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had gone off with another man last summer. The one that stayed wasn't a
handsome man, but I had noticed him. He had a kind of solidness I liked. His body
and hands were short and strong, I had courted him a little, but he was very shy.
This day, a day in the Silver Time when the mist lay on the river, he saw the jewel
swinging in my ear, and his eyes widened.

“It’s pretty, isn’t 1t?” I said.
He nodded.
“I wore it to make you look at me,” I said.

He was so shy that I finally said, “If you only like sex with men, you know, just tell
me.” I really was not sure.

“Oh, no,” he said, “no. No.” He stammered and then bolted back down the path. Bub
he looked back; and I followed him slowly, still not certain whether he wanted me
or wanted to be rid of me.

He waited for me in front of a little house in a grove of redroot, a lovely little bower,
all leaves outside, 8o that you would walk within arm’s length of it and not see it.
Ingide he had laid sweet grass, deep and dry and soft, smelling of summer. I went
in, crawling because the door was very low, and sat in the summer-smelling grass.
He stood outeide. “Come in,” I said, and he came in very slowly.

“I made it for you,” he gaid.
“Now make a child for me,” I said.
And we did that; maybe that day, maybe another.

Now I will tell you why after all these years I called the ship, not knowing even if it
was still there in the space between the planets, asking for the lander to meet me in
the barren land.

When my daughter was born, that was my heart’s desire and the fulfilment of my
soul. When my son was born, last year, I knew there is no fulfilment. He will grow
towards manhood, and go, and fight and endure, and live or die as a man must, My
daughter, whose name is Yedneks, Leaf, like my mother, will grow to womanhood
and go or stay as she chooses. I will live alone, This is as it should be, and my
desire. But I am of two worlds; I am a person of this world, and a woman of my
mother’s people. I owe my knowledge to the children of her people. So I asked the
lander to come, and spoke to the people on it. They gave me my mother’s report to
read, and I have written my story in their machine, making a record for those who
want to learn one of the ways to make a soul. To them, to the children I say: Listen!
Avoid magic! Be aware!
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The other young people on the ship were friendly and mannerly. Those are words
that have no translation in my language. I was unfriendly and unmannerly, and
they let me be. I was grateful. But there was no place to be alcne on the ship. Of
course we each had a room: though small, the Hgyho was a Hainish-built explorer,
designed to give its people room and privacy and comfort and variety and beauty
while they hung around in a solar system for years on end. But it was designed. It
was all human-made — everything was human. I had much more privacy than I
had ever had at home in our one-room house; yet there I had been free and here I
was in a trap. I felt the pressure of people all around me, all the time. People
around me, people with me, people pressing on me, pressing me to be one of them,
to be one of them, one of the people. How could I make my soul? I could barely cling
to 1t. I was in terror that I would lose it altogether.

One of the rocks in my soulbag, a. little ugly grey rock that I had picked up on a
certain day in a certain place in the hills above the river in the Silver Time, a little
piece of my world, that became my world. Every night I took it out and held it in my
hand while I lay in bed waiting to sleep, thinking of the sunlight on the hills above
the river, listening to the soft hushing of the ship’s systems, like a mechanical sea.

The doctor hopefully fed me various tonics. Mother and I ate breakfast together
every morning. She kept at work, making our notes from all the years on Eleven-
Soro into her report to the Exumen, but I knew the work did not go well. Her soul
was in as much danger as mine was.

“You will never give in, will you, Ren?” she said to me one morning out of the
silence of our breakfast. I had not intended the silence as a message. I had only
rested in it.

“Mother, I want to go home and you want to go home,” I said. “Can’t we?”

Her expression was strange for e, moment, while she misunderstood me; then it
cleared to grief, defeat, relief.

“Will we be dead?” she asked me, her mouth twisting.

“I don't know. I have to make my soul. Then I can know if I can come.”

“You know I can’t come back. It’s up to you.”

“I know. Go see Borny,” I said. “Go home. Here we're both dying.” Then nolses
began to come out of me, sobbing, howling. Mother was crying, She came to me and

held me, and I could hold my mother, cling to her and cry with her, because her
spell was broken.

From the lander approaching I saw the oceans of Eleven-Soro, and in the greatness
of my joy Ithought that when I was grown and went out alone I would go to the sea
shore and watch the sea-beasts shimmering thelr colors and tunes till I knew what

Didsu shook her head. “I'm trying to speak truly. If my fear causes your fear, I
can’t help it. It has to be so. We talked about it in the singing-circle. I don’t like i, ¥
she said, and I knew she meant it; she had a soft face, soft eyes, she had always
been the gentlest of us children. “I wish he could be a child,” she said. “IT'wishI
could. But we can’t.”

“Go be a stupid old woman, then,” I said, and ran away from her. I went to my
secret place down by the river and cried. I took the holies out of my soulbag and
arranged them. One holy — it doesn’t matter if I tell you — was a crystal that Borny
had given me, clear at the top, cloudy purple at the base. I held it a long time and
then I gave it back. I dug a hole under a boulder, and wrapped the holy in duhur
leaves inside a square of cloth I tore out of my kilt, beautiful, fine cloth Hyuru had
woven and sewn for me. I tore the square right from the front, where it would
show. I gave the crystal back, and then mm: 1nug time there near it, When I went
home I said nothing of what Didsu had said. ut Borny was very silent, and my
mother had a worried look. “What have you done to your kilt, Ren?” she asked. I
raised my head a little and did not answer;, she started to speak again, and then did
not. She had finally learned not to talk to a person who ¢hose to be silent.

Borny didn’t have a soulmate, but he had been playing more and more often with
the two boys nearest his age, Ednede who was & year or two older, a slight, quiet
boy, and Bit who was only eleven, but boisterous and reckless. The three of them
went off somewhere all the time. I hadn’t paid much attention, partly because I was
glad to be rid of Bit. Hyuru and I had been practising being aware, and 1t was
tiresome to always have to be aware of Bit yelling and jumping around. He never
could leave anyone quiet, as if their quietness took something from him., His
mother, Hedimi, had educated him, but she wasn't a. good singer or storyteller like
Sadne and Noyit, and Bit was too restless to listen even to them. Whenever he saw
me and Hyuru trying to slow-walk or sitting being aware, he hung around making
noise till we got mad and told him to go, and then he jeered, “Dumb girls!”

1 asked Borny what he and Bit and Ednede did, and he said, “Boy stuff.”

“Like what?”

“Practiging.”

“Being aware?”

After a while he said, “No.”

“Ppactising what, then?”

“Wrestling. Getting strong, Forthe boygroup.” He looked gloomy, but after a. while
he said, “Look,” and showed me a knife he had hidden under his mattress. “Ednede

says you have to have a knife, then nobody will challenge you. Isn't it a beauty?” It
was metal, old metal from the People, shaped like a reed, pounded out and




“you educated me,” I sald, and my voice began to tremble and my mouth to shake
around the words, “and so does the school here, but my aunts educated me, and I
want to finish my education.” I was weeping, but I kept standing with my hands
clenched. “I’m not a woman yet. I want to be a woman.” ,

“But Ren, you will be! — ten times the woman you could ever be on Soro — you mush
try to understand, to believe me — ”

“You have no power over me,” I said, shutting my eyes and putting my hands over
my ears. She came to me then and held me, but I stood stiff, enduring her touch,
until she let me go.

The ship’s crew had changed entirely while we were on-planet. The First Observers
had gone on to other worlds; our backup was now a Gethenian archeologist named
Arrem, a mild, watchful person, not young. Arrem had gone down on-planet only
on the two desert continents, and welcomed the chance to talk with us, who had
“lived with the living,” as heshe said. I felt easy whenIwas with Arrem, who was so
unlike anybody else. Arrem was not a man —I could not get used to having men
around all the time — yet not a woman; and so not exactly an adult, yet not a child:
8 person, alone, like me. Heshe did not know my language well, but always tried to
talk it with me. When this crisis came, Arrem came to my mother and took counsel
with her, suggesting that she let me go back down on-planet, Borny was in on some
of these talks, and told me about them.

“Avrem says if you go to Hain you'll probably die,” he said. “Your soul will, Heshe
says some of what we learned is like what they learn on Gethen, in their religion.
That kind of stopped Mother from ranting about primitive superstition. . .. And
Arvem says you could be useful to the Ekumen, if you stay and finish your
education on Soro. You'll be an invaluable resource.” Borny sniggered, and after a
minute I did too. “They’ll mine you like an asteroid,” he said. Then he said, “You
know, if you stayy and I go, we’ll be dead.”

.H._ﬁ@.m was how the young people of the ships gaid it, when one was going to cross the
lightyears and the other was going to stay. Goodbye, we're dead. It was the truth.

“I know,” I said. I felt my throat get tight, and was afraid. I had never seen an adult
at home cry, except when Sut’s baby died. Sut howled all night, Howled like a dog,
Mother said, but I had never seen or heard a dog; I heard a woman terribly crying. I
was afraid of sounding like that. “If I can go home, when I finish making my soul,
who knows, I might come to Hain for a while,” I said, in Hainigh.

“Scouting?” Borny said in my language, and laughed, and made me laugh again.

Nobody gets to keep a brother. I knew that. But Borny had come back from being
dead to me, so I might come back from being dead to him; at least I could pretend I
might.

women and girls and little kids. He wanted to go live with other boys. Bit’s older
brother Yit was a member of the boygroup in the Four Rivers Territory, and would
look after a boy from his auntring. And Ednede was getting ready to go. And Borny
and Tdnede and Bit had been talking to some men, recently. Men weren't all
lgnorant and crazy, the way Mother thought. They didn’t talk much, but they knew

8 1ot.
“What do they know?” Mother asked grimly.
“hey know how to be men,” Borny said. “It's what I'm going to be.”

“Not that kind of man — not ifI can help it! In Joy Born, you must remember the
men on the ship, real men — nothing like these poor, filthy hermits. I can't let you
grow up thinking that that’s what you have to be!”

“Phey’re not like that,” Borny said. “You ought to go talk to some of them, Eodwmw.“w

“Don’t be naive,” she said with an edgy laugh. «“you know perfectly well that women
don’t go to men to talk.” ;

1 knew she was wrong, all the women in the auntring knew all the gsettled men for
three deys’ walk around. They did talk with them, when they were out foraging.
They only kept away from the ones they didn’t trust; and ususlly those men
disappeared before long. Noyit had told me, “Their magle turng on them.” She
meant the other men drove them away or Killed them. But I didn’t say any of this,
and Borny seid only, “Well, Cave Cliff Man is really nice. And he took us t0 the place
where [ found those Pecple things” — some anclent artifacts that Mother had been
oxclted about, “The men know things the women don’t,” Borny went on. “Ab least I
could go to the boygroup for a while, maybe. I ought to. I could learn & lot! We don’t
have any solid informaticn on them at all. All we know anything about is this
suntring. I'll go and stay long enough to get material for our report. I can’t ever
come back to either the auntring or the boygroup once I leave them. I'll have to g0
to the ship, or else try to be a man. So let me have a real go at it, please, Mother?”

“f don’t know why you think you have to learn how to be aman,” she said after a
while. “You know how already.”

Ho really smiled then, and she pub her arm around him.

What about me? I thought, Idon't even know what the ship is. I want to be here,
where my goul 1s. I want to o on learning to be in the world.

But I was afraid of Mother and Borny, who were both working masgic, and so I said
nothing and was still, as I had been taught.

fdnede and Borny weni off together. Noyit, Ednede's mother, was as glad as
Mother was about their keeping company, though she said nothing. The evening
hefore they left, the two boys went to every house in the auntring. It took a long
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He hid in our house for two days while we decided what to do and how to do it. That
was a miserable time. I stayed home as if I were sick so that I would not lie to the
other persons, and Borny and Mother and I talked and talked. Borny asked Mother
to stay with me; I asked her to leave me with Sadne or Noyi, elther of whom would
certainly take me into their household. She refused. She was the mother andIthe
child and her power was sacred. She radioed the ship and arranged for a lander to
pick us up in a barren ares two days' walk from the auntring. We left at night,
sneaking away. I carried nothing but my soulbag. We walked all next day, slept a
little when it stopped raining, walked on and came to the desert. The ground was
all lumps and hollows and caves, Before-Time ruins; the soil was tiny bits of glass
and hard grains and fragments, the way it is in the deserts| Nothing grew there. We
waited there.

The sky broke open and a shining thing fell down and mnoo&, before us on the rocks,
bigger than any house, though not as big as the ruins of the Before Time. My
mother looked at me with a queer, vengeful smile. “Is it magic?” she said. And it
was very hard for me not to think that it was. Yet I knew it'was only a thing, and
there is no magic in things, only in minds. I said nothing. I had not spoken since we
left my home.

I had resolved never to speak to anybody until I got home again; but I was still a
child, used to listening and obeying. In the ship, that utterly strange new world, I
held out only for a few hours, and then began to cry and ask to go home. Please,
please, can I go home now.

Everyone on the ship was very kind to me.

Tven then I thought about what Borny had been through and what I was going
through, comparing our ordeals. The difference seemed total. FHe had been alone,
without food, without shelter, a frightened boy trying to survive among equally
frightened rivals against the brutality of older youths intent on having and keeping
power, which they saw as manhood. I was cared for, clothed, fed so richly I got sick,
kept so warm I felt feverish, guided, reasoned with, praised, befriended by citizens
of a, very great city, offered a share in their power, which they saw as humanity. He
and I had both fallen among sorcerers. Both he and I could see the good in the
people we were among, but neither he nor I could live with them.

Borny told me he had spent many desolate nights in the Territory crouched in a
fireless shelter, telling over the stories he had learned from the aunts, singing the
songs in his head. I did the same thing every night on the ship. But I refused to tell
the storles or sing to the people there. I would not speak my language, there. It was
the only way I had to be silent.

My mother was enraged, and for a long time unforgiving. “You owe your knowledge
to our people,” she said. I did not answer, because all I had to say was that they
were not my people, that I had no people. I was a person.Ihada language that I did
not speak. I had my silence. I had nothing else.

bush down onto the path and stood in front of me. “Don’t be afraid,” he said.
“Listen!” He was heavyset, half-naked; he stank. I stood still as a stick. He had said
“Ligten!” just as the aunts did, and Ilistened. “Your brother and his friend are all
right. Your mother shouldn’t go there. Some of the boys are in a gang. They'd rape
her. T and some others are killing the leaders. It takes a while. Your brother is with
the other gang. He's all right, Tell her. Tell me what I said.”

I repeased it word for word, as I had learned to do when I listened.

“Right. Good,” he said, and took off up the steep slope on his short, powerful legs,
and was gone.

Mother would have gone to the Territory right then, but I told the man’s message
to Noyit, too, and she came to the porch of our house to speak to Mother, I listened
to her, because she wasg|telling things I didn’t know well and Mother didn’t know at
all. Noyit was a small, mild woman, very like her son Ednede; she liked teaching
and singing, so the children were always around her place. She saw Mother was
getting ready for a journey. She said, “House on the Skyline Man says the boys are
all right.” When she saw Mother wasn’t listening, she went on; she pretended to be
talking to me, because women don’t teach women: “He says some of the men are
breaking up the gang. They do that, when the boygroups get wicked. Sometimes
there are magicians among them, leaders, older boys, even men who want to make
a gang. The settled men will kill the magicians and make sure none of the boys gets
hurt. When gangs come out of the Territories, nobody is safe. The settled men don't
like that. They see to it that the auntring is safe. So your brother will be all right.”

\

My mother went on packing pigi-roots into her net.

“A rape is a very, very tad thing for the settled men,” said Noyit to me. “It means
the women won’t come to them. If the boys raped some woman, probably the men
would kill aZ/the boys.”

My mother was finally listening.

She did not go to the rendezvous with Borny, but all through the rainy season she
was utterly miserable. She got sick, and old Dnemil sent Didsu over to dose her with
gagberry syrup. She made notes while she was sick, lying on her mattress, about
illnesses and medicines and how the older girls had to look after sick women, since
grown women did not exter one another's houses. She never stopped working and
never stopped worrying about Borny.

Late in the rainy season, when the warm wind had come and the yellow honey-
flowers were in bloom on all the hills, the Golden World time, Noyit came by while
Mother was working in the garden. “House on the Skyline Man says things are all
right in the boygroup,” she said, and went on.




Mother had put a lifetime’s worth of n.
Heid onconceptives in the little medici i
had no faith in Sorovian herbals. I did, and they worked. it

But when a year or so later, in the Golden Time, I decid i

ﬁgosmg I Bﬁg g0 places where the right gwcm were mMMHwam M%% Mw mﬁwﬁmwmem
MME@ D%%oobu.mS& on the back of my left earlobe. Then I wished I hadn’t, because it
: mB,m ike witcheraft. Then I told myself I was being superstitious; the noncon
wasn’t any more witcheraft than the herbs were, it just worked Howwmw Thad
bromised my mother in my soul that I would never be superstitious. _E.Hm skin grew

over the noncon, and I took my soulba, /
So5 off Bmcss g ma Lt y g and Borny’s knife and the medicine kit, and

memm QSE Hyuru and Red Stone Man I would be leaving. Hyuru and I sang and
s (c] hwommgmﬁ all one night down by the river. Red Stone Man said in his soft
: %wmmw qu% mwu Moc want to go?” and I said, “To get away from your magic
"er,” which was true in part, If I kept going to him I might ;
s always &
wanted to give my soul and body a larger world to be in. ¢ ¥e goto him. 1

HZ ow Mo nmﬁ of my momﬁﬁb& years is more difficult than ever. CP! A woman scouting
8 entirely alone, unless she chooses to ask a settled man for S€X, or camps in an
Mm%%ﬂﬁym M,ow a s\,s,bm t0 sing and listen with the singing circle. If she goes anywhere
gl e ,mn.ﬂon 'V of a boygroup, she is in danger; and if she comes on a, rogue she
D danger; and if she hurts herself or gets into poliuted country, she is in danger.
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In my right eariobe was the tiny communicator; every forty days, asIhad
.EdBEmQ. Isent a signal to the ship that meant “all well.” If I Smbwma to leave, I
,Nqomz% send mbogmw signal. I could have called for the lander to rescue me HH.oWH a
ad s Em_SoP but though I was in bad situabions a couple of times I never thought
of using it. My signal was the mere fulfilment of a promise t0 my mother and her
people, the network I was no longer part of, a, meaningless communication,

Life in the auntring, or for a settled man, is repetitive, as I said; and so it can be
dull. N ozmbw new happens. The mind always wants new chw@wﬁbm@ So for the
W“Mcm\n% S0 MH %D@um 1s wandering and scouting, travel, danger, change. But of course
Smmwbwumum anger and change have their own dullness. It ig finally always the same
o a. over ..m_mmmP another hill, another river, another man, another day. The

6t begin to turn in a long, long circle. The body begins to think of what it learned
.cm.ow home, when it learned to be still. To be aware. To be aware of the grain of dust
wmﬂmnm.g the m.oH@ of the foot, and the skin of the sole of the foot, and the touch and
: MMW owom MWMMMM oHn,P the ag.mw_ and the fall and motion of the light across the air, and
o gw o m.Emmm on the E.mw hill across the river, and the thoughts of the body,
o 5 ,the s E«me and ripple of colors and sounds in the clear darkness of

1€ depths, endlessly moving, endlessly changing, endlessly new.

So at last I came back home. I had been. gone about four years.

They don't ask questions, they don’t answer questions. Whatever they learn, they
learn when they’re children.”

Ahal said my mother to herself, looking at Borny and me. And she requested a.
family transfer to Eleven-Soro with Observer status. The Stabiles interviewed her
extensively by ansible, and talked with Borny and even with me — I don’t
remember 1%, but she told me I told the Stabiles all about my new stockings — and
agreed to her request. The ship was to stay in close orbit, with the previous
Observers in the crew, and she was to keep radio contact with it, daily if possible.

I have a dim memory of the tree-city, and of playing with what must have been a,
kitten or a ghole-kit on the ship; but my first clear memories are of our house in th:
auntring. It is half underground, half aboveground, with wattle-and-daub walls,
Mother and I are standing outside it in the warm sunshine. Between us is a big muw
puddle, into which Borny pours water from a basket; then he runs off to the creek
to get more water. I muddle the mud with my hands, deliciously, till it is thick and
smooth. I pick up a big double handful and slap it onto the walls where the sticks
show through. Mother says, “That’s good! That’s right!” in our new language, and I
realise that this is work, and I am doing it. I am repairing the house. I axmn making it
right, doing it right. I am a competent person.

I have never doubted that, so long as I lived there.

We are inside the house at night, and Borny is talking to the ship on the radio,
because he misses talking the old language, and anyway he is supposed to tell them
stuff. Mother is making a basket and swearing at the split reeds. I am singing a
song to drown out Borny so nobody in the auntring hears him talking funny, and
anyway Ilike singing. I learned this song this afternoon in Hyuru’s house. I play
every day with Hyuru. “Be aware, listen, listen, be aware,” I sing, When Mother
stops swearing she listens, and then she turns on the recorder. There is a little fire
still left from cooking dinner, which was lovely pigi root, I never get tired of pigi. It
is dark and warm and smells of pigi and of burning duhur, which is a strong, sacred
smell to drive out magic and bad feelings, and as I sing “Listen, be aware,” I get
sleepier and sleepier and lean against Mother, who is dark and warm and smells

like Mother, strong and sacred, full of good feelings. |

Our daily life in the auntring was repetitive. On the ship, later, I learned that people
who live in artificially complicated situations call such a life “simple.” I never knew
anybody, anywhere I have been, who found life simple. I think a, life or a time looks
simple when you leave out the details, the way a planet looks smooth, from orbit.

Certainly our life in the auntring was easy, in the sense that our needs came easily
to hand. There was plenty of food to be gathered or grown and prepared and
cooked, plenty of temas to pick and rett and spin and weave for clothes and
bedding, plenty of reeds to make baskets and thatch with; we children had other
children to play with, mothers to look after us, and a great deal to learn. None of



mother against the others more than anything else. She was angry and ashamed

WUBU mvm:ooEQ H.Hon :mo and try to comfort Sut and that nobody else did. “It is not

: WMMMMW wsm mm,:w It is pure animal behavior. Nothing could be clearer evidence
s 1s a broken culture — not a society, but the remaing of one. A terrible, a;

appalling poverty.” ‘ plean

I don’t know if Dnemi’s death would have changed her mind. Dnemi

; 1 emi was dying for a
«obm time, of kidney failure I think; she turned a kind of dark orange color,
Jaundice. While she could get around, nobody helped her. When she didn’t come out

of her house for a day or two, the women would send the children in with water and

a little food and firewood. It went on so through the winter; then one morning little
Rashi told his mother Aunt Dnemi was “staring.” Several of the women wens to
Dnemi’s house, and entered it for the first and last time. They sent for all the girls
in the singing circle, so that we could learn what to do. We took turns sitting by the
body or in the porch of the house, singing soft songs, child-songs, giving the soul a,
day and a night to leave the body and the house; then the older women wrapped
the body in the bedding, strapped it on a kind of litter, and set off with it towards
the barren lands. There it would be given back, under a rock cairn or inside one of
ﬁ.wm ruins of the ancient city. “Those are the lands of the dead,” Sadne said. “What
es stays there.” .

Han settled down in that house a year later. When her baby began to be born she
mmWo@ Didsu to help her, and Hyuru and I stayed in the porch and watched, 80 that
ém.. aoﬁa learn. It was a wonderful thing to see, and quite altered the course of my
thinking, mbm Hyuru’s too. Hyuru said, “I'd like to do that!” I sald nothing, but
MM%WH%E_ So do I, bub not for a long time, because once you have a child %o@ﬁm never

And though it is of the others, of relationshi
1e others, ps, that I write, the heart
been my being alone. PR

Ithink there is no way to write about being alone. To write is to tell something to
somebody, no ooéubcﬁomam to others. CP, as Steadiness would say. Solitude is
noncommaunication, the absence of others, the presence of a self sufficient to itself.

A woman’s solitude in the auntring is, of course, based firmly on the presence of
others at a little distance: It is a contingent, and therefore human, solitude. The
settled men are connected as stringently to the women, though not to one another;
the mm.wﬁmubmbd ig an integral though distant element of the auntring. Even a »
scouting woman is part of the soclety — a, moving part, connecting the settled
parts. Only the isolation of & woman or man who chooses to live outside the
settlements is absolute. They are outside the network altogether, There are worlds
where such persons are called saints, holy people. Since isolation is a sure way to
prevent magic, on my world the assumption is that they are sorcerers, outcast by
others or by their own will, their conscience, _

The key, of course, is the word “tekell,” which translates so nicely into the Hainish
word. “magic,” an art or power that violates natural law. It was hard for Mother to

understand that some persons truly

consider most human relationships unnatural;, that marriage, for instance, or
government, can be seen as an evil spell woven by sorcerers. It is hard for her
people to believe magic.

The ship kept asking if we were all right, and every now and then a Stabile would
hook up the ansible to our radio and grill Mother and us. She always convinced
them that she wanted to stay, for despite her frustrations, she was doing the work
the First Observers had not been able to do, and Borny and I were happy as
mudfish, all those first years. I think Mother was happy too, once she got used to
the slow pace and the indirect way she had to learn things. She was lonely, missing
other grown-ups to talk to, and told us that she would have gone crazy without us.
If she missed sex she never showed it. I think, though, that her report is not very
complete about sexual matters, perhaps because she was sroubled by them. I know
that when we first lived-in the auntring, two of the aunts, Hedimi and Behyu, used
to meet to make love, and Behyu courted my mother; but Mother didn’t
understand, because Behyu wouldn'’t talk the way Mother wanted to talk. She
couldn’t understand having sex with a person whose house you wouldn’t enter,

Once when I was nine or 30, and had been listening to some of the older girls, I
asked her why didn’t she go out scouting. «Aunt Sadne would look after us,” I said
hopefully. I was tired of being the uneducated woman’s daughter, I wanted to live
in Aunt Sadne’s house and be just like the other children.

“Mothers don’t scout,” she said, scornfully, like an aunt.

“Yegg, they do, sometimes,” I insisted, “They have to, or how could they have more
than one baby?”

“They go to settled men near the auntring. Behyu went back to the Red Knob Hill

Man when she wanted a second child. Sadne goes and sees Downriver Lame Man
when she wants to have sex. They know the men around here. None of the mothers

scout.”

I realised that in this case she was right and I was wrong, bub I stuck to my point.
“Well, why don’t you go see Downriver Lame Man? Don’t you ever want sex? Migl

says she wants it all the time.”

“Migi is seventeen,” Mother said drily. “Mind your own nose.” She sounded exactly
like all the other mothers,

Men, during my childhood, were a kind of uninteresting mystery to me. They
turned up a lot in the Before Time stories, and the singing-circle girls talked about
them; but I seldom saw any of them. Sometimes I'd glimpse one when I was




