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RO OGCGLIE

Darkness clung arsund the ramshackle wooden buildings, lurking in the
narrow, rugbish-strewn alleys between them as if reluctant to disclose what
lay there to the unprotected eve. EBut the western sky was already staining
to purple, despening toc a rose pink flush. Ravs of sunlight besgan to pick
cut the tops of the buildings as the darkness at their bases turned to
grey. Slowly, the details came irito focus: dirt, squalor, the prone forms
of a few beggars. A scrawny dog snifred cautiously at one of the
carcasses, then raised a hind leg, but a hefity blow sent it, yelping, down
the streest.

From the upper room of ong of the houses came a +aint, incautious
whimper, them a sudden startling howl of protest. New-born lungs had drawn
breath for the first time and found they cared little for the sensation.
The sound was promptly mutfled. but not before a window shutter in one of
the houses opposite had swung back with a loud creak. A& touslied head
pearad gut, its wrinkled features creased in a disapproving scowl.

"Disgraceful, absolutely disgraceful. Should be whipped out of town.
Standards! The young have no standards these davs." For a moment, she
considered fetching a broom and knocking on the shutters of the house next
door to rouse her neighbaur,. But then she ithought better of it. Loud
snoring on the mattress behind her reminded her that it was better to ist
sleeping husbands lie. With that in mind, she closed the shutters and went
downstailrs to opsn her shop.

As she carefully pulled on the much patched and mended blind that
scresned the shop window, there was a plercing scream from the storeroom.
Ehe ignored it, tying the string she held to a catch on the wall, to secure
the rolled wup blind., It would only be another rat, caught by her dog. She
topk a besom from the corner and began to sweep some of the dust on the
floar into the road outside. Flizs were already buzzing round some stale
cabbage leaves lvying there. That done, she €inally want througn into the
storeroom.,

Her dog — a scruffy animal of indeterminate ancestry - was chewing
with relish at the animal's remains. Angry with it for making such a mess,
the woman raised her besom. Instantly, the dog dropped its prey and fled
past her, tail between its legs, into the shop. Frantically, it pawed at
the door, then turned, cringing and whimpering pitifully as the woman
followed.

"Ohy get outside with vyvou." Impatiently, she vanked open the door.
The dog slipped cutside, grateful to have escaped a beating for oncs. The
woman set her broom against the wall, wiping her hands on her faded apron,
and went to peer out through the cloudy sguares of glass, set in their
woonden framework. She was very proud of those panes: they would cost a 1ot
to replacs. OFf course, in the old days, a shop would have had one large
glass window in place of all thess - s0 her grandma had told her,
leastways. But the old woman had rambled a lot: who could make a pane of
glass that large?

The house apposite was withowut movement. But who khew what wickedness
was going on behind its innocent—-seseming facade? Disgruntled, the woman
turned away to dust the counter with a ragged cloth. Abruptly, the little
bell above the door jangled into life.  The woman beamed at the sight of
har first customer of the day. "“Why, good morning, Rebeccal!

The other woman nadded gravely, nearly dislodging the long grevy hair
that was precericously pinned up on the crown of her head. Her long dress
was faded with age and much darned and patched, but there was no shame in
that: it was no different to the shop-keeper’'s own.
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"Hare, I've brought a pot for vour man to mend, Sara.” 8She set down
the battered metal aobjsoct on the counter between them. "ond have vou any
of those candies? The little ones like them so”

Meithar woman spoke while Bara measured out a portion of the honey
confectionery and Rebecca produced a copper coin from her tiny purse. The
~itual completed, however, they were free to indulge in the real reason for
Rebecca’s visit. It was Rebecca, herself, who made the cautious opening
aambit.

"oulil have heard the noise at first light, I suppose?

"The child, vou mean?"

Rebecrca neodded. "Shocking business.®

"Shocking!" The shop-lkeeper leansd across her counter, her manner
that of a fellow conspirator. "You know, I wouldn't be in Leah's shoes for
anything. I mean ~ a bastard for a grandchild."

"Indeed. Abigail’'s pa whipped the hide off her when it first started
to show. Wonder what he'll do now she's dropped it?" Rebeteca spoke with
relish.

"Drown it in a bucket, I shouldn't wonder.t

"What I'd like to know though is - who's the father? The Jones boy, I
reckon -~ ogr Michael Morrison.

"No way of knowing," SBara replied. "Abigail went with so many, I
clont reckon she knows either. Well, this’ll be a lessan four her.?

Abigail Marshall lay, near exhaustion, on a grubby, straw-stuffed
mattress. Her dress clung uncomfortably to her skin, soaked in sweat.
Restlessly, her gaze roamed about the warped and stained walls of the
little room. Ehe carefully averted her eyes from the bundle, wrapped in
cloth and cradiad in her vounger sister’'s arms, however.

“Won't you at least look at her, Abigail? She's a sweet little thing
now she's asleep. Ahbigail, please - ¢

Abigail closed her eyes in exasperation. "What's the point? You know
what we have to do." Her words were spoken in a flat, exhausted tone. She
had no energy to spare in getting angry with her sister's failure to face
unpleasant facts.

"I know." Sadly, Martha looked down at the small face reposed in
peaceful sls=p,.

"It's bad enough that it's a bastard,"” continued Abigail, trying to
convince herself as well as Martha., "Ferhaps then - perhaps wa could've
got round Fa, though another mouth to feed's the last thing we want round
herg - "

"But we're one short now that Samuel’'s gone," Martha broke in,
momentarily forgetting the truth in her eagerness. Their brother had been
the first to sese marriage as an escape from Isaac Marshall’'s drumken
temper.

"Don't be stupid," Abigail reminded her, haavily. “That - that thing
vou've got there is a blasphemy against the Rock. I we don't get rid of
it before the neighbours find out...” She left the words to hang by
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themselves, ponderous with their implised threat. Martha krew the doctrine
as well a5 she, after ail.

“Wherefore by their fruits ve shall know them," Martha said slowly.
She didn't need to aquote the entire passage: they had heard it ranted +rom
the pulpit often encugh.

"o 1f the fruit’'s bad. 30 is the tres, right?" When Martha would not
answer Abigail persisted. "You're from the same tree as me - so's Naomi ~
s0's Sam. We all stem from Ma and Pa. That's one life against ocur whole
family."

"But it's such a little thing," Martha pleaded. "A&n extra finger,
that's all.®

“That's enough to hang us all, and vou know it Laboriously, Abigail
pulled herself up till she could sit up by leaning against the wall, YIf
they find it — Martha, you've got to kill it. I'm still too weak, o
Ofe. while it's still early. While no-ane’'s about.” '

“Abigarl...”
"Go on, I tell you!' Ma’ll do it if yvou won't!™

"All right." Martha bit her lip, then got up guickly and went to the
door. But then she hesitated once more, looking down at the child in her
Arms.

Do it, Martha."

She looked up, her dark eyes meeting Abigail's blue ones, usually so
clear but now clouded with.. what? Griet? It was her child, after all,
her first., But there was andiety in her sister's gaze ton, fear for
harseld and for all of them. Martha knew she could mot fail her NowW.
Wordlessly she nodded, then left the room.

As she passed the other door on the landing, she heard quiet snores:
her mother must have fallen asleep after being up all night with Abigail.
She heard giggling too; little Naomi, probably playing with her rag doll.
She hurried down the narrow, creaky staircase, hoping that her father would
not choose that moment to lift the latch of the front door. Witk any luck,
e was still lving in one of the barns out of town, sleeping off an
evening's moonshine drinking. Ligquor was {frowned on, of course, but
despite all that the respectable folk, led by the minister, did tp try and
stamp it out, rough men like Isaac continued to sheak out to the farms come
SUNECWN.

Martha peered out of the back door into a dingy, ill-smelling
alleyway. There was no-one around as vaty only a ginger cat sniffed
disdainfully at a pile of rubbish. Martha slipped out, clutching the baby
tightly to her chest, and hurried awav.

She soon left the alley, but kept to the back streets, meeting no one.
Betare long, the ground was sloping gently downhill to a stained and hals
rotten board fence which ran directly north to south. She hurrisd along,
kaeping it to her lefi; this marked the easternmost border of town.
Despite its dilapidated condition it still sased the minds of the
superstitious and fearful townspeople:; it kept things out. Martha was
clad she was not a farmer's daughter; the people on the farms were
altogether too exposed, although there had been no trouble for a long, leng
time. Still, there was a psychological safety in numbers about living in
tLown.



The baby stirred, whimpering. "Buist! Martha hissed. "Do vou pant
to dia?"  But her luck was still holding, and now the gap she sought was
Just ahead. She duckesd through, heading across the rough ground that
droppad away gradually. covered with scrub and grass. At its foot lay the
dump, and beyond that the slope resumed in earnest, falliing more steeplv to
the plain with its winding, jewel-like river. Early morning mist lay in
41l directions and served to obscure the lines of the foothills marching
away to north and scuth - left and right - of Martha. But she had no BYEs
for their beauty in amy event, keeping her attention on the uneven around
with it= thick tussock grass. She most especially did not look straight
ahead at the mesa which rose sheer from the plain some distance away, but
also on this side of the river. The abode of evily better not even to
think of it

The ground was now levelling out, strewn with an assortment of broken
zarthenware pots, axles, rusty cooking pots. Moving carefully, sc as not
to cut her bare feet on these treacherous objects, she skirted great piles
of junk - the wreckage of centuries.

"Abigail won't feed you, baby, and I've got no money for milk, =0 I'1l
have to leave vou here. At least yvoull have a better chance than vou'd
get off Jude's Rock." Carefully, she laid down the child by a pile of
assorted rubbish near the centre of the dump; it would provide a little
shade from tha growing heat. Then, blowing a kiss to the infant, she
clambered away and was soon gone, hurrving away wup the hillside.

The last sound of Marths's departure died away, leaving only birdsong
and the buzring of insects. The baby whimpered, then began to cry.

There was a scuffling nearby; a sgueaking and a scampering. Then a
dark shapes emerged from the shelter of an upturned barrow and sniffed the
air.  Another followed closely. For a moment, they paused ~ neither was
especially hungry, having dined well on puppy meat only the previous night.
Still, the chance of food, presenting itself when they had no way of
krmowing when their next meal would be, could not be passead up. The two
rats stealthily moved towards the inviting scent. Their progress was slow
but deliberate - there was an air of intelligence abowt them. Only at the
last moment did they emerge into the open, Jjaws drooling with anticipation.

Dther ears had also heard the child, A large shaggy face eved the
rats from the concealment of a torn flap of canvas. She ignored the
tormenting flies that crawled round her eyes and muzzle, her long pink
tongue lolling from her mouth in the heast.

The stray breeze brought her the scent of the slinking, dark-haired
forms. She stiffened; that scent was imprinted upon her memary. She had
found it in the small den she had made beneath a heap of broken axles, the
den where her cubs had been waiting while she huntsd.. Her teeth bared in
fury as her hackles rose.

The male rat opened his jaws, revealing sharp, vellowed fangs as ke
darted farward to nip at the baby's tiny foot. Without warning, powerful
Jaws snapped shut on the back of his neck. His body twisted in mid-air
then dropped limply to the ground asz the bitch released him. Shrieking
with rage, his mate leaped up at the larger animal. There was a confused
momant of vicious snarling, a blurred motion and then the female rat lay
sprawled at the bitch’'s feet, blood oozing from the tiny crushed skull,
The bitch licked the salt fluid from her muzzle, then lowered her head to
sniff hungrily at the carcass.

A sound came; a whimper., She pricked up her sars, suddenly
remembering the bundle of cloth. Cautiously she paced over tao it and

sniffad at it: the scent was human, which meant danger. 5he made to
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withdraw but a tiny hand tugged insistently at one foraleg. Re=ponding,
she bant her head and gently closed her teeth on the cloth that cocooned
the child, lifting and carrving the bundle awav.

fiz the day wore on, a tension gripped the town, a subtle expectancy.
The pecple kept to their homes, ‘reluctant to raise their voices above a
whigper. They sensed Heaven's growing wrath.

About mid-day, a solitary raindrop fell into the dust beside the rat
corps®s, leaving a phosphorescent circle, Others followed, pattering
gently, and soch a steady drumming beat down omn the nearby flap of canvas.
In the space beneath it, the bitch opened one eve, then raised her head +o
listen to the distant rumble of thunder. Curled up beside her, the baby
stirred but did not waken, nestling into her fur. After a moment, the
animal drowsily lowered her head onto her front paws, and closed her BVES.

Furple lightning sheared the shkies. Almost immediately, loud thunder
camg, rattling Bara’s glazss panes in their frame. Frightened, she snatchead
the string from its mooring, allowing the blind to crash down, then dived
behind her counter. Moaning in terror, she fell o her kneez to pray.

Outside, the heavens had opened, turning the dirt roads to a mud bath
in moments. A homeless beggar, too old and drunk to move, lavy
semi-conscious, drowning in a puddle down a back alley. Rain forced its
way through leaky roofs, trickled down flimsy walls and dripped heawvily
onto floors. There was a faint but pungent smell of mildew and dampenad
cloth.

Slowly, the rain died away, the storm clouds clearing to the sast.
Weak sunlight bathed the earth and the cooled air. Soon, all was steaming
as the heat intensified, baking the muddy roads to dust again. Sluggishly,
life returned to the town,

Sighing, Sara Crawford brushed the dust from her apron, caught up a
tattered shawl from a hook behind the deoor and, wrapping it around her
shoulders, went ngxt door to Rebecca's house. As her friend admitted har,
Bara exclaimed, "Becky! What a storm! Do yvou remember another like it™

"Not since two years gone, come autumn -~ P
The two women looked at zach other with dawning compreshension.
"That was the time when Mary Cooper had that.." Rebecca said slowly.

"Could it... have happzned again?'. Sara's voice was husky, underlain
with a growing excitement.

MR sign of the Lords anger. Yes, we cannot rule that out."
Abruptly, Rebecca turned to lead the way cut of the gloomy passage intao ths
crampad front room. Her daughter was there, cradling a young child on her
knees. "At least my grandchild's not a blagphemy against the Book," she
continued meaningfully. ’

The young woman looked up, her blonde hair falling in wispy curls
about her face, having completely escaped its restraining pins. The child
pulling at it supplied the reascon for such lack of decorum. '“What's that.
Ma?" she asked plaintivelv.

"Never you mind, Ruth," her mother said, a little severely.
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Bhe turned back to Sara. "We need to +ind cut if any more were born last
night ~ we know of at least one. Whoever won't show their child - thevll
be the guilty ocne.”

"Ma, what trouble are yvou stirring up now?"

“Hush! I'm dust doing my duty, 1s &ll. HNow you Just pin vour hair up
Like a decent woman and get along. That husband of yours’ll be back From
wark scon and it's about time vou fixed his supper.”

es, Ma." Ruth spoke with long-suffering resignation as she began to
aDev.

Rececca gripped Sara’s arm confidingly. "We'll be at the bottom of
thizs soon, Sara. You'll ses."

Reverend Jacob Forester was snoring noisily in the darkened front
parlour when a loud creaking awoke him. Startled, he sat up in his chair,
peering into the darkness. “Wha.. Who is it?" he demanded.

"Only us, Mr. Forester. Sara Crawford and 1M

Jacob stifled a groan. There was no mistaking that voice. Ever since
Rebeaca Arkwright’'s husband had died of the fever that had gone round a
couple of vears back, she had made herseld the town conscience - “its
busvbody was the description Jacob preferred, though he kept that to
Mmamself, Reluctantly heaving his stif+ old body from the chair, he groped
his way to the window and pulled back the bheavy curtains, blinking in the
reddish evening light that streamsd through the open shutter. Eves
watering, he turned back to face Rebecrca and her cronv.

"What can I do for vouw, good woman?' he asked, as pleasantly as he
Towld manage.

"Mr. Forester, we've come about a matter of some delicacy,” Rebecca
began.

Jacob's heart sank. It was going to be about the morals of some
drunkard or whore-monger, that was for sure. It always was. Why couwldn't
she just get on with it instead of beating about the bush?

"One of vour neighbours?' he prompted.

"Yes, Reverend. We've discovered that only one child was born last
night - °

"That bastard of Abigail Marshall’s," put in Sara in her usual blunt
and tactless wav. Jaceb winced: he had wished for frankness, ves, but not
+hat frank.

Rebecca frowned at her companion before resuming her righteous duty.
"Tha storm we had this afternoon is proof that the brat must be Marked,
Reverend,"

"Wes.." Jacob kept his voice and face carefully neutral. His heart
had by now reached the level of his worn old boots. Well, he had known it
would come fo this soeoner or later. The woman was cbhsessed with sinning,
especially of the carnal variety. "You're guite sure that the woman was
delivered of her buwden last night?"

"Ouite surer we both live opposite her houses. Ke heard the child's
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Cry

"Yes, ves," Jacob said, nodding, while thinking furiously. "Well,
yas, somathing must be done, of course. The guilty must be punished.

"They've probably thrown it off Jude’'s Rock by now," commented Sara,

"Never fear. They shall not escape the Lord's vengeance that wWay.
The lLord must be appeased or the whole town will suffer. nNo, worthy
ladies, you must notity vowr neighbours. Tell them to assemble outside the
housa. I shall b along directlvy.”

Angry muttering rose from the crowd. Despite the minister’'s repaated
hammering on the door, no-one had admitted him. Hoarssly, he shouted
again. "Open, in the Name of the Lord

This time the door creaked open & little. A frightened voice
stammered, "Reverend Forester? What iz it?"

"Your daughter bore a child last night - *

"Mr. Forester, my husband is not here at present. Can you not spesal
to him in the morning?

"Then my business is with yvou." Jacob syed the lined and careworn
face peering out at him, lines that shifted and deepened in the uncertain
light shed by the torches behind him. His sympathy stirred at the woman's
obvious fear, but he could not afford to show weakness in the sight of his
tlock. “Come, woman, do vou deny that your daughter gave hirth last
night™?"

“No, Reverend, she..she didw.."

"And do you deny that the child bears the devil's Mark? The Marb
which sets it apart from all true issue?T The Lord allows the devil o
create such evil ones when sin takes hold among us, but they are Marked so
that we shall know them, just as the Lord placed a Mark on Cain o set him
apart from all other men.®

"Reverend, it's not so - "

"You ars lost, woman. You have shielded the enemy of Jehovah in your
house."

"Wo, noy, I — I love God. I'd never do anvthing wrong. The baby was
normal hut Pa threw it off Jude’'s Rock - her not being wed, vou spe - ¢
Leah gabbled.

"Don't damn vourseld further with lies, The Lord has revealed the
truth to me. I demand to see the child.®

"Mr. Forester, it's dead, I swear. It must be. It couldn't bave
survived & +all like that - "

The minister’'s dark syes bored relentlessly into Leah’'s terrified bluse
ones. "The child is utterly destroyved?™

"Oh, ves, Reverend, though a more normal baby vou couldn’'t hope to
sea. My family love Bod. there's been no sin hers — %

The minister stepped back from the door. "I'm going to speak to the
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flogk,” he said ominously.

ranic seized Leah's heart. She had seen the flock in action a few
times; been part of it herself — it was safer that way. The last time had
neen nearly two vears ago when they had lvnched the Cooper family.
irembling, she shut the door and fumbled with the bolts, thern fled
pstairs.

"The minister knows - he's telling the flock now,® she cried as she
reached the landing.

Moaning with fear, Abigail clutched at the door jamb of her room,
trving to stand upright. “Why don't they lynch the one that did it? He's
the devil's spawn, not me." Tears glinted in her eyves in the reflected
torchlight from cutside.,

"Cant lynch the whole town, can they?™ snapped Martha., She had been
watching the street throwugh one of the cracks in the shutter. Now she
turned from the window and picked up Naomi, who was busy sucking the head
cf her rag doll. "Ma, come on. We're going cut the back.”

"But Abigail’'s still weak - ¢
"Ma, we can’t all die for Abigail - “
"You callous little bitch! Bhe's vour sister - ¢

"Mal cried Martha, stunog. "She's trought all this on herself. Now
come on!® Then she hurried away down the stairs, long dark hair flving
tehind her. Leah pushed back her own grizzled hair,

"I'll help you, Abigail." Supporting her eldest daughter, she started
down the stairs.

Martha lingered in the alley at the back of the house, torn by
concern.  "Oh, cems on, Ma™

Sudden creams of rage, unidentifiable as issuing from human throats,
erupted from the front of the house. There was a heavy pounding, and the
splintering of wood. Unable to wait any longer, Martha broke inte an
unsteady run, clutching her baby sister tightly.

Ablgail and her mother had reached the foot of the stairs and wers
heading along the dark passage to the rsar door when the front was broken
open. Desperately, the terrifiad women gquickened their pace as the mob
surged in and up the stairs. Leah groped for the hooks on the left hand
wall as they entered the kitchen.

The back door opened in front of them, a darker shape visible against
the blackness.

"L eaving, Abigail®?"

The vpice was familiar: Abigail choked back a scream as Michael
Morrison, whose hands had caressed so gently, reached out to enclose her
throat in a very different embrace. Then the voung man's leags folded under
him. Therz was a low groan, then silence, EBewilderesd, Abigail loocked at
her mother's indistinct shape beside her, then saw a glint of firelight on
the large knife in her mother’'s hand.

"Come on, Abigail.” Leah’s voice was perfectly sven. Togather,
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stepping over the beody on the floor., they moved ocutside. Firelight lit the
allay, reflected from the upper window. Keeping to the wall, they crept
silently by, hearing the shouts of rage above.

"Where are they?"
"Reverend, thev're gone! The devil has saved them"

Az they laft the house behind, there were shrieks of rage and the
smashing of =arthenware plates. A loud thudding began as if someona
chopped frenciedly with an axe; the orgy of destruction by the frustrated
mob had just commenced.

Hearts beating fast, the two women made off through the back strests.
"We've got to get to Samuel's place," Leah muttered.
"Ma? Ma. we can’t. They'll head there next now we've gone - "

"But we've got to warn him! We've got to - ¥ l.eah broke off as
Abigail stumbled, nearly falling. Somehow she kept her own balance and
steadied her daughter. With a sinking heart, she realised that Abigail was
too weak to reach SBamuel's in time anvway, and she couldnt lzave her,
They would have to go on and find the others.

"Forgive me, Samuel. Forgive me,)” Leah muttered as they hurried
unstaadily on, the tears rolling down her ravaged +face.

1

"Good morning, Mr. Spock."  Hirk waved towards the empty chair on his
right. HNodding., his First Officer set down his brsakfast frav and sat
down. The two men ate in companionable silence for a time, then, reaching
for hiz coffee, Kirk remarked, "Well, I've got 8 good feeling about this
mission, Spock." The Vulcan merely raised an eyebrow, but the gesture
spoke volumes., “All right, I know — nething logical to base it on. As
usual. But you must admit, my bunches have a habit of proving - "

"Sanguine?" finished Spock. FKirk nodded, smiling.
"Well, Jim, yvoure looking esxtra cheerful this morning”

Both man looked at the craggy features of the Doctor. Without waiting
for an invitation, McCoy set down his trav. "What's all thiz about
hunches, Jim?"

"The captain has just explained that he currently entertainzs a
considerable, though logically unfounded, expectation of success during our
forthcoming planetarv survey.”

"HmmMa.... PBut you must admit, Spock, that our fallible Human
intuition=s happen to work out in practice guite a bit.™

"Doctor, statistically I would compute the percentage of fulfilled
intuitions - "

"Fleazse don't,” Eirk put in, holding up his hands. When RBis two
frriends both turned to him. he explained. "I'm in far tco good a mood for
statistical arguments.” He swung round his chair and stood. "I'll see vou
for final brisfing in twenty minutes?™

The VYulcan nodded.




"Sure thing, Jim," added Mclovy cheerilvy.

With another confident smile, Firk left them and headesd for the
beidga.  On the main screen, the yellow—green planet rotated serensly,
irwocently.  Soon it would give wup its secrets,

YAll right, what've vou geot this time™ the old woman demanded,
gueenlika, from the rocking chair. As she rocked, it creaked with a dry
wizened sound - dry like the old woman's bones,

The bare-focoted wechin, her face sullen, let the ragoged curtain drop
tehing her, shutiting off a little of the noon glare. Sguinting after the
hrightness ouitside, she stepped further into the cave. Its relative
cooimess was inviting after the heat.

*Just thi=z." She held out a handful of copper coins.

"Rah! Is that all yvou've oot to show for a morning's work?"
FPegvishly, the old woman struck at the girl's hand, dashing the coins to
the dusty floor. The girl scowled as she rubbed her hand, then bent to
retrieve them.

"It's not easy, Ma. I've got to be careful.,” The old woman merely
grunted, unconvinced. "I mean it, Ma. bLook!" Insistently, the girl
thrust her hand almost under the old woman's nose.

[ Eomd

80?7 You've got an extra finger. 1 know that, girl”

"But no~one else must, remember? It gets harder, not baing noticed,
not getting caught.,” When the old woman merely raocked on, staring
impassivaly at her with watery blus eves devoid of reaction, the girl
exploded in anger. "Don't you know the riskz I take? For vou, Mal How
else would vou eat?"

The crone smiled slightly, continuing to rock herself. "1 saved vour
lite, girl. Dor't vou forget that.”

The girl frowned. "Thait’'s what yvou always say. All right, then
Tell me about it

"Why? I've told vou before. I found vou in the dump. If the rats
hadn’'t got vouw, vou'd have starved. So don't talk tc me about =ating,
missie. It's thanks fo me that vou're here at allt

"Ix that right?" The girl moved closer., bending to peer into the old
woman's lined face. Vague impressions were skating across her mind;
images, thoughts that were not hers. This had been happening more often
lately, though she had alwayvs been aware of it. Isolated from other people
because of her deformity, she had beesn most aware of it in the old woman's
presence.  And she had always been afraid of the old woman and her ready
stick, until now. Nosy, she reached out and gripped ths bony arms, abruptly
halting the old woman's rocking. Simultanecusly, she was aware of a heady
confidence, almost a recklessness.

"What are vou about, girl? Hey - ¢ Ai'igrily, the ©ld woman tried to
puil fres, to snatch up the stout walking cane propped against the table
beside her.

"ix it true? 1 want to know!™  The physical contact and thz old
woman’'s faar ware sharpening the images. They were comirng thick and fast
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nows 2 naked child, tocttering unsteadily out from beneath a torn shset of
canvas. She felt the old woman's curiosity as she had watched the baby
lose her balance and sit down heavily. Than she was inside the meamory,
reliving it as it had happened.

The old woman Jucked back Into hiding as a tawny zhape
trotited coulr and nosed affectionately at the child. The gernm
of an Idea began to Torm In her greed—daminated mind. She
claerpched her stick more tightly, her slv gaze taking Iin the
scene beftore her with growing excitement. Then she zed down
the zack of Iitems she had scavenged and ztraightened up ax
the animal trotted away to Investigate a stray =cent.

Fine little apprentice that'd mabke. The thought rose fron
the murky Jdepths of the old woman's brain and lodged itzelf
into her corsciousnezrs. MWith an apprehenszive glanpce In the
animal’s direction, zhe edged towmards the baby, who had
begun plaving happily wmith some stones, picking them up and
Fropping them.

Abruptly awmare of danger, the britch turned. Seeing the
threat to her cub, her hackles roze, her lip curling back iIn
a =rarl. Unaware of her surroundingz, the baby continued
plaving.

Growmling savagely, the bitch bounded formard and sprang.

Desperately, the old woman lashed out with her stick. Here
by chance than Jdesign zhe caught the bitch a blom on the
head, stunning her. Reeling, the animal ztumbled, never
szeping the stick that Jdescended agafn, thisz time to break
her =iull.

The baby leocked up, hearing the velp and the thud, Tollowed
by the old wmoman's Trenried breathing. Hanting the
comtorting warath of fur, she tried to stand. Instead, she
was swung Into the air and clutched to a bony bozson that was
zathed In harsh cloth. She began te cry as the woran
chuckled gleefully.

The memory abruptly segued into a later scens. She
recognised the familiar cave. The old wmoman, In the act of
wrapping the child in a warw blanket., halted In zhock,
lopking down at the tiny Tistsz that beat acgainst the air.
Then, ignoring the child's cries, she grasped one fizt and
forced It open.

7
o

SIX TIngers... One of the dewvil's spawmn, gh?Y For a
noment, the woman felt a chill of foreboding; better to get
rid of the c¢hild right away. But then she reconzidered.
“Hell, IT you're already the Jdewil's, vou'll take to thisz

lite ail the better.” The cackled, suddenly amuszed, “Mavbe
six fingers will make you a better thief?”

The girl relinquished he=r hold on the old woman's arm and stepped
back, the world coming siowly back into focus for her. As it did so, her

narmally suyllen face set into smouldering anger.

"Child, what's the matier? The old woman's voice was tremulous: a
mote of fear among her confusion.

Wouadiilled her,  The dog. She saved my life - not vouw”



Bewilgered, the old woman struagled ocut of the chair and grabbed her
stick to supporit herself. "But, child, how could a dog bring you up?
You'd bhe an animal by now. Who'd bave taught yvou to talk, to walk upright?
You've been far better off with me. I've looked after yvou well, haven't

Tran

Her whining voice faltered as the qirl stepped closer. Fearfully, she
paised the stick to strike as she had done so many times before.

This time, the girl's strong brown arm flashed out and her hand
orasped the stichk, wresting it from the old woman's clawlike hand.
"Hetter?  Thieving for yvou? Being beaten, half starved - " The girl's
+ace wasz horribly transformed from 1ts habitual withdrawn expression -
twisted with rage.

“BETTER?” She shrieked the word, bringing the stick down.
Instinctively, the old woman ducked: the stick hit her across the back.
Screaming in a high, thin voice, the old woman collapsed, throwing up her
hands to shield her head. The stick descended again, inexoprable, as if it
nossessed a terrible life of its own. The old woman's brittle bones were
o match for ity her neck broke instantly.

Breathing heavily, the girl waited for the world to zome back into
focus. At last she moved, locking down at the broken stick inm her hand.
She frowned, trving to understand, then noticed the bundle of rags on the
floor. White hair draped the stick-like shgulders, a gnarled, scrawnhy hand
protruded from beneath the ragged shawl.

"No.." The girl shook her hesd, refusing to acknowledge what she had
done. Then she flung down the stick amd backed away to the curtained
rdoorway, With a choked cry of anguish, she tore outside into the sunlight.

e
e

"This schematic shows the position of Salem’'s twin townships.*

The personnal grouped around the briefing room table turned to study
the illuminated screens at its centre. Two red dots represented the known
settlements on Salem’'s northern continent. Above them, roughly eguidistant
+rrom both. was a blus dot.

"at first, communication with the few merchant ships that entered this
sector was maintained," Spock continued. “But fifty point zero nine vears
after the colony was first established. the settlers failed to respond to
the signal of a passing merchant vessel. Its persomnel logged the fact,
but were disinclined to investigate.

YAz were evervong else - until now” Kirk added.

"a4t the time that contact was lost, these two townships ware the only
ones astablished - the older., New Zion, and a few years later, MHew
Hazareth. The nuclsar power plant which they had transported to the planet
was situated ten kilometers beyvond New Zion and twelve point seven five
kilometers from the other onet

"A little too close for comford, Spock,” McCoy broke in. "Those
reactors weren't erxactly well known for their reliability.”

"Indeed. Cur sensors show a higher level of radiation within the
icinity of the power plant and the townships than elzewhere — indicative

ot an accident at the power plant.”
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"and the orobable cause for the loss of contact. Apart from the toll
on Human life, they obtained all their energy from that reactor,” Kirk
commented,

"Where were they cbtaining their uranium?! Scottvy asked.

"From a mine in the hills to the west of New Zion," Spock replied.
“The presence of a small deposit there seems to have governed thair
decision to setile in this region. The workings now appear deserted and
derelict — consistent with having been abandoned since the acrident.”

"What about the medical conseguences of radiation leakage, Bones?"

“Well, Jim, they seem to have staved where they were - accoarding to
Spock’s sensor readings. There's a small population in New Nazareth, a
larger one in the other town — about five hundred or so. The initial death
toll would depend on the prevailing winds, precipitation and so forth, but
the likely outcome is a high level of genetic damage throughout the
population.”

"Hmm... There's another possible hazard too, gentiemen. This calony
consisted of a fundamentalist religious sect who left Earth to escape what
they saw as a Bodless society. They may resent our intrusicn, so we'll
nave tg tread carefully.

"Well, in that cas=, Jim.."” McCoy glanced aside at the First
Officer. "Moo offence, Spock, but isn't it possible.. I mean, with all
the possible disruption and all.. They might think you're Satan?!

Spock raised an evebrow. "Do you think that a likely passibility,
Doctor? FPerhaps it would be better if [ were to remain aboard.”

Smiling ruetully, Hirk shook his head. “Out of the question, Spock.
We meed vou too much on this one. Adnyway, contact with Yulcan had already
been made by the time these colonists left Earth. EBut to keep Bones happy,
we'll get Stores to rustle up something... concealing.”

Spock’s other evabrow rose to join its fellow, but he refrainsd from
further comment. Kirk, knowing how his friend's sensitive sars were
irritated by constraining headgear, silently svmpathized. "Satisftied,
Boneg?"

The docteor nodded sheepishly.

"There is the added complication, Captain, of a rift between the two
communitises - over a matter of religious observancs, 1t appears. It was
that which caused the esitablishment of the second townshig. According to
records left by the ships with which they traded, the inhabitants were
still co-operating over the uranium mining and the maintenance of the poOwer
plant, but there was no social contact betwesen the towns."

The others digested thiszs additional information of Spock’s. Kirk eved
the schematic again, "Strange.. The way they staved in the area after
the accident; they must have realised the danger.

McCoy shrugoed. "It's possiblz that thev viewsd it as a punizshment
from Sod, Jim - something thay had to suffer." Hirk nodded, turning the
suggestion over in hizs mind. "Talking of which.. I'va got the
anti-radiation shots all ready," McCov added.

Firk threw himself out of his mood of inkrospection. "Right., If

re no further guestions...? Landing party will azsembls in the
porter rgom in thirty minuetes. Dismissad.

-
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&s the othersz filed oui, MzDoy lingered behind. 9"Etill feeling lucky,
T+
)

JimT™ At Mirk's answering snmile, the Doctor grinned. "8Blad to hear 1
Maybe my services won't be nesded. then - Jjusi this once!"

The musty silence of the deserted, decaving house was disturbed by the
nanaging of a shutter, then the cresaking of floorboards protesting at the
waight of human feet after so long. EBEreathing hard, the girl floppad down
im a darkened corner and waited for her pounding heart o slow. Dust rose
az sha sat, catching at her throat and making her cough.

She mhad run all the wav from the cave, but had not succeeded in
lesving her guilt behind., Again, she saw the old woman in her memory, the
hroken body sprawled awkwardly on the dusty floor, ong splintered half ot
the walking cane lying across it

"Oh, Ma," she groaned, burying her head in her hands. Whan she had
witnessed the sld woman's memories, something inexplicable had taken
nossession of her — a blinding rage that had surged up at the death of her
mother—-surrogate. Npw she could believe the stories that the old woman had
tonld her, stories that she in turn had heard in the dark little clapboard
church. There wers forces of evil - devils — that could possess human
seings; surely that explained what had happened to her. Terrified, she
pushed the thought away, to consider what she had learned. The scrawny
dogs that alwavs came whining round everyone, begging for food, had never
repalisd hery; she had never felt an wrge to cuff them away like the old
woman — like the people she saw on the street. She now knew why. But what
was the explanation for her link with the old womany +for the brief surges
af emotion that she sometimes experienced, that always seemed to come from
outside herself? Could those be sent by devils? Terrible anger.. and now
the old woman was dead. And she had been right: what did a dog matter?

The girl pulled out the coins she had stolen earlier and turned them
mver in her hand, despairing. Who would use them to buy food for her? CShe
it her lip to hold back tears of self—pity: the coins were useless.
Angrily, shs dashed then to the floor where they clattered noisily.

Instantly frightaned that they might have besn heard, she got up and peered
through the warped shutters.

Outside, the town shimmered under its afternoon haze. A few people
moved listlessly along the dirt road below, but none spared a glance at the
abandoned house. Relieved, she stepped away. Most people would be indoors
now, sheltering from the heat: it was past mid-day, and she had not yet
eaten., Hunger rumbled insistently in her belly. She sat down again to
turn the alternatives over in her mind, the barz {facts.

Firstly, she could return to the cave and eke out a precariouws living
an what she could trap or harvest. Secondly, she could make her guarters
in one of the abandoned dwellings in town and sneak out at night to steal.
Thare were a few garden plots where vegetables were grown by the more
affluent citizens, and there were the farms outside town. But winter would
coms:  the rains would fall unceasingly and nothing could then be
cultivated., Thern, she would have to take many risks to steal from the
barns where the town's vittles would be stored. And they would be well
guarded...

She couldn't ignore the seriousness of her plight. If she couldn't
steal the dried meat, the corn and all the other things the old woman had
bought for them both, she would starve. Game was scarcer in winter, unless
she was willing to go far afield inde=sd, and she had a deep =eated
reluctance o do that., The wilderness bevond New Zion was infestsd with
monsters, or so the townsfolk believed.. Butr now that she was growing
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oalder, theft was becoming more and more risky, even in summer. Feople
didm't overlock her as thevy had done when she had been vounger and smaller.
She couldn't use her favouwrite ploy any longer - edging close to food
ztalls in the market while shamming absorpiion in childish games.

Well, thare was one other possibility: the gther town to the esast, on
the plateau. She had learned — the hard way — not to talk about it when
the old woman had cufted her +for her pains. But she had learnsd that the
Noew Zioners belisved it a place of evil, Sometimes she had seen grev
smudgss rising from ity the smoke from cookfires, surely? Unlike the old
woman who had always carefully averted her eves froam it, the girl had felt
an odd attraction drawing her gare towards it. It had seemed an inviting
refuge as well as a place of childhood terrors. If it was truly a place of
evil, how could it harm her whemn she already bore a Mark like the man Cain
in the storvy?

Yoz, the possibility sgemed increasingly attractive by the moment.
VYerv well.,. As scon as 1t was dark, then..

——

L—

The landing party materialised at the foot of the plateau. In the
distance they could see the lime of foothills that rose to the west, and
the dark biotch part way uwup that marked the position of New Zion. The
river, descending through the hills, emerged onto the plain about two
kilometers away., and wound eastward, by—passing the northern end of thes
plateauw so that both townships were on the sgouth side of the river. 7o the
morth, the spur of high ground where the power plant had been bullt was
lost in the blue distance. The people heres had built on high ground, Kirk
knaw, because winter floods had inundated their +irst, temporary, camp.
Btill, he also knew that they had continued to take advantage of the low
grounds greater, flood-brought +fertility by farming the plain. From where
he now stood, however, he could see no sign of cultivation even though it
was high summer in this latitude. Ferhaps the picture would becomes clsarer
when seen from higher ground - or perhaps agriculture had been abandoned
after the accident?

Tricorders were out, registering background radiation which was still
considerably higher than the natural level found =lsewhars on this
continent. Firk eved the gently sloping hillside above him, that steepsned
agradually towards the summit. What would be found wup there, he wonder=zd;
& viabkle though struggling community or a population of genetically wounded
individusls? Taking charge of the landing party, h= led the wavy as they
commenced their climb.

The heat, at first pleasant, grew more oppressive with their
axartions. However, a refreshing breeze sprang up as they went higher.
Finaily they halted to gather their strength for the last stage of the
zlimb; thankfully, a sheort ons,

*Spectacular view, eh, Jim™ Mcloy sat down on the slope beside Kirk.
Mirk nodded, sguinting against the bright afternoon sunshine. His

garlier good spirits had not evaporated: he was finding exercise in the
opsn alr invigorating after the confinement of shipboard life. Even the

canfirmation of his earlier impression - revealed from this height the
plain was a featureless tract of greenery unrelieved by dirt tracks or
cheguered +figlds - did not daunt him.

Rezted, they set out on the final l=2g of the climbh. The rock facsa,
though inclired to crumble & little, provided many foot and hand holds and
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#as not stesp enough to reguire mountaineering gear. Soon they werz a2t the
top and regaining their oreath while they made another tricorder scan.

Spread out before them, the summit waz scrub covered, with sporadic
clumps of trees that broke up the skyline. There was no 5ign of New
Nazareth, so they s=t aoff, alert but not unduly wary., Befora long, Spock
reported that he was registering a cluster of wooden buildings up ahead.
There were alsc life form readings nearby: humanoid but not distinctly
Human.

"What do vou make of if, Bones?

“I don't know, Jim.The readings are too clossly related to Human ones
for this to bs a coincidence. It could be evidence of the genetic damage
wa expacted.t

"Right." Kirk looked round at the faces of his team: Spock, Mclov,
Boertz the historian, the bright-eved and eager face of Shiels,
xenobinlogist, on hiz first landing party duty. BEehind Shiels, the two
security guards, confident but raeady for any trouble, wers casually
watching the undergrowth around the party. "It seems we've found the
pecpie we're looking for. Thaey'll be frightened - possinly hostile - ap
it's up to us to be as unthreatening as possible.” Satisfied that they
wara calm but alert - they were a good team, he already knew - Kirk led
them forward. .

Befare long, a ramshackle group of wooden dwellings came into View.
At first sight, thay were obviously rotten, leaning drunkenly against sach
other. Two rows faced sach other ACrOss an sxpans2 of weeds and bushes
that had once been a street,

It was this decaving town that first took their notice. But then theay
realised that a cleared patch in the foreground was occupied by a
ssmi~circle of roughly made skin tents. t its centre, a cooking pot
bubbled over an copen fire. The camp was deserted, however.

"Thev're hers, Captain, but out of sight - behind the houses," Spock
said guietly.

Nodding, Kirt stespped forward, spreading his hands to show that he
held no weapon. “We mean yau no harm," he began. "We're friends - come to
help yvou." He felt the back of his neck tingle warningly but did not look
behind: that would show fzar and probably doom their efforts from the
start. "Your ancestors came from a world - a place ~ calied Earth. So do
wa.  We've heard that vou need help, and we've come here to help yvou."

A groan from bebind finally did make him turn.

Shiels was sprawled on the grass, a humped form Crouching over him, a
club in its hand. Others stood around, dressed in skins and levelling
their spears and stone knives at the chests of the landing party. The two
security guards had been immobilised by strangleholds. Sensing more, Kiri
spun to face the camp.

A semi-circle of ragged men and women were ciosing in one him, all
armed. Fesling helpless, Kirk slowly raised his hands to signify that fhe
would not resiszte,

Fain axploded at the back of hiz skull. instantly, darkness rushed o)
to meet him and closed over his head like a black river.
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Light - ruddy behind hiszs evelids. £ pounding at the back of his skull
that peasked to agony then. mercifully, began to subside. He opensd hiz
2ves with caution, wincing at the glare of firelight, angd found that he was
lying on bare earth, packed hard by the impact of feet over many vears.
Fushing himseld up onte his =lbows, he tilted his heaad back with care, not
wishing to reawaken the headache of a moment ago, and saw a skin—clad
Flgure standing sover him.

"SBtay where vou be, bloocd eater.”

The top of a spear pressed against his chest. Sguinting, he made out
# lined face framed by tangled dark hair. He glanced to either side, and
at the other members of the landing party sitting beside him. & man was
crouching behind Goeriz, the historian; Kirk saw him loock up and nod to
the woman before moving on to one of the security quards. He unwound a
dtrip of what looked like rawhide from his own arm and began to tie the
guard's writst.

“Why should blood eaters be zao far from home? The woman's voice was
mocking, but, underneath, Kirk detected a note of anxiety.

"We came to talk. We want to help vou -

The woman spat at his feet. "When did blood zaters ever help us? You
skulk in vour town, afraid of yvour own shadows."

A man, heavily built, his face obscured by fuzry dark bair, stood
beside her. Now he spoke. "There's more of them than us, Rachel. That's
why we decided to keesp away, long ago”

"Yesz, ves, I know,” the woman snapped and the other drew back. Eirk
cowld now see a band of skin clad figures - about thirty or so in all -
grouped around them. All held spears of stone knives, =veing the prisoners
with f2ar and hatred. For the moment, fe2ar appeared to have the upper hand
~ but for how long would that last?

Somz of the individuals were short - dwarves or children, Firk was not
gquite sure, but all had the same hostile, adult face. He had the suddern
insight that there was no childhood here as he understood it. Ard was this
band dying ocut? Unless a number of them were away from camp, there were
only about thirty individuals. After all, how many penpls could be
supported by living off the land without farming - and how many children
weare born too badly deformed to live?

The man who had heen tying up the security guard now moved to Kirk,
pulling his arms roughly behind him. The Captain steeslsd himself not g
react as the sinews bit tightly into his wrists.

"What do we do with them, Rachel? It was the heavily built man who
vantured to speak. He did not appear obviously mutated, but the voluminpus
and ili-smelling skin garment that he wore concealed most of his body.

"Thev'll be slaves — like the women. She aved Shiels, who lav to
Firt's right, still unconssious., Hirk recalisd the sight o+ Shiels
sprawled on the ground, & humped figure crouchad over hime 'We'll see if
he still lives in the morning. It would not be proper now the sun is
dowi”

Firt's fest had now besn lashed together. The man who had tisd him
maved on to MzCavy.

"Wait!" the doctor said. "That man iz injured - I am a Healer., Let
me tend him,"
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The man behind him locked guestioningly at Rachel.

"N, we ghall wailt for first light., I he wakes by then, you may tend
him. Qtherwise.." 5She began to tuwrn away in dismissal, swinging her body
round. Kirk realised that her leg was twisted.

.
.

"Rachel, wait!®

She twned back to sse the cause of the alarm and saw Spock slowly
removing the cap he wore. UOne of the men raised a spear butt to strikes him
but Rachel grabbesd the mean’s arm. As Spock lowered his hands, holding the
cap, gasps of amazement sounded from the band.

LT3

"He iz Markesd -
- pne af us!”

Whispers swept through the crowd as fire through dry grass. Rachel
segmed unperturbed, however. only eveing Spock with wariness. “"Brother?
Why keep such company? These be zsons of Adam, not Cain

-
|

hey are good men. They wish only to help you.™

A hard gleam grew in Racheal's eyes. "Now [ understand.” She raised
ner voice. "We have a traitor hereg!"

There ware marmurs of outrags, that grew to shouts. "Eill him' Eill
the traitori™

Rachel flung up an arm. “Silence!” Slowly the noise died. "We shall
consider this in the morning. Tonight, thevy will be guarded. Suzanna and
Mark - vouwll take +irst watch.”". There were nods of agreement though some
murnurs of discontent continued. "First, we shall =zat and slesp. This is
a wesighty matter — it must bz thought ont

With that the band drifted away and began to sit down around the firs.
Two women, one fair, the other dark, moved among them, handing out roughly
made bawls full of broth. Tied hand and foot, Kirk and the others received
only a few sips of water From a bowl held by the dark haired woaman.

After the meal, Rachel ordered that the prisoners be tethered to make
them more secure. Longer lengths of hide rope were produced and tied
around sach man’s neck, eucept Shiels, and then fastened toc small wooden
29z that were hammered into the earth with stones. The band then filed
to their tents, leaving only the two guards and the two ‘women who had
erved the meal. Both women fastesned tethers round their own necks before
vying down to sleep, causing Kirk to wonder how long they had been held
captive. A lorg ftime, he judged, to be 5o conditioned to obedience. Hs
would have tried to spesak to them, ask about New Zion, but they were on the
other side of camp and the two guards sat close by, spsars across their
knaes and faces hostile. Insteasd, he contented himseld with murmuring to
Spock. "Nice try. Fity it didn't pay ofs.®

0

—
3

mn

—
<

"It may have slightly tilted the balance imn our favour, Captain. The
woman is not entirely unreasonable or she would have killed us outright.
Farhaps in the morning...”

"Shiels may not last that long," McCoy whispered angrily. “4ll the
reason in the world wont fix a fractursd skull.”

Eirk had bzen attempting, wuncbirusively, to work his wrists free, but .
now Mad to give up. "My bonds are too tight..  Any luck with yvours,
Spogk™"
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"hNegativea.

Firk glamced at the cther members of the party and they shook their
heads. "Then there's nothing we car do. Bones, except wait for morning
Like Spock said

"Mavbe Scotty -

"He has his orders. Npo landing parties that might alarm the
colonists. bBesides, he knows it might not be possible to make contact for
some tim=2 once we got here. I'm afraid we're strictly on our own®

£

Fmife tightly clutched in her fist, the girl moved through the stunted
bushes at the foot of the plateau. t would soon be lights; already a
mauwve glow crowning the western hills told her that the sun was cliimbing
behind them.

It was with great reluctance that she had decided to return to the
cave before zunszel: she had needed the supplies of food and ithe knife.
Averting her eyves from the corpssa, she had gathersd up the things she
neaded and plunged out into the evening coolness. hNow she was tired,
having walked all night ~ walked further than she ever had in her life -
rnerves jangling at every cry of a might creature, sverv rustie in the
bushes. No one ever laft the town at night: evil spirits lurked in the
outer dark, =ager to trap the unwary., It was too wild, too open - since
the Wrath of God, no—one had even dared to venturs down to the formerly
rizh farmlands, leaving the crops to die unharvested, and the land to
revert to its former state.

There was something else that zhe had noticed bsside the eserie sounds
and unzean pressnces; for the first time in her life she had felt really
alone — still did - and her mind felt empty without the subdued murmur of
other minds. That had been a background ncise she had been unuware of
until now, when it was gone. The fszar of last night had drained her of
emotion so that, now, she could feel only a weak sense of relief at the
nearness of haer goal. She began to climb carsefully, pausing often for
bresth.

w the time she reached the top, it was fully light, though 2 vestige
of darkness still clung to the lowlands. Locking westwards, she trisd to
distinguish the town she had known for so long, but the sun was in her
@ves, blotting it out. S0 she climbed into the heart of some bushes to eat
her meal of drvy bread and a littie cheesse, washed down with water from the
capped bottle that had been the old woman's. Idily, she traced its
discolouwrad surface with one forefinger, wondering what it was made of —
ot wooed, @ mgtal - not even glass., for she had seen that in old Ma
Crawfords shop window. A lot of things in New Zion had no sxplanation -
arcl pesople werg not encouraged to leok for one. She replaced the bottle

r shoulder bag made of sacking and hoisted it back onto her
shoulder befors continuing on her way.

By now, her emoticons had been revitalised by the rest and refreshment
so that she felt a3 growing nervousness, zupecting something to leap out
from evary bush she passed. She was not sure now what she expected to find
here; people like herself, or monsters? Her heart was bsating faster with
hopes and asppreshension.

At last evidence of other people cames in sight - a town. Instantly
afraid, she stopoed. A town meant peccle whoss tolsrance would never
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encompass one like her. She must hides she had made a dangesraus mistake.
At thz same momant that these thoughts cross=d har mind, she became aware
o0+ a familiar pressures, also:  one she mad been free of during her long

journey. Fzople ~ very closea. Terrified, she crouched down low and ranp
for the shelter of some nearby bushes. There she waitsd, listening. A
murmur 0f voices sounded from the dirsction of the town -~ digtant laughter,

also. Ferhnaps they hadn't seen her? Heartened, she crept closer, keeping
te cover, a

Az she drew nearer to the town, she saw that the houses were neglected
- darelict. Then a camp of skin shelters came into view: what were thesy
called? Thev had been in the stories that the old woman usad to tell her -
=tories that came from the Bogk, the cld woman zaid. She had never
botheraed to remember: what did the Book have to say ta her? She was
supposed to be a blasphemy against 1t.

Figures: one2 was throwing wosd onto a fire and hooking a pot over it
Drawn by curiosity, she edged yet nearer. Yos, she could haar their words
now. They wersa taunting and Jeering at someone; sha couldnt see for the
~owd. 0On the other side of the camp, two women were sitting dejectedly on
the ground, rope tethers fastened round their necks and secured to stakes
in front of them. Their hands were not bound, bBut perhaps thay knew, from
Litter experience, that gscape was futile?

A sudden gap in the group of skin-clad peaple revealed a glimpse of
their victims. All wore brightly coloured shirts - odd in itszelf, to ong
who waz uzed to faded and patched clothing. The colours formed a vivid
eontrast to the dull browns of their captors’ skin garments.

Another movement of the crowd cut off the girl's view again.
Frustrated and wanting to see more, she dared to creeo closer =till until
she was level with the crowd, and peered through a gap between two of th
=kin shelters. At last! Now she had a clear view of the prisoners. UOne
waz lying as if dead or deeply unconscious, his head piliowed on the kneess
af another, a craggy—faced man. The iniured man’s hair clung damply to his
forehead, his face curiously vulnerable and very veoung looking. The man
who was tending to him was speaking boldly to the crowds

"Do you understand me? Thizs man iz very sick - he needs tending. I
can help him if vou’ll give back the +things you took from me, Plegase -
those thimgs can't harm vou, they're only medicine,"

The girl listened intently; his accent was strange, bub she coula
understand him The crowd responded by shouting more insults. ‘Rlaod
sater ssemed most prominent. Ones of the figures jabbed at bim with the
butt of a spear. But he was not cowed. And the other prisoners: althouch
their hands and feet were tied, they had grouped themselves protectively
around the injuwred mam. An odd mixture of emotions filled her. Thosz men
mus=t be unMarked to be treated thus, yet, traitrously, her svmpathies were
going out to them for their courage and obvious concsrn for their friend.
She shook her head in bewilderment.

The figure who had jabbed at the craggy-faced man now directed her
spzar butt at one of the others. "Thev'll learn manners soon gnough," she
zaid. She sczmed to be speaking to a burly, bearded man beside her.

"What sbout hiz® the man ashked, nodding towards the injured man.

Wes, wa must decide.” The woman turned to the others. "Coma’  Bhe
meckonad them to one side and they followsd, muttering and alamcing
omimnously at the oriscrers. The girl strained to Mear what was being said,
Sk could not make out their words. One; however, gesturad towards the
cooking pot over the firepr the gesture apparently meant somathing to the
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others, since they nodded in agreemsnt. The woman spoke again, louder.

"Sithough their fiesh is not ows. yet God will not punish us for it.
iz will grant us this revenge. Let the bloocd ester’'s strength become our
mwr.' Tharse was & chorus of agreement, then the corowd moved back to the
mrisoners

*Wait! What are vou doing - ¢ the craggy—faced man chiected as the
unconscicus man was lifted. A sp=ar was levelled at his chast, then he was
seized from behind. The others struggled to stand, but their bonds
prevented them.

The young man did not react as he was carried away from the camp. The
girl wondered it he perhaps was dead, atter all. She watched as the woman
who appeared to be in charge stopped to untie the halter of one of the
tathered women prisoners. She glanced at the burly man who was waiting for
e, "You have the sacrificial knife?

In responss, he direw it from his belt and orinned, The woman nodded,
satisfied. Both turmed toc follow the rest of the band, leaving two guards
with spears, one of whom still held the craggy-—+taced man sscurely.
Fuzzled, the girl frowned and wondered where they were going.

"ahigail! Come back! Abigail™ The other female prisoner was
climbing to her feet and fumbling with the fastening of her tether as she
shouted after the departing figures. Cuwrsing, the woman turned and limped
back, striking her heavily across the mouth. Bhe fell to thes ground,
ciutching her mouth and moaning. YAbigail, now.. It's murder. You'll go
to hell for sure.”

The girl stared in horror.  Suddenly, svervyihing - the gesture towards
the ceooking pot, the words she had heard - came together. Simultanecusly,
the male prisoners came to the same conclusicn. "Mool We came here to help
vou!  Dent kill bim, he's only & boy. If vou must take a life, take mine!

It was a man in a yellow shirt whe had shouted. Gngrily, one of the
muards brutally kicked him. The woman in charge merely watched
dizpassionately, then twned and followed the rest of the band.

Mumbed, tha girl! tried to understand. Her mind shied away from the
thought of what those people — her people - were doing at this moment.
d, she considered the man in yvellow., Why should he offer his life
a Sme could not understand. But these people.. At close
guarters, he— Had s=em the humps and other dedforaities beneath the rough
smelly garments., UOne individual lacked an army  another’'s face had
bzen covered in lumpyvy profrusions. All were her kin - all baore the Mark of
. . t set them apart from those born in Bod's image. And vet.. They
could do thiz. How could she Jjoin such people?

{hs at heart, she backed away, deener intg the bushes, and slipped
away. She rejected them now, bhut she knew that hunger would soon drive her
back to them. She had nowhare elze 10 00w

-

It was early the next morning before the girl finallv slunk back
towards the camp. Bhe hoped that they had finished their arizly meal;
that sh2 would not be forced to partake of it. The very thought made her
naussous.  Aporoaching throwgh the bushes, she crent closer to the side of
the camp where the malz prisonars wers tethsred. Hearing a voice, shsa
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she stopped: the azcent was strangs, and she realized that it was one of
the strangers speaking. Edging still closer, she peered through a cap in
the leaves. Yes, 1t was the vellow—shirted man, she saw; well built,
muscular. He wouldn't have locked out of plage in & farmetr’'s patched and
sarth—stained shirt and trousers.

"Bones, it I'd only done momethinge. 1 should have realised! He
wazs talking to the older, craggy-—featursd man whose shirt was blue. Twd
other men in red shirts and another in a blue shirt were lying ne2arby,
stiil asleep. Then, with & shock, the girl noticed another blue—shirted
man, Marked like herselt. Why had he beesen made a prisoner? He must have
allied hims=214 to theses sons of Adam, she decided - after all, he wore the
same strange garments. But that was a further pugzle, for they sesmed to
accept him — he was with them, sesmingly egual. Their normal reaction
would have been to stone him or hang him $from a tree.

The older man was speaking now, "There was nothing vouw couldve dons,
Jim. You can't blame vourszelfd for any of this — vou mustn'ht. How zould
anyone have foreseesn cannibalism..." His face twisted in disgust but he
continued. "One thing's for sure; these people don't want our help.
They've been so badly aftected by the radiation they wouldn't even be able
to understand us."

"The other community may have been less severely contaminated. It
was the third man who spoke, the one who was Marked.

Was,” the man in the vyellow shirt - JiaT - agreed hesavily.
"Eravailing winds... It might have escaped such a heavy fall-out.”

I+ their society is still intact, they might be able to accept our
help," persistsd the Marked one: the girl decided to call him Fointed Ear
for the momsnt. She sensed that, in some odd way, he wasz tryving to comfork
Jim. Ferhaps it was working, for he now nodded.

"ou're right, Spock. But first we have to escape.”
ght,s &P i

Abruptly, the flap of one of the skin sheltsrz opernsd and a figure
gmerged; the woman that the girl had seen the previous dav, the one who had
been in charge. &She limped forward, twisting her body awikwardly. The girl
had noticed the woman's disability before but the svents in the camp had
driven it from her mind: now she glanced down at her own six—fingered
hands. For the first time, she realissed how fortunate she had been,
instead of cursing her ill-luck. She had never known how lightly afflicted
she was until she had seen these cothers. “"Well, are vou ready to obey
now?™ the woman asked. The men remained silent, though thevy kept their

heads down, trying to appear cowed. "You would not eat with us vasterday.”
"e couldn't,” It was Jim who spoke.

"l do not understand vour kindg, blood eater. How may yvour dead live
in spirit otherwisa? It is vour kind who =in, not us." She looked at
Fointed Ear. "But yvou — vou're Marked, like us. Why not join us?

Fointed Ear declined to answer. With a scowl, the woman hobbled away
and snatched up a spear from where it was propped against a sheiter.

Impulsively, with an unformed notion of saving the stranger, the girl
stepped from hiding. She resalissed her mistake az the woman spun, guick +or
21l her apparent clumsiness, and hetted her spear as if to throw it. The
girl's throat closed up in terror and she prepared hers2lfd to run but the
woman slowly lowered the wsapon. The girl was suddenly aware of sweaat
lying cold on har skin in the early morning air.
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"8o. More of yvou - how many more?! The woman eved her suspiciously
before raising her voice. “Jethra! Jethro, out here — guick.”

The large beardec man that the girl remembered from the previous day
gmergsd fram the woman's own shelter, stopping as he caught sight of the
girl.  “Well, weill.. Fretty little thing, isn't she?™ His grin faded at
the woman's answering scowl

Caretfullv, the girl raised one hand, spreading the fingers. She =zaw
the shock in their eves.

"BEv Gabriel! She's Marked, same asz us.” e woman's scowl
disappeared, replaced by an uncertain smile. She stepped forward, her
vizice morg kindly. "Where do vou come from, girl™

"The cther ftown.”

The smile changed to a suspicious frown. "They kill all miztakes over
there - so they told us." She pointed to the women captives who weare still
asleep.

“Not me. An old woman +found me in the dump and raiszed me. I worked
for her and she sheltered me - hid me."

"Why come heres, then?"

"Ehe died,” the girl answered shortly. Her instinct for
self-presarvation cautioned her, "I heard that people like me lived here."
You're right welcome," Jethro eagerly asserted, then saw the
disapproving look from the woman beside him. "She’ll be a good hunter," he
said defensively. "She's hardly Marked at alln

“Aye, she’'s that," the weoman conceded. To the girl, she said, "We all
work here, you understands” The girl nodded. "Sgod. I'm Rachel and this
here’'s Jethro. What's vour name, child?™

The girl shrugged, keeping her gaze off the man; she didn't like that
look in his eves. "The old woman called me Hamnah.

"Hannah, then.”

"What - what you said about hunting — vou'll have to teach me. I only
know how to set traps, snares for rabbits and such.”

The ooupla locked at sach cther in astonishment., "Mow do they live in
that town?' Rachel exclaimed.

"Well, they grow crops and make things. Then they bartar *hem or buy
other things - with monev." 8She realised from their blank looks that her

words mearnt little to them.

-
"Tha women told us something like that, but we didn't believe them.
But since vou savy it it must be trust

Confused, the girl suddenly realised that Rachel must bs referring to
the priseners. "khy didn't you believe tham?!

"All blocd saters are liars, child., You remember that.”

Jdethro, who had edged closer, now patted her shoulder. "We'll scon

teach vou to hunt, Hanmah, don't vou fret vourszelf He turned aside o
ert2r one of the sheitsrs: grumts and guerying tones of voicas sounded from
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within as he shook the orrupants awaks., Then the girl felt Rachel’'s hand
on her arm, the strong fingers digging in with bruising foroe.

"o thing you should understand, Hannah., it voure staving with us =
Jethre's my man Wincing against the paim, the girl nodded. The last
thing she wanted Was Jethro: just the way he 1oaked at her made her fesl
nervous. "Gopd.”  Rachel released her arm as S0OmE of the Marked ones began
filing outside. They stared in surprise at the newcomer. mare of them
appearing as Jethro moved from shelter to shelter.

mlarnnah bere savs they don’t hunt in the other town. We call tham
nlood esters’, but perhaps wWa should now cail them ‘grass paters’”

Laughter grested Rachel’'s suggestion.

The girl felt an obscure urge to defend hew Zion. "They don't need Lo

Runt — thay have tams animals for meat — and milk, roo. They have eggs and
make butter and cheessa..” MHer voice trailed off as she realized that,

once again, she was up against incomprehension. "Do you only eat meat
here?

"No, we gather roots and berries too. You won't tack for anything,"
Rachal asszured her. Numbly, the girl tried to smile as the skin—clad
figures crowded round her and prodded at her with grimy, broken finger
nails. frar a while, they lost interest, and drifted away, some picking
up baskeits woven from bark strips for gathering plant food. Most ot the
others gathersd spgars for hunting. EBefore they left with Rachel and
Jathro at their head, Rachel spake to her. "Stay in camp today, Hannah,
and help the others prepara the food. Do whatever they ashk."

The girl was careful to keep her resentment hidden: was she only
exchanging one raskmaster for many? BFut she consoled herself with the
thought that she was young and strong — and not misshapen. In time, she
could climb to & positicn of trust, perhaps even leadear.

Then the hunting party was gone, together with those who carried the
baskets. The girl looked raund apprenensively at those who had staved
mahind, but none seemed eager tp give her an order. The two women capiivas
had wakensd up and been given a hide which they were pounding wit
water—polished stones — to make it more supple, she supposad. 0On the other
side of camp, people ware gewing more skins together or chipping at bone
with knives of stone, while keeping an unobirusive watch on the male
prisgoners.  The two women, however, were it seemed peing left to their own
devirss, Curious, she sidled over to them. Like their captors., they wora
roughly sewn skins, though theirs weres more irty and thraadbare. Their
hands wers red and roughensd with hardship, their hair +angled. DOne, her
blonde hair greying appeared to be in her garly—to—mid thirties; almost an
oid woman, in fact. Most people in New Zion died in their forities,
although & +few individualz enjoyesd greatar longavity — Reverand Forester
and the old woman wara axamples that sprang to mind. BSuiltily, the girl's
mind shisd away from thoughts of the old woman. Instead, she studied the
other prisaner, whose dark hair was beginning to be streaked with white:
the girl guessed her age at about twenty—six. She sguatted down beside
her, meeting the other’'s wary gaze. Thne other woman continued to pound
mindiezsly on the hide, her gai= blarka

"Mow long have you been hera?™

he dark—hairad woman blinked, surprized by such an opening.
SUMMErS.”

vThat's a long time. Why come hare, though — you're not Marksd?™

The womarn lauahed mirthlassly. "Come of them found us — browught us
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here. Abigail had a Marked child®

The girl frownsd, momentarily puzzlsd, then rempembored the woman's
hout the previous dav. She glanced aside at &bigail. but the blende woman
till showed no awareness of her presence.

uE o

"Waou're one of tham but vouw don't look it." The dark-haired woman's
voica brought the girl's attention back to her. In reply, she held up one
hand. "Six.." The woman starsd. "You'd be about the same aga, too. But
you can't be! I left her in the dump - ®

"A bitch found me, ioocked after me till an old woman killed her and
took me for her slave. Now she's dead too and I'm here.” Abruptly the
girl stood. trving to escape her memories and afraid of what she would hear

+
NEXt.

"Wait! IFf that's true, then.. then you're mv niece.” The girl =ved
her, sullen. then locked at Abigail. That was her mother? Why had she
ever come hers?

"Wou say that as if it's something important.”

"It is.  I'm vour Aunt Martha. Abigail and me are vour family — wvour
only familv."

The girl raized an eyebrow but changed the subjsct. "What's wrong
with her, anyvhow?"

"I've watched her go like this since we came here. The beatings...
what happened to our mother and little sister. They died of the hardship
inside a yvear." Martha locked expectantly at the girl but if she had
wantec some sign of sympathy or human warmth, she was disappocinted. “Now
she Jjust does what they tell her ta. She never speaks any more.
Yesterday... They told her to kill someone, and she did it." Martha
paused again but the girl did not respond. "You can help her.. Hapnah?
Ehe's vour mother, after all

"I+ she's my mother, why did she leave me to dis?"

"She had no choice. After yvou were born, the townsfolk came +o kill
us. We got away - with nothing but the clothes on our backs. We wers
half-starved when these.. people found us. Theyv've worked us hard hers -
that's why our mother and Maomi took sick and disd”

*It'e nothing to me.

"Hamnah!  You can help us. Just tell them Abigail's vour mother and
I'm her sister. Thev'd free us — *

"I dont owe vou anything -~ or her. She didn't have o dump mea - "

"But I told vouw: she had no choice. FPeaople are afraid of the Marked
ones, ofF being over—run by them. They kill the whole family, pot Jjust the
baby."

“She could have come hers ~ they'd have accepted her if she had a
Marked child with her. Your family would have been safe then  The girl
began to tuwrn away, to hide her tears of anger and raisction.

"Hannah, pleaze. Help us!™

™My name’s not Hannah. I don't Rave & name - or a mother.!
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Az she walked awav. one of the Marked ones approached her. The figure
waszs bulky in its =skins, but she guessed it must be a woman by the lack of a
heard. Beadv eves wers sunik beneath overhanging brows. on either side of a
bulhgus and twisted nose.

"Collect zome wood for the firs,” the voice salds accompanied by
s hartorous bresthing.

The gqirl nodded, biting back s furicus retort. Instead, she marchead
away towards the trees, hoping to find some broken twigs there. Howsver,
the ground was bare: svidently any fallen branches had already bheen
gathered up. Sighing, she wandered fuwrther off, glancing frequently back
at the camp and hoping she would not have to go out of sight of it. But
although she found a few branches, they wers not snough and before long zhe
had left the camp behind.

Nervously, she moved among the trees, clutching her small armful of
dead branches. Birds were singing nearby and thers was a fresh scent in
the air. Sraduzally she added to her collection, and at last, with much
ralisf, gecided that she could now return. She began to retrace her steps,
har thoughts now free to dwell on the story she had learned from Martha.

imfore, she had alwavs been able to fantasize that her mother had died
to save her, perhaps leading a mob of frenzied townsfolk away from the dump
when she saw that she could not escape with her child. But now sha knew:
her mother had care2d mores for her own skin, had no doubt sent Martha off to
kill her without & gualm and Martha's greater mercy had saved her. She
remembersd once coming upon numerous tiny bones, picked clean by
scavengers, when setting traps. Looking up., she had seen Juds's rock, the=
ovarhanging bouldsr silhoustted against the sky. She had never gones there
agair.

& creak of breaking twigs off o her left jolted her from her reverie.
rrightened, she halted and stared at the bushes and trzes. & moment later
e heart jolted as Jethro, a grin on his face, stepped out from behind a
wide bole. "Are you losit, Hannah™

"N-noy I'm o just getiing wood for the fire. I'm on my way back)” She
took two or three hesitant steps in the direction she had been heading
hetora, hoping it was the right direction.

"T've lost the hunting party., Perhaps youw'll stay awhile and keep me
company ™

The girl forced herself to smile. "I have to get back, Jethro. It's
a long time to find this woods Thev'll be neesding it by now.

"Oh, they won't be needing to kindle the fire vet. Az he spoks,
Jathro sdged clozer, the same insincera grin on his face. The girl stepped
hack, ready to drop her burden and run.

"*Jethral Jethro!® A chorus of voices broke out ancomg the trees a
short way off., Rachel's voice added, "Where vou ba, Jethro™

The man's grin promptly transformed itseld Lo a snarl of frustration.
then, recoliecting himself, he =smiled once againe "Ah, they've found me at
ast, Ferhaps we zan talk another time®

Far-nerthaps,” the girl stuttered as Jethro, still smiling but with a
f=ral gleam in his eves, tuwrned and began to hurry towards the volces.

Then she bolted., clutching the branches tightly to her chest. her canvas
hag bouncing against her hip. She did not slow until she negared the camp

and evern then she glangzd freguently behind to see if Jethro had followed.
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Her heart beating fast, she wondered what to dor Jethro did not look the
tvpe to give up easilv. But if she told Rachel, who had already warned her
off anmd might not believe her, if she was as j=alous as she seemed, what
would happen then?

Still confused, she re—entered camp and laid down the firewood near
tha ashes of the dead fire. RNo-~one paid her any attentiom; so she
e+rnlled across to the male prischers, drawn by the rewakening of her
sarlier curicsity about them. Their hands and fest were still tied and a
woman rnow stood guard over them, leaning on her spear. Her attention was
fived upon friends of hers nearby, with whom she was chatting, however, so
the girl felt it safe to approach.

Remembaring what the one in yellow — Jim, short for James? - had said,
shz spoke without preamble. "You came here to help these people?

As he looked up, his gaze was searching, seeming to read her inner

self. "Yes," he said gently. "We don't mean vour pecple any harm.”
"Where are you from?" she asked, sitting down in front of him. "I
never saw vou in New Zion - and vour clothes are strange anyway.®

Choosing his words with care, the man said, "We're.. we're from the
place your people came from before they founded New Zion."

"They're not my pecple. These are my pecple now. She waved vaguely
at the camp behind her, voice defiant because, deep down, there was already
a kernel! of doubt in her mind. But it was just & little thing, down there
in the darkness, and it did not bother her much — yet. Curious, she eyed
Jim frankly: a good locking man, face fearlessly open, eves clear brown
with flecks of green. There was a little half smile on his lips despite
hizs =agernsss. She could not recall ever seeing a face like his hefora -
not even here where things were fres. HNot the physical form but the
expression in his eyes. He didn't look the type to go grovelling at
Reverend Forester's feet beating his breast like the worms in New Zion.
Umbidden, ancsther face floated upwards into her conscious mind like a
bubble of noxious gas rising from rotting leaves at the bottom of a pond to
its clear, *ranquil surface. Jethro, with his sly smile that his evil
*houghts; she had not been able to read them as she sometimes could pick
up the thoughts of others, but she did not want to. There was a dread in
ner mind already just at the thought of him. EBut thiz man’s thoughts wouwld
not be like that, she knew instingiivelys they would be frash and clean
like a wind off thsz heights.

+
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"Wou're from the other town™?" he prompted.

4 little suspicious, she did not answer immediately. He must have
heard her conversation with Rachel and Jethro. Was he making fun of her,
ar was hiz intergst elsewhera? For the first time, she wondered if & man
could find her attractive. What she had seen of herself, reflectaed in
water or in metal pots, or those funny little pieces of glass in old Ma
Crawford's window made her doubt that. But compared to thoss arcung her --—
twisted, malformed? She was young, straight-limbed, tall for a girl of her
age -~ already as %tall as a grown woman — might she not appear attractive by
contrast?

tWae " zhe answersed cautiously. "Youw heard me telling the others
about ik

uile in his esyes. "They keep

HMe nodded. Ehe could = g g
T g things to sell or barter, is that

livestioch, and grow orops.
right?




Was, You understood what I omeant?

He nodded again. "We all come from the same place. Even the pegopls
bere lived like that once. Rut thern.. something happened.”

"The Wrath of God. you msan?”’
"Iz that what vou call it™?

I+'s what they call it.," She pointed to the west. * Their Bod, not
mina. They say I'm not in His image, that my creator’s the evil one.
Wall, if so I've never seen him. I wonder if hs even exists." She looked
skvwards, self-consciously defiant. "I wonder if God exists sither.” Ghe
fared him again. "You're called Jim, aren’'t you - from James?™"

“Yes, Jim Kirk, that's what my friends call me.! The warmth of his
smile implied that he was inviting ber to enter their circle.

Suddenly shy, she said, "Call me Hannah, if you like. It's not my
name, but it’ll serve for one.

"What fz vour real name?™

For a moment she hesitated, but a feeling that she could tell this man
anvithing, trust him with any secret., overcame her instinctive fear of
others. "Did vou hear me earlier - talking to those two women?' When he
nodded, she continued, "Then vou know that the one out of her head is
supposad to be my mother. She naver gave me a Name, &s far as I know.
Hannah's what the old woman called me sometimes. Mostly I was just
‘girl." She glanced aside at the guard to check that she was still
chatting to her friends, then turned back to Jim. "Why's he with you?"

He followed her gazz over his left shoulder to Spock, who was watching
her impassively., "Spock?  He's our friend.”

"Your Friend?™ The girl stared, unable to believe her ears. "Jim,
he's Marked by your Bod - one of the damned, like me."

Jim =hook his head emphatically. “"No, don't believe that, Hannah.
You're persecuted, but yvoure not damned. She heard the sincerity in his
voice: she could belisve him thpugh if anyone plse had said those words,
she would have thought them lies. "We've come hereg to help vou - all of
o

tibat makes you think we need help? Seems to me that you're the ones
whe need it," she said, but without rancour. Again, she checked that the
guard was othsrwisze occupied, then leansad forward and spoke more quietly.
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Farhaps I can h=lp yvouw!

Mer heart was beating fiercely and she wondered as she spoke, why she
was making such an offgr. After all, she had a place here - hadn't she?
But there was already the spectre of Jethro casting a shadow over that.

Jim merely raised his eyvebrows, not allowing anv glimmar of hope to
alert watchers.

"Tonight, when they're aslesp. I might be able to free vou."

"That would be risking a lot..”

She shrugged nonchalently., "Ferhaps I don't want Ma to cut any more
throsta. Esfore he couwld say anyihing =lse, she goit up and walked away.




e vouw think we can trust her, Jim" whispered Mcloy.
BYeur guess s as good as mine, Bones.  Right now, she's the only
chance we've got. Thay smashed our communicators, and Ecotty has orders teo

keep clesar."

"There's another factor. Captain,” Spock’s guiet voice added. “The
girl iz an inzipient telepath.”

"Spock? You're sure?”
nphen she was here just now, she appesarsd to be drawing random
thoughts and emotions from vou, Captain. 1 believe sha did s0

unconsciously, but if her ability grows, a crisis may be isminent.”

"The onset of pubertv.. and with it, uncontrcllable telepathic
awarensss."

"Precisely, Daptain®
"Then she nesds our help as much as we need hers.

McCov clesred his throat. "Both you gentlemen seem to be overlooking
something. The girl's developing a crush on vouw, Jim

Startled, Eirk looked at Mcloy. Eehind him, Spock remarked, "Crush.

Dacter? I am unfamiliar with the term.”

"on imfatuation, to vou, Spock. It was obvious from the way she was
locking at Jim."

"Since 1 lack ewperience in such matters, I shall trust to vour
judgement, Doctor. That would, bowever, appear an unreliable ground to
hase any expectation of rescue.

ik found his voice. “"Not necessarily, Spock. In fact, it provides
the motive for her wanting to help us at allt”

T have to aoree with Spock, Jim. Adolescent affection is notoriously
fickle. She might be planning to run off with vou and leave the rest of us
behind.”

Sanck had raised an eyebrow at the spectacle of McCoy in accord with
hiz own opinicn, for once. but did mot comment. Instead, he watched kKirk
calmly, sensing his Captain absorb the import of the Doctor's news and
reflecting that Kirk, for all his sensitivity to the emotions of others,
kad revealed a Blind spot in relation to this girl.

Kirk turned the suggestion over in his mind. Hannah was taller,
thinner. her skin tannsd by sxposure to Salem’'s hot summer sun, but her
dark hair reminded him of another adalescent girl who had developed what
ocnes had just called a ‘crush’ on him. Mird, sharpening pencils for him,
ainfully sager to please, to perform any small service for him.  Like
iri, Hamnah was no beauty, but her yvouth and a suppressed snergy ha had
sensed about her — & botiled up vitality - gave her an attractiveness
urrivalled in her present company. "We'll just have to tread carefully,
Bones."

m

%]

4

McCoy murmured in agreement, noit voicing the fact that Kirk would now
he wall aware of; he would have to encourage Hannah a little to ensure her
co—oparation, but not tee much ~ otherwise she would sither abandon them
altpgether or build up her hopes too highy, and he had no wish to be so
cruel.
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By niohifall, the hunting party returned, empiy—handed. Kirk and the
othars watchad ansiously as the band gathered around the bubbling pot - the
fire had been relighted from the embers kept in an earthenwars container -
which, unlike the previous evening. contained oniy roots and other
wigetables. However., the broth was ladled out into roughly made
earthanwars bowls, and a bowl handed to each of them, including the
prizsoners. Shiels had, it seemed, besn the victim of a riltual act; one
probably cdeemed merciful - & coup de grace carried cut on a dying enemy.
ik and the others drank the almost tasteless lioguid with eagerness.
having had nothing to eat since the previous day. #Afterwards, a fermented
liguid was handed round in oddly shaped, grey coloured bowls -~ though only
+r members of the tribs. All the prisoners were excluded.

With a shock, the girl realised that the cups were, in fact, formed
from skulls and triad to hand hers back, but a frown on the face of the
woman who had given it to her made her accept it with a forced smile.
Rachel, seated beside her, began to explain.

"The blood satersz have not raised vou well. I see that we shall have
ter instruct veu in all observances. These are the skulls of our ancestors.
We reverence them thus by drinking from them."

*1... see,” Gingerly, the girl sipped from hers. The liguid was
warming though not pleasant to taste. OGritting her teeth, she drank it
down.

"Larhans it is different among the blood eaters, but hers, when one of
us grows ald or sick.. or is injured too badly to recover, then his or her
life is taken by a strong warrior, using the Sacred Cord. Fart of the
flesh is sacrificed to Jehovah an our altars e rest is eaten so that the
spirit of the dead person will live on.”

The girl bit down on her lip, hard, tryving not to vomit up the burning
liguid she had just drunk. The thought that she might have to participate
in such a grisly feast if she stayed hera.. "I was told, in New Zion,
that it was wrong to take human life,” she plurted, before she could stop
herszlf, Sut Rachel was not offended.

"It is only wrong when blood is shed mortally. That is why we use ths
Cord. EBEut when the body is dead, it may then be drained of blood azs we
drain the animals that we kill, Then there is no sin. It would bz sin to
eat the blood then Rachel paused while she emptied her skull-cup.

"Well take vou hunting tomorrow, Hannah. You can sleep in Suzanna’s tent
tonight”

"Tent? Oh. vyou mean shelter?!

sMaven't vou seen a tent beforeT™ Rachel laughed. "What do blood
eataers live in — rabbit holes™

The girl shock her head. “Houses - like those." She pointed to the
dark formz behind the camp.

"Them? They're not safe. We can't live in them any more."

“The ones in New Zion are better.." The girl's voice trailed off as
she zaw *he other's 2yes gleaming in the dying firelight.

"But thev're wood, arent thev.. like those? Rachsl smiled
ztrangsly, sending a shiver down the girl's back. Then the woman stood,
hobhling over *o the tent where the ancestral remains were kept. When she
returnad, without her cup, the girl spoke to her.
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"I'm not kired vet., I'll =it out hers for a while." The idea of the
darkened interior, sweaty bodies lving closelvy toogether, did not apoeasl.
Rachel bid her a good night and entered her tent.

Disturbed, the girl starsd after her. There had been a peculiar air
of exucitement about FRachegl and, for a momsnt, an image had entered her
minds raging flames, dark silhouwettes dancing at the ends of ropes. She
shook her head o tiear‘ it, and zat down, throwing a hand+ul of twigs on
the 4ire. f&round her the rest of the tribe were returning their drinking
cups to the storaoe tent, then filing intc their own tents. The girl
sensed someone remova hier own cup but did not look us.

Soan, apart from the prisoners and a guard sitting on the other =side
ot the fire, she was alone. The last sastward glow faded from the shkhy and
snores bhegan to rise from the tents. The man on guard duty yvawnsd, his
form indistinct in the waning light. EBefore long, hiszs hesd was dropping
forward until his chin rested on his chest. The girl felt for her knife
inside the canvas bag, glad that she had not let tha others see it. Metal
was scarce here. she had lsarned; the only other knifte like herse was the
sacrificial one, kept by Jethro who was nominally lesader but whose wife had
in reality taken his position. That knife had besn brought by the women
nriscners. The girl guessed that hers would likewise have been speedily
confiscated.
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When it was +fully dark, she made her move. creeping over to where Jim
and the others waited. She found him first and +21lt for hiz bondsy; the
orisoners’ nands had beesen retisd behind them after the evening meal. His
muscles were well—-formed: he was a strong man, she thought., A stranges
zensation was growlng in her, pleasant but disturbing. Suddenly. she had
the oddest feslingy wiry, dextrous hands were running along her biceps -
six—tingsred bhands. Then she found the ropes and there was a splitting — a
separation. She was back in her own body, dared and a little frightened.
But thers was noc time to consider what nad hapoened. Hurriedly, she
severed Jim's restraints, isaving him to remove his neck halter as she
movaed on to the rest.

The un=z=etitling experience was not repeated, but she was conscious of
fear, excitement, anxiety, all somehow outside herself. It was like the
axperiance with the old woman, but less intense. Then she found the last
one — the one she had named Pointed Ear but whom Jim called Spocih. &
strange name, like everything slse about him. As she f=21t for the sinews
that bound his wrists, she senssd a barrier between herselfd and his
thoughts, unlike the others, and somehow knew that it was of his own
making.

On thesir feet, the men began to move guietly off ints the bushes, the
girl starting to follow. She had thrown in her ot with Jim by her
actions. HWherever he came from — whatever forgotten township — was the
place for her. I Marked and unMarked lived together in acceptance as Jim
accepted Spock, then they would sursly take her in. Besides, there was
something about Jim — his honesty, his warmth — that intrigued her. drew
her to him like fliss to Sare Crawford's honey cakes.

A& strong hand ized her arm, fingers digging painfully into her
flesh.,. With & gssp C;-F ala, m, she lashed oui, feeling her bhare foot connect
th bons. There waz a grunt of pain, but the grip on her arm did not
slacken. A= shs cjesper‘mua” tried to prv aparit the bony fingers. thers was
a clgtigr of wood and the fire flared up, throwing evervything into sharp

Jim — run!" a veoice cried out fearfully, then she recognised it as
2 awn. A hand struck her heavily agross the mouwth, drawing blood $rom
har lip. Stunned, she shook her head, seeing Rachel's fare twisted in &







smarl of furv. Eehind the woman, the firelicht glittered on a forest of
spear points like the pins in old Ma Arkwright’'s hair. The girl turned her
head to see if Jim had escaped. MHer hegart sank: he and the others were
surrpunded. A=z she watched, he was brutally clubbed to the ground by &
figure who steppsd cuit of the crowd then retreated back imto its anonvmitv.
Jethro - 7

Jim!™ It was the craggy—faced man who spoke, stepping forward o help
his friend. but he was seizred from behind.

"go - ancther traitor - like him" With her free hand, Rache! pointed
to Spock.

"Nz!  They came to help us. Let them go!™ Thoughts weres crowding in
on her mindt hate, angsr, fear — she couldm't tell which were hers and
which were the others'. “Pleases”

"Traitor!™

Rachel struck her again, this time =0 hsavily that she was knocked *o
the graund, Dazed, she felt a knife laid against her throat, and realised
that it must be her own.

"MNo, wife! It would be murder?™ Jethro pulled Rachel's hand away.

"What, then? Let her do it?" Rachel pointed to Abigail who had
wakened up and was staring blankly at them.

"No," Jethro objected. "There are other ways to kill., She iz our own
kind — let it bs the Thong - "

Rachel shook ber head. "No! The Sacred Thong canmot be poluted by
the flesh of a traitor. It would be sn honour she dosz not deserve. But
there are other ways, as you say." 8She grimned savagely, sveing the girl's
cowering figure. 'What we discussed esarlier still holds, Jethro — agresd?

"Aoreed," Jethro readily raplied.

Dimly, the girl was awarz of their voices, but she was being
overwhelnmed by the images in he=r mind. She clutched her hesd, trving to
shut them cut, moaning.

"Wnat's wrong with her?" Rachel snapped. "I did not strike her sao
hard,  Impatiently, she pulled the girl to her feet. "I'm going tc burn
that town of yours to the ground - everyone in it, every pure zon of Adam
and daughter of Eve, will burn with it."

"Fleasew. Now. ”  The girl shook head, moaning. She couldn't see
now: it was like looking at Ma Crawford's shop window — all the little
bits of glazsz that reflected vour image over and over. DOnly it wasn't one
image but many - &1l different, all through a differant pair of eyes. And

all beat upocn her mind: rage... ANGER...

With a scream of despair, she went down into the darkness,

Reverand Jacob Forester brocded as he sat alene in his untidy parlous.
A candle, burning fitfully on a small table baside his bed, provided the
orly iilumination; he had closed the window shutters and pulled the heavy
drapes across sarlisr, secrecy haing second nature o him now. It was at
such times, in the dead of night when he could not slesp, that his thoughts
would tuwrn to.. them. The ones who had f2lt the ‘mercy’ of his flock -
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the Coopers, the Marshalls and their ilk.  Thankfully, no Marked child had
been discoverasd for over ten vears., The Marshalls must have been the
last.. ves, that was right.. and most of them had escaped. He was glad,
in a way; after all, why should the whole family die for the sin of one?
4 course, thevy had not been a respectable family: for one thing, the
farher had been a drunkard. Despite his own efforts to stamp out the
iiligit =tills — dencuncing the evils of drink from the pulpit, organising
s band of upright vigilant citizens who made suwrprise visits to farmz — men
of a certain claszs still continued to sneak cut of town at sunse2i to the
latest secret location of the drinking clubs. Eut Isaac Marshall, at
lzazst, had pzaid for his sins.

Jacob recalled the flock's frenzy whan they had discovered the bhouse
empty; they had torn the place apart than grown even more ugly. A party
had raced off to voung Samuel Marshall's house. Despite his years, Jacob
had somehow managed to keep up with them and had saved Mary, Samuel's voung
wife, from their rage, by pleading that she was not Marshall issue. He had
hesn unable to do anvihing for Samuel, howevar, and he wondered why he had
hothered at all;: within a month, Mary, gone back to live with her parents,
had hanged herself from a beam in their homz. Many supposed it grief and
shock at seeing her huaband hanged, but Jaccb privataly thought she had
rzalised herseld pregnant and believed that the baby would be Marked.

Yes, there had been Samuel.. and Isaac. When the old sinngr had
finally wandered home next morning from his drinking bout, he had found
visitors waiting. A&fterwards, both men’'s bodies had been thrown on the
midden heaps bevond town and the two devastated houses boarded up. He
wondersed what had become of the Marshall women: e=aten by wild animals, he
supposad.

From thoughts of other Marked ones, his thoughts came back to himself
- and pray Bod no~ocne gever found out. His parents had tzken the knowledge
to their graves; o this day, he wondered whail sin of theirs had caused
Rim to be bhorn with an axtra toe on each feot. The many hours they had
apent on their knees had borng fruit, however; he had never detected a
lave for the devil in his heart 1t s==med he had been redesmed, but was
farced to conceal hizs secret nevertheless. By the time his parsnts had
died, he had safaly established himssl¥ as successor to old Reverend Aarom.
lie was also careful to appear a man of excepticonal pisty who eschewed the
temptations of thse flesh, =0 that they should not thimk it odd that he had
rever taken a wife. It had never been an easy road, sspecially in his
vouth, but it had beesn worth it

Yes, it was unfortunate that others had had to die, cthers whose fate
Me would have shared if his parents had been lgss careful, but he had no
rhoics.  IF he did not lzad the flock in its righteous anger, it would be
cuick Yo guess whv and twn on him. Resides, he was fulfilling his duty to
God by this penance; acguitting himseslsd from the eternal flames which. it
was belisved, awaited all Marked cones after death. With that comforiing
thought he vawned and lay down on the besd, reaching ocut to snuff the
candie. = he did so, there was a soream coutside.

Normally he would have ignored it. HMHe was used to the zhouts of irate
mesbands, of the sxasperated vells of women at their children. Even at
t’“ur late howr, it was not unusual to hear the less respsctable members of
he community arcuing at the tops of their voices, probably fueslled by
strong liguor. But this was different. It sent an icy chill down Jacob's

For a moment hz lavy on the bed, unable to move, aware of the rapid
pounding of his heart. Then he struggled to his feet and hwrried out into
tha dartensd passagewayv. Cauticusly he opened the front door a little way
nd pesred out. '
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& bwight glare of fire 1lit the sky bahind the main street. He could
=2 crackle of flames, smell burning. ARother wild sorsam sounded,
otf shorit. Ey now, the townsfolk bad begun to stir, scme opening
h itters of top storey windows to look owt, others running intos the

rest in their night cleothes. Jacob hurrisd outr o join them.
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"Reverend Forsster! Oh. thank the Lord that vou're here!’ It wazs old
Ma Crawford. her grey hair in dishevelled wisps beneath the tattered cloth
she tied round her head as & bed cap.

"My daughter, we must fetch buckets., & line must be formaed from the
pume,” Jaceh began crisply, all authority. He was gratified to see instant
ohedience as they dashed back inside and re-emerged with wooden bucksts.
Clutching them like talismans of good fortuns, the children dancing round
them with e:xcitement, they followed him up the street.

Az they turned a corner into a side street, the blaming houses were
revealed. The filock recoiled in fright as & building collapsed with a roar
of wingd and sparks, then strung themselves out in 2 line. They ignorsd the
screams of someone Ltrapped in an upper storey and instead began to pass
thaeir buckets to the end where two boyvs were vigorously cranking the pump
handle. ®ater gushed into the large f{rough beside it., Buckets were dipped
im, +illed and passad back along the human chain to be emplhied, hissing,
gnto the flames. For anyone trapped in & burning house it was already koo
later the townstolk’'s priority was to prevent the fire spreading till half
the town shouwld be ablaze.

frelishing his new—found leadership, Jacoh exiclled them to greater
etfort, but then a hand gripped his arm and a horrified voice spoke in his
24t .

"Revarend, look!™

He +oliowed the line of the pointing finger towards the north end of
town. A bright glow marked another fire. #As he saw it, =0 did others., and
volices broke out in consternaticn: one Fire could be accidental: a
candle, left to burn, knocked gver. But not twe...

At that moment, a woman screamed, pointing along the street in the
opposite direction. A band of figurss, flaming branches in their hands,
ware standing in front of Jacob's little clapboard church,. Even as he
watchad, ona of the figures tossed a burning brand through its open door.

"No!" Jacob shouted. "Stop! The Lord will strike vou deaght

The figurss '_‘.EHDEd away from the dogr, & glow within reveasling that
the wooden pews were already alight. Silhouwetted against it, thev appeared

oddly shapsd — their cicthes weare bully and without form, Thevy held other
things besides improvissd forches: spears and clubs. The townstolk
dropped their buckets, faces pinched in fear, and began to back way., The

fire inside the churech was now licking up the wooden supports and sprouting
f-om the rDD-'?. It=s flickering light revealed the ill proportions af ths
strangerz’ bodies: humped backs and withered limbs.

!l"'

hev're Marked!" =hrilled Sara Crawtord.

"Satan’s own," whimpered a man zlpss to Jacob. Around him, he cowld

k]
hear mumbled pravers for deliverance, but his own tongue had been struck
dumbz. He could only watch as ocne of the Marked ones advanced, brandishing

Anocther {foliowed, catching at its arm. "Rachzl, no. We can't shad
human biood - it's a mortal sin® The voice was that of a man.
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Impatiently, the othar tried to shrug him off. "Thers'll be much meat
fere,  Gnimals, the girl said -~ "

#a1l right. Then we find those and go. BEut we can’t shed human blood

The firct figure lowsred its spear, eyes glittering in the light of
e flam@s. "Then we burn them!" Turning to the hand who stood
uncertainly behind the two, it commanded, "Drive them into the flames!”
Eagerly. thevy lumberad towards the petrified townsfolk.

Anmgrily the man shook the other. “Who rules here? It's the woman's
nlace to follow. Obey me!"

"Wau're weak! The strong rule — that's the law!" Rachel pushed him
amside and hobbled forward. As the man followed, raising hiz hand., some of
rhe otMers waved their spears at him. He halted, arm falling limply to his
side. The townsfolk suddenly found the strength to break free, running
away along the main street. with vells of hate and fury, the Marked ones
raced after them.

=

"Qpack?  Eirk edged as close to the VYulzan as the rope round his nack
would allow. The party had been bound hand and foot. with two guards
posted to watch their every move. Man and woman, both faces egually grim
and fierce in the firelight. Just beyond and nearar to the camptire, lay
the girl, tightly curled into a foetal position. Keeping his voice low,

Kirk asked, "Spock, will shs di=s?"

"eogzibly. BEut if zhe lives, she will certainly become imsang it she
does rnot establizsh mental barriers.”

Eirk glanced up at the nearer guard. &he returned his gaze
challengingly. "Gur only chance is to persuade Rachel and the others when
they return”

How are you feeling now, Jia™" ,
Kirk detectsd the anxiety in MeCoy's voice despite nig +riend's

attempt to sound casual. Eince Eirk had regained conscicusness, the Doctor

had fretted at being physically unable to examine the head injury. Apart

from a h=adache, howaver, Kirk was not awars of any lasting effect. "Fine,

Bones, Jjust finat

"Well, I'll1 be more confident about that when I get vou back tg the
ahip +or some tests,” Mcloy grumbled.

"Captain” At the uwrgency in Spock’s tone, both men turned their
heads, Kirk wincing as he did sa. "To the north-west.."

Awkwardly, the two shifted position for a better view. KRirk glanced
apprehensively at the guard, but her attention, also, was fixed on the
north-wast, Then he saw why. There was a red dglow hrough the trees.  In
the darknzss it was impossible to tell it it was nmarby or far away, but
nore of them had any doubt about itz exact position.

UNew Zioma” Kirk said, hopelessly. "Feople we aight have got

rRrough to... helped.” He looked up at the guard again, anger beginning to
windle, I theought vour religion outlawed murder.”
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e are forbidden to shed their hlood,” the woman answerad calmiv.
wirse purifies.” Her gaze returned to the distant glow and her crooked

teath werz revealed by her satizfied grin. Simultaneously. Virk recalled
overheasring Rachel's words to the girl Hamnah. Beaside him. MoCoy was
muttering in disguash.

"a complete distertion of every religious principle..”

“Npt guite, Doctor," a voice said diffidently. Surprised, they turned
to see Goertz, the nistorian, who flushed a 1ittie at their scrutiny,
"Thare are precedents for & 1ot of the things we've seen here, sir. For
instance, thesw.' He trailed off, lacking the configence to broach such a
sonsitive subjsct unaided.

nohiels?" Mirk coaxed.

GBosrtr nodded. YYes, it was a widely held belief that.. to eat an
enemy was to assimilate his strength, courage and s0 on. and sometimes it
was seen as & means of obtaining the ultimats revenge - of expressing hate
most wvividly. It - it's termed exophagy. BRBut thev also oractice endoshagy
hers, from shai we've teard and seen — the drinking cups, they sat mambers
of their own goroup to pressarva their spirit. life force.”

ek — what about this crazy idea that murder’'s fine if yow don't
spill any bloed?" McCoy abjected.

sWell, erm.. it could be tied in with some verses in the 0Uld
Testament: 1 can't recall exactly - »

"Naytaronamy, Mr. Goertz. Chapter twelve, verses tweniy thresz and
twenty four, to be exact. ‘Orly be sure that thou ea’* not the blpod: Tor
the blopd iz the life: and thod mayst not eat the lite with the Ylesh.

#Thou shalt not eat it; thou shalt pour it upnn the sarth as
mater," Spock quoted. "Thera is also a reference in verse twenty seven
concarning sacrifices; ‘And thou shalt offer thy burnt offerings, the
flesh and the bloed, upon the altar of the Lord thy Ged: and the bleoed ot
thy sacritfices zhall be poured out upon the altar of the Lord thy God, and
thau shalt eat the Tlesh"

For a moment the whole group was taken aback. Then Kirk remembersd
that his friend had studied a wide range of classical Terran writing,
including religiocus texts. "Yeg, that would tie in with their references
tn us as ‘blood eaters’. And thelr.. method of food preparation’  Eirk
grimaced at the recollection.

"you mean, when they took Shimls out of camp, it wasn't just to murder
MifMfee Thalt Smoke WE SaWsat

as a burnt offering. Doctor? Yes, 1t was customary to offer certain
mrgans in this way. Not just the ancient Hebraws, but the Greeks alsc made
zuch sacrifices, eating most of the animal themselves.”

"Animal, yves! They didn't sacrifice Humans — "
"Thore is evidence that such may have been the practice in sarlier
times., In anvy event, thers is abundant avidence of such practices in

mistorical timss - the Aztecs, for example.”

"over mind that - " Mclov began angrily, but #irk broke in with a
mnained skprassion.

fones...” When the Doctor subsided, Rirk asked, "You think that

o

-




3]

oculd be why the population split originally. Spock? Onse facstion insisted
n returning to Qld Testament cbservances™™

]

"Indeed. If thess people have lost the ability to read - and we have
szen ho svidence to the contrary — their rules of behaviour must be based
o oral recollection. And those receollections are subliect to distortion”

"Yas,” Kirk agreed. “Considering the disrupiion that must have
ocowrrad following the power plant accident, the casualties, deaths, the
disintigration of moral codes - "

"_pok, what good's alil this theoretical speculation?" McCoy broke in,
no longer able to restrain himself.

"1t just might help us to understand them a little aore, Bornes.
THen.. well, mmybe wa’'ll still be able to communicatel”

"Well, vou could be right, Jim. But I've got my doubts.”

They broke off their guiet conversation as a figure liosped hastily
into camp. Yl saw their torches," the man’s veoice barked in hoarse
gucitement. '"They're coming back."

Tha male guard nodded. "Good. Go back to vour post now., Jeremish.
ard let us pray that all is well with them.,” #&s the other hobbled away,
the guard added to the woman who was with him, "And pray tooc that they
bring meat!®

Time dragged by. HKirk's headache grew steadily worse, settling in a
constant thumping on the left side of his head. And that wasn't ally he
f2lt strangesly hot, his pulse pounded in his ears. He tried, fitfully, to
doze like the others, but his discomfart kept him awake. Not wishing o
disturth the others or worry them when nothing could be done anyway, he kept
guist, resting his forehead on his knees,

At last, dawn light began filtering through the trees, revealing the
campsite. The girl was still lying comatose by the dead +fire, having mot
moved since her collapse. Hirk stirred, raising his head as Jeremiah
returned.

"They're coming up the longer way. I think they've got animals wik
them - 1 heard odd sounds.

The two guards grinned in delight. One made a remark about +ull
bhelliiss but Kirk could not tell which had said it. Things seemed a little
disjointed: sounds ancd vision going in and out of focus like a damaged
recording. He was dimly aware of Spock and the others waking beside him

At last, the band of New Nazarenes appeared through the trees, driving
a few esxhausted, stumbling goats and shesep. Some of the party carried desad
chickens by the legs. The noise of their triumphant chatiering roused the
two New Zion women from their sleep.  Abigail merely stared disintsrestedly
but Martha startses upg, then, jerked t0 a3 halt by her tether, z=at down
again, still staring worriediy at them.

Ba z:"nel Tlung down her spear dramaticaliy: 1t guiversd, upright, in
did it! The blood saters are no more!" Her cry was the
] a Dhle of excited hoasting as tha women and men smphasised
thair courage angd tenacity in fighting the snemy. Only Jethro hung back,
unnoticed by his psopls, his dour ~Fag..c—.1 darkensd with anger and doubkt.

Martha watched in consternation. "What have you done? she demanded,
wards went unheedsed in the gensral uproar. Franziedly, she togged
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iomse the halter round her neck and stood ups throwing the hide rope 0

"UHAT HAVE YOU DOWERY

The roise slowly disd away as Rachel eyed Martha in amazement.
ocmehow She found her veice. "Welve burned your town. We drove your
penole into the flames. We hung them firom trees.”

Martha starsd at her in disbelief. When she hac been roused by the
noize in camp the previods nighi, it had bsen in time te see the tribe
lighting branches in the campfire. before moving off, Rachel had remarked,
with a savage grin of teiiumph, that they were ‘going hunting’. Now shea
couwld understand.

mwurderad.! she whispered. then found her voice. "Muyrderer' Sod will
punish vou — * A heavy—handed blow across the face knocked her to the
- oand.

"our peoplz are dsad  Your town im in flames!" Rachel laughesd as
Mar+tha shakily got to her fest and staggered Back o Abigail, putting an
arm protectively round her sister.

mis didn't Find many animals, though," put in Jetbro sourly from the
hack of the crowd. "And most of the omes ws did find oot awav."

"That doesn’t matter,” Rachel insisted, pointing to Martha. "She'll
bnow how to tend these creatures. We'll raisze them - like her peopls did
Then we’'ll always have meat.”

"That's not the true wav!® Jethro objected. “If we kill them now,
we'll have full bellies."

"And empty heads!" Rachal retorted. "We'il pluck the birds — eat
those, But we keesp the beasts - to breed.”

Jethro subsided — for the moment. Rachel's authority with the others
now reigned supreme. While the tribe threw down the dead chickens befors
the cantive women to prepare, Rachel went over to the girl's prone bodvy.
She prodded her with one foot. "GBet up” The girl did not respond.
fAnarily, Rachel limped away to r‘et*ieve ket spear and levelled its butt
against the girl's side. Ghe repea ed the command.

"She cannot hear vouw," & voice said auietly. Fiercely, Rachel rounded
on thez prisoners.

]

“hich of vyou spake?"  Her blue e‘yes glared through her tangle of dark
hair,

1 did."  Spock eved her calmly.
"wWhy cannot she hear me? Answar!®
YTE ig A... Sickness of the mind., But I can halp hert

Rach=l spat. "I she's sick, let her remain so. Ehe'll die socon
2HOUgn, anyway!

“1£ I de nok help her, she will b2come insans.” Seeing that Rachel
did not comprehend, he tried again. "She'll go mad."

BMad?  Thes woman ba:i-'ad a pace or two awsy from the girl's bocdy.
oL mESne.. @vil spiritz are claiming her? E‘ w stared warilv at the




= own which she had claimed. "ALL ric:";t - help her. I want her
t I nave planned for her. She smiled nastily

to frese Bpock "Dor't trv ko escape or attack me.

) S0, YQL-J" -Fnend; will die.

shedding of bloocd.”

=

Terror — struggle tutilely agalnst bonds and roucgh hands -
laughter = rope tighitens — ay neck — choking -

The minizter's body — it's dancing like a doll on the end

of that rope — I'm next = just a moment or tmo — Lord, help
me/ They're — they're pushing me — another noose — Bore ot
them ready to pull It up — mO — sCream — no -

W

A worn boot drops to the ground — bare fToot hangs before my
gyes - what? — six toex = the minizters He wmas Marked/ -
Rope — pulls tight — aaaagh/

5 = zcorching air — can't brzathe - coughing — Tire
oming closer — Yalling beam - can't breathe ~ choking -~

Hot — =50 kot — alir sears my threat -
fan'd breathe = rope — choking =
Choking —

Shaken, Spock withdrew. For a moment he sat, breathing shallowly,
eves closed. Sweat beaded his forehead.

Despite t*\e poundmc; of his own fevered head, Kirk noted the pallor
“Ead’?“
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"Weas, It iS.. worse than I expected. EBhe tapped into the demaths of

rhose killed in New Zion, and now her mind is reliving those deaths again
— : H
and afain.

Kirk struaggled to concenirate on his +riend's words. “Like... like
plaving = recording loop" he murmierad.  "Can vou interrunt the seqguence
and reach her?™

"] believe sao, Captain. It may, however = " Spock paused, glancing
up at Rachel's stony faca - “rake some time.

Yo it the woman ordered.
Orez again Spock leaned forward and placed hiz fingsrs to the girl's
temples. anuicusly, Wirk and the others waited.

Thiz time, Spock dived straight in, seeking the girl's self awarensss
buried honsath the crushing weight of psvchic trauma. He foroed himseld,
painstakingly, to block out all the terror and ageny that she was reliving
idiv. Finally, below the level of conscicous awarengss, ne found her.

Spock nndded. Immediately, Rachel drew a metal knifs from her belt -
a7 =

It

mare areé many ways that do not inveolve the

o+




Slowly, zarafullv, he began to comstruct a barrier that would zhield
her mind from psyveohic input. He felt her mingd stir & little: goond, he was
not too late. Tentatively, he eztablished contact, aware that he nust not

i
alarm and drive her desper within hersels.

"1 am Speock. a friend., I am here to help vou.®

L.

"Spock?  HWhat... The prisoner? Gim's Friend?
"Yes, Do not be afraid., VYou are safe now."

“I... I've been dJdreaming. It was horrible - peogple wers dving and
they were mpe, samehow... It wmasn't a dream, wasz It77

"“Ng. But it is over now.”
"Hobtes, did I Teel thoze things?
"It is... part pof the way you are different - "

“"Different? You mean '‘Marked', don't vou? I ran szee peeple's
thaughts ~ Is that 1*7 Like the 0ld woman — *

Soock steeled himszelf to bear the anguish of that thought.
Eimultaneously, there was an image - an ald woman lving on a dusiyv stone
floor, & splinterad walking stick lving across her body. Then it was gone.

#I zm evil.”

"No, not evil," Spock insisted. ‘"Merely different. The peaple here -
Beth in your old town and in this - do nat understand, Thev fear those who
are different to themselves,"

“But Isn't it like that where vou come From?o

Spock sensed her confusion, sought to banish it with images of the
frizndship betwzen himself and Jim... and McCov. Loo.  "No, Differences thers
can be accepted... enioyed.,"

"Yes, I 58€... In vour wmind. JIn'zs vyvour ftriend... Yoz, he Iz a good
14 il b
B3Tes. I sensed that when I Ffirst saw him. And the other ong, Y00

Fal Lol s
Cragoy Face...

Epock suppressed something suspiciously wunVulcan in his makeup and
filed the reference away for use in a future sparring session with Moclov.
Then, for a timelessz instant, he showed her images aof the world ocutside
Salam, the place where she would have to go to learn how o control her

lity, cushioning her, through the medium of hiz own mind, from thes
future shock’ that would otherwise have beesn inevitable.

[WH

Batu. I'm Tree of it noa, arent IP You took the pictures ANEY vay

"1 have bullt a temoorarv barrier in vour mind and I will show you how te
maintain it, But to be truly well, vou must co %o mv world, HMv peonle will
teach vou how to use vour ahility onlvy whenm vou wish.,"

“Yes, I see. I want fto go, Spock — there's nothing here fTor me
ey Bh2 saw the guestion in his mind., “Abigail? If she Iz my
nuother.. Can vou help her toopl”

"It is possible. You, too. mav be able %o help if she will accenpt you as
her child.., But I must go now,*




Rast vou  There's so much I want to know.”

“] will try to helps vou., But we are still prisoners. We have to escape
first." Spock imprinted the knowledge of how to maintain the psychic
barrier then., gentlvy, broke contact.

"Well?™" Rachel's voice jerked him harshly intg full awareness. Besids
Mim. the girl's evelids fluttered as she - moaned softly. "GBood! Tie the
man W'

Unresisting, Spock was dragged back to the side of his friends and
bhound with sinews. Rachel turned her attention to the girl who stirred a
ittle, seemingly dazed. "GBast up!™ B8 savage jab with the butt of Rachel's
spear brought a groan of pain from the girl, who rolled over, clutching her
stomach, and tried to sit up. Seeing the woman standing over her, features
hwizted in crusel gloating, she scrambled to her feet in terror. For a
moment Spock thought she would run and be speared in the back, taboo or no
Cabon, but she caught sight of his gaze, willing her to calmness, and stood
her ground., Jethro and one of the cthers grabbed her, twisting her arms
behind her. Rachel smirked, "You have a choice of death=z. Shall we burn
you or hang youT

The giri shock her head. Through clenched tzeth. she spoke. "Flease
- let us ga." Jethro jerked crueily on har arm, drawing a cory of paim

Watching, Kirk's face was burning, hisz breathing harsh. A red mist
lurkted at the edges of his vision. "This iz my faulta. Y he whispers=d.
"New 1igh... @verything —

"Nog. Jim, Spock insisted softly. "The girls arrival here
precipitataed this. I zaw that in her mind — Rachal had already decided t
attack tha other town before our escaps attempt.”

"y faulit.. Ehislzs' dead... New Zioh.. A#11 my fault.. " Eirk
evidently had noit heard Epock’'s sttempt at reassurance. Concerned, the
Yulcan looked at McCoy, but the Doctor was already lesaning forward, tryving

)

o man Wirk's face.

"He's Tlushed, Spock -~ damn it, his pupils - thev're unegually
dilated. It's comor=zsion - must be. That second blow on the head - "

By mow, the girl was being dragased over to the trezes to the west of
the camp. Etruggling, she was forced against one of the smaller trunks
while hids rope was passed round her body and the tree. Another
tribaswomnan bound her wrists behind the tres, the sinews cutting into her
lesh. As the group walked back to caop, Rachel called to them. "Have vou
made har sscure?” When onz of them answered in the affirmative, she
continued., "Good. Now, we must gather wood and cut two stakes." She
spinted to the decaving houses behind the camp. "That wood is dry enough —
w'll use that for the pyres." When there were nervous mutierings at this
and wary glances passed betwesn her peopla, she raised her voice in angry
denial. "That wood may not b2 used for the camp fire because that would
bring ill foritune — yes! But it may be uzsed for this sacred purpose: such
a hoely fire purifies. Do as I say.

)

Grumbling, her people moved reluctantly towards the rotting houses.
Wou're going to burn her then?'  Jethro asked.

3%

Yas, I have decided. Aand him alse.” She pointed o Spock. "The rest
of them will s=rve us as slaves.”

"Na!"  Hirk shouted the denial. “Spock — Y Abruptly., he slumped

¥




+arward, head lolling slackly onto his bness.

“Jimi Jim!" MeCoy spoke urgently. There was no response. He met
the Vulcan's anxious gaze. "Spock. unless we get him back to the
Enterprise and operate — " His voice trailed off as he realissd that

Rachel wasz standing over him. She bent down and grabbed a fistful of
“irk’s hair, pulling back his head to study his flushed face. MclCov could
only watch, face livid with fury at his powerlessness to stop her, blus

eves bhiaring.

-

"He's dying,” she poted with satisfaction. "Bood, We shail make”
sacrifice to Jehovah.'” She released his hair, letting hiz head drop back
onto his knees.

™No, you murdering — " A heavy blow silenced McCoy. EBlood trickled
slowly from his lip. Tasting it, he had a sudden idea. "“You just drew
biood."

Rachel stared in surprise, then recovered. "Not a mortal wound. Thes
sin is in letting blood in a mortal wound.”

"What about him, then?' McCovy nodded to Kirk. "Yowwve drawn Als

Liood.

"I see no blood. What trick is this?™

"MNo trick. He was hit on the head - twice. It's hlood inside his
skull ~ pressing on his brain. That's what's killing him."

Disturbed, Rachel locked from McCov to Kirk, then back again. "This
is true? You swear it - in Jehovah's Name?"

T swear."

Rachel turned to her stunned people who had frozen in their tracks +o
lizten. "Who struck the stranger?™ she demanded. "Who?™ There waz no
answear. "Then the sin is on all of us. We have drawn blood in a mortal
wouno. W2 must prav. We must fast., We must offer sacrifice.” She rurned
back to the prisoners and, for an instan%, her eves met Spock's. He
recognized the frustration and malice in them. "Two davs we will make
penance. 0On tha third, we will prezpare the pyros and burn the traitors at
sUnset.!  With that, she limped awav and entered her tent.

"Congratulations, Dochtor,” the Vulcan said mildlv. "Your logic has at
lzast bought us a little time.®

But not for Jim" As Spock’s gaze met his, the Doctor explainsad.
"I'm zorry, Spock, but for Jim it's just a matter of hours.”

=
"Any responss yet, LisutenantT™

"Negative, Mr Scott. Thera's nothing but static, as if the
communicators weres non—gperationall”.

"All right. Weel, keep trving anvway."
Scotty sank back in the command chair,thinking hard. The Captain's
orasrs had been quite specific - to do nothing which might alarm the

survivors and parhaps undo hours of difficult negotiations. EBut his ecall
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was many hours overdue:; since he had reporited thelr safe arrival, there
had teen nary a word. Thaf, coupled with the maelfunction of all the
communicators.a.  And there was also the sdd incident of the raging fires

in the gther fown., plus evidernce of population movement. Could the Captain
have arrived during & war - perhaps been taken prisoner.. or killed? Till
now, he had given the party the benefit of the doubt, appreciating that it
might have been impossible to sneak away to communicate with the ship., Put
orders o no orders, he had to put a landing party down thare, at least to
observs.

His mind made up, he twned to Lt. Falmer. "“Lieutenant, I want five
volunteers from security in the transporter room”

"fyg, sir - "  But Falmer was speaking to empty air. Scott was
already gone.

Smoka spiralled up into the cloudless bius sky then was snatched awavy
by the stesdy bresze. Rachel, gore splattered the length of her arm,
stepped bhack from the altar as the last of the terrified sheep, struggling
feebly in the hold of two of the iribesfolk, blsd the last of its life anto
the darkenesd stones. Wearily, she wiped sweat from her brow with her froe
hard, then stepped forward again to made the ritual incisions and lift out
the organs {for the buwrnt offering. The tribesfolk then lifted the carcass
and bore it away to a stout old tree so that it would be properly drained
of blood and thus fit to eat. But there would be no feasting yet: thevy
must not sat sgain until the two traitors died in the flames.

Thz girl sagged against the bonde that cut harshly into her ribs and
wrists, her eves clpseds Hearing a twig break underfoot, she opened them

aw a burly figure approaching. Her heart lurched asz she recognised
dathro, his swarthy face lightensd with an attempt at a friendly grin that
canveyed only nervous tenslon.  Apprehensive, she watched as he halted
beside her, then glanced past him tc the camp to see if anvone could - or
would ~ -ome to her aid. All she could see were figures on their knees,
hegging forgiveness of Jehovah, dirt heaped upon thair heads.

"Shouldn't you be praving with them?" she asked rather sharply, mads
Jittery by his nearness. He leaned against the tree, staring at her.

"Don't vou have a kind word for me? I could h2lp vou' MHe stretched
out a hand and traced the underside of her chin, trailing his fingers down
har neck. Terrified, she closed her eves. If she had been free she
doubted if she could have moved, petrified with fear. She could ne longer
se22 into minds. but she remembersed his mamnsr when he had come upon her
collecting firewond. EBhe opensd har eves and gared desperatesly st the
figures in camp, willing them to help her.

"What about Rachel? she managed to ask., It was hard %o talk: her
throat seemed drisd up - constricted.

"She's seeing to the sacrifices. Those animals we brought back have

to be killed afiter all." His hand slipped beneath the neckline of her
taded bloussz and cupped one of her small breasts. She bit down a SCreams

what could she do except kick him, while he could easily strangle her.
YRachel - " she chokad out.
dethro took a guilty look over at the camp then, reassured, turnsd
bachk to her. "Don't vou worry about Rachel, She hazn't been very clever,

a few of their animals - and we've killed those, like I said.
worn't be very popular for long. You Jjust do what I tell vou and

£
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I'll zes vou all right.. I saw how vou looked at that man - did vou krow
ha's dyving?  Why don't you look at me like that?

The girl stared at him irn shock, seeing the hard glint in his eves,
and remembering the bhurly +igure stepping back into the crowd. Now she wa
sure who had struck Jim. And Jethwo, of course, would not admit it -
otherwise he alone would have undsrgons a penance. This way the whole
tribe suffereq —~ and so did Rachel's standinag.

m

"Yes, I see you understand. Weil, vou just remember — do right by me
and Il save you from the fire.m®

The girl bit her lip to swallow her revulsion. The man before her;
swart, coarss, dirty, smelling of poorly tanmned hide, his teeth crocked and
his breath foul - ht:xw could she avoid comparing him with Jim?  Jim was
+air, clzan smelling., his face open and honest where this ane's waz closs=d
and sly. How had she looked at JimT It was truer she felt something for
him — still did, What Jethro said must be true; she had caught Rachel's
announcements and enough oFf what Jim's other friend had said, toknow Jim
mas dying.

Somehow she forced herszelf to smile. It was the hardest thing she had
ever had to do. "You'll be leader™

"'ve talked with szome of the others. Rachel's support lessens."
Jethro grinned in delight. "Youw'll be the wife of a leader.

"That'll be good," she agreed, still smiling. Inside., her guts were
in knots.

Jethro nodded. then looked over at the camp where he saw Rachel had
reappeared, and guickly withdrew his hand. "I'll come for vyou tonight.”

Az he hurried back to the tents, the girl drew a shuddering breath.
sure that she was going to be sick. After a while the feeling subsided,
but she could still fgel the senszation of his touch, like a dirty mark on
her skin. She teld herszlf that it was for Jim, and felt a little better.
I+ he could only hold on to life a little longer, if she could get free
when Jdethro freed her.. That was a 1ot of ‘ifs’.

"God, IT you are real, help him, keep him alive, I'm only a Harked
arne. I krow, but he's one of Your own. Please... help him.”

1

}J

:ben Tanner wiped the swe=at from his brow and stepped back from the
he:v'v hatred gate. "That's the last of them,” he said, then turrned from

the restless, jostling animals fo Levi. "Sure vyouwll be able +o handle

tham, son?™"

The boy nodded, "Sure thing, Fa. I'll spread the hay out in tha
mangers in the barn.”

"Ba =paring, eh? There's noat much left from last winter. Never
thought we'd have to use winter fesd in the fime summer. but we can't trust
to thosa devils overlooking the high pastures twice.' Reuken stepped away
to pick up the sharop-oronged fork. “Tell vour Ma we’'ll be back tomorrowm,
Wae've a good notion of whers the devils hide out.®

"Are they really devils, Fa™ the boy asked solemnlv. "I mean — we've




e wouldn't Rave baen any uss against them, Lavi, Mot now it turns
Anvyway, they're the devil’s children right enocugh.
mot devils themzelves. Real devils don't nesd to hang folk to
Mo, it's our fault, boy., We never shouldve left thoses Marked
hat high place. W2 should've clzansc them out when
of bBod first f’ell on us. Well, now His wrath's fallen on our
hecalse we lacked the courage to do Hizs will in the first
place.” .
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"Wish I was going with you, Fa.t Levi's voice was wistful. Reuban
mickied and ruftflzd hiz son's halr affectionatelv.

"Somecna’s got to stay here and help your Mz with the farm — that's
the man's part tooc. You Jjust get rhMose cows in the barn, and don't forgat
~ " Ha tappsd the large knife in its sheath at the bov's belt., "You keep

that on vou at 31l times. And keep praving to God."
T will, Pa. I'll pray Heg keeps you safe.”

{mvi watched as his father shouldered the hay fork and marched off
along the road into town. He feit a light touch on hizs shoulder and lockead
upt it was his mother, tears glistening brightly in her syszs. They both
watched as Reubsn's figure recaded: once, he turned o wave and they both
waved madly to make sure he could see them. Then he continued on his wav.
At last ke was out of sight.

l’J

vve got to listen.  Your daughter’ I'*

s YO = r
v're2 going to burn her., Abigail, thay're go

Abigail, Your

Sre,
ng to murger your

as there just a flicker of responze? Martha could not be sure, Lux

e had to keep trving. IF nothing else could reach Abigail, this surely
must. Since the deaths of their mother and MNaami, Abigail had retreated
! shell, a world of her own. Martha believed she could even

tand it in a way — Abigail wanted to ensure that she could never be

hwurt again.  MNow it was up to her to break the shell: Qbiqail muist bhe made
to understand, must be reconciled to her child when that child lav under

of death. &he besgan again.

‘Bibigail, remember the baby, remember the dav she was bhorn? I didn't
her off Jude's Rock, Abigail. I left her at the dump instead. Ehe's
2live, Abigail. She's here - and she needs you®

Or the other side of camp, Rachel was handing the confiscated medikit
c Here! I+ vou can save him, do so.”

1}
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fully, McCov evamined the kit for damage. His tricorder had been
wracked, but they had noi beesn able to open the kit with its concealed
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fastering., He adjusted the hypo spray and placed it against Firk's arm.
Satisfiad that McCov was keeping his word not to escape, Rachel aoved away.

That should relisve the pressurs a little,” he explained to Spock and
the pthers. To Spock, ha added guistly, "But he still hasn't much time.
We have to get him to sickbay.
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srhaps reasoning may work, Doctor.  After all, ix
postponemant.”

Yes — my imoerfect., Human reasoning —
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“Being Human, youw have a natwral advantage in understanding the
process of Human reasconing. Doctor.®

McCoy sved Spock suspicicusiv, uncertain az to whether ke had Just
baen flattersed or insulted. EBut he realised that Spock was marely
concealing his anuiety about Jim, so he conceded the point. "Well, yveah.
it's worth a tey."
rds. Concerned, he asked, "What's theo

Soertz had heard the last few wor
the Captain would be a1l right now?

matter, =ir? 1 thought vou said

il
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Coy hesitat=d momentarily, but €pock came to his rescue. "I am
going to attemp»t to reason with our captors. Mr. Soertz. in order to gain
ocur freedom. Fascinating though cur present environment may be in
providing living sxamples of soms interesting historical behaviour
patterns. I'm sure vou’ll agree that we appear to have outstaved our
welcome."

Ezmnused, Goertz could only nod.

They awaited an opportunity. After some time, Rachel approachsd them
to check on Firk's condition. Spocsk noticed that she appearaed n2rvous a
pregocupiec:  doubtless her authority over her peopls was becoming
insecure.
"Rachel," he bagan. "It was wrong for the paople of the other town +o
prasecuts Marked ones like yourselt - like us,” he added for smphasis.

"Eut it was egually wreng to kill them.t

Rachel shook her he2ad angrily. "Thev were a danger to our people, but
no longer — ¢

"Mot trua!” Martha's voice rose over thz murmurs from the bowsd
headz. They looked up in affronted surprise and Rache! flushed at the
disapproval of her implicit in their stares. Furiocus, she strode over to
the tethered woman and raised har spear. Undaunted, Martha oried, "My
people never threatened vours. They were too afraid of vou., But now
thev'll be angrv. You can't have killed them all. Thev'll come here for
revengs."

"Silence!" Rachel reversad the spear to strike Martha with the butt,
then realised that the murmured pravers and turmed to amgry and resesntful
mutterings. Faltering, she stepped back, lowering her EPE&T.

"It's true! Jethro broke in. "They will come to kil us®

"We'll post an outlook and guards," Rachel insisted. "They are
cowards — you saw how they ran into the flames rather then fight! Don't be
fools! We'ra safe here!

Cowed for the moment, the kneeling figures returned to their praysrs,
but as Rachel turned her back on them and entersad her temt, there were a
few spec u;ati‘ 2 glances in Jethro’s direction.
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Dariness bsgan to claim the campsite once mors. &3 the zun dipped
eastwards io rest. ths girl hecame more and more jittery. Now she
r vemsnts m the trees behind her. Heart racina.
cream. uddanly a hand closed aver her mouth.
1 dawvi now the momant was hers.  She tried to
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-z=lax. not wishing to arcuse Jethro's suspicions.

Eut the nand was net rough and callgusad, and a voics spoke auistly,
its accent strange = the girl’s haopes indled — as Jim's and the cthers’
acrcents had ceemed tLom't be afeared, lassie. We worn't hurt you' Then
rhe hand was removed. Her eves widen=d az sha saw the figure standing in
e zhadows beside heri he seemed to be wearing clothes like Jim amd his
friends, and like them he mad no beard.

i

e yvou a friend of Jim's"

ngR?... 0Oh, ave, that we ars. Wz call him ‘Captain’, though.”

e he Your leader?™ At the nther's nod, she recalled Jethro's words.
“vowil be the wife of & Jeader’., That would be good, ves. but not of the
1mader he had had in minc.

"Can ve tell us what's been happening hetre? We've had an eye OO the
comp mbet o the day, but we've bean ton far off tae make gut most of it

The girl nodded. "Tim and the others are prisoners. Jim's hurt -
dying, they said. Amg theyre going to burn Spock and me the day after
tomorrow”

The man gave a low whistle. mimat a bad pusiness. If I'd only
suspected s0ORer, orders or no orders - Byt don't warry, lass, wea'll soon

Has ve oub © hare."

In a fow moments he had untied her bonds. Gratefully, she rubbed her

swollen wrists, aware that it was now too dark for those in camp to see het

learly. "You wait here while we go and get.. Jim and the others." The
man then waved to unseen figures: ehe sensed theam gliding aff into the
hushes, LBy now, there were only & handful of sentries awake in the Ccamp,
autlined by the low-burning fire., Evervone elss had gone inside the t=nts.

Mo, she whispered, bul it was tmg late; the man had already
lipped away. Well, she could not wait hers while har friends were sihill
in danger. Wishing that she had her knife, sha bagan to follow.

Whan she reached the camp. she found the guards lving motionless -
dead, she thought at €irst. But when she touched the neck of one, there
was a2 =low but steady pulse in the artery., They had been knocked out
without a sound. lmoressed, =ha stepped across the prone body and
approachad the man who was freeing Jim and +he others.

4
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W _aszia! 1 thought I told you -~ och, never minc. How iz he, Doctor?™
“Not good, Scotty. I've got to get him ta sickbavd

"Right." The man called Scotty produced a =mall box from beneath his
zhirt - the giri's memory supplisd the name - communicator. 1t was ane of
the things Bpcck had ‘=howed h=r in the meld.

¢

"We have to take this girl with us too, Mr. Bcott” Spock putt in.

The other raisesd his evyebrows but obvicusly knsw better than to ask
auestions at a time like thiz. Instead, hz flipped open the communicator.
The girl lizten=d in fascination to the warbling sound it made.

nSoott to Enterorize. rand by in the transporier room for a medical
=

" irl had caught =t Spock’s sisevea and
aointed to her mother and sunt, who had wakenad up blinking in the

=
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"I regr=t that we can do nothing at present. If we took — ¢

A voice cut across both men's voices. "Hold™ Al looked round.
Rachel was standing ocutside the sntrance filag of her tent., the
firslight glinting on the sharp—edoed blade in her hand. EBotore they could

react. she crabbed the girl's wrist, twisting her arm behind her and
holding her knife o the girl's throat. As she forced her nearsr ta the

captive women. Spock calmly addressed her. "You cannot shed har blood,
Rachel"

"Na, but this ome can!" Triumphantly, Rachel slashed at Abigzil's neck

tether and velled, "Btand, woman!" Her knife instantly returned to the
girl’'s throat to ensure that she could not struggle. Then she gave her arm
an extra twist so that the girl cried out, too much in pain to trv to

escape, and handed the knife fc Abigail. "Kill the girl™

Distantly, the girl was aware of a voice coming from the little bax
Scott held. "Mr. Scott? Mr. Scott? Now she heard a sudden loud hum.
Turning her hszad, she was amared to s=ze sparkling lights begin to enqgulf
the figures of Jim and the others. No, they were disappaaring!

"Jimy no! Take me with vouw!" she cried.

Rachel released her and backed awav in wide~eyad fright, I
the empty space where the men had stood to the girl, and back a
regaining her composure, she snatched up a spear and hisssd, "Witch!
shalt not suffer a witch to live - that iz the word of JehovahR! Your evil
spirits have desartsd yvou, girl"

"No.." Fain tore at the ogirl's heart; the pain of despair. All the
lies.. Spock had promised to fake her to his home where she would be made
welil. Anad perhaps, her thoughts had continued. she wmould one Fay have
Taund Taveur in Jim's eves... But it was ail gone. Numbl » she saw the
sharp blade in her mother’'s hand. Eetter to die now and end thiz pain.

Her mother had given her life, abandoned her and was now to take away her
life. She locked intoc the cther's blue eves, now purple in the +irelight,
expecting to see a mindiess blank.

Instead, there was.. what? Confuzion? A dawning self awaremess?
"I gave vou an order! Rachel snapped. "Kill the girl! Kill heri®

"Abigail, no! She's your daughter!™ Martha leaped up to grab her
sister, but Rachel struck her aside savagely with the spear. Shs f=11,
groaning, but at th=s same moment, Abigsil acted -

The knife took Rachel through the heart.

Numb astonishment in her eyes glazed into death as Rachel folded to
her knees, then pitched forward. The girl stared at the bloody knife in
her mother’'s hand.

"Deboraha. I would have called vou Deborah.,” Her voice was ciraaky
with dizuss. "She was a great woman — & leader. Ma used to tsll us that
story."

Bently; she took ths knife from her mother's hand then knelt beside the
injured woman., A hum suddenlv filled the air and when she looked up. her
face lit in an incredulous smile. "You dign't leave me =




Molov checked Rachel then guicklv knelt beside Martha, running &
scanner gover her prone body and studving the readings on the new tricorder
he held. "Serious hesad indurvy, Spock. We'll have to g2t her to the

Martha was gripping Deborahk’s hand. The girl leaned clossr to hear
the whispered words. "She didn't i1l vou - Abigail didm't kill vou. I
wanteda. to tell yvou... You're the deauchter I never had. BGod bless vouw
= 5
hilde.  She sighed and closed her eves. Lazsd, Deborah gently
disentangled the older woman’'s fingers from hers,

"Too late,” Mclov's voice said.

"Doctor, get back to Jim Debor‘ah looked up, surprised, and then
ramembered seeing Spock materialise with the Doctor. "I'll bring.. Hannah
and her mother.

"My name’'s Deborah, Bpock,” the girl said proudly az McCoy shimmered
frrom sight. BShe stood wup, and put an arm round her mother.  "She named me
my mc:;.her'. She remembers me." She turnsed to aAbigail. "Don't worry, Ma,
voure coming with us.”

A smile appeared on Abigali's face, confused but happy. "Deborah
You're coming home with Martha and ma. Wait till Ma sees yvou. She 3.1 be
s proud.” '

Aware of rustling inside the tents, Spock quickly flipped open his
communicator, sven though he deduced that the fesar and superstition of
these people would probably keep them inside. "Spock to Enterprisse. Three

"

A sudden whigtle of air and a thud made him turn sharply. Deborah
soreaned & her mcther collapsed, transfired throuagh the heart by a spear.
Jathro stood by one of the tents, exultant. "My people, see me! Our
leader is =lain, but I have avenged her! I brave the penance for vou, my
oeoplal” ~

"You killed my mother!" Deborah screamed. Before Spock could prevent
har, she ithrew the krnife. As the bzams took them, the last thing theyv saw
was Jethra, clutching the knife in his belly.

ey
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"Mow iz she, Fones™™

Mclov locked down at Firk's pale facs that was dwarfed by tha
nlaztifoam dressing protecting his head injury. "She's fise. It's vou
wa've been worried about."

"What were vou saving before we beamzd down? Hoping vour medical
wkills wouldn’t be needed? This was one hunch of mine that dign't payv
off."

Mzlovy chuckled, recalling Kirk's lucky feeling about the mission.
"Human intuition carn't be 100% infallible, Jim. Ofherwize we'd be
hinloagical computers. Speaking of which, that's one statistic I'm not
going to remind him about - we'd never hear the last of it

ki amilsd muzzily. "He hasn't forgotten, Bones. Just biding his
sime £ill vowr next fry a2t naedling bhimS



Mz7 Neoedle him?' MeCoy assumed an indignant innocence.  PListen, 1
navan't oot a laser scalpel in this entire sickbay that can get through
that thick hide of his.”

"Okay., Bones. vouw win, Now tell me how Hannah is.”

) el.». \.D st“"'t ith, Jim — its not 'Hannah'. it's Deborsh. You see.

Deborah straightensd up, wiping her face with the tiszue Spock
proffered. "I'm sorry, I've made your shirt wet., And I know vou don't
like pesopiea showing feelings.” She turnad away to blow her nose. “What I
dom't understand iz why EBones wanted to go back and help Jethro when you
told him what had happened

"Deborah, please understand that my decisian not to return with
medical aid for Jethro was based not upon any notion of revenge but on
chasrvation of his people’'s custom of killing and consuming their sick and
injuresd.”

"Your mean, iF my knife didn’t kill him outright, his people would
finish him off? You don't approve of what I did, do you?" As Spock made
to speak, she went on. "No, listen. I'va already told you what he said
when I was tizd up to that tree. He wanted to get rid of his wife — he
didn't care about her at all, he just wanted to be leader. He killed my
mother because it made hiM.. lock good” She turned away to hide the
tears that threatened fto well up again.

"Deborab, killing - for any rsason - is wrong. Mow can vou seg why my
people have rejected emotion?  All the deaths you saw were the result of
emotion.  Anger, hatred, greed, grief — that is whv those people disd”

.

Deborah shook her head. "My mother didn't
these reascns. Spock. She did it to save met

kill Rachel for any of

" ove is sometimes the worst of ailtt

She stared at him. "I've shared minds with vou, but I still don't
underetand vou., You care about Jim — he's vour friemd. Izn't that love™?"

Awkwardly, Spock turned away and paced to the other side of ths cabin
that they had given to Deborah. "“The Captain iz & remely etfective,
highly intelligent and compassionate individual. He is t“»e bezt Captain in
Starflaet. Az such, he is worthy of the loyalty that a Vuican f+fers to
his supsrior.” )

Wearily, Deborah sat down at ths small table, rasting her &lbows on it
and putting her head in her hands. "I know what all those words mean
because vou've — shown — me. But I can’t see.. I can’t understand. And
vou say [ have to live among your people +iil I can control my mind and the
things it does.” She ran her fingars trraugh her long dark hair then
looked um at him. "I don't think vour pesople can be so very different from
~ not if our minds weres tonasther. You've stopped me from fearing all
1S, She waved a hand at the cabin around them. “"But what vou've sai
i ourds o me like ~ like dressing -.-."--en:i:mm up in a lot of wor

L

an't mean anvihing so it won't sound like friendship any more.
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Spock turned to go.  "You should rest now., If vou need anvthing,
press this button and speak.,” He indicated the viewer by the bhed

“Eafore wou OD..  Will Jim be all richi?”




I ded. "Mg is in the best of hands. Dr. Mclov is a very good
surgeon — though please do not mention that I have said sou”

h

Deborah frowned in perplexity but decided she would understand thi
attitude, also, in time. Shylvy. she ssid, "I vou've seen 211 in mv mind -
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averything — then vou must know I like Jim, musitn't vou?

"It iz not the Vulcan wav o pry dinto the privacy of others, Deborah,
especially not that of the mind. But it vou entertsin affection for the
Captain, plsase remember that he is & leader with heavy responsibilitiss.
Ha has to give himself to many pesoplet

"Ferhaps 1 could become worthy onse day to become one of them.. Like
vag?"  When he declined to answer, she smiled tiredly. '"Never mind.
Ferhaps I couid become a ieader too - like Dzboran™ [ krow the story - the
5ld woman told me it Ehe looked dc::wniat the tabie and blinked away

te2ars:  that was a painful memory too.

"Wou are voung.” Spock cenceded.  “Anvihing... 1s possiblet

Among the trees, Reuben and his friend Joseph crept closer, their gaze
. fixed on the half circle of tents grouped around the dving fire.

"Is that where they live, Rube?® Joseph whispered with subdued
excitement.

"I reckon so." Reuben clutched the comferting strength of his havfork
more firmlv., The tines were darkened with the blopod of a Marked one who
Fad attacked them when they first reached the plateau’'s summit, killing cne
ot their number. After that, the band had decided to send two scouts ahead
to check for more ambushes, but they had found none so concluded that the
stray devil’'s spawn must have been a lookouk.

Reuben made his decisionm. "Go and get the cthers. Taell them we've
found the place." &As Jdoseph hurried awav, Reuben continued to study the
tents, relishing the senszation of the adrenalin now pounding through his
vains. "It's the Lords work we do tonight,” he muttered. Yes, that had a
good sound to it

"The Lords work"

Deborzh looked wup as the door swished shut, but Spock was gona.
Frowning, she went over to the bed and sat down again. Thoughts tumbled

through her mind; what would be her future, far from home, no family - so
zgon after finding one -~ hard study among an alien peopls.. Spock’s
peopla.

Ferhaps she would get to like them? And perhaps, some davy, she would
join her friends in their travels in the stars. Even.. becoms a Starship
Captain hesrself? Ehe still wasn’'t completely sure of what that
entailedis.

e DUT there would be plenty of time to lsarn.
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