," said Ad Wnman, "I will give it to you. Gve it to your sons. In
the new shelters, when they are hunters, let themuse this rock. Let them
there, on the walls of the new honme of the Men, release the animals. Let them
free them of the stone where Drawer put them™

"The stone was where Drawer practiced,” said Hamlton.

"Do not be stupid," said Ad Wnan. "They are here, all the aninals, and each
one once, and perfectly. Do you think there was only one flat stone in the

country of the Men?" She | aughed. "No," she said. "Drawer made this stone for
the sons of his sons. It is Drawer's stone, for his sons. The Men have al ways
trekked. It is their nature, in the times of the fathers or the sons. And

Drawer made this stone, that he m ght, always, with them join in the trek. As
long as this stone, or these images, survive, Drawer treks with the men. It is

his work, this stone. Men will keep this nmenory, of Drawer, no matter how far
they go, no matter how renote the | ands to which they make their treks." dd
Wman grinned. "As long as | live," she said, "I will keep this stone, for

| ove of Drawer. When |I die, | will give it to you. Gve it to your sons. Tell

t hem Drawer nade it."

"I wll," said Ham | ton.

"Look!" said Od Wman. She lifted the torch. There was one draw ng on the
wal I s which had not been effaced. But it was not a work which had been put
there by Drawer. \Wen Hamilton had | ast been in the cave it had not been
there. It had been placed there after the depredati ons of the Wasel People.
ad Wwman wal ked closer, and lifted her torch. She knew the sign. It was a
synmbol i c representation. The Horse Peopl e used the sign, and the Bear People,
and the Men.

It was the synbolic representation of a star.

a d Wman shrugged. She did not understand how this sign had cone here.

Ham I ton did not speak. The letter given to her, fromHerjellsen, handed to
her by the | arge bl ack, Chaka, which she had read, and had given to WIliam
and GQunther to read, had read as foll ows:

"My bel oved daughter,

There is another child. | have seen it. The chanber is open.

| love you,

Herjellsen.™



Hami | ton | ooked at the representation on the wall of the cave.

She could not tell Ad Wnman. A d Wman woul d not understand. But in this
cave, at some tinme, Herjellsen had stood.

"Gve me a stone,"” said Hanilton. A d Wman, with the torch, examni ning the
floor, found a flattish stone. Then Hamilton, with a sharp pebble, drew on the
stone the sign of the star. She gave it to Ad Wnan. "Keep them both," said
Hami I ton. "Carry themtogether. They belong together, forever, in the long
treks, the animals and the star."

A d Wman nodded. She did not understand, but she would do as Ham | ton had
w shed.

The torch was burning | ower and, quickly, Od Wman and Ham lton |l eft the
Men's cave. In a few minutes they were again on the | edge before A d Wman's
shelter. They heard a child crying. "I will see to the child,"” said A d Wnan
hobbl i ng away into the darkness. Hamlton, by the |light of the nmoon, nade her
way back to the shelter which she shared with Tree. Tree net her. He was not
pl eased to find she had | eft the shelter

"\Where have you been?" said Tree.

"Wal ki ng," said Ham | ton

"In the nmorning," said Tree, "we are leaving the shelters.”

"I know," said Hamlton. "AOd Wnan told ne."

Tree | ooked up at the sky.

"Have you forgotten the fires in the sky?" asked Hamilton

"No," said Tree, looking at her. Then he said, "Bring the furs to the |edge."
Ham | ton gathered the furs frominside the cave and brought themto the | edge.
"Spread themon the | edge," said Tree.

She did so.

Ham | ton stood straight as Tree approached her. He wal ked about her; she

| ooked up at him Then he wal ked behind her, and stood behind her. She did not
turn. Casually, with a tug, he freed her of the brief skirt of the Men. She
now, standing before him her back to him wore only her collar. He wal ked
again before her; he pulled away the | eather he wore about his hips; with his
two hands, each on the thongs of her collar, he drew her to within inches of
him she felt faint, wanting to yield to him his manhood cl ai mant, surgent,
agai nst her belly; his hands, then, were on her arns, above the el bows; he
drew her yet nmore closely to hinm she felt, against the sweetness, the
softness, of her breasts, the pressing hardness of his chest; she felt first,
as he bent over her, the hair touch her nipples, and then, as she was half
lifted to him so that she could only stand on her tiptoes, she felt the grip
of her beauty, held in such unconmprom sing arms, fully against the chest of
the mal e who owned it. She turned her head to one side; she | ooked down; her
body noved, inadvertently, she sobbing, against the manhood, swift and alive,
whi ch woul d donminate it. She knew she was only his slave. He threw her rudely
to the furs at his feet. She gasped, one | eg under her, head down, the weight
of the upper part of her body on the palnms of her hands, on the furs. By the



hair he turned her on her back. She winced fromthe pain of the switching she
had received earlier. Qolivious to her disconfort, he stood over her. She was
smal | between his feet. "Lift your body," he told her. Brenda Hamilton obeyed
her master. Then, |aughing, hands strong and eager, he bent to the body of his
sl ave.

The next norning, after a sacrifice of nmeat to the Power, the Men began the
trek.

The hunters went first. Hawk roamed before the group. Runner and Arrow Maker
fl anked the march. Stone brought up the rear

The wonen carried the burdens, and the children ran be side them Turtle
carried heavy rolls of furs and skins. A d Wman was the |ast of the wonen and
children. She did not carry a great deal, but she did carry a small bundl e,
wrapped in fur, which contained two stones.

Hyena had stayed behind at the shelters, to take up the trail later

There were things be did not understand, and he would wait for a tine,
consi deri ng them

He was uneasy that the woman had returned to them for he sensed, sonehow,

that the Men would now be different. Tree held her as his own. He might not be
willing to share her, and if this were true, the nen had changed. The
simplicity, the innocence, of the group, the conmunity, mght be rent. They
woul d be other than they had been. Because of the woman, though it seened

i ncredi ble, the men would no | onger be the sane. They woul d have changed. They
woul d no | onger be the sane.

On the trail, Tree, though Hawk served as the point of the advance, led the
colum. Cose with himwere Fox and Wl f, and Tooth. Near Tooth, carrying a
sack of flint across her broad shoul ders, was Ugly Grl. Her nostrils were

di stended. She was excited. She was with themon the trek. Runner ranged to
the left of the columm, and Arrow Maker to the right. Behind them protecting
the rear, canme Stone. He stopped once to | ook back at the shelters. In this
country he had hunted with Spear. Then he turned again, carrying his ax, to
bring up the rear of the col um.

In the colum with the children, naked and dirty, wal ked Pod who had been
Short Leg's son.

There were tears in Antelope's eyes, for they were | eaving the shelters.

At the feet of Butterfly, follow ng her, clumsily, came Hawk's cub, ears tiny
and sharp, lifted, tongue hangi ng out, who had survived the destruction of the
litter.

In the refuse pit at the shelters the brown rats lifted their noses, round
eyes peering. No |longer did they hear the sounds of the canp: They nibbled on
the refuse, and, fromtime to time, stopped to listen. Then, sonme of them
turni ng about, scanpered through cracks in the stone, squeezing their bodies
t hrough the apertures, and energing, quizzically, at the foot of the cliffs.

Birds cried overhead. The rats |ifted their heads, and stared at them

Turtle, though she would comonly be spoken of by this nane, had now anot her
nane as well. Tree had given it to her, when he had finished with her the

ni ght before, and | ay beside her, she in his arms, |ooking up at the stars.
There was nuch about her he did not understand. She was different. The second



nane he had gi ven her, by which she would sonetines be called was, in the
| anguage of the nmen, "A-Va' or "Ava', which, in their tongue, neans "Star
Wman. "

Tree, carrying a spear, his ax at his side, led the colum. The spear was

m ghty, and its head, of chipped stone, was nore than a foot in |ength, |ashed
to the shaft by cords of leather. He lifted his head, surveying the greenery,
the white trunked trees, with his eyes, and with his ears, and taking, too,
the scent of the new world. He did not | ook back to the shelters. He was first
in the colum. He did not | ook back, either, at the wonen and the children
They would follow He did not |ook back, even, at the woman Turtle, or Ava,
who carried, rolled, furs and skins behind him She would follow

Tree strode forth into the new country, not |ooking back. He was pl eased.
They foll owed him

Tree was first anmong the nen. The word for this in the | anguage of the Men was
*Adam'

In the moonlight, on a flat rock, whitish in the Iight, Hyena bent to the
seeds of the apple. He shook them and nuttered, and cast them again and again
on the fiat rock. Then he | ooked at themand, with a piece of flint, drew

I ines connecting the points constituted by the seem ngly randomy scattered
seeds of the apple. The design was unm stakabl e, and was a comon synbolic
representation, to the Men, to the Bear People, to the Horse People. The lines
formed, unm stakably, on that flatish, whitish rock in the nmoonlight, as had
those of Herjellsen in the cave, a representation of a star. Hyena rose to his
feet and | ooked at the representation. Then, slowy, alone, unnoticed by
anyone, for the men had gone, his head down, his body turning, shaking the

yel lowtufted stick, he danced beneath the stars.



